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Chapter 1

Thursday, May 21st

Joliet, Illinois

The early summer breeze was playing havoc with my long hair, my skirt, and my napkin. About the time I got everything back in place, another gust would come along and mess it all up again.

I was waiting for my best friend Sharon to join me at the Vanilla Bean coffee shop in my home town of Joliet Illinois. I always planned to be a little early since she was always exactly on time. She is kind of scary like that, but when I tease her about it, she says it’s just being punctual.

Another gust of wind came across the patio as I see her waiting at a crossing in front of the coffee shop. She is a little older than my 25 years, and a little more substantial than me. We are a similar 5 foot 6 in height, with me being a bit skinnier. Actually, she is probably more average with me being on the stick-thin side. She looked quite nice in her linen dress and she always dresses up when we meet. That’s the reason I am wearing a skirt rather than my normal pantsuit.

The flaps on the umbrella over the table were fluttering in the firm breeze. Even though it feels nice to be outside, I’m going to suggest we go in to get away from the gusts.

“Hi Trish,” she says as she approaches the table; right on time as usual. Even though my given name is Patricia, she and about everyone else, calls me Trish. I don’t like the nickname Pat and if someone calls me Patty I just lose it.

“Hi Sharon. Is it okay if we go inside? It’s pretty brisk out here,” I said as another gust of wind sent my napkin flying.

She chuckled as she saw my napkin winging across the patio. “I see what you mean. We’ll find a place inside.”

As we walked in the coffee shop, there were a series of guys huddled over their laptops giving us the eye. Sharon’s white linen dress coupled with her long blonde hair made her quite the attraction. Her kitten heels clicked on the tile floor as we walked to a table that had just opened up. Her makeup was appropriate for day, but with her fair skin and prominent cheekbones, she was able to attract a lot of eyeballs.

I made the effort today, but I still came up short. I was wearing more makeup than usual for work but had changed out of my mid-heel pumps and was wearing sneakers. My pumps were stuck in my bag for when I went back to work. My brown hair was held back in a pony which is how I usually wore it, especially this time of year.

“What would you like?” she asked, even though she knew as I always had the same thing.

“A turkey wrap and a grande cappuccino,” I responded.

“I’ll go put in our orders,” she said as she walked toward the counter and all the guys looked up from their computers.

We’d been best friends for a long time with her being the maid-of-honor at my wedding four years ago and me standing with her when she got married about a year later. Her husband Dennis is a great guy, has a good job, is tall and shockingly handsome. My husband Cameron is just a bit taller than I, probably best described as slightly overweight, and lacks some of the handsome features of Dennis. Cameron has been struggling at work and he hates his job but is having a problem finding something better that doesn’t involve the use of hand tools. He has a two-year degree in Computer Technology but most of the work in our area is for farm equipment manufacturers or in the medical field.

Sharon returned to the table with a big smile, “I have some good news.”

“I’m always ready for good news.”

“Dennis is up for another promotion at work.”

“That’s great news, honey.”

“They’re putting together another department and they want him to be team-lead. There might be some more money plus they are going to give him another week of paid leave.”

“Fantastic!” I said, “He works hard and deserves to be recognized.”

“Yes, he does. He is so much better than last year. He was struggling and depressed but working together we were able to get him on top of things again.”

“You guys make a great team,” I told her as they called that our order was ready.

“I’ll get it,” I said as I made my way to the counter. As I walked, I thought back to last year where the situation between Sharon and Dennis was a lot different. He was feeling overwhelmed and depressed and there was just something about him that was like a puzzle piece that just wouldn’t fit. Sharon didn’t give me any details, but she came up with something that they tried with their relationship that made the world of difference. Now, Dennis was much more grounded and their relationship took a much more positive turn. Every time I asked her for details, she kind of brushed it off and said it was just a reorganization of their household, whatever that means. Whatever it is, I need some of that magic with the relationship between Cameron and me.

I grabbed our order and returned to the table, arranging our lunch in front of us. I put the tray on a spare chair so we could clean up our table later.

We talked about the weather and Dennis’ new position for a bit, then she asked me the question I was dreading.

“So, what’s going on for you guys this Memorial Day weekend, Trish?”

“Ah, Cameron let me know he needs to go to a fishing tournament and he was hoping I would come with him.”

“That sounds awful.”

“It’s something he needs to do for work. The company he works for is one of the sponsors and they want to get as many of the people there to cheer on the contestants.”

“Really?!? Are you into something like that?”

“Oh god no. I just hope it’s raining so we don’t have to go.”

“Good luck with that. Weather forecast says a beautiful clear weekend and Memorial Day with lots of sun.”

“Bah…”

“So, how are things at work for Cameron?” she asked as she sipped on her coffee.

“Just okay. He kind of hates the work. He was hoping to do more Research and Development, but right now he’s just fixing bugs in the code.”

“Is he looking for something else?”

“He is, but with his limited experience, he’s having a hard time landing something. I keep telling him that we have good internet, and he should take some online classes or something, but he would rather just bitch about his current job.”

“How about going to work for Cat?”

“He’s put in a resume, but he hasn’t heard anything back. He says they are looking for someone with a lot more experience. The big earthmovers are kind of specialized.”

“I’m sure something will open up for him. What about you?”

“My job is great,” I was able to report. “The marketing team I have been moved into are really talented but still a lot of fun. We have a great boss and I’m starting to see my salary move up.”

“Same with me. Being in healthcare management, there are always a lot of challenges but the bosses are really pleased with how I am doing. Being in the management end of healthcare is a lot better than being on the front line, and the hours and pay is much better.”

We continued to talk until our lunchtime was up. We cleaned up our table and headed for the door.

“It’s always great to get together with you Trish.”

“Same for me, Sharon. Next week the usual?”

“Works for me, see you then. I’ll want a full report on the fishing thing.”

“I’m sure I’ll have a lot to say about that.”


Chapter 2

Monday, May 25th, Memorial Day

The day started early for Cameron and me with the alarm on his phone going off at 6:30 AM.

“Cameron, why do we have to be there this early?” I whined. “The fish won’t even be awake yet.”

“I know, honey. But these things get started early and I want to be there to be seen by the bosses. The rest of the guys will come later and I want to look like the team player.”

“What do you want for breakfast?” I asked, knowing what the answer would be.

“Why don’t we stop for some fast-food. A sausage and egg biscuit and hash browns sound good.”

“Sounds like a lot of fat and calories. I’ll maybe go for something a little less heavy.”

“They’ll have some food trucks at the tourney for lunch,” he said, trying to make it sound like something I would like.

“More bad food to look forward to.”

“So, let’s get dressed and get out of here,” he said, jumping out of bed and heading for his closet.

It only took me a few minutes to get ready and put my sunglasses, a hat and my wallet in a carry-bag. I got my high-SPF sunscreen since it is supposed to be hot and sunny today and I didn’t want a sunburn.

“Do you have any sunscreen, Cameron?”

“I’ve got this stuff,” he said, handing me a bottle of SPF-10.

“You need something better than this. You’ll burn to a crisp.”

“I don’t need any of that pansy stuff. I’m hoping to get a bit of a tan.”

“You’ll end up with a hell of a sunburn,” I said as I put the container in my bag.

We drove by the fast-food place and he got a couple of biscuits with his hash-browns and I got a yogurt parfait. He promised me that there would be some food at the site so we shouldn’t starve.

“Not starve, but maybe a bout of food poisoning.”

“It won’t be that bad,” he assured me. I’m glad I put some trail bars in my pack.

When we arrived at the site, there was a lot of activity already. He was looking around for any of his bosses, but he didn’t see any. It is going to be a bite if we got up early so he could get some visibility but nobody important shows up.

I got out my sun hat and started putting on sunscreen.

“Do you need that yet. It’s still cloudy.”

“There are almost as many burning rays when its cloudy. Here…” I said, giving him his sunscreen.

“I don’t think I need it yet.”

“Your choice. Where’s your hat?”

“I’m not going to need one.”

I inwardly groaned as I figure that he is going to spend the rest of the weekend and most of next week bitching about a sunburn. He located a cooler in the company’s tent that was full of cold beer.

“I’m thirsty, do you want a beer?”

“Are you kidding! It’s not even noon yet.”

“Come on,” he said, popping the top on a can. “I’ll introduce you to some people,” he said, trying to excite me in the prospect of meeting some of the people he works with.

I accompanied him to meet a couple of other of his associates, but I didn’t see any wives. Sheesh. I hope my being here wasn’t optional, but it looks like it was.

“Have you seen Randall or any of the managers?” he asked the guy named Jacob.

“Nah, they probably won’t be here until later.”

I gave Cameron a killer look and he just shrugged. He got another can of beer out of the cooler and took a long drink.

—————

The morning was filled with the sound of bass-boats racing across the water trying to find the best fishing spots. It seemed weird to me that they would run their engines full throttle across the water making a ton of noise, and then sit in complete silence waiting for the fish to bite. Apparently the contestants are graded on the weight of the fish they catch as long as the fish were still alive. Dead fish resulted in a penalty. Cameron did his best to explain it to me, but it seemed a huge imposition for the fish to be dragged out of the water by a hook in their mouth, thrown into a box to be kept alive, then at the end of the day to be weighed and thrown back in the water. I know he felt the same way but he was trying to sell me on how important this was to the people he worked with. He’d better get something good out of this as to me it was about as interesting as looking at someone’s button collection.

After he bought me lunch at one of the food-trucks, he was starting to get antsy. As he bent down to get another beer, I could see he was turning cherry-red from a sunburn.

“I think you’re getting a little red, champ. Are you sure you don’t want some better sunscreen.”

“I think so, yeah. This other stuff isn’t cutting it.”

He rubbed some of my SPF-50 on his neck and shoulders, but he was already way too far gone to do any good. The fragrance of my sunscreen resulted in more bitching.

“Have you seen any of the bosses yet?” I asked, hoping this wasn’t some big waste of time.

“Nope. Hey, do you want to take off? I’m not feeling that great.”

“Suits me. Do you need to tell someone why you’re leaving?”

“Nah. Could I get you to drive?”

“Sure.”

I left the lake to the roar of more boat motors. As I drove by one of the drug stores, I stopped and went in for some burn cream. I figure he was going to need it.

—————

By the time we got home, he had a headache and was starting to shake with chills.

“Did you drink any water today?” I asked, knowing what the answer was going to be.

“Mostly beer.”

“Okay, get in the house and we’ll get you cooled down, put some lotion on your sunburn and have you start drinking water. Hopefully you won’t need to go to the ER.”

“Why would I need to go to the hospital for a sunburn?”

“A sunburn, no. You are on the edge of sun poisoning and that’s nothing to mess around with.”

“Okay. Can I get you to put some of the stuff on for me.”

“First some wet towels so you don’t blister, then we’ll put on the lotion. I’ll get you a Tylenol.”

What a dumbshit. No shirt or hat and crap sunscreen. No wonder he looks like a lobster.


Chapter 3

Tuesday, May 26th

I spent most of the day covering Cameron with aloe lotion and feeding him Tylenol. He was very red but at least we got him out of the sun before he started to blister. He spent most of the time squalling about how much his neck hurt. I resisted ragging on him that if he would had listened to me about wearing better sunscreen and keeping his shirt on, he would have been fine.

Also, Jacob sent him a text and told him it was a bite that he hadn’t hung around because all the bosses were there for the weigh-in at the end of the day. Great job with planning, Cameron.

He joined me for breakfast but he still didn’t look that great.

“Are you going to work?” I asked.

“Yeah. There’s a big project meeting today and I need to be there.”

“Take it easy and drink lots of water,” I counseled.

“Do we have any more Tylenol?”

“You’ll need to stop and pick some up. We went through most of the yesterday.”

“Okay. Do you need anything?”

I did need something, but I figured he would balk. “Maybe some panty liners.”

“Ah, well, I…”

“Forget it, Cameron.” I thought about all the times when I bought him guy stuff and never batted an eye. What is it with men and this macho thing they have going.

“Say, I’m sorry about this weekend. That kind of sucked.”

“Yes, it most definitely sucked,” I responded, carefully not accepting his apology. I was still mega-pissed with him.

With that I went to work and he did the same. I had the feeling that I was going to be much more comfortable in my desk chair today than him.

—————

Work was going well and I was about to break for lunch when I got a text from Sharon.

How was the fishing thing?

Sucked.

Sorry. I figured it would be bad.

Do you have some time to talk at lunch?

Do you want to get together?

I’d like that. How about the food court at the mall?

Great, see you at noon.

I felt I was losing my mind over Cameron and I wanted to get her advice. With how she got things back on track with Dennis, she might be able to give me some ideas.

—————

I was sitting at a table at the food court and I took a look at my phone. I’d sent a message earlier and I’d hoped Cameron had replied to tell me how things were going. As usual, Sharon walked up exactly at noon.

“What would you like to eat?” she asked.

“Oh, maybe a sub sandwich or something like that. Could we split one?”

“Great idea. A turkey club?”

“Sounds great. I’ll order one for us and a couple of colas. Would you like some corn chips to share?” I asked.

“Perfect…”

I walked over to the counter and put in the order and watched as the sandwich artist put everything together. Since she paid last Thursday, I paid for our lunch today.

When everything was ready, I grabbed the tray and walked back to the table. Sharon was looking at her phone and had a big smile.

“What’s up?” I asked as I arranged our food on the table.

“Oh, Dennis sent me a text to tell me how much he loved me.”

“Really?!?”

She showed me the message from Dennis where he said he was thinking about her and loves her like crazy. She’d written back and said we were having lunch together and he told her to give me a hug from him. Is this guy for real?

“He is so sweet,” I told her. “He’s probably just trying to get you to put out?”

She gave a chuckle. “No, nothing like that I will assure you,” she responded without providing any details.

“I wish Cameron was a tenth as considerate.”

“It’s taken a bit of work and some agreements between us, but it’s starting to work out. So, tell me about the fishing. Did you catch anything?”

“I got bit up by mosquitoes and Cameron got a hell of a sunburn.”

“Not the best day, huh.”

“Not at all. Cameron got sunstroke and we had to leave at noon. He looks like hell.”

“A little sunscreen will do wonders.”

“And maybe wearing a shirt. I warned him but he didn’t listen. Now he’s paying the price.”

Sharon was quiet for a bit, then started to speak hesitantly. “You know, you guys would be better off if he was a bit more considerate.”

“I’ve been feeling the same way. I just don’t know how to get him to respect me more.”

“This reminds me so much of where Dennis and I were last year. It takes time and commitment but it can be done.”

“How does this thing work between you and Dennis? I’m curious.”

“Trish, this is something kind of personal between the two of us. I don’t want to say too much.”

“Oh, come on. We’ve been friends for years and I really need some advice.”

“Let me think about this, okay. Maybe give you some ideas.”

“Whatever you think could help would be great.”

We continued to talk about other things until time to go back to work.

—————

I got home from work at my regular 5:30. I figured Cameron would be home but his car wasn’t in the drive. He usually beats me home.

I started to work on dinner and about six I still hadn’t seen or heard from him. I sent him a text asking when he would be home but didn’t get a response. Then about 6:30 I got tired of waiting and started eating alone.

About quarter to seven he finally answered my text and told me he was heading home. I just responded OK but nothing more. This is unacceptable.

A few minutes later he came in and sat down at the table.

“Sorry I wasn’t home for dinner,” he started, nervously.

“Where were you? Did you run into a beer truck or something? You smell like a brewery.”

“Ah, I stopped by to grab a beer with some of the guys.”

“A message would have been nice, or at least responding to the one I sent you.”

“Yeah, I suppose. I got kind of distracted.”

“Oh, that explains it.”

“The guys told me something about yesterday that pissed me off.”

“What’s that.”

“Well, at the weigh-in when the guys were talking to the bosses, Jacob mentioned I had been there earlier, trying to help me out. Garrett, the company president, asked why I had left and one of the other guys said I got sick from all the beer I’d drank.”

“Great bunch of people you work with. How many beers did you have?”

“I don’t remember. One or two.”

“If you don’t remember, it could have been five or six.”

“Look, I wasn’t drunk.”

“Your associates thought you were. I figure that’s why you had me drive home.”

“I was sore from the sunburn.”

“Of course. How many beers did you have tonight?” I probed.

“Not very many.”

“How many is that?”

“I don’t remember.”

“How much money did your little party cost?”

“Not a lot. Can I have something to eat?”

“Dinner was an hour ago.”

“Look Pattycake, I’ve had a shitty day.”

“What did you call me!?!”

“I’m sorry. I’m a little upset.”

“We’ll, now I’m a little upset too. There’s some food in the refrigerator. I’m going to the bedroom to read. You can sleep in the guest room. I don’t want to smell beer all night.”

As I walked away, he repeated how sorry he was but I just went to the bedroom and locked the door. I didn’t want any more hassle.

I tried to read for a while but I was too upset to focus. What was I going to do with him. I need him to grow up and be more of a partner rather than a burden.

About an hour later I heard him rattle the bedroom door.

“Ah, Trish. The door’s locked.”

“I thought you were sleeping in the guest room.”

“Can we talk?”

“We’ll talk tomorrow when you’re sober.”

“I’m not drunk!” He roared.

“Go away. We’ll talk tomorrow,” I responded in a measured tone. He must have stood there for a while, then I heard the guest room door open and slam shut.

I fumed for a bit and couldn’t figure out what to do next. The only thing I could think was to talk to Sharon. It was a little late to call so I wrote her an email and let her know what happened. I was going to delay sending it until the morning, but I messed up and sent it immediately. After a few minutes, she sent me a text. I figure she knew I didn’t want to talk for fear of being overheard.

Oh honey, this sucks.

I don’t know what to do.

We’ll figure something out. Having him sleep in the guest room is a good start. It will make it real for him.

I know tomorrow he is going to be pissed.

If he is, tell him the gust room might be permanent if he doesn’t act like an adult. Tell him you’ll help move his clothes in there.

Do you think?

He’ll back down in a hurry. It won’t go that far.

What’s next?

You’ve actually set something up that’s really clever. He has a health app on his phone, doesn’t he?

Yes, same as mine.

Tell him he needs to share it with you and he needs to keep a log of his drinking. While you’re at it, have him share his steps, walking distance and weight. That will come in handy later.

Do you think he’ll do it.

You need to convince him.

Do I need to share my data with him?

No!!! Absolutely not.

And if he does it?

Then he sleeps with you again tomorrow night.

I’ll try anything.

This is just the first steps. Let me know what happens.

Will do. At least it’s more of a plan than I had earlier. Thanks a million.

No problem. We’ll talk soon. Good night.

Good night, Sharon.

I felt at least I had a plan. I was a little concerned how he was going to take it. I guess he would either agree or we’ll move his stuff to the guest room. I laid back for a fitful night’s sleep.


Chapter 4

Wednesday, May 27th

I got up at my regular time, took a shower and got ready for work. It was going to be awkward for him because all his stuff was in the en-suite behind a locked door. After I got ready, I finally unlocked the door and headed for the kitchen. He joined me a short time later. He walked into the kitchen in his undershirt and briefs and wearing a yellow terry cloth robe. He was unshaven and his hair was a mess.

“Trish, we need to talk.”

“Go get cleaned up. I don’t want to look at you like that.”

He stood there slack-jawed and was about to say something when he just shook his head and walked away.

I had a few minutes to review in my mind what I needed to do. I would need him to give me his phone and get the health app shared onto mine. I was going to emphasize the reason I was doing it is so we could keep track of his alcohol consumption. I also checked my text for the other pieces of data I was going to share to my phone.

A few minutes later he arrived back in the kitchen dressed for work. He crossed to the cupboard and got a bowl with some cereal and sliced a banana on top of it. He added milk and came to the table. He crunched on his breakfast while I read some news sites on my tablet.

After his cereal was half gone, he cleared his throat and asked if we could talk.

I closed up my tablet and laid it on the table, signaling he had my full attention.

“What would you like to talk about?” I asked, eyeing him.

“Well, about last night.”

“Okay, that’s a good place to start.”

“Why did you make me sleep in the guest room?”

“Why do you think?”

“Because I called you Patty?”

“Not even close. You went out with your buddies after work and didn’t even think to tell me where you were. You ignored my text, came home smelling like booze and then demanded that I make you supper even though supper was ready hours before. The Pattycake comment was just the last straw.”

“I said I was sorry,”

“Well, it’s not good enough.”

“What do you want me to do? I’m not making good decisions right now.”

“Are you willing to listen to me? Let me help?” I asked, needing to get our lives back on track.

“I think so.”

“Here’s how we start. I want you to lay off some of the booze.”

“I don’t drink that much,” he huffed.

“Look, I’m not going to argue with you about this. When I ask you how much you drink, you can’t answer.”

“It’s no big deal. I’ll cut back.”

“And how will I know if you can’t even remember how much you’ve had.”

“Well, sometimes I forget.”

“Okay. You said you wanted my help. I’ll do something so you can remember. Give me your phone for a sec.”

“What do you need?” he said, pulling his phone away from me.

“I’m going to give you a way to count your beers.”

“I don’t think that’s necessary.”

“Well I do. So you really don’t want my help, is that what you’re saying? How is the bed in the guest room? Do you have plenty of blankets? Do you need some help moving your stuff in there?”

“What are you saying?”

“Either give me your phone or stay in the guest room.”

“This is crazy,” he said while passing me over his phone. I had already watched a video about what I needed to do and in a few minutes I had the app shared on my phone with the data I was interested in.

“Here you go. Now when you have a drink; a bottle of beer, a glass of wine, or a mixed drink, you can enter it here. Let’s start by putting in your beers since the weekend.”

He wasn’t happy, but he didn’t fight me too much about putting in the information. He guessed he had two beers at the fishing tournament, two beers on Sunday, and two last evening. The only number that I really thought was correct was on Sunday when I counted the cans in the recycling. I expect the other two days were undercounted.

I didn’t tell him about the data being shared on my phone. I figure if he found out he would throw a fit and I really didn’t want him sleeping in the guest room. I’d spring that on him later if I thought he hadn’t been doing a good enough job keeping track.

“There’s a place on here for you to keep track of your weight. It looks like you started entering data about a year ago but then stopped,” I said as I looked at some of the other health data.

“I kept forgetting to weigh myself.”

“I’ll help,” I said, pulling up the reminder app. “I put a reminder every three days to weigh yourself; that should help. There will be a message on your lock screen.”

“Do you really think that’s necessary?”

“I think so, yes.” I told him flatly as I showed him my app where I weigh three times a week. “It’s not that much of a hassle once you get in the habit. It only takes a few seconds and you’re in the bathroom getting ready for work anyway.”

“Okay. I’ll try to remember.”

“Now, about some other things. I want to know if you are going to be late getting home. Please take a few seconds to text if you are going to be late?”

“Trish, it will make me look like a w…” he started, then his voice trailed off.

“What’s that???”

“I don’t want the other guys to think I’m… ah… like.”

“Oh, you mean like pussy whipped.”

“Well, yeah.”

“Is that really a thing?!? Can’t you just tell them you are letting me know when to start supper. Would they really take away your man-card for something like that?”

“I guess not.”

“Then you’ll remember to do that for me?”

He remained silent but shook his head in agreement.

“I want to get past some of these problems we’re having. These things will help. I really got lonely last night sleeping alone,” I said, trying to soften the moment.

“Sure. Let’s try this and see.”

“Well, I need to head to work. I should be home at the regular time.”

“So will I,” he promised.

—————

After I got to work, I sent a message off to Sharon telling her what had happened.

Are you free for lunch?

Sure. You choose.

How about the salad bar restaurant at 12:30. They are usually jammed right at noon.

I’ll be there

Right at 12:30 I was sitting on the bench at the entrance when I saw her walk to the building. We went in, grabbed our trays and loaded up a couple of plates. I’d probably get some soup later.

We talked about some other things until I finally worked the conversation around to Cameron. She was very complementary on how I worked things this morning and asked if she could see the data on the health app. I brought up the app and she praised me for the way I got it all set up.

“Looking at his steps, he doesn’t look like he’s very active.”

“That’s because he don’t carry his phone. He usually just puts it beside his monitor at work.”

“That’s something we need to have him work on. Going forward it’s important that he always has his phone. Firstly, because he needs to be ready to take a call or a text from you. Also, we will want to step up his activity level and we need good metrics on how much he is moving.”

“I’ll find a way to get him to carry the thing. He never bought a case and it’s a little awkward for him to keep it on him.”

“Maybe find him a case with a clip. Give it to him as a gift.”

“Great idea.”

“What color is his phone?” she asked.

“Black, of course.”

“Maybe consider a different color case like turquoise or blue. Softening his macho image is important. Say, what about sending him a text. Tell him something like you are thinking about him and hope his sunburn is feeling better.”

“I doubt if he will answer.”

“That’s exactly the reason for doing it.”

I followed her suggestion and of course there was no response. Sharon smiled and said I could use that as a reason to have the conversation about always carrying his phone.

“You guys have the same phones, don’t you.”

“Yes, we bought them both at the same time.”

“Do you have them set up as a family?”

“Yes, I set that up and I’m the family organizer. He wanted to share some of my apps but put it on my credit card.”

“That’s perfect! Do you have the passcode to his phone?”

“Yes, we keep the same code on both of our phones to make it easy.”

“That’s helpful. Sometime when he is taking a shower or something, change the birthdate on his phone to make him seventeen. When is his birthday?”

“On August 5th.”

“Leave the birthday the same, just change the year so that he doesn’t turn 18 until August.”

“I can probably do that. What’s this all about?”

“That is a big conversation and there are a lot of moving parts. What about having lunch tomorrow and we can talk more about it then.”

“That works.”

“Same time tomorrow at the Coffee Shop? Maybe afterwards we can stop somewhere and find Cameron a case for his phone.”

“Let’s do it.”

—————

I got home at five-thirty and Cameron arrived just a few minutes later.

“Hi, Trish,” he said brightly as he came through the door.

“Hi there. I’m planning to just have some hamburgers tonight for supper. Something easy. How does that sound?”

“Great…Say, I wanted to apologize for not getting back to your message. I didn’t see it until I came home.”

“I was surprised not to hear from you. How’s the sunburn.”

“Still sore, but it’s getting better.”

“What’s the deal with your phone? Isn’t it working?”

“Oh, no. I just left it at my desk and had the ringer off.”

“That bothers me a little bit, Cam. What if I needed to get in touch with you?”

“I know. I’ll try to do better keeping track of it.”

“That would be good. Give me a few minutes for dinner.”

“Can I have a beer?”

“As long as you mark it down on the app.”

“Oh, right. Sure.”

He went to the refrigerator and took out a can of beer. I was pleasantly surprised when he opened his phone and marked it on the health app. It’s nice to know he can be trained. I gave him a beer glass for his brew.

“What’s this for?”

“It just looks better to drink from a glass.”

“Alright…” he responded, pouring the beer into the glass and taking a sip.

“It tastes better too,” he said with a smile.

“If you’re going to have a beer, you might as well enjoy it,” I said as I started making our supper.

—————

The evening was somewhat low-key as he spent his time watching a game on TV and I researched on my tablet what Sharon was having me do by changing his birthday. It finally occurred to me what it was; she was getting it set up so I could activate some of the parental controls on his devices. He has his phone and his tablet plus our home laptop. Sharon promised me an explanation at lunch tomorrow, but I had a pretty good idea what she was planning. I looked at some of the options; from limiting the hours of the day he could use his devices, to the amount of time on the different apps and even disallowing certain types of websites to be accessed. I’m curious about what she has in mind.

About bedtime I went to our bedroom and got cleaned up for bed. I wore one of my nicer lace nightgowns instead of a cotton pajama set. I washed up with a perfumed soap and brushed out my hair. I looked behind me and Cameron was watching.

“You smell nice,” he said with a smirk.

“Let’s get you ready for bed. I’ll put some lotion on your back.”

I helped him remove his shirt, shoes and pants, folding the clothes and putting them on the vanity. He stood before me in just his briefs and socks. I reached below the vanity and pulled out a bottle of baby oil.

“Turn around and let me see your sunburn,” I said softly.

He turned and his upper back and neck were still an ugly red color but they hadn’t started to peel. I clicked open the bottle of oil and warmed some in my palms before smoothing it on his back. He whimpered a little bit, but he didn’t pull away. I’d added the scented oil to his back and shoulders, and even some on the top of his ears which were also red.

I’d been thinking all day about having a little boy-girl time with him. The dry spell caused by his sunburn had made me a bit wanton.

“How does that feel?” I asked.

“Very nice.”

“What about this?” I teased as I reached around him and dipped a hand into the front of his briefs. He was hard as stone and his sharp intake of breath let me know that felt good to him also.

“Turn around. I think I found something else that needs some baby lotion.”

He slowly turned and I pushed down his briefs, releasing a very stiff cock into my hands. I used some of the oil on his rod and balls as his breath started to quicken.

“So, would you rather share my bed tonight, or sleep in the guest room?” I asked, knowing what the answer would be.

“I want to be with you!”

I grabbed his stiff rod and guided him to the bed. I wiped off the baby oil and slathered his hardon with lube, giving him several quick strokes. As hot as he was, I doubted if he would last long. I dropped my panties to the floor and put myself in the center of the bed, pulling him toward me.

“Please go slow. I’m still a little dry,” I pleaded. I hoped he would last long enough that I could get more than a couple of small orgasms, but I wasn’t planning on it.

He positioned himself on top of me and I directed his shaft where it needed to go. I’d always wished he was more into oral sex so I could get a little more out of these encounters, but he didn’t go there. I squeaked a little when he drove himself into me. I guess the notion of going slow was something he missed also.

I was feeling a little discomfort as I pressed my hands onto his hips to try to get him to slow down. I was starting to feel a little more moistness and my breath quickened as I felt some enjoyment. I cried out with a small orgasm, but that pushed him over the edge. He rammed into me hard and fast as I felt him start to unleash a load of cum. I was still not quite there, but I faked an orgasm; something that I often did to make things better between us.

“How was that?” he asked me.

“Good,” I lied.

“Thank you. That felt wonderful,” he said as he rolled off and fell onto his side.

I laid there wide awake for a while, staring at the ceiling listening to his soft snoring beside me. I thought about bringing myself off with my finger, but when I reached down there I felt all the cum he’d left on me and it kind of turned me off.

I went into the bathroom to clean myself up, thinking about all the things we could have done to make that session better. I hoped as part of reworking our relationship, that would be something else we could work on. As I walked back into the bedroom, I saw his phone on the dresser. It reminded me of something I needed to do. I grabbed it and went back to the bathroom, following the procedure I had watched on a video earlier. In just a few minutes, it was done. According to his phone, I’d just had sex with a seventeen-year-old.


Chapter 5

Thursday, May 28th

As Sharon reviewed the information on my phone, she was very pleased how I got everything set up.

“Now, since you are the guardian to a teenager, we can go out and set up the parental controls on his phone and tablet,” Sharon explained.

“Do I need his devices to do it?”

“Nope, we can do everything from here. I’m just going to set up the Screen Time feature, but we won’t put any controls on for right now. I think you might be interested in how he spends his time on his phone and tablet.”

“What about his computer?”

“There are some things we can do with that also, but it’s a bit more involved. This will give us a start.”

In a few minutes of working on my tablet, she gave it to me and asked me to put in a passcode.

“This passcode works only for the parental controls and is separate from your lock code. Put in a four-digit code you can remember, a date or something.”

“How about my mother’s birth year?”

“Fantastic.”

I entered the code twice and the parental control app came into view.

“It will take some time, but you should be able to see pretty much anything that happens on his phone; the websites he visits, the apps he uses, and how much time he spends on each.”

“What are we looking for?”

“You’ll know it when you see it. Excessive time with games, porn websites, video services, that kind of thing.”

“So, why are we doing this. You promised to explain it to me.”

“Okay, but lean back and buckle up because you are in for a bumpy ride.”

I looked at her with my mouth open and nodded for her to go ahead.

“You remember how you asked me how the relationship between Dennis and I got fixed, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Well, it has taken quite a bit of time and a lot of bargaining, but we now have what is called an FLR, a Female Led Relationship.”

“I see, I think. I can’t quite picture you in a leather corset with a bull-whip.”

“It is nothing like that,” she hissed. “What you described there is a fetish. What we have is a relationship that lets us use the best of our natural talents to improve things for both of us.”

“I’m sorry I said that. I know you’re trying to help. I’ll shut up and listen.”

Sharon took a deep sigh and started slowly. “It is a little uncomfortable to talk about this, but let me try. As you know, Dennis and I were having problems with our marriage some time ago. His work wasn’t going well, he was depressed, overwhelmed and we started to argue a lot. I know now it wasn’t his fault; he just felt trapped and needed some help getting back on track.”

“That kind of sounds like us…”

“I know it does, and that’s why I think something like this could work for you. Like I mentioned the other day, there are a lot of moving parts and it is going to take a lot of negotiation to keep this thing from going sideways.”

“So, some of this is what we are setting up on his phone.”

“That is only part of it. There are other aspects that will take time to implement. First, I think you need to understand the basics.”

“So this thing’s not something that you put together yourself?”

“Oh no, honey. A lot of this has been quite well defined, although you need to be careful where you go for your information. I’ll give you some good resources, but if you just go out surfing on this topic you will come across some really creepy stuff so be careful.”

“You said something about basics.”

“This type of relationship is something that needs to be fed and nurtured. In the parlance of FLR, the nurturing of this relationship use what are called food groups. I’ll write them down so we can discuss them.”

She took out a piece of paper and started making notes with a sharpie.

	Life Direction

	Free Time

	Finances

	Chores

	Sex



She pointed at the first item. “This one is where you need to take a more active role in your lives and how your household is managed. If your household is anything like ours was, we had no plan, our lives were chaotic and we just went from crisis to crisis.”

“That sounds familiar.”

“You don’t need to become some kind of prison warden, but you need to add structure to your lives. You can reduce some of the chaos by one of you taking a greater share of the household decision making. The premise of FLR is that the female is better equipped for this role as they simply have better instincts. As you take a more active role in the household, he will see the benefits and will depend more and more on you. There will come a time where you are making the majority of the decisions. You may solicit his input, but you will have the last word on everything.”

“That might prove interesting…” I said, somewhat perplexed with how I could do this.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “It will happen for you the same as it has for thousands of other women who have embraced FLR.”

She grabbed my hand and squeezed it in a reassuring gesture.

“The next item, Free Time, is one of the things you’ve already started to put into place. You have some tools that you can monitor his activity level and the usage of his devices. I’ll get you set up with another application that will monitor his driving, including his routes, excessive speed, fast braking, and things like that.”

“Will he actually let me do that?”

“By the time this thing is in place, he will beg for it. He will want to do anything he can to please you because giving you happiness will be his life’s goal.”

“Go on,” I said, tentatively.

“Finances get a little trickier, but there are a lot of things that you can do. What you want is to put yourself in the place where you control all the household money. If he wants some money for lunches, he can ask you for it, but I’ll show you an app where you can have him record what he spends. If he wants some gadget, he needs to work with you on it.”

“Seriously!?!”

“Oh yes, I’m quite serious. Once implemented, this is not as bad as it sounds. Right now, if he wants something, he probably just goes ahead and buys it without soliciting your input. Among his expenses may be things that you would not necessarily approve of. If he has to ask you first, he will probably forgo things he knows you wouldn’t agree to. In this way he self-regulates his spending.”

“Won’t he just whine about it until I cave in?”

“In practice, no. You will have a lot of tools at your disposal to make sure that won’t happen.”

“I see.”

“You should monitor all the credit cards and keep track of spending.”

“You mean take over everything? That sounds like a task that I don’t particularly like doing.”

“Something I’ve done is have Dennis do all the reconciliation of the accounts and we get together weekly so he can show me our combined expenses. I don’t let him hide anything from me and I’m equally transparent on what I spend as well. We’ve reduced everything to just our joint accounts where before we each had our own accounts and getting killed with bank fees.”

“Right now we both have separate accounts, plus Cameron has an online payment thing. He says he uses it for games, but I get the sense that’s not all he uses it for. Sometimes there is a charge that he has a hard time explaining.”

“You’ll have to take those over, plus find all the other sources of cash he has. An important aspect is that you will probably find yourself agreeing to most of the things he asks for. This goes along with the self-regulation thing. He’s going to only ask for things that he can really justify because he knows you will need to approve. You need to ask questions, define priorities and you may decide you want to delay the expense for a while. Every once in a while, especially if he can’t adequately justify the expense, say no, with that being the final word on the subject.”

“Do I give him an allowance or something like I would do for a teenager.”

“No. He has no free cash. If you give him money for lunches or tolls, it all must be documented. And please don’t think of this as something you are doing for a kid. He is not a child but a grown adult. If you lose sight of that, he will sense it and fight back. You are both fully documenting your expenses so at the end of the month you don’t have a big budget item for unknown expenses. As your household wealth improves, he will appreciate the importance because he will be handling the budget. You will probably find he will be very proud of the improvement in your family situation when he gives you the weekly report.”

“So, I need to keep track of my expenses too.”

“That’s only fair, and I’ll show you some tools to make it relatively painless. There are a couple of other food groups, but they are kind of tricky and we probably better get back to work. Do we need to go find Cameron a case for his phone?”

“Hey, that’s a great idea.”

“Lunch together at the food court tomorrow? Maybe at one o’clock so there’s not so many people around.”

“I’ll be there.”

—————

We found Cameron a cool case for his phone, but it was blue since Sharon suggested he needed something other than black. They had a black one, but she said I could lie and say they only had it in this color or hot-pink. I laughed thinking of him carrying a phone with a hot-pink case.

I was quite intrigued with our conversation about the food groups. I told her I would come up with some questions by tomorrow when we were supposed to talk about the remaining food groups- Chores and Sex. That should be an interesting discussion.

I checked the health app on my phone and noticed that Cameron had been carrying his phone as he promised. There were quite a few more steps today than yesterday. I also went to the Screen Time app like Sharon showed me and noticed he had received a couple of e-mails and had opened some websites. When I checked them out, I saw what Sharon was talking about. The sites certainly weren’t something he needed for work. I’d keep an eye on this and Sharon said she would show me how to block sites if I needed to. She also showed me how to keep him from changing his birthdate back so he wouldn’t be able to get around the screen time restrictions. For right now, she suggested that we not let him know about my monitoring his phone and tablet. When we had enough data, we could confront him about the need to make some changes. It was rather an empowering position to be in.

When I arrived home, Cameron was home already. When I walked into the house he was in his chair looking at something on his tablet. When I walked into the room, he closed the page quickly and looked up sheepishly. I would check later to find out what it was he was looking at.

“Would you like to go out for pizza tonight?” he asked.

“That sounds good. How hungry are you,” I asked.

“Not bad, we can wait until about 6:30,” he responded.

“How was work today?”

“Pretty much the same. Creating new bugs fixing old ones.”

“How’s the sunburn?”

“Feels much better today. Thanks for taking care of me last night…I mean with the baby oil on my back.”

“Yeah, sure, that’s what you meant.”

“I really love you, Trish. I don’t tell you that enough.”

“I love you too, Cameron. Let me go get out of my work clothes and into pizza clothes,” I said, heading for the bedroom to change. He’s being rather sweet tonight. I wonder what’s up.

—————

Our trip for pizza was nothing out of the ordinary. We had this regular place we went to that was not over-run with kids, served great pizza, plus had a decent side salad. We ordered a large, plus a salad for me and I knew we would be bringing a few slices home. Cameron ordered a beer and I was pleased when I saw him entering it in the health app. This intrigued me; maybe Sharon was right when she said that Cameron craved structure. Unless I miss my guess, he would soon see a lot more structure in his life.

During the meal, he became a bit more pensive and I had the idea that he was about to drop bad news on me.

“Ah, Trish honey. They may be doing some reorganization at work.”

“Do you think it might impact you?”

“They are combining some teams and making changes in the org chart. Where I thought I might be getting a raise this year, they warned me it might not happen.”

“That sucks.”

“They are planning to move me into a group for one of the other products that is mostly handled by an overseas location. They did say that I might be able to do more remote work if I wanted to, but the position was less senior than my present one.”

I’d wondered if this was related to his boss thinking he got falling-down drunk before lunch the day of the fishing tournament.

“The remote work sounds good,” I responded, trying to be upbeat. “They recently upgraded our internet to fiber. A saving of gas and lunches out could be enough to offset not getting a raise.”

“But it is just fixing bugs and no R&D. I was hoping to be able to work on some new projects rather than fixing old shit.”

“Work’s work. A regular paycheck with some work at home. You can handle that, can’t you?”

“I guess, but it’s just less than what I was hoping for.”

Just then something Sharon and I talked about hit me like a ton of bricks. “Maybe spend some of your free time doing tutorials on new computer technology. You could use something like that to build up your resume and get a better job.”

“That’s an interesting thought. There are some new tools and methods that I might be able to leverage into a better position.”

“Trading your time playing games with improving your skills for a new job sounds like a win. Let me know if you need some money for books or subscriptions; something like that.”

“Thanks. I’ll do some thinking and get back to you.”

“Oh, I almost forgot, I bought you something today,” I told him as I pulled his phone case out of my purse. “Let me see your phone.”


Chapter 6

Friday, May 29th

I awoke this morning excited about my upcoming discussion today with Sharon. I had already set up a lot of the food groups for FLR without Cameron even suspecting. The job situation was going to work in my favor as well since it would give him more time at home where I could monitor what he was doing on his computer and devices, something that wasn’t possible from his computer at work.

Surprisingly, he was quite pleased with the phone case I got him. It had a clip where it would be easier to keep his phone with him and, as a side benefit, I would get better data on his steps and activity. He thanked me and he didn’t even complain about the color.

Since his raise won’t come through, I would try to convince him into merging our bank accounts. With the fees eating a hole in the funds in his account and the fact that he hardly ever uses his ATM card, I should be able to make a good case for getting rid of his account. It was interesting what Sharon was doing having Dennis balance the accounts- something I hated doing. I’ll ask her how that works.

Sharon and I met at the mall food court, but we made the time a little later so the noon rush was gone and would be a little quieter.

I caught Sharon up on what was happening and she smiled broadly.

“This is going to work great. And good work on seizing the opportunity for having him spend his free time studying computer stuff. It will be very easy to monitor that and give him a goal to work toward.”

“I also wanted to press him about giving up his bank account and merging ours together. I wanted to ask you how that worked with you and Dennis.”

“We use a personal finance app that we put all our data in. Dennis has made us a budget and separates our expenses into categories.”

“Do you give him the passwords to your finance and credit card accounts?”

“Oh no. We have a box where we put all the receipts we get from our purchases. I have him make notes about what the purchases were. Then every month I log in, make PDFs of the statements and email those to him. He uses the statement and the box of receipts to categorize and enter everything into the finance program. I continue to do all the bill-pay and stuff like that; anything that needs the login to the accounts. Most of the payments are automatic anyway.”

“Brilliant.”

“Thanks, any other questions?”

“No, I’m ready for the next food group,” I said, pulling out the sheet of paper from last week.

“That one is chores. Dennis and I have a pretty flexible arrangement on that, but he still takes on the majority of the household tasks. Where some FLR couples go overboard turning the male into a domestic servant, that doesn’t appeal to me. My goal is to have Dennis want to do things because he knows it will please me. There are things that I don’t like to do, such as laundry, and he takes on that task for me. He also does most of the outside work such as mowing grass but the flower beds we work on together because I like doing that. We also like cooking together but he does most of the cleaning up.”

“We do some cooking together as well.”

“One thing you might consider is to assign tasks. Like last week I planned to work in the flower bed over the weekend but I needed some plants. I asked Dennis to go to the garden center to pick up some things.”

“I don’t know if I could trust Cam with something like that. He would probably get things I wouldn’t like.”

“Exactly. This is the reason that whenever you assign a task, you need to give him explicit instructions.”

“That sounds difficult.”

“The reason it is difficult is you are used to bartering, saying something like ‘…and maybe pick up some pansies or something like that…’ which is the wrong thing to do. Women are much more visual and you will have an image in your mind what you would like. A guy will need specifics to avoid getting something that will disappoint you. Your approval will be crucial for him and it will be much easier if you tell him exactly what it is that would please you. No bartering necessary and no potential disappointment.”

“The bartering thing is exactly what I do and I see why it could put him on the spot.

“Something else that can be powerful is to tell him you are going to share a reminder with him on his phone. He will be expected to dismiss the task when it’s completed. What you don’t have to say is there would be a downside if he didn’t do as you asked. I think that is a discussion best left for later.”

“Okay, for the rest of the household chores, we have a housekeeper that comes in every week and does the bathrooms, the sweeping and dusting. With just the two of us and no pets, things don’t get too messy.”

“That will actually make the transition easier,” she said, glancing down at our sheet.

“And…” I said, pointing to the last item- Sex.

“Yeah, this one gets complicated. How’s things for you guys sexually?”

I coughed, but then told her about our session on Tuesday.

“Not very fulfilling for you then?”

“Not at all.”

“This is something that you need to get under control. Was there any foreplay?”

I was a little embarrassed but I told her about the warm-up in the bathroom.

“That’s actually a good start. Rather than rubbing him with oil, do you ever go down on him; do any oral?”

“Ah…no.”

“Oh wow, honey. You’re missing out on an amazing opportunity to up the game. He will be putty in your hands.”

“He’s got a lot of hair down there. The times I’ve tried it I didn’t like it that much.”

“That’s fixable. What about you. Does he ever do anything for you?”

“A couple of times.”

“What’s your hair situation?”

“Ah…well…a lot. Rather unmanaged.”

“Can I make a recommendation?”

“Sure.”

“Give him a few days to build himself back up, then take a shower together and do some intimate-area shaving. Make it fun, but by the time he is done, I guarantee he will be ready to go.”

“Won’t we get all cut up?”

“You’re not planning to use a straight razor are you?” She said with a laugh. “Before you get in the shower, start with some scissors to cut the long hair back. Or if you have a hair clipper, use that.”

“I think we have an electric clipper somewhere. I’ll have to find it.”

“Once the long hairs are cut back, get in under the hot water and use some shaving foam and one of the disposables you use on your legs. It will be easy and by the time you are done you can have some good clean fun.”

“That sounds interesting.”

“Afterwards, be sure to remember to rub in some lotion. You wouldn’t want to risk a rash,” she teased.

“That part sounds fun.”

“This is just the first step. There is a lot more to this but we need to get you both comfortable with vanilla sex first.”

“I don’t have a lot of experience.”

“It will be awkward at first but you just need a lot of practice. Just remember one thing- no teeth.”

“Okay.”

“Do some experimentation with a banana to get used to the feel. Pick up some flavored lube. It will really help in the beginning.”

“Where would I get something like that?”

“At the porn shop,” she responded with a smirk.

“I couldn’t go in there!!!”

“Why not? That’s where you’re going to find a lot of the stuff you are going to need. Take him with you and have him tell you what appeals to him. Use it as a research trip.”

“Sheesh. This is going to be embarrassing.”

“Really?!? Any more embarrassing than this conversation is for me?”

“I’ll think about it. You said there was more.”

“Oh, a lot more, but why don’t you get started with this and when you are comfortable, we’ll talk.”


Chapter 7

Sunday, May 31st

I’d spent the weekend thinking about what Sharon had said and was planning a practice session this evening.

I found the hair clipper and spent some time cleaning up my bush that would save some time shaving. I did leave a little strip of hair that we could shave together.

Cameron had been quiet this weekend and spending a lot of time on his tablet. Using my monitor tools, I was quite shocked at the places he was surfing. He spent quite a bit of time watching videos but I couldn’t tell what they were.

Some of the websites were story sites with crossdressing, female domination and things like that. He had a particular interest in bondage and even dildos. I didn’t know much about dildos until my trip to get the flavored lube. The sex shop I went to offered a large selection, including some with a harness. More questions for Sharon.

After we finished our dinner and I cleaned up, we spent some time on the sofa in the den. I was surfing on my tablet while he watched a movie about a serial killer on TV. The movie didn’t interest me, and thankfully he kept the volume down with all the screaming. I thought about having him use the earbuds but I just did my best to ignore it.

My plan was to do a long shower before bed and see if I could promote a little shaving. He’d been throwing around suggestions and right now I was leaned back across the sofa with my feet in his lap. He was rubbing my feet and occasionally I would bump against his rock-hard tool. I was reading a steamy romance novel and was getting pretty hot myself.

I’d been thinking about some of his favorite websites and in the future I’d try to work some of his kinks into our time together. Probably for tonight we would just do the shaving and I hoped to have a little oral action with him. Fortunately the book I was reading went into it with quite a bit of detail so I had an idea of things I wanted to try.

The crossdressing thing was not surprising as the couple of times I’d had him wear my panties it got him rock hard. It also explained when I got dressed up to go out, he seemed to be enchanted with my pantyhose. Was he thinking what it would be like to be wearing them himself? We’ve never done any tie-up games, but it sounded like fun- as long as he was the one tied up. I see all kinds of research opportunities here.

The movie ended about 9:30 and I gave him a saucy look.

“Why don’t we go upstairs and get ready for bed?” I said, pressing my foot against the front of his pants. His cock was solid and I could feel the heat from it even through his jeans. I put down my tablet, sat up, moved over and straddled his lap. I gave him a kiss with a little bit of tongue and he finally started to speak.

“That sounds great!” he said.

“I’ve been reading this smutty romance book and there’s a couple of things I would like to try.”

“I’m willing to go along,” he said.

“I’ll hold you to that,” I told him as I took his hand and directed it to my breast. He rubbed them tenderly as I went in for another kiss, my hand finding it’s way to his raging hard-on.

We warmed up on the sofa before I stood, took his hand and led him to the bathroom.

When we got to the bath, I stripped naked and he soon followed suit. I looked down at his bush.

“I like my men smooth, something like this,” I said as I took his hand and had him rub it across my mostly hairless pussy. “Will you let me help?”

“I guess,” was the reply. I stroked his long cock for a bit then grabbed the clippers.

“Ah, Trish,” he started.

I put my finger against his lips. “Shush, I’ll be careful.”

He watched as I removed the mass of curly hair from over his stem. I was pleased that I had practiced on myself so I didn’t do any damage.

After most of the hair was gone, I took out a new pink razor and my shaving foam.

“Come with me,” I said, gripping his tool and moving toward the shower. I turned on the water and we kissed and felt one-another up as we waited for the water to get warm.

When the water started to steam, he adjusted the temperature, climbed in and I followed shortly after. I helped him lather up, spending a lot of time on the area between his legs. He lathered me quite thoroughly as well.

I grabbed the shaving foam and spread it across the little racetrack of hair I’d left on my pubes.

“Would you like to help?” I asked sweetly as I passed him the razor.

“My pleasure,” he said as he denuded what little hair I had left. He was very careful and when the area was smooth he rinsed it down with the sprayer.

“My turn,” I announced as I foamed up his front and made several long strokes around his turgid cock. Shaving him was a little trickier, but in a short time with only a couple of nicks he was now hairless. I leaned down to check for anything I had missed but when I found everything smooth. I rinsed him and kissed the head of his cock. It stuck out like a pole.

“Let’s get dried off and inspect our work,” I suggested.

He shook his head in agreement.

When we got out of the shower, the room was full of steam and the big mirror was fogged up. I took some time drying him, then giving him the towel so he could dry me.

When we were both dry, I grabbed my new strawberry flavored lube and rubbed it on his shaft. I also put a little of the lube on my pussy lips, hoping he would find it later.

“Does that feel good.” I asked as I stroked his rock-hard shaft.

“Oh my god, Trish.”

“What about this.” I asked, stooping down to take his rod in my mouth. The lube tasted so good! I cupped his balls and gently sucked him, remembering what Sharon said about teeth. I rolled my lips over my teeth and sucked and stroked for a bit but making sure he didn’t get too close.

“Would you like to inspect me?” I asked, sitting on the lid of the stool and spreading my legs.

“Oh my god yes,” he said, dropping to his knees in front of me. He was tentative for a bit as he lapped the lube from my lips. I reached down and separated the folds over my clit.

“Kiss me here,” I said sweetly as he directed his tongue to my most sensitive place.

I took in a sharp breath as he tongued me. Damn that felt amazing. He continued to lick and suck me until I started to shake. I think I had a small orgasm.

He kept his mouth between my legs but looked up at me. I gave him a smile, then reached behind his head and pushed him back into my pussy, demanding more of his tongue. I was bummed the mirror was fogged up because this would have been a really hot visual.

As I caught my breath, he leaned back slightly.

“How did that feel?” he asked sweetly.

“Wonderful. I’m taking you to bed,” I said, standing and gripping him by the cock and heading for the bedroom. I pushed him on his back in the middle of the bed, hoping his sunburn wouldn’t be too sensitive.

“You just lay there for a bit and let me play,” I told him, adding more of the lube and starting to stroke him long and hard. When he started to pant, I put my legs across him and mounted him. I was wet as a river and we coupled effortlessly. I started to move up and down, feeling his hard cock deep inside me. I loved the sense of control this position gave me and I felt my body start to react as my orgasm built. I squeaked in surprise as the sensation washed over me.

I slowed a little bit to allow the sensation to build again when I felt him start to thrust.

“Oh no you don’t,” I warned him. “You lay still and let me do this.”

I pinned his wrists to the bed and continued my slow movements and, to his credit, he stopped thrusting.

“I’m going to make you give me at least three good orgasms before you get yours, so be good.”

“This feels wonderful, Trish.”

“What won’t feel wonderful is if you come before I get my three, so keep that in mind,” I warned.

I gripped his wrists harder and drove him deeply inside me. The next orgasm was even more intense and I cried out in ecstasy.

I slowed for a bit and leaned forward, pressing my breast to his mouth. He immediately latched onto it and I felt my pussy clench up and tighten around his rigid shaft. This felt fantastic.

“So you like my pretty titties?” I asked.

He continued to suckle and mumbled something about loving them. As he continued to work on my breast, I began to thrust against him again. It didn’t take long until I felt a sensation of warmth wash over as another orgasm built. I banged against him and felt my body react, crying out with delight as my third orgasm swept over me.

“Oh wow,” I said, giving myself a couple of seconds to catch my breath. “Now it’s your turn.” I raised from his tool and rolled onto my back in the bed.

I spread my legs for him as he settled in, entering me slowly which I appreciated.

“Can I come now?” he asked, his voice cracking. “It probably won’t take long.”

“Let’s try to come together. I’ll let you know when I’m close,” I said, using my pussy to tightly grip his stem. He started to move slowly and the feeling was epic. He was so hard and hot and long. We were both breathing heavily when I grabbed his hips, urging him to go faster. I felt an oncoming massive orgasm and I whispered to him that I was ready. After just a few more pumps he cried out and I felt his cock start to pulse inside me. The spray of cum sent me over the edge and I cried out again, screaming at the top of my lungs as he continued to drive himself deep inside. After he slowed, I could feel his semen start to leak out of my pussy, his formerly rigid cock now soft inside me. That has to be one of the hottest sessions we’ve ever had.

I felt him pull out and crumple on the bed beside me. I spooned up next to him and told him how fantastic that was.

“It was amazing for me also, Trish. Thank you so much.”

“You’re welcome, honey. Let’s work so all our time together can be like that.”

“Yes, I want that too,” he said, right before drifting off.

I covered us both with a light blanket and thought about going to the bathroom to clean up but I didn’t want to move. I would clean up in the morning and I’d have to wash towels and change the sheets as well. That would mean a load of laundry. I’m with Sharon; I hate doing laundry.


Chapter 8

Monday, June 1st

I wrote an email to Sharon this morning telling her how the weekend went and she texted back and congratulated me.

Let’s get together for lunch somewhere and chat.

The mall again?

Great, see you at noon.

There was a smile on my face and my heart was racing as she walked to where I sat.

She gave me a kiss on the cheek. “My, you have the look of someone who’s had a pretty good fucking,” she whispered into my ear.

“You can definitely say that.”

“He didn’t give you any hassle about anything?” she asked.

“Not at all. He was loving everything we did. I think he kind of liked it when I took charge.”

“That’s what I found with Dennis. I think guys like to be out of control sometimes so they can let go without guilt. There’s no problem as long as you don’t go too far and abuse the trust you’ve built up.”

“He even thanked me afterwards.”

“He should. You put a lot of effort into making that happen.”

“But it was fun and rather fulfilling.”

“So how goes the other research?”

“There are a couple of things that popped up that I have questions about. One thing is he has been watching a lot of videos and the screen time doesn’t show what is going on.”

“Well, if you can get ahold of his tablet, as long as he’s still logged in you can look at the history.”

“I think I have the password to his video app in my password keeper.”

“Really!?!”

“We have the same password to make it easy to remember. He also shares most of his other passwords with me.”

“You should consider changing your passwords down the line, and definitely remove the share on the banking sites.”

“Oh, that’s right. I didn’t think about that.”

“Check to see if you have the password and I’ll show you how to view the history.”

It only took a few minutes and I was logged into the video app. Sharon told me how to get to the history then looked away saying the information should be between Cameron and me.

“There is a lot of stuff here. Can I look at it later?”

“Of course, just don’t log off. And make sure you don’t watch any videos on his account or he will probably know something’s up.”

“There were a couple of other websites that he follows that I was wondering about.”

“I’m a little uncomfortable for me to be snooping into his browsing history. For you it’s not a big deal, but I’d like to allow him some privacy from me.”

“I understand and I really appreciate your sensitivity. Let me pose a hypothetical and see how we can incorporate it into the FLR program we are setting up.”

“Let’s try it.”

“There have been some times when we’ve been messing around and he tried on a pair of my panties and my bra. Well, it was obvious that it turned him on. He also has an attraction to me when I’m dressed up and wearing hose.”

“Interesting, go on.”

“Well, some of the links I followed were to story sites with those themes.”

“Oh wow. This makes it look even better for Cameron being a candidate for your FLR.”

“That’s what I thought.”

“You could use this as a reward. There are Doms that use what they call petticoat punishment and put their male subs in awkward and humiliating situations. I think that’s cruel and to me has no place in FLR. Allowing him to crossdress while you are there to nurture him would be a great strategy. Any dressing in private is more of a fetish and will lead to other problems, like masturbation for example.”

“I wondered about that. I sometimes find spots in his underwear and tissues in the trash with what looks like semen. Is that what is going on?”

“Does he have a VPN on his tablet or computer?”

“Yes, both.”

“That’s probably for porn.”

“I see. I asked him about the VPN one time when I saw a bill come through but he said it was to get around sports blackouts.”

“That’s possible, but more likely it’s porn.”

“Can we use that?”

“Oh yes. That will be gold when you impose some restrictions on his sex food group.”

“I thought so.”

“Trish. You are a natural at this.”

“Well. I just look at Dennis and think about Cameron being respectful and caring like that.”

“At some point we are going to need to address this masturbation thing. I have something I can give you that will help.”

“Are you thinking of a chastity device?”

“How do you know about those!??”

“It was mentioned in a story Cameron was reading.”

“His interest in that may be helpful.”

“Can I ask; does Dennis use one?”

“That’s kind of personal so don’t say anything about it, but it is quite common in mature FLRs.”

“I won’t mention anything about it to anybody, I promise. I really appreciate your being so open about this.”

“I just want to have what you are doing be successful.”

“I’m feeling much better about it with all your help.” I checked the time on my phone. “Well, we’d probably better get back to work.”

—————

Work was a little slow this afternoon, so I took out the list of the FLR food groups and started to add some details to each point.

For life direction, I started to see what Sharon was saying. Whereas I figured the shaving was more in the sex group, it was actually more of a life direction. I penciled body care under that group as I wanted to make that a permanent change for both of us. I would start shaving my legs and underarms more regularly rather than just when I was wearing an outfit where it was needed. I thought I should take a more active role in Cam’s weight reduction by encouraging healthier meals and more activity. I suppose that will mean fewer pizzas and Mexican food.

I wanted to support Cameron into finding another job. I feared if I didn’t do something to drive him in that direction, we would just get accustomed to the lower salary and five years from now he would still be complaining about his shitty job.

A big part of the life directions was my embracing FLR. I was feeling a rush of energy right now, but I’m sure it was going to turn into a chore if I let it. My goal would be to keep the level of excitement I felt right now for the long term. Cameron was feeling good about everything, but I’m sure at some point he would rebel. I need to keep the changes that I was making in our relationship modest so he never feels the need to fight back.

I had a pretty good plan for free time with his devices reporting the metrics I needed to monitor his progress.

Likewise finances would be pretty simple to implement. He usually let me take care of the bill pay and stuff, but right now we didn’t have a budget. I would make a case for needing a personal finance program and a budget to get a better handle on our finances. I would control all the money, but let him take charge of recording the categories and managing the budget.

There wasn’t much to do for chores since we had a housekeeper, but that might change. Clara, our housekeeper, called the other day and told me she was pregnant and would need to take some time off later this summer. She offered to find me someone to fill in for her while she was out, but it occurred to me that Cameron might be able to take her place instead. She only works four hours a week so he should be able to fit that into his schedule. Maybe he could work with her for a couple of weeks before she goes out on maternity leave so she could show him what to do.

It also occurred to me that I could have him start doing the grocery shopping. I hate doing that.

The sex food group sounds like a lot of fun, but I get the sense that soon we would be starting a chastity regimen which might cause some problems. I need to create a trap where I can catch him masturbating a couple of times. Spots in his underwear or wadded up tissues full of cum in the waste basket and being unresponsive to my initiation of sex should be evidence enough. Once he demonstrates that he can’t control himself, I’ll need to convince him that I need to manage his orgasms. Next comes the chastity device and it will be difficult to argue me out of it.

While I was reviewing my notes, a text comes in.

Hi Trish. I have been thinking about you a lot and just wanted to say how much I love you.

Thank you, Cameron. I’ve been thinking about you a lot myself. I love you like crazy.

He probably would never guess exactly what I have been thinking about.

—————

Work was slow and I got home a little early. I looked in the refrigerator for something to fix for dinner and decided there were quite a few leftovers. I wanted to get the refrigerator cleared out anyway since Clara was here tomorrow and she will clean it out if it’s not full of stuff. I also found some jars in the back that had a lot of green mold so I cleaned them out and put the jars in the dishwasher. I’d have to take out the trash unless I could get Cameron to do it for me.

About his regular time, he came into the house carrying a bouquet of summer flowers.

I squealed in delight. “Oh Cameron, those are beautiful. Let me find a vase. Thank you!”

“You’re welcome, honey,” he said, giving me a sweet kiss. It wasn’t a come-on kiss, but something more loving. I gave him a big hug.

I trimmed the flowers and put them in one of the only vases I could find. This one had a big chip on the rim. If he was going to continue bringing me flowers, I’d have to pump up my vase options.

“I was thinking of having leftovers for supper,” I said. “Will that work for you?”

“Sure. Do you need any help?”

I thought about his offer from the FLR perspective and it held promise. For right now it was probably too early to go there, but I proposed an alternative.

“It will be pretty easy so I can take care of it. I might have you help me clean up and take out the trash.”

“Sure, be glad to. I’ll go change,” he said as he left the kitchen. Who is this guy?

—————

After our dinner, cleanup and Cameron taking out the trash and recycling, we curled up on the sofa. He said there was nothing interesting on TV, so he started some soft music.

I cuddled up next to him, but we were both still spent from our time last night and there was no groping. Every now and then he would kiss my hair and I thought that was sweet.

“Is there any news about your job?” I asked. I wanted to open up the discussion about getting rid of his checking account and I figured this was a pathway into that discussion.

“I have a spare docking station and some other stuff in my car. I was going to try to get set up for some remote work tomorrow.”

“Remember the housekeeper will be here tomorrow afternoon.”

“Oh, I forgot about that. Maybe I can go in tomorrow and work from home on Wednesday.”

“I don’t think it would be any problem working here, or maybe work from home in the morning and go into the office after lunch. You could eat lunch here and save the expense of going out.”

“That’s a good idea.”

“I’ve been thinking about our financial situation and I wanted to put together a budget and maybe try to cut down on some bank fees.”

“Okay.”

“I’m coming up with a list of budget apps. Could I have you look at them and see what you think? It would help me make a decision. Didn’t your mother used to be a bookkeeper?” I asked, knowing the answer.

“Yes. Do you think she could help?”

“Would you ask her? It might save us from making the wrong choice on software.”

“Sure.”

“My bank sent me a note today about fees going up, but they are offering me another kind of account that would be cheaper.”

“I think these banks are working together. I got the same email last week.”

“What would you think about dropping your account and merging ours into one. It could save us quite a bit of money on fees plus maybe give us higher minimums on the credit cards.”

“I don’t know. I’ve had that account since I was eleven years old.”

“And that didn’t keep them from jacking up your fees. The bank doesn’t care how long you’ve had your account.”

“I guess you’re right. I really don’t get anything out of that account. All the Bill-Pay and everything is on yours.”

“I’ll contact my bank and have them put your name on the account and send you an ATM card. I need to go there anyway so I can pick up a signature card.”

“What about my direct deposit from work?”

“I’ll get you the new account number and just have your company change it. It shouldn’t be a big deal.”

“Okay.”

“Something I would like to do in the future is to get some money put back into CDs or maybe an investment account.”

“So, that’s the reason for the budget?”

“Exactly. If something happens, I don’t want us living under a bridge.”

“You are amazing, Trish.”

“You’re pretty fantastic yourself,” I told him before giving him a kiss on the lips.

We talked about a lot of other things not related to my FLR scheming until we were ready to go to bed. I noticed that he hadn’t drank a beer this evening and I was planning to have a glass of wine but decided not to. It looked like we were both cutting back on the booze.


Chapter 9

Thursday, June 4th

I was able to work with my bank and get our account changed to joint with ATM and Credit Cards for both of us. I had a high credit limit on my card, but I asked them to make Cameron’s limit $250. He also had a $50 daily ATM limit where mine was ten times as much.

I found the smartphone app Sharon mentioned to record our cash transactions. It was a little clunky but will work great to encourage us both to use our credit cards rather than cash, making the expenditures easier to track.

I was able to go through some of the history of his video player and I found some rather interesting things. Apparently he is really into pantyhose. I found there were a lot of videos of ladies trying on pantyhose, so I assume there must be a lot of other guys into pantyhose as well. Curiously, one of the videos he watched several times was about ultra-sheer hose; nude and almost invisible. They were 8 denier and sheer from waist to toe. These would be much more transparent than the suntan ones I usually wear. I might get a pair of these and try them out to gauge his reaction.

I wondered why a woman would want to wear hose that were so sheer to be almost invisible, but I got my answer. In the video, the comparison between the sheer hose and bare legs was amazing. The hose gave an almost airbrushed quality, clung to the shape of the legs and reduced any cosmetic flaws. That, and it was almost impossible to tell you were wearing them as you chose a color to match your skin tone exactly.

There were some other videos on handcuffs and bondage knots, plus others on some crossdressing topics and chastity. I never knew about these interests but maybe now I might be able to carefully work them into our play.

I was interested in what Sharon said about allowing Cameron to pursue some crossdressing, but only when I was present. She mentioned to use this as a reward. I need to think about other rewards and, I guess, also punishments. I also need to do some research about these interests to try to understand the motivation.

Last night I had an amazingly hot session with Cameron. I noticed he was keeping things closely shaved which I liked. I gave him a complete warmup, then tied his hands to the headboard. Since I had watched some of the videos, I was able to bind him quite securely.

I teased him unmercifully and wanted to get some details about his fantasies. I brought him to the edge, then stopped and asked him if he liked my tits. He told me he liked them a lot an I leaned forward to offer one to his mouth. I let him suck for a while, then leaned back and edged him some more. I asked him if he liked my shaved pussy, to which he admitted he loved it.

“What about my hair. I’m thinking of adding highlights?”

He shuddered as I continued my slow strokes. “That would look great!”

I moved my feet to where he could see them and the reaction of his body was unmistakable. This might be fun.

“Do you like my feet?” I asked. “I went to the salon and had them do a pedicure.”

“You have magnificent feet, Trish,” he said, his cock pulsing in my hand as I lightly stroked him with my thumb and forefinger.

“Do you like the color?” I teased. I had them put a garnet color on both my feet and fingernails. “They match my fingernails,” I said as I stopped my stroking and showed him my ten red nails.

He gave a long exhale. “The color is great!”

“Would you like to kiss my feet? They are all nice and soft.”

“Please…” he whimpered. I pressed my feet to his face and I think he kissed every one of my toes.

“While I was at the salon, I had them wax my legs. Too bad you are all tied up or I would let you see how soft they are.” He was looking at my legs and drooling as I stroked my hands up and down the smooth skin.

His voice caught when he answered that he thought I had the most amazing legs.

I moved my feet to sit back beside him, continuing my slow tease of his long cock as I used the other hand to grip his sack. His balls were pulled up so far I thought they were going to disappear inside his body.

Now came the question I was leading to. I edged him until the head of his cock was thick with precum.

“Do you like it when I wear pantyhose?”

He took a sharp breath, hesitated and I continued my slow stroking. What is it with guys not wanting to share their fantasies.

“I’m going to torture you and not let you come until you tell me.”

“Oh Trish, I love it when you wear pantyhose.”

“Black, suntan or nude.”

“Ah…”

I quickened my pace, stroking him until he started to pant, then stopped.

“Nude!!!”

Well, I guess I have my answer. I need to stop by the mall and see if I can find some of those ultra-sheers.

“Sorry, all I have is suntan, but maybe I’ll try to pick up some nude ones. Right now, I want to fuck you silly, but first you need to get me ready.” I moved my pussy up to his mouth and he began to tongue me like a madman, gifting me with several orgasms. When I was ready, I lubed him up and made good on my fuck him silly threat.

We came together and I was afraid the neighbors might hear us and call 9-1-1.

Damn that felt magnificent. I didn’t untie him right away, warning him that I may make him sleep all night tied to the headboard. He whimpered and started struggling for a bit to test the bonds and they held firm as I knew they would. The video I watched showed me how to tie a very secure knot.

I went to the bathroom to clean up, leaving him to worry about if I really was going to leave him tied up all night. It was quite a bit of work getting all the knots tied and it was a shame to undo them.

When I returned from the bathroom, I untied him and he gave me a massive hug and a wonderful kiss.

“Thank you, Trish. That was amazing.”

“You’re welcome. Now, I need to quit fooling around and get to bed. I need to be up early tomorrow.”

—————

I planned to meet with Sharon for our regular Thursday lunch today to talk through some of the recent developments and see if she had any additional thoughts on the next steps.

At noon we met at the coffee shop and she was right on time as normal. I was running late and had to hustle to make it there.

“Hi Sharon,” I said as she walked up in front. “Ready for lunch?”

“Sure am,” she responded as she held the door for me.

We put in our orders and found a quiet spot.

“I have something for you,” she said, passing me a small fleece bag. I peeked inside and saw what I assumed was a chastity device and several rings.

“Thank you. So, you assume I’m going to be needing this?”

“Oh yes. We’re going to set up a trap for him. You will be needing it.”

“How’s this going to work?”

“When is your next period?”

“I started today.”

“Is he aware of your cycle?”

“Not really. My periods are quite tame and I just pass it off as not feeling well if I have any cramps.”

“I hate you. My periods can be ugly. Anyway, I think you should try to involve him a little more. Your period actually impacts both of you and it is something that you should both be aware of. When you are having your period, maybe have him give you back-rubs, make you hot tea and just give you space when you need it. He is going to know that sex isn’t an option, but you can consider doing things for him.”

“Hum, I don’t think I’ve ever done that,” I admitted.

“It is a great way to bridge him across those days when you aren’t’ feeling good but he’s getting a little frisky. Rather than just shooting him down, maybe do a little hand-job for him to take the edge off.”

“I’ll maybe try something like that.”

“You need to sensitize him to your rhythms. Allow him to be a better judge of your moods and that sometimes you just don’t feel 100% and need a little pampering.”

“That sounds good!”

“And we’re going to set him up so you can catch him with his hand in his underwear. By the time you are done, you will have the goods on him and your solution will be the chastity device.”

“What do you have in mind?”

“You’ve just started your period, but you’re going to tell him your period starts on Saturday.”

“I’m confused.”

“We’re going to go to a movie next week the day after your period ends. Tell him that just the two of us are going out to eat, then after we’re going to go to some chick-flick.”

“I’m still not following.”

“Let him know that you won’t be home until at least 9 PM. During the show, we’ll check his internet usage and I bet the porn sites and the VPN will be humming. By the time you get home, you can tell him that your period ended early and you want to get together for a little hookup. He will be limp as a noodle and he will have a hard time getting it up to satisfy you. Then you can confront him about his masturbating. Maybe check his undershorts for spots and the wastebasket for a tissue full of cum.”

“That’s devious! I love it.”

“Cut him off for several days and make up some excuse where you have to be out of the house.”

“I have a training session for work the next Saturday afternoon.”

“That’s perfect! Tell him because he can’t be trusted, he must wear the device while you are at the meeting. From there it is just getting him acclimated to longer and longer periods of time in chastity.”

“How secure is the thing?”

“Actually, any of these chastity things are pretty much symbolic unless you go for a metal one that uses a piercing or something like that. This one is plastic and could probably be cut off or defeated without much trouble.”

“So, what keeps him from removing it?”

“He will. He wants this, Trish. He wants you to take control of him. He really doesn’t need solo-sex; it’s just the reptilian part of his brain that drives him. Your little plastic chastity gives him the excuse he needs to resist those urges.”

“Really!”

“Also, it wouldn’t hurt if you impress upon him that the chastity is totally secure and there is no way he can get out of it. Make him believe it is unescapable and that since you have the key, he is totally dependent on you. His being totally secured will be a turn-on and he won’t even try to get out of it.”

“Do a little marketing, huh.”

“Exactly. Then, just to be sure, tell him if he even tries to remove it, all the intimacy games that you have started are over. Everything goes back to the way it was- the same boring relationship you had in the beginning. No second chances or bargaining, a complete reset.”

“I don’t want that.”

“Believe me, he doesn’t either. He will do anything to keep the relationship moving forward because he is having some of the best sex of his life. Threatening to end it would horrify him.”

“I like where we are, I just need to stop his wanking.”

“That won’t be a problem. Next step; you need to warn him when your pretend period will be starting, but it must be subtle. Maybe send him a message saying you have a late meeting at work and you need some things at the store. Have him get you a box of tampons.”

“I have plenty at home.”

“Yes, but in your message, you are going to tell him the reason you need them is your period starts on Saturday. Does he know how long your periods usually last?”

“I think so. Due to the birth control pills, mine are regular at five days.”

“Great, he will be getting tense by the time we leave him home alone for the evening to go to our movie. Odds are he is going to be ready for a little relief.”

I composed the message that Sharon suggested.

Cameron. How’s things at work?

I was surprised to get a message right back.

About the same. More bugs written by people in a completely different continent.

Oh, sorry. Hey, can I ask a favor. I’ve got a late meeting and would like to know if you could stop by the store.

Sure, what do you need?

Some of that cereal you like, some milk, eggs and butter.

Okay

Oh, and my period starts on Saturday and I need some pain pills and tampons. I’ll send you a picture of what I usually buy.

There was a pause that both Sharon and I expected.

I’m not sure about those last two items.

We both burst out laughing.

Nobody is going to think they’re for you. If you’re that shy, just use the self-checkout.

Okay. How about one of the broasted chickens for dinner.

Great idea. Maybe grab a couple of baking potatoes.

Will do, Trish.

Thanks a million. I love you Cameron!

Love you too. Can’t wait to see you.

I sent him a photo of the pain reliever and the tampons that I use and he sent back a thumbs up emoji.

“Well, the trap is set. We just need to wait for him to walk into it,” Sharon said with a smile.


Chapter 10

Saturday, June 6th

Yesterday I took some time at noon to go over to the mall and get some seduction supplies; bras, thongs, some slutty sleepwear, and a different type of makeup.

Heather, the lady at the cosmetics counter, helped me find a different color foundation plus I got some more dramatic eye color and an amazing blush. She showed me some tricks with eyeliner and contouring. I really liked the look when she finished. I hoped I could duplicate it on my own.

I was able to find the brand of pantyhose that I saw on the video. They were much more expensive than the ones that I usually buy, but I did pop for two pair as I figure with as sheer as they are they would rip pretty easily. I got a color that matched my skin tone rather than the tan color I usually wore.

I’d been doing some research about the male’s masturbation tendencies but I really don’t get it. I also didn’t get the thing about the porn until I came across one site that took a little different view. They postulated that guys got themselves off a lot, much more than most women would realize. After a while, it can become a habit and even though they’d had sex recently and should be fairly satiated, if they had a few hours alone they would end up stroking their cock. Maybe they weren’t fully up to speed and it would be difficult for them to orgasm, so they add porn to tip them over the edge. Also, just a guy alone on the bed with his rod in his hand isn’t getting a lot of mental stimulation, so the porn can add enough excitement and lead to a more intense experience. The friction on his member is only part of the equation to bringing him a satisfactory experience. He will often need a visual component.

Most experts don’t consider masturbation cheating but often the male will feel very guilty after the fact. The woman might want to initiate sex soon after a masturbation episode and the male not be in top form leading to regret for him and confusion on the part of the wife as she feels that she is inadequately sexy to solicit a response.

Personally, I would like to interrupt this masturbation cycle, if for no other reason, in the FLR view, it is something he is doing in secret and he should have no secrets from me. It might be fun to ask him to masturbate himself for me while I watch, but waiting until I leave home to beat off is something that I don’t intend to allow. I plan to set him up when I return home.

Today was the day I told Cameron my period was starting, but it arrived Thursday right on schedule.

Cameron went to his parent’s place early and was working with his mother on the budget software. She was more than willing to help after I spoke to her in private about it. We discussed what I wanted and she sent me several suggestions and I was able to choose what I thought would work best.

His mother was thrilled when Cameron called to ask questions about the program I’d selected and instead invited him over with our laptop to get things set up.

We’ve been doing some Saturday afternoon training sessions this month and today was day three of the four planned sessions. It worked out great for me to have Cameron out of the house as I was able to glam up in a pretty summer dress, my new ultra-sheer hose, my pumps plus my new makeup. This got me all kinds of comments at the training, but I fibbed and said I was going somewhere after the class was finished. I had to admit, I did look nice, and based on some of the long stares I got from other guys in the room, including the instructor, I guess I did.

During our last break, I wondered what Cameron was going to do with his time this afternoon. A did a check and his tablet showed the VPN running and some time on porn sites. Hopefully he didn’t end up with a callus on his palm. It looks like Sharon was right; there would be a chastity device in his future.

They broke the training class a little early but I didn’t text to let Cameron know I was headed home. I entered quietly and found him in front of the laptop but he was just playing a video game. I’d hoped to catch him, but I guess I’d have to go to plan B.

“Hey, Cam, they let class out a little early,” I called to him, causing him to jump. He turned to look at me and his eyes bugged out of his head.

“Oh my, you look nice.”

“Thank you, sweetie. Do you like my new hose? I think you said you like the nude-colored ones.” I bunched up my skirt and raised the front, giving him a full view of my legs almost up to my panties.

“Those look magnificent.”

“I’ve been thinking about you today. That’s why I wanted to dress up. What do you think?” I asked, giving him a twirl.

“You look stunning.”

“Come with me,” I said, turning off his monitor, grabbing his hand and leading him to the bedroom. I pushed him onto his back in the middle of the bed.

“I’ve just started my period and can’t participate, but I thought I could do something for you,” I told him, unbuckling his belt and pulling down his zipper. He had a panicked look on his face.

“Hips up,” I said, shucking his pants down his legs and dropping them onto the floor. Yep, there were wet spots on the front of his undershorts. I took those off next.

“You don’t have to do this. I can wait,” he said. His shaft was starting to thicken, but nothing like usual.

“Don’t I look pretty enough for you?”

“Oh no. You look magnificent. I’m just willing to wait until we can be together.”

“I still have several days. You should be ready by the time my period is over. Let me play,” I said, starting to stroke him. I didn’t use any lube as I didn’t want to make this too comfortable. I continued to stroke until he was about half mast, then dropped my lips to his cock. Before whenever I did this I got a pretty intense reaction, but not this time. Gotcha.

I moved my lips from his cock to his mouth and gave him a kiss with a little bit of tongue. I wonder if he could taste his cum like I could when I went down on him.

I quickened my stroking and he was finally able to shoot, but it was just a little dribble. I could tell he was embarrassed.

“What’s that all about, Cameron?” I asked.

“I guess I’m just a little stressed about the bookkeeping program. It was a lot of work getting everything set up.”

“That must be it. Did that make you feel better.”

“Oh yes, that felt great.”

“Well, you better rest up because when my period is over next Thursday, I’m coming back after you. How about going out for a pizza?” I offered.

“Great. Let me change so I don’t look so shabby next to you.”


Chapter 11

Monday, June 8th

I was still slightly steamed about my discovery on Saturday. I checked the wastebasket and found what I suspected; a tissue full of cum. I can’t believe he is so stupid to drop this into the trash rather than flushing it down the stool. It worked out well for me, however. I put it in a baggie, sealed it up and marked it Saturday.

I had an e-mail come in on my account on the home laptop last week that might give me an opportunity to load some stuff up on our laptop.

I was in our home-office before going to work and executing my plan.

“Cameron,” I yelled. “Can you come here.”

He walked in a few seconds later.

“What’s up, honey.”

“I’ve got this e-mail that says someone has hacked our computer and wants money to keep them from releasing all our information.” I’d actually seen these before and knew they were fake, but it gave me an idea.

“Oh, I get them all the time. It’s bogus.”

“Did you ever get the virus protection loaded on the computer?”

“Ah, no. I never got around to it.”

“I put a reminder on your phone! Really; you’re telling me you forgot?”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know what you wanted.”

It hit me like a ton of bricks when he said this. Sharon warned me that I needed to be much more specific when I asked him to do something.

“Okay. I’m shutting this down, taking it to work and I’ll have one of the IT guys look at it to make sure.”

“Really, Trish. It’s fake and nothing to worry about.”

“Even so, I wouldn’t mind having him look at it,” I said, putting the laptop and the charger in the case and zipping it up.

“I hate to have you waste their time.”

“I think it’s better to waste some time then to find out all our information has been hacked. He does this all the time and will know what to do.”

“I really…”

“Cameron, enough. I’ll have him put a virus program on as well. It will make me feel better.”

“Suit yourself,” he huffed. “I need to get to work. I work in the office today and Friday, and the rest of the week I’ll be working from home.”

“Have a good day and I’ll let you know what I find out about the computer. Love you,” I said, giving him a kiss and heading for the door as well.

When I got to work, I asked one of the IT guys if he could help me set some stuff up on my home computer. Of course, he said ‘sure’ and asked me what I needed.

“I need to get some virus protection loaded, and have accounts set up for an Admin, for myself and my husband.” I had written all the information down on a sheet.

“Do you mind if we take this back to my desk? I have everything I need there. It will only take a few minutes,” he said, leading me back through the key-carded door to the inner sanctum of IT.

After about half an hour, he had everything set up; much faster than if I tried to do it. He loaded up the virus protection on a thirty-day trial, then added the three accounts. The Admin account was the only one with Administrator privilege, and our personal accounts would only have user privilege. He used a tool to generate some secure passwords and sent them to me in a text message. Later I would put them into my password keeper but only share Cameron’s personal account password, keeping the other two for my use. I also marked the virus protection shared task complete.

When I got back to my desk, I wrote out a text to Cameron.

Hi Cam. You were right about that email- it was fake.

I figured that was the case.

The IT guy did find a couple of other things he was worried about and set us up with a virus scanner and made accounts for each of us. He was shocked we didn’t have a password on our machine.

I didn’t think we needed one, but okay.

The virus scan found a couple of things but we were able to get them cleaned. We should be good now.

That’s great news.

Love you and have a good day.

Love you too.

Next step was lunch with Sharon where we would set up the rest of the stuff on the computer.

—————

At lunch, Sharon and I worked to get what is essentially parental control on his user account. She showed me how I could put on screen-time limits, block certain applications, and helped me add an application to my phone to monitor his activities without having to log into the computer. Who knew there was all this stuff.

“Sometime when you can get access to his phone, load up this same application and log in with his account information and you’ll be able to monitor his location and driving as well,” she explained.

That sounded cool. “Will he be able to just take this stuff off or defeat it.”

“One of the things we accomplished by changing his birthday is he is no longer classed as an adult. No, the system won’t let him remove it until he is of legal age.”

“This is amazing, Sharon. Thank you so much.”

“There are a lot of us women working with this stuff and adapting it to our purposes. We are getting pretty good at how to use it.”

“So, are you ready to see a movie tomorrow night.”

“I’m looking forward to it and to your report on how everything goes when you get home.”

—————

I got home at the normal time and Cameron followed me in just a few minutes later. For supper, we have the rest of the leftover broasted chicken and I made some rice and veggies, plus we found some cookies for dessert.

After dinner and he helped clean up, we went to the office and I plugged in the computer. I brought up the main screen and we looked at the accounts, Admin, Tricia and Cameron.

“Here is your password, Cam.” I said, passing him a sheet of paper. “It should have all the applications the same as before. You can change the password to something easier if you want. I also put it on your password keeper.”

He logged in and the screen looked just a bit different, but I shrugged it off with it being a user account.

“Can we see what you are doing with the budget?” I asked excitedly.

“Sure…” he said, opening the program. “These are the budget categories that mom and I worked out. They are the common ones for a couple our age.”

I could tell he was quite proud of what he had done, and I was proud of him as well.

“This looks great, Cameron. Fantastic work. I have a couple of months bank and credit card statements I can forward to you to get started.”

“I can set it up that it automatically downloads the statements. That might save some time. I just need the passwords.”

“Let’s do it by hand for a couple of months to make sure everything works okay. From what I’ve heard, some of those automatic reconciliation things can be a nightmare.”

“Okay. Sounds good.”

I had already prepared an e-mail with the statement PDFs and sent it to him. A few seconds later he got a ping with the incoming message. He opened it up and told me this would get him started.

Something I hated doing was off my list and onto his. This FLR is looking good so far.


Chapter 12

Tuesday, June 9th

It was Cameron’s day to work from home and Clara would be at the house that afternoon to clean. Then later Sharon and I would go to a movie and I fully expected a confrontation when I got home a little after 8 PM.

I’d told Cameron I wouldn’t be home until 9 but it was kind of a short movie so I figured I would head right home after the final credits and not go out for coffee afterwards.

I’d been watching his time on both the computer and his portable devices and everything looked pretty normal with a lot of Facebook and news sites. I figure he was planning his porn-surfing for this evening as I’d been telling him I was still in the middle of my period so he would think he’d have a couple of days to recover. Actually, my period finished yesterday.

I had dressed up again today which got me all kinds of attention from Cameron this morning, plus my share of glances while I was at work.

Work was about the same as normal, but I sent Cameron a text late in the day reminding him I would be out with Sharon until 9 PM.

Okay. Have fun and tell Sharon I said hi… was the prompt reply.

I met Sharon at a restaurant close to the theatre and we had a nice meal and did some last-minute planning for tonight. I just hoped he would fall into the trap because it was a lot of work to get this set up.

The movie was cute, and toward the end I brought up my phone and checked what was going on at home. Sharon looked over my shoulder as we saw the VPN going and some visits to porn sites on the laptop. This was not a surprise to either of us.

I hustled out of the theatre as the final credits rolled and got home a little after eight. I entered the house quietly and Cameron was in the den watching television.

“Hi Cameron, I’m home,” I said brightly as I entered the room and sat next to him, my nude hose swishing as I crossed my legs.

“Ah, hi…” he said, somewhat surprised.

“Sharon had a bit of a headache and didn’t want to go out for coffee so I was able to get home a little early,” I lied.

“Great. How was the movie?

“It was a romance and was kind of sexy and made me a little hot,” I said, reaching over to kiss him and drop my hand to his lap.

He gave me a worried look as I kneaded his shaft in his jogging pants.

“I’ve got good news,” I announced. “My period ended early and the movie made me horny as hell. You come with me…” I said, taking the remote and turning off the TV.

I dragged him to the bedroom and asked him if he wanted to help me get undressed. He said sure but was a bit hesitant.

He helped me with my dress and I had my new bra and some matching thong panties underneath. The panties were clearly visible through the sheer hose.

“Let me take off my nylons, they are very delicate,” I said, putting my foot out in front of me and slipping off my hose like a porn star. I was watching the front of his pants but didn’t see much of a bulge yet.

I stood up wearing only my bra and the thong and walked to him, taking his hands and directing them to my backside that was completely exposed by the thong. I put my hands over his shoulders and pulled him in for a kiss, grinding myself against him.

“Let’s get you undressed,” I said as I broke the kiss. He was surprisingly quiet through this whole time. I wonder if he knew he was busted.

I pushed his sweatshirt and tee over his head, then dropped his jogging pants. Where he should have been sticking out like a pipe, he was only at half-mast when I dropped his briefs.

“Cameron, what’s this,” I said as I gripped his shaft. “I’m not sexy enough for you?” I chided.

“No…it’s just…well, there was some stuff at work…and…”

“Don’t give me that shit. This is nothing to do with work. Stuff at work has never kept you from getting hard before. It’s me, isn’t it?”

“No, hell no. You are sexy as hell.”

“What is it then…WHAT DID YOU DO?!?”

“Ah, nothing.”

“Don’t give me that shit. Go into the bathroom and sit there,” I said, covering myself with a robe. “I’ll be right back.”

“Look, I’m sorry.”

“INTO THE BATHROOM,” I yelled. He walked in the bathroom and sat naked on the stool. I slammed the door. “Stay in there!”

I went in search of the tissue I knew I would find and discovered it in the waste can beside the laptop. I also grabbed the one I had saved from last Saturday.

I went back and walked into the bathroom where he sat on the stool. He rose, and I told him to sit back down.

“What’s this?” I asked him as I passed the tissue over to him.

“Trish. I’m sorry. I was just a little stressed.”

“So, you get a little stressed and you jack yourself off in front of the computer. Do I have this right?”

“I’m sorry.”

“Was there porn involved? Maybe that VPN that you said you only need for sports?”

He looked up at me, then looked back down at the floor.

“So, what about me. Maybe I was a little stressed myself and wanted to have a glorious fuck like we had the other day. That sure as hell didn’t work out for me, did it?”

The silence continued.

“Apparently you were also stressed on Saturday afternoon while I was at the workshop. I came home and was going to give you a hand-job but you were only half alive. I wanted to be close but was having my period and we couldn’t get it on. All I got was a little dribble of cum. Well, it seems I found the rest of it,” I said as I showed him the plastic bag marked Saturday with the tissue inside.”

He continued to stare at the floor and shook his head.

“I’m not going to allow this, Cameron. I’ve been trying to put a little spice into our lives and I won’t have you spoil it with all this wanking. Do you want to have things go back to how they were, is that what you want? To have me go back to being frigid Patricia the cold fish?”

“No honey. I love what we’ve been doing.”

“Then you better grow up and stop acting like a randy tenth grader. Go grab your underwear and sleep in the guest room. I’ll see you in the morning.”

“But Trish.”

“GO!!!” I roared, causing him to flinch as I moved back to let him leave the room. He walked dejectedly to the bedroom door after picking up his underwear. After he left the room, I slammed the door and locked it. A few seconds later he gave a light knock.

“Trish, can I get my phone?”

“You don’t need it. I’ll make sure you don’t oversleep. We’re going to be up early to get this settled.”

“But…”

“Go away!!!”

I heard him head for the guest room and close the door as I grabbed his phone to put the controls in place.


Chapter 13

Wednesday, June 10th

There were a flurry of text messages last night as I reported back to Sharon how things shook out. She was very pleased how I handled everything and we now had the perfect situation to reveal the monitoring on his devices and to set some limits.

We settled on an overnight down-time on all of his devices from ten PM until seven AM leaving only voice calls and messaging apps available on his mobile devices. We also limited the time on a lot of the social media apps and video players. We blocked almost everything on his laptop but the websites and applications he needed to research the computer technology so he could get a better job. She recommended a couple of weeks without porn, with maybe a limited time on some of his favorite crossdressing sites as a reward. With the data we had on his surfing, it was quite simple to activate these limits.

I set my phone to go off early so I could drop all of this on him before I went to work. There was something else I was considering but I hadn’t decided yet.

—————

Today was work-at-home for him and I assume there would be a lot of discovery of the limits we put on his devices. If he wanted to surf porn he could use his office computer, but I didn’t think that would go over very well with his company.

I got up and dressed in pants and a patterned blouse for work. No dress and nude hose today however I had to admit I like the attention I got when I dressed like that.

I knocked at the guest room, announcing to Cameron the bathroom was free, then headed for the kitchen.

I made a light breakfast and waited for Cameron but I didn’t have to wait long. He had dressed up a little bit more than I thought he would for working at home, but it pleased me.

“About last night…” he started.

“Go on…”

“Well, I thought about what you said and I’m going to try and do better.”

“I’m glad to hear that, because I’ve done some things to help. I’ve put some stuff on your devices to block the porn which should help with the temptation. If you want to watch porn, we watch it together.”

“Are you serious…”

“Yes. There are also some limits on your social media and stuff like that. Please don’t challenge me on this or you know what happens…”

“What’s that?”

“Cold fish Patricia is back.”

“Okay. I’ll go along with what you are asking.”

“Good choice. Now, I’m going to make sure you are keeping your hands off your pecker. If there are any hands on your junk, they’d better be mine.”

“I promise.”

“Oh, you don’t get off that easily. I don’t completely trust you so I need more assurance,” I said, passing him the felt bag with the chastity. He looked in the bag and his face turned white.

“Take this and experiment with the different rings until you find one that’s secure, then put it on, lock it up and bring me the key. Oh, and be sure to use some KY to keep things from chafing.”

“I’m not really sure…”

“I don’t recall asking you to be sure. I was quite clear on the reason this is needed. Even without your porn, I want you concentrating on your work today and not stroking your cock. This way, I can be sure your hands stay out of trouble.”

“But this is a bit much…”

“So, I ask you to do this for me and you’re saying no, is that what I hear?”

“No…it’s just…well…”

“Go to the bedroom and put on what is in this bag. When you come back out, I want you to either hand me the key or I’ll know this isn’t going to work. I’ll take all the stuff off your devices, I go back to frigid Trish and you can wank all you want. You choose; but you don’t have long because I need to get to work.”

He turned and walked to the bedroom and I suffered through the longest fifteen minutes of my life.

When he came back out, he handed me the key attached to a long gold chain.

“Thank you, Cameron. Did you find a ring that fit?” I asked as I put the chain around my neck.

“Yes.”

“Does it feel okay? Is it secure?”

“I think so.”

“Can I see it?” I said, even though I had mixed emotions about seeing his cock locked up in a plastic cage.

He undid his zipper and dropped his pants, then his underwear. The chastity was on and the lock was in place and locked.

“I’m going to make sure you can’t escape. This is a very effective device and it’s not coming off until I’m ready…” I said, moving the device from one side to the other, “that is unless you want to turn yourself into a gelding.” I was able to see the ring was tight to his scrotum and I could see the tip of his cock in the plastic end.

“That looks good. This way I can be sure your hands stay out of trouble.”

He nodded his head in agreement as he pulled up his underwear and pants.

“So, we’ll give you a few weeks to recharge and then I’ll get back to you. I want you hard and ready when we get together.”

“Trish, you said weeks…”

“Don’t be a baby. You’ll live. Well, I need to get to work,” I said as I cleaned up my breakfast dishes, grabbed my purse and headed for the door. He followed me and I grabbed him and gave him a big kiss, grinding myself into him a little bit. This is going to be fun.

—————

I made plans to meet with Sharon for lunch and do some more FLR planning. She was free and we decided a Mexican place today.

As I waited for her to arrive, I got a text from Cameron telling me he loved me like crazy and that he was heading out to get me something special.

I sent a message back. I love you too Cam. You don’t have to get me anything. Your being such a great guy about everything means the world to me. I can’t wait to see you later.

I followed the message with a bunch of kisses and he responded with hearts.

As usual, Sharon was right on time and we both ordered the Speedy Gonzales with a coke and started munching on the tortilla chips. I love Mexican.

“I’m not sure if I did the right thing putting him in chastity so soon,” I explained. “I just figured with him being home all day it was a good opportunity.”

“That was inspired!!!” she responded with a big smile. “I love how you pulled that off. What are your plans when he gets home.”

“I figure I need to let him lose and check for any redness, then we’ll do the same thing tomorrow. Friday he goes back to the office and I don’t think he’s ready to wear it to work yet.”

“He’ll get there, but I agree, it’s probably too soon. You’ll want to work up to where he is wearing it all the time; except when you get together, of course.”

“This weekend, he’ll get the full chastity treatment, not just when I’m at the workshop.”

“I like how you’ve planned this out and made sure he had a couple of days to get accustomed to the device. After some time wearing it, he’ll forget he even has it on, except when he goes to the bathroom. No urinals in his future.”

I laughed at her comment.

“There will be some other benefits with him being in chastity. He is going to be much more loving and attentive, so be ready for that. When you smile at him or touch him, there are going to be a bunch of sex hormones pouring into his system and your time together will be more intense for him. Likewise, your time away will make him feel much more alone.”

“Sharon, there are some other things I have been thinking about. I know we have touched on some of this, but I think I need some more details.”

“Sure.”

“You mentioned the crossdressing as a reward, but I wanted to think about some other rewards also. Then there is the question of punishments.”

“Ah, good catch. You have already started on some of the rewards you can offer him. You remember the crossdressing story sites he checks every day?”

“Yes.”

“Those would be good to offer as a reward. Severely limit his time, say thirty minutes or so total for all the sites. If he runs out of time, tell him he can request more, but I would very rarely grant a time extension. Some days he spent over an hour at a time on each of these sites. That’s quite a bit of time wasted.

“I agree. I’ll make sure he has a good reason if he asks for extra time.”

“Same with the videos. Limit his time on the video and news sites, maybe something like a half-hour to an hour total. These would be things you could add a bit more time as a reward later but keep it reasonable.”

“I see.”

“If he is anything like Dennis, time together with you will be the best reward for him. The reverse can be used, time away from you is an effective punishment. You already have a very successful punishment established when you make him sleep in the guest room.”

“I didn’t realize I had done that, but you’re right.”

“People involved in FLR commonly use ‘corner time,’ sitting in a corner staring at the wall, as a punishment.”

“Kind of like in grade school?!?”

“No, much more isolating. Some use blindfolds or headphones with white noise to isolate the person being punished. I have a closet that I shut Dennis in when he does something really dumb. He must sit in the dark with the door locked from the outside. I never tell him how long his ‘sentence’ is going to be, but it’s usually less than a half hour. By the time I let him out, he is very contrite and willing to do anything he can do to please me and get back in my favor.”

“I had him sit in the bathroom the other day.”

“That’s good but turn out the light and warn him not to make any noise. A couple of other things are to take away some of his favorite foods and not let him drink any beer.”

“I read somewhere about extending time in chastity.”

“That’s tricky and this is why. Say you have a situation where he messes something up and you say, three more days in chastity. So, that means you have some kind of schedule worked out or how would you know what to add three days to.”

“Ah…”

“I don’t establish a schedule for Dennis in chastity. He would start counting down the days and whining if I changed my mind, leading to problems with discipline. For me, chastity is not a punishment but a gift he gives me so he is always ready to please me. Chastity is a means to keep him from masturbating, period. Conflating it with a punishment is dangerous as it will limit your ability to have a satisfying sexual relationship.”

“Brilliant!”

“Equally troublesome are things like bondage and spanking. Both of these have a fetish element and it is really difficult to establish the right level to develop a punishment value. A lot of men are turned on by a spanking and for it to be a punishment, you must go past where it is a pleasurable experience to make it painful. It is very easy to end up with your mate sporting a bunch of welts because you couldn’t meter it correctly. There is the same issue with bondage, plus tying him up and stuffing him in a closet poses a safety issue. I keep both for their fetish elements, but don’t use them as punishment.”

“Cameron really liked it when I tied him to the headboard. That was nothing like a punishment for him.”

“We’ve talked about using his crossdressing sites as a reward. Access to those can be taken away if he messes up.”

“Great idea.”

“Punishments like adding more exercise or chores are commonly used, but they can lead to resentment. This is a tricky area to navigate. A better tactic is to make him eager to please you so the need for punishment is diminished. Maybe set him up for a failure sometimes, like we did during our trip to the movie. Mete out a punishment to fix in his mind what happens when he displeases you. Punishment should be swiftly administered after the infraction to couple the action with the result. Never punish when mad, but only when you can approach it with firm resolution to avoid dipping into cruelty.”

“There is a lot to consider here. Thanks for all the help.”

“So, how far have you progressed in the food groups?” Sharon asked.

“I think I have pieces of all of them now that we have taken control of his devices and started his chastity regimen. It is still early days, but I learned something valuable last night- he does not want our newfound intimacy to end.”

“Amazing.”

“When I threatened to go back to what we had before, he was determined to do whatever he could to keep our FLR going.”

“Is he aware of FLR and it is part of a program rather than just something you came up with?”

“Not as such. Is that important?”

“I think it’s fair to let him know that you are not just out there experimenting with his future but are following a program with a proven record of success. It’s not necessary to drop this on him all at once, but you should start revealing some clues as to what will be happening and how you will be guiding your relationship based on the food groups. You don’t want him going out and searching some of the FemDom sites because that is likely to start some fear and hostility.”

I chuckled about that. “Given what we’ve done to his computer, I doubt he will get many hits.”

“Start a discussion and be open and responsive. Don’t sugar-coat or dodge a hard question. He is more dependent on you than ever and you need to build a level of trust. Don’t let him think the control you are achieving is a threat, but a more realistic division of responsibilities based on your individual strengths. You are in marketing; sell this to him.”

“This is all great advice,” I said, looking at my phone. “We’d better get back to work.”

—————

Before I left work this afternoon, I checked the app to see where Cameron had gone earlier. The map showed he went to one of the local florist shops. I dug around in my desk and came up with a better vase as I will probably need it later.

When I got back from work, he was in the office toiling over his work computer. He looked up and gave me a broad smile, rose and crossed the room to me.

“Oh, Trish. It’s so great to have you home. I’ve missed you.”

“And I’ve missed you too,” I said, giving him a hug and kiss.

“Come here, I want to show you something,” he said, leading me to the dining room. On the big table was a beautiful vase of cut flowers.

“Oh Cameron, they’re beautiful,” I said, whisking a tear from my eye.

“I like surrounding myself with beautiful things.”

I choked up for a bit, then gave him another kiss.

“I have some pork steaks thawed. Will you help me peel some potatoes and we’ll warm up some green beans? I may have something I can make for a salad,” I said, laying out our supper plans.

“Sure, as long as I can be with you.”

“Well, aren’t you sweet. Let’s eat in the dining room so I can look at my beautiful flowers.”

“It’s a deal.”

Meal prep was quick and in no time we had our plates spread out on the dining room table. I dimmed the lights just a bit and he seated me at the table.

“So, how was work?” He asked.

“About the same. I was proofing some new campaigns and working on some promo material. How about you?”

“Work was a lot of boring meetings. At least I was able to zone out and think about us rather than all the bugs in the latest release.”

“Thinking about us?” I queried.

“About our new lives. I never realized how much of a rut I was in until you started moving me in a different direction.”

“Are you comfortable with everything?” I asked, knowing that he still had the chastity device locked to his man-parts.

“I’m still getting used to some things…” he said, glancing down between his legs, “but I know why it’s needed and I’m willing to go along.”

I saw a trap here and I chose my next words carefully.

“Cameron, I’m a little concerned when you say go along. I want you to be a colleague and committed to everything that is happening. I know there are a lot of new things presently, but I want you to know that this is not just something for right now, but for our future as well.”

“So, there are more things in the future?”

“Cameron, we have our whole lives ahead of us. There are some small things and big things, but I want you there behind me every step of the way.” I carefully emphasized that he was not beside me but behind me, establishing myself as the leader.

“So, we’re doing everything together?”

I sensed another trap. “I want us to take advantage of our individual strengths and not be held back by weaknesses. We will do everything together, consult and advise each other, but in the end, one of us will have to make the decisions.”

“And that is going to be you,” he said. There was no sense of fear or foreboding. Just a statement of fact.

“Yes, that will be me,” I responded flatly.

He looked away for a minute, then looked back.

“Okay, I can work with that.”

“It’s not going to be easy for either of us, but I want to make this work.”

“Okay, where do we start?”

“First, I need to tell you a little about FLR.”


Chapter 14

I did a high-level run-through of FLR and how it would guide us going forward. Cameron didn’t express concern initially, but he started to waffle on me a bit then started drilling down on things.

“You realize I am going to put some demands on you. You will have tasks and chores and will be expected to complete them,” I said.

“And at the same time, you are going to be relieving me of some other things. I’m good with doing things that have a purpose. I hope we aren’t going to get into some type of busy work that is just designed to waste time.”

I thought back to the free-time food group and sensed a problem.

“But, if I were to say I wanted to have you spend more time exercising so you could tone your body and lose weight, would you consider that a waste of time?”

“I don’t think so.”

“And if I gave you a goal for so many steps per day, would you be okay with that?”

“As long as the goal was reasonable.”

“You realize, I will be the one to decide what is reasonable. I will solicit your input and consider your contribution, but what I say will be final.”

“I understand.”

“And if I assigned you a goal of so many hours per week researching computing topics so you could get a better job, would you consider that a waste of time?”

“No.”

“We are planning a trip to Mexico this fall. What about if you had a goal of so many hours a week studying Spanish. That wouldn’t be a waste of time, would it? Maybe combine the time with your computer research so if you didn’t feel like doing one you could do the other. How would something like that sound?”

“Why do I need to learn Spanish?”

“You know I love Mexican food. If you knew some Spanish, we might be able to go to smaller restaurants and get more authentic meals.”

“I guess that makes sense.”

“What about if I gave you a reading goal. So many pages per week of reading for pleasure. Something fun and relaxing but with a goal so we can make sure you are doing something relaxing rather than all work?”

“You mean like mysteries and stuff?”

“Yes. Something just for enjoyment. You used to read mysteries and thrillers all the time but just stopped. I think you should start doing that again. Send me a list of titles and I’ll get them and share them on your tablet.”

“But there would be a goal.”

“Yes.”

“And I can make recommendations about all of this? Let you know if something isn’t working?”

“Those are the challenges of establishing a good goal. When you are designing a goal, if you don’t succeed, there are usually only two explanations; the goal wasn’t reasonable, or you lacked focus.”

“And lacked focus is a marketing way of saying I got lazy.”

“I’m trying to provide a nurturing environment here. I don’t like you thinking you are lazy because I know for a fact you aren’t.”

“And I assume that if these goals start getting missed, there will be some downside?”

“If the goal is determined to be reasonable, when you don’t achieve it there would be consequences.”

“Ah…”

“If goals were completed regularly, there would be the possibility of rewards,” I added.

“Such as?”

“We would identify something you liked to do or some gift you wanted to receive. There would be a lot of possibilities to reward a successful completion of your goals.”

“What about sex?” he asked.

“You mean as a reward for a goal?!?”

“Ah, yeah.”

“I want you to understand something. I’m not going to barter sex to get you to do something. That would make me feel like a prostitute. There will be sex in our relationship, a lot of sex, but I will determine when it will be. I’m not going to put out when I don’t feel like it just because you met your steps goal. I’m also not going to deny myself sex with you because you lost your streak on the language app. Sex in this relationship is for our pleasure and will not be used as a bargaining chip. Do I make myself clear.”

“Okay, I’m sorry I said that. So, what about the chastity thing.”

“The chastity is keeping you from masturbating; there is no other purpose. This way, when I am ready for sex, I can be certain you will be there for me. You may not think about it, but I have a libido also. Sometimes I get hot and horny and want some horizontal time, but for me it’s different.

“How much different can sex be?”

“I like a slow buildup. I like kissing and licking and sucking and stroking and some whispering in my ear telling me how exciting I am. I want to be hot and wet when we get down to business so I can enjoy what is happening. I want sex to be a marathon, not a sprint, so it’s necessary to know my partner is ready to perform. If you just jacked off the night before, you aren’t going to be there for me and we are both going to fall asleep frustrated.”

“Guilty.”

I hesitated for a bit. We’re now to the place that a salesman will refer to as the close, where I make him commit to doing this with me.

“So, would you be willing to do this? You’ll notice that I didn’t say ‘try’ because I am asking you to make a commitment.”

“I’m not sure what to say…”

“I have something for you; something that might help you decide.” I pulled out a couple of matching love bracelets, his a little larger than mine, and slid his across the table.

“I will ask you to wear this as a symbol of your commitment. You’ll notice it attaches with a screw and you need a special tool to take it off.”

“Okay…”

“If you decide you don’t want to continue, ask me for the tool and remove the bracelet. I will relieve you of your commitment and put everything back the way it was.”

He picked up the bracelet and looked at it closely. It was beautifully made with a light filigree design.

“This is really nice.”

“Do you need some time to decide?” pressing him to make a decision.

“Will you help me put it on?”

“Sure honey,” I said with a smile. I circled his wrist with the bracelet and tightened the screw, securing it in place. He helped me attach mine as well.

It looks like our FLR just became official.

—————

We were both quiet for a bit as we examined our bracelets. I also reviewed in my mind all the things in front of me to make this go smoothly

“Cam. I think we should go take off your chastity and check for any problems.”

“It feels pretty good but maybe we should look to make sure.”

Where I really wanted to fuck him right now, I needed to wait until after my workshop on Saturday to make sure he was good and ready. I hope I can hold off until then.

We adjourned to the bathroom and he looked kind of embarrassed.

“Can I watch as you take it off? I’m kind of curious how it works,” I told him.

That was actually a giant lie as I was not too comfortable with seeing that thing on his cock. I steeled my resolve as this was what I needed to do to make sure there were no problems with the cage.

I produced the key from around my neck, he dropped his pants and underwear and the thing came into view. He pushed the key into the side, turned it and drew out the locking mechanism. After he did that, he could separate the tube from the ring and take the thing off.

“Does everything feel alright. No soreness or anything.”

“It’s kind of tender, but not bad,” he said as he put the ring and the tube in the sink and drew some hot water. He used a little liquid hand soap to clean the plastic parts.

After he dried them, he gave me a careful look.

“Do I have to put it back on?”

I’d been thinking about what I wanted to do about this. There wouldn’t be much danger of him bringing himself off while we slept together, but I wanted him to get used to wearing it.

“I’d like you to, yes.” I said firmly.

“Good enough. While I have it off I’ll clean up, then I’ll get everything safe again.”

He took a soapy cloth and cleaned up, then dried himself off. He picked up the ring and inspected it carefully.

“I think there may be the beginning of a crack here,” he said, pointing to a place on the locking mechanism where a little sliver of the plastic had broken off. “I don’t want you to think I’m trying to get out of it. The crack was there to begin with.”

“Keep an eye on that and let me know if it gets any worse.”

He stalled for a bit holding the ring like he was unsure what he wanted to do.

“Don’t forget the KY,” I told him, prodding him to move forward.

“Good call,” he responded, seeming to make a decision.

He put some of the lubricant on his scrotum, his stem, and on the inside of the tube. He put the ring in place and then poked himself into the tube. He fitted the lock, secured it, then washed his hands. He then helped me put the key back around my neck.

“This way I know the key is safe,” he said, giving me a sweet kiss.

God, I wanted to grab him and screw the daylights out of him, but that would have to wait. Is it Saturday yet.


Chapter 15

Saturday, June 13th

On Thursday evening he convinced me that the chastity wasn’t being a problem and we probably didn’t need to take it off yet, but he asked if I was going to make him wear it Friday at work.

“What do you think? If you want to wear it, I’d be okay with that,” I told him. I planned to let him take it off for work on Friday but thought I could signal that I would let him decide to wear it.

“Can I take it off before I go to work? I’ll put it on when I get home and give you the key.”

“Let’s do it that way tomorrow. I know it is a little difficult to take off and put on, so it you get to the point where you just want to keep it on, I’d like that.”

“I love you so much, Tricia,” he said, his eyes glistening.

“And I love you.”

—————

As promised, last night when Cam got home from work he put on his chastity and delivered me the key.

“Is that crack on your chastity getting any worse?” I asked.

“About the same but I don’t want it to break.”

“Why don’t you do some research tomorrow on the different types and we’ll order you a new one.”

“I’m not sure if a chastity site is going to make it through your porn filter.”

“You’re probably right. If you get blocked, send a request and I’ll unblock it for the day. That’s easy for me to do.”

—————

Since today was Saturday and I didn’t have to be at the workshop until one, we didn’t set an alarm and slept in. It was about eight o’clock and he was on his side wearing just a tee-shirt and briefs. I wore a short lace nightgown and I was spooned up behind him, pressing my breasts into his back.

I knew he was awake, and probably horny, and I certainly knew I was. I reached around him and slid my hand into his briefs and cupped his balls in my palm. When I did that, the plastic chastity device jumped up and down as he hardened inside it.

“Ah, Trish…”

“What is it honey?”

“What are you doing?”

“I’m feeling your balls, what do you think? I love that they are so soft and smooth like this. Thanks for all the shaving.”

“But…”

“I’ll be careful. If this hurts, let me know and I’ll quit.”

“It’s just…”

“Do you want me to stop?” I asked, knowing the answer would be no.

“No, no. It just gets kind of…it’s kind of…”

“I drew my hand back slightly as if I was going to pull away.”

“No, no. Don’t stop. Please keep doing that,” he whimpered, lightly taking my hand and pressing it back against him.

“You mean this…” I teased as I lightly brushed the tips of my fingers across his sack.

“Yes, that,” he said with a long exhale. I think he was starting to shiver.

I rubbed my thumb across the length of the tube.

“Can you feel that?”

“Not much. I can tell something’s there,” he said. The end of the tube was bouncing up and down so I knew he was feeling something, but I knew it would be nowhere near enough to get him off.

“Good to know it’s working. I’m going to drift off for a couple of minutes, then I need to get up and get ready to go to the conference.”

I continued to cup his balls and run my thumb across the tube.

“Sounds good.”

“Oh, I’ve set a reminder to unblock your crossdressing sites this afternoon while I’m at the workshop. They’ll have a half-hour time limit because you have a bunch of work to do on the finances so you’ll have to read fast.”

“Thank you, Trish. You’re the best.”

—————

I got to the meeting a little before it started and grabbed a cup of coffee and contented myself surfing my tablet while I waited for everyone to arrive. I was attracting a little more attention than usual as I’d dressed up in a black leather pencil skirt and an eyelet blouse over my nude camisole. I wore a little more dramatic makeup, the ultra-sheer hose and my three-inch pumps. I thought Cameron was going to have a stroke when I came down for breakfast.

During the meeting, I had the reminder pop up and I grabbed my tablet and unblocked the crossdressing sites. There was already a time limit set on them so it was just a matter of activating them. I wanted to offer him a reward for being so thoughtful about everything and not giving me any hassle.

I sent him a text telling him that I had unblocked the websites for him.

Thank you, honey. I promise to be good.

I checked that the chastity key was still hanging around my neck.

Oh, I know you will!

I plan to pop to the store and pick up something for supper. What would you like?

Whatever we have, let’s make it light. Let’s have a chef’s salad. I have plans for tonight and I don’t want to be all full from supper.

I was proud of myself that I gave him a specific recommendation for supper.

LOL. Something light. Do you want me to pick up anything for you?

Chocolate is always nice.

Already on the list. Love you like crazy and can’t wait to see you.

Love you too, Cam.

Sometime later I received some requests to unblock pages on a chastity website. I went ahead and allowed them for the day. It looked like he was researching a replacement device and I’d be interested in what he had to show me. It was also encouraging that the filters were working and that his access to any adult sites were limited. I might be able to use that as a reward later.

—————

I was on pins and needles as the meeting ended but rather than leaving, everybody wanted to stand around and talk. I was burning up horny and the idea of drinking another cup of coffee and looking at baby pictures wasn’t doing it for me. I wanted to get out of here.

I was finally able to break free and sprint to the car. I took a couple of minutes to check my app and see where Cameron had gone this afternoon. It looks like he stopped at the farmers market, our regular grocery and a wine store.

I put the car in gear and headed toward home and hopefully have a light and early supper and then indulge in an extended session of dessert. I promised myself that I wouldn’t have dessert as soon as I got home, but it was going to be tough.

When I arrived home, he had dressed up and was wearing my favorite aftershave. I thought about telling him I was going to change into yoga pants and a sweatshirt, but that would be cruel. I looked in the dining room and he had the China out plus taper candles in the holders. Apparently our light dinner was going to be by candlelight.

“Welcome home honey,” he said, crossing to take me in his arms for a kiss. “I’ve really missed you.”

“I’ve missed you too, Cam. Did you have a productive day?”

“I finished up the finances for the last two months. If I can get the passwords to our bank account, I’ll do this month.”

“They’ll be sending statements in a few days. I’ll forward them to you when I see them.”

I assume he has already discovered that I changed the login to my password keeper. I had also removed most of the shared passwords to the financials. I figure he will try to change the login to his password keeper, but I set up Two-Factor Authentication on his account with any account changes requiring a code from my phone. If he wants to change something, I’ll have to give him the code.

Sooner or later I’m sure he will realize that I don’t plan to give him the bank passwords either. I don’t want to have that discussion right now, but it will probably have to happen soon.

He said something and I shook my head to bring myself back to what was happening.

“What did you say, Cam?”

“I asked if you would like a glass of wine? I have one of your favorites,” he said, lifting an empty wine glass in the air.

“Let me hit the restroom quick and I’ll meet you in the den,” I said, hustling up the stairs to brush my teeth and refresh my lipstick and perfume.

I returned downstairs and found him in the den with some soft music playing and two glasses of wine on the coffee table.

“I got you some Yellow Tail,” he said as I sat on the sofa beside him.

“One of my favorites,” I said as I took a sip and leaned over to kiss him. “What do you think?”

“Tastes wonderful,” he responded with a big smile. After another sip of wine, I treated him to another solid kiss, this one with a little bit of tongue. I rubbed the front of his jeans and could feel the chastity beneath his clothes.

“Is everything still good down here?” I teased.

“Right now things are a little uncomfortable, but I didn’t have any problem until you got home.”

“You’ve recovered then, huh. Are you going to want to get together with me tonight or do you want to wait until tomorrow.”

“What about both?”

“Believe me, when I get done with him, he is going to be asleep for a week,” I warned, stroking my finger up and down the front of his pants for emphasis. I went in for another kiss while moving his hand to my leg which he gently started to explore.

I was getting hotter than hell and I figured if I didn’t break this off soon, I would miss my dinner. I broke the kiss and put my forehead against his.

“You need to feed me so I can keep up my strength,” I teased.

“Then, dear lady, let me escort you to the dining room for our dinner.”

I grabbed my glass of wine, he took my arm and led me to the dining room, placing our wine glasses on the table and then he helped me to sit.

“Let me grab a couple of things and we’ll have a light supper.”

“Fantastic.”

He had prepared a chef’s salad with a bed of iceberg lettuce, ham, turkey, carrots, olives, hard-boiled egg and shredded cheese on top. He offered me an oil and herb dressing. There was a basket of crescent rolls in the center of the table and they looked yummy. A perfect dinner given what I had planned for later.

“This is fantastic, Cam. I love it.”

“And it is not too filling,” he said with a grin.

“That’s an important consideration,” I told him. I slipped off one of my pumps and ran my foot up and down his leg. God, was I being a tramp or what.

“I have a lemon mousse for dessert,” he winked. I had a flash of heat in my pussy when I thought about what we could do with that mousse. I need to get ahold of myself.

“Honey, you’re looking a little flushed. You’re not coming down with anything are you?” he asked, his voice betraying his amusement.

“Oh no, nothing like that. It’s just been a long day thinking about you.”

“Well, I’ve been thinking a lot about you too.”

We continued to pass come-on lines back and forth during the entire meal and by the time we finished our mousse, he was getting a little flushed as well. It probably didn’t help that I’d put my foot into his lap, sliding my stocking covered toes across his front. I could feel the chastity pumping up and down inside his trousers. He used his left hand to softly stroke my leg, his exploration being so far north I thought he would burn himself on my molten center.

“I’ll help you clean up,” I offered.

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll stack the dishes and clean them up later. You look a little tense,” he said, stacking our dishes as I tried to get my breathing back to normal.

He rose and extended his hand. “Come with me.”

I took his hand and followed him to the bedroom.

—————

I didn’t take off the chastity right away as I wanted to make sure I was ready. We helped each other remove our clothes and things got a little intense. He tongued me until I lost track of the number of orgasms I had. He was slow and deliberate, kissing my lips, my ears, my breasts, and my center until I didn’t think I could stand it anymore.

“If someone will loan me her key, I might come back with a surprise.”

I pulled the key from around my neck and handed it to him. While I did that, he quickly bound my wrists with a sash and warned me that I wasn’t supposed to go anywhere until he got back. The bonds were quite minimal, nothing like how I tied him up the other night. I think he was just going for the symbolism.

He was gone quite a while and there was some water running. I think he may be shaving his bush smooth for me. How thoughtful.

He came back a while later and gave me a big smile.

“Oh, good, you’re still here,” he teased.

“You come here and untie me and I’m going to fuck you silly.”

“You need to be patient. Maybe I want to torture you a little bit first.”

“You’d better not…” I started to say, but he stopped my threat with a massive kiss. He pressed my bound hands onto his member and I could feel it pulse with excitement. That, and everything was quite smooth. I stroked his long cock and could feel the heat of his excitement.

“If I untie you, will you be a good girl?”

“If you untie me, I’m going to fuck you into a coma.”

“You stop that! Maybe I’m not into that. I might just have to keep you tied up.”

“You are in so much trouble. Oops, escaped.” I said as I slipped out of the tie. “You’re mine.”

I pushed him back onto the bed and spread his arms wide. I crawled across him, pinning his arms to the bed with my ankles as I dropped my pussy to his mouth. I grabbed the headboard and moved myself on his face until I got to where I wanted his attention. He drove his tongue into me until I was crying out in delight. I decided that I had better stop because I was so wet I was afraid he might drown.

I moved my pussy down his body until it connected with his cock. I raised up and got him into position, then drove myself down on him in a long, hard stroke. His breath hitched as I bottomed him into my pussy.

“You’re going to have to work on your knots, buddy.”

“Or maybe not if I liked the way things turned out.”

“Well, you’d better buckle up because I’m going to have my way with you,” I said, still panting with excitement.

“I have no problem with this plan.”

I started to thrust against him until I felt my orgasm start to build. Damn he has a fine cock if he has a few days to recover. He started to pant and I stopped thrusting and leaned forward. I kissed him long and hard, feeling my pussy squeeze his long cock as I practiced my Kegels.

“You’re not planning to come before I give you permission, are you? That would be a bad idea.”

“Of course not.”

“I’ll tell you what. I’m going to count down from five and then you can come. No cheating.”

I started thrusting slowly, bottoming out each time and holding myself there for a second before moving back up. I did this several times. We were both panting and I felt my brow prickle with beads of sweat.”

“Five,” I said as I drove down on him, slowly picking up the pace. He was moaning and panting and I could feel his cock tighten up as he tried to hold off his orgasm.

After a few more rapid thrusts, I announced “Four”

His head was flopping from side to side as I continued to ride his rock-hard shaft. He was shivering, or maybe it was me that was shivering, it was hard to tell. My wanton thrusts continued.

“Three.”

My thrusts, and the countdown, was going a bit faster now. I was trying to hold off my orgasm, and I could sense the same problem for him.

“Two…” I said, drawing out the count as I rapidly thrusted against his turgid cock.

“One.” I wasn’t sure if we were supposed to come at one or zero, but I was right on the edge and I knew he was too. I pumped myself against him frantically.

“Zero. Come for me Cam.”

He cried out in ecstasy as I continued to thrust against him, then I felt his hot spunk splash into me. That pushed me over and I screamed along with him, continuing to bounce up and down like I was riding a racehorse. My orgasm about carried me away as I took him inside me again and again. He pulsed and pulsed, pushing up to meet my thrusts, then finally he collapsed against the bed. I ceased my movement and leaned forward, seeking out his soft lips. He was still inside me, but I could sense things were rapidly shrinking as I continued to kiss him like I was possessed.

I broke the kiss and he looked up at me.

“My god, Trish, what was that.”

“Why, I just fucked you silly, of course. I’m surprised you didn’t recognize it.”

“Amazing,” he said as he wrapped me in his arms. “You are the best lover ever,” he whispered into my ear, continuing to deposit tiny kisses all over my face and neck. I sat up straight and felt his limp member slide out of me. I dismounted and had to drop to the bed as I was still a little light-headed. He rolled to his side and I spooned up next to him. This was another time when I told myself that I should go to the bath and clean up, but I decided to just lay here instead. I pulled the blanket over us and pressed myself into his body.

‘More washing tomorrow,’ I said to myself, thinking about the sheets that we had just messed up. Tomorrow, Cameron gets to learn how to run the washer.


Chapter 16

Sunday, June 14th

We didn’t have a lot of commitments today, which was good because we both overslept. We were both gnarly this morning and in need of showers, and I decided since we both needed a shower, we could save water by taking one together.

I’d also planned a little surprise for him today. I’d stopped by the mall and picked out some panties and a padded bra in his size, along with some tan pantyhose. I also picked up a denim skirt, a pretty patterned long-sleeved blouse and a camisole that should all fit him. I planned to style his long hair and maybe put in a little curl.

One of the sites that Cameron had often visited was about tucking, so I picked up a roll of the brand of athletic tape they recommended so he could experiment with it. The tuck would be about as good as the chastity device, but not have the unsightly bulge in his pretty taupe panties.

“Up you go, lazy bones,” I told him, tickling his ribs.

“Stop that.”

“I thought we would be ecologically responsible and take our shower together. Maybe you could help me shave my legs, then I could help shave yours.”

“I can’t shave my legs, Trish!” he said in alarm.

“Why not. I shave mine all the time. I’ll loan you my razor.”

“But what if I need to wear shorts or something?”

“You never wear shorts,” I challenged. It was true. He would always wear long pants or jeans on even the hottest days.

“I guess you’re right, but why do I need my legs shaved?”

“They’ll look much better with your pantyhose. Come on, don’t be a problem. I’ll show you what you need to do and I’ll help you with the places that are hard to reach.”

“Trish, you’re crazy!”

“Are you saying you don’t want to wear the pantyhose that I got you?”

“Really!?! You bought me pantyhose?”

“Yes, I did. I thought I’d give you a little surprise- kind of a reward because you have been so sweet about everything. I haven’t opened the package yet, so if you don’t want them, let me know and I’ll take them back.”

“Let me take a look then we’ll decide,” he said, although I bet I’d never get them away from him once he saw them.

—————

We had a lot of fun with the shaving and I was surprised I was able to get him hard with the help of the bath gel. With a little diligent stroking, I got him excited enough to bring him off against the wall of the shower. That would probably make it a bit easier when he went to tape.

After we got out of the shower and got dried off, I handed him the new roll of tape.

“The chastity won’t look so good with your new hose, so maybe you can use this today. I think you’ve seen some videos about this.”

“Trish, you are amazing.”

“No, I’m just good at hacking your accounts. Now, do you remember how this works?”

He nodded in agreement and cut off several lengths of the tape and stuck them to the vanity. He pushed the twins up inside and used some of the tape to hold them in place. He pulled his limp member back and used another length of tape to stick that down as well, giving him a smooth appearance.

“Try these,” I said, passing him his pair of panties.

“These are wonderful,” he said as he stared at them in his hands. After just a brief delay, he raised his leg and put in one foot, then the other, finally pulling them to his waist.

“Do they fit?”

“They’re great.”

“Wait ‘til you see the matching bra,” I said, passing it to him. The bra had a little padding, but it was still going to look pretty flat. Maybe we’d experiment with shaving his chest and using tape to give him some cleavage next time. Something else I read about on that site.

He took the bra and wrapped it around himself backward, attached the hooks, then pulled the cups to the front, putting his arms through the straps.

“That looks great,” I said. I stuffed some socks in the cups to give some shape and helped adjust the straps on his shoulders.

“Sit on the stool and let’s work on your feet so you don’t snag your nylons,” I said, handing him the clippers, file, and a callus stone. He spent a few minutes preparing his feet, then I passed him some scented lotion which he added to his feet and legs.

“Trish, are you sure you’re okay with this?”

“I think so. Shouldn’t I be? I mean, you have been into this for a long time but never said anything. Why can’t we have some fun with it?”

I pulled out my hot-rollers and plugged them in. He was watching me carefully but didn’t say anything.

“Here, try these. They should fit much better than the ones you ‘borrowed’ from me.”

“I’m sorry…” he said.

“I know. We’ll do this a little differently from now on. When you get dressed, I want to be here. No more sneaking around dressing in secret. Besides, with your chastity, it’s probably not going to work anyway.”

“That would be amazing, Trish.”

He unpackaged his hose and looked at them closely. They were just the grocery store variety, not very sheer and in suntan, but it’s what I usually wear. I’d keep the pair of ultra-sheers I got him for another reward.

I helped him get his hose in place and he looked in the mirror transfixed.

“So, what’s my girlfriend’s name?” I asked.

“I really don’t have one.”

“Can we use the name Crystal. I like that name.”

“Oh Trish, I’d love that.”

“Okay, Crystal, let’s go put on your skirt and blouse, then we’ll do your hair and makeup.”

“My god, Trish. This is fantastic.”

“No, Crystal, my girlfriend is fantastic. This is just clothes.”

—————

After I put a little curl in Crystal’s hair and did some light makeup, she actually looked pretty good. Not going out on the town good, but it is something we could do messing around the house.

I found some pumps with a kitten heel for her and the size worked good.

“So, could my girlfriend go make us breakfast while I get changed?”

“Sure, would a ham and cheese omelet work for you?”

“That sounds great. I’ll be right down,” I told Crystal as she headed down the stairs to work on our breakfast.

I dressed conservatively, not wanting to compete with my new girlfriend. I wore some suntan pantyhose the same color and brand, a skirt, top, and a pair of wedge shoes. I pulled my hair back in a clip rather than putting in rollers to save time.

By the time I made it to the kitchen, our omelets were ready along with some coffee and orange juice. Crystal was wearing one of my aprons. It was a little small and I made note to buy one in her size.

After our breakfast and my helping with cleanup, I did a little instruction on how to walk, how to sit in a skirt and quite a few other things to make her look more girly. Crystal took it all in good humor and there were a lot of laughs.

She turned quiet and crossed to me, giving me a hug. I was struggling with what to say next as there was something weighing on my mind.

“Can we sit for a bit, Crystal. There’s something that we need to talk about.”

“Sure, honey,” she said, carefully sitting and smoothing the skirt beneath her.

“Crystal, I know this is going to be difficult, but can we keep this thing between us just girlfriends. I don’t know if I want to get into some lesbian relationship.”

“Oh, Trish. I understand, I really do. Where I would love to do things with you, I know it’s different for you and I understand. I just hope this doesn’t mess up your relationship with Cameron.”

“Oh no. I can easily make the distinction between Crystal and Cameron. Cameron is the one that I had a glorious screw with last night. I’m still sitting here with my lady parts tingling thinking about what happened. I don’t think a lesbian relationship could do that for me. I hope you understand that I am pretty much a heterosexual.”

“But can I give you hugs, a kiss on the cheek and maybe a backrub. Things that het girls can do together.”

“I’d like holding hands with my girlfriend while we watch a silly movie.”

“Let’s do that then,” she said, extending her hand to me and leading me to the den.

—————

We watched a couple of girl movies as Crystal leaned up next to me and held my hand. It was such an interesting dynamic between us. She would stroke my hair and occasionally put kisses on her finger and place them on my nose. Several times she thanked me for having her as a girlfriend.

We broke for lunch and Crystal and I made us sandwiches and soup. We had fun cooking together even though it was an easy meal. She promised she would do the cleanup.

During the afternoon, I received a call from the guard at work that something came in priority overnight addressed to me. He figured he should call me about it.

“Okay, Dan,” I said as I talked to him on my cell, “Yes, it’s a project I’ve been working on and they said they would send some proofs. I didn’t expect them to overnight them on a Sunday. I’d better come over so I can take a look.”

I dropped the call with Dan and looked at my girlfriend. She had a look of panic.

“So Crystal, why don’t we drive over so I can pick up that package. I don’t need to go into the office, just pick up the package from the guard and come back home. Maybe we can look at the proofs together and you can tell me what you think.”

“I don’t know, Trish. Maybe I should just stay home.”

“But I want to spend time with you,” I told her. Actually the reason was that I didn’t want to promote her being cross-dressed at home without me here.

“I’d like that also. I’m just afraid.”

“There’s nothing to be afraid of. It won’t take me a minute to run in and grab the package.”

“Okay. If you promise.”

“I’m not going to let anything happen to my best girlfriend. Let’s go over and get the package and we’ll come right back.”


Chapter 17

The trip to my workplace was uneventful, even though my passenger seemed kind of anxious. We talked about the traffic and some of the construction that was going on around my workplace.

“Why are they out here on a Sunday?” I growled as I fell in line behind gravel and cement trucks on the road to my office. A flagman finally pointed to where I could enter the company parking lot. I parked in my space in front of the building and turned to reassure my passenger.

“This will only take a minute. You just stay here and look pretty,” I said, which resulted in a weak smile.

I got out, locked the car then hustled to the front of the building. Dan must have seen me because he met me at the door and handed me the package.

“Thanks, Dan. My sister-in-law is waiting in the car and I need to run.”

“See you tomorrow, Mrs. Williams. Have a nice night.

“See you soon, Dan.”

When I got back to the car, Crystal released a long sigh. The poor thing must have been holding her breath all the time I was out of the car.

“Do we want to stop anywhere on the way home?” I teased.

“Only if you want to.”

“Maybe we could swing by the coffee shop and get something.”

“I don’t think I’d feel comfortable going in, Trish.”

“Okay. We can use the drive-through. Would that work?”

“Sure.”

“What would you like?”

“Whatever you’re having.”

I entered the driveway for the coffee shop and pulled into the takeout lane. I ordered us a couple of grande cappuccinos and a lemon bar as my passenger sat rigid in the seat beside me. She actually looked quite cute and I don’t think there would be any reason we couldn’t go out together once she builds up some confidence. I wanted to push her a little but avoid any stress as this was supposed to be a reward and not some public humiliation. I wanted to have her feel exhilarated but not suffer a panic attack.

“You’re doing fine,” I told her as I held her hand as we waited for our beverages.

“Thanks.”

“Are you feeling okay?”

“I think so. I’m just a little nervous.”

“Well, you look cute as hell so there is no reason to be concerned.”

She squeezed my hand and said thanks, seeming to relax.

They delivered our beverages and I handed the drink-holder to Crystal while I fumbled for my wallet. After I paid, I drove out slowly to avoid any spills.

There is a little spot close to our house that has a couple of places to park and some picnic tables that are hardly ever used. I pulled in and thought we could enjoy our coffee’s in the car, or maybe I could convince her to go to one of the tables.

“Let’s sit at one of the tables and drink our coffee, sweetie?”

There was a second of hesitation, then she responded “Sure.”

I got out on my side, crossed to open her door and took the coffees. I put the tray on top of the car, then gave her my hand to help her.

“I really like that outfit on you, Crystal. It looks really nice.”

“I like it too. Oh Trish , thank you for doing this.”

“You mean buying coffee? That’s nothing.”

“No, letting me do this. To do this together.”

“I’m happy we could make this happen,” I said as we walked to the nearest table. “You know, I would have never known about this if I hadn’t been snooping on your laptop.”

“I’ve been thinking about that. Our FLR has been great for me, I want you to know that.”

“Oh, sweetie. It’s been wonderful for both of us. I just want us to keep doing things like this, to experiment and maybe push each other occasionally.”

“What do you mean?”

“Like when Cameron tied my hands last night. I didn’t think I’d like that, but I did. I also liked it when I was able to escape,” I said, grinning.

“Cameron liked that too.”

“And I think Cameron likes it when he can’t escape; when he is at my mercy.”

“Yes, that’s the way he likes it.”

“Do you think he’d like handcuffs or something like that?”

“I don’t know, Trish. That looks a little uncomfortable and hard to manage with all the keys and stuff. A soft rope with the beautiful knots you tie looks much more sexy.”

I was having a hard time believing the conversation we were having, but it was so refreshing that, little-by-little, I’m able to get him to share his fantasies with me. I agreed about the handcuffs; they look awful, but maybe some leather cuffs with locking buckles. For the ropes, tying and untying the knots, especially the ones I use that are secure, take quite a bit of time and effort. My long nails made them hard to deal with. I do admit they looked sexy.

We finished our coffees and walked around the park. There was some hand holding but mostly just walking and conversation. I was pleased about how much more comfortable Crystal was being in public and there was none of the anxiety like earlier. We met a couple of people walking the other direction, but no one seemed bothered by the two ladies out for a stroll.

“Are you ready to head back to the house, Crystal?”

“Yes. It’s wonderful to be outside like this.”

“We need to do this more often; to just take some time to be with nature. And think about it, since you have your phone, you are getting credit for your steps.”

“Hey, that’s right. Cool.”

We headed home and I said the first thing I needed to do was look at those proofs as I probably need to get a preliminary response tonight.

“A preliminary response?” Crystal asked, curious.

“I’ll need to meet with the rest of the team members tomorrow, probably have a meeting to allow everyone some input. These things can bog down so if anything jumps out at me, I can send a request for rework and maybe short-circuit some of the nit-picking the rest of the team will do.”

“Sounds dull.”

“Yes, but it pays well.”

“That’s a bonus.”

“Hey, speaking of bonuses, I received my first quarter bonus last week. You’ll see it come in on the bank statement.”

“First quarter?!? It’s almost the end of the half-year.”

“They’re a little slow getting them out. Anyway, I plan to put it in a CD at the bank so it doesn’t get lost in the family finances.”

“That sounds good, but since we have a budget now, things shouldn’t get lost quite as easily.”

“Hopefully, you’re right. I’m thinking since rates are down right now, I’m going to put it in a 6 month CD. Maybe if the rates improve, I’ll consider a longer term.”

Crystal didn’t raise any objections, but I knew the Cameron side was probably aware that I had made this decision without any input. I was using this as a test to see if there were going to be any problems but so far, things looked good.

“I plan to open a brokerage account down the line and as some of these CDs mature and I receive more bonuses, I’ll move the money in there. Probably just index funds since the market is kind of weird right now.”

“I think you have a good plan. Let me know if you need anything from me.”

“Probably need to add some accounts to the finance program so we can track the family net-worth.”

He probably realizes the account will be in my name or I would need his signature. I also made a point that this was money from my bonuses so it wasn’t coming out of family finances. If I got any push-back I could make that case but it didn’t look like there was a problem. I was well on my way to solidifying the Finances food group.

“I’m also starting to think about getting enough money put together for a down payment on a house. I’d like to get away from renting.”

“That would be cool. Something here in Peoria?”

“This area, or maybe on the other side of the river. I haven’t decided anything yet.”

Where I expected something about wanting to be involved, nothing was offered. I thought I would offer a small concession to avoid any anxiety.

“It’s too soon to act on this, but if I see something I like, I’ll let you take a look and maybe you can help me make a decision.”

Here I am working on the Life Directions food group also. I’m trying to carefully establish it will be me that is making the decisions but that I will solicit input.

“Well, back to the proofs…” I said, opening the envelope and laying the material on the table in front of us.

—————

We carefully worked through the proofs and there were several things that I didn’t like and that did not match the project definition we had provided. Even worse, some of the colors didn’t match the customers palette and wouldn’t look good with their other materials. I was able to explain to Crystal what I was seeing, and in so doing it will make it easier to explain it to the other design team.

I’m so glad I didn’t waste the time of the entire team with this as it was totally unacceptable. It would waste a lot of our time and result in a half-day nit-pick session when the job had to be entirely reworked anyway. It made me wonder if there was some newbie working on this given the number of things that were done wrong. The Sunday express delivery was a screw-up that must have cost a fortune.

“Crystal, can you start some supper while I write this up. It will probably take me a half-hour or forty-five minutes?”

“Sure, Trish.”

“I would offer to take you out, but I think it is a little soon for you. Lets try to do something like that soon, okay?”

“Umm, can I think about that?”

“Don’t worry, I won’t rush you, but I will be persistent because I think you would do fine. Maybe going to the salad bar restaurant where it’s a buffet and no waiter or anything. Can we do that sometime?”

“It would scare me to death right now, but let’s try something like that.”

“That’s my girl.”

—————

Crystal put together a dinner of salmon fillets with baked potato and green beans. She included a green salad with a light dressing. Everything but the potato was low-calorie and I was pleased that she split it in half. It was served with a white wine and a glass of water. It was a very tasty meal.

After the meal with some cookies for dessert, Crystal insisted on cleaning up and sent me to the den to find a movie to watch.

I found a cute girl movie and we did a lot of hand-holding.

“Cameron has to work at the office tomorrow, right?” I asked.

“Yes…”

“So, I have a question. Is it going to be Cameron or Crystal that sleeps with me tonight.”

“I’m not sure.”

“If it’s my girlfriend, I have a pretty nightgown for her to try. She can leave the tape on tonight and we’ll turn you back into Cameron in the morning.”

“And if it’s Cameron?”

“The chastity goes back on.”

“That’s what I figured. I’d kind of like the sound of sleeping in the nightgown.”

“Good girl. Come with me and I’ll help you take off your makeup, comb out your hair and get you ready for bed.”


Chapter 18

Tuesday, June 16th

Yesterday Cameron and I both had to go to the office to work, so we took a shower together, got the curls out of his hair, brushed it neatly and pulled back into a low ponytail. We stored all his girl clothes in a suitcase and stashed it in the closet. I promised we would have another girl day soon.

Also, yesterday Cameron sprung on me that on Friday, July 3rd, his company was hosting a Fourth of July picnic at his office. He’d been putting off telling me because of the disaster with the fishing tournament and he didn’t think I would want to go. I told him it sounded like fun and I’m sure we would have a great time.

He was unaware that Cheryl, a friend of mine from high school, had just joined his company in the HR department. Out of the blue I saw her at lunch yesterday and we got a chance to catch up. When she told me where she was working, I told her about Cameron working there. I got more details about the picnic that Cam failed to mention. It kind of bothers me, but sometimes he keeps some important things to himself and I end up getting blindsided. Things like when the event was going to start, that they were going to be serving burgers and brats, but if you wanted a chicken patty you could send them a message and they’ll have one for you. That they would be serving on paper plates with plastic utensils, but if you wanted to bring your own plates and silverware, you were encouraged to do so to help the environment. They also suggested bringing your own folding chairs because seating would be limited- they were going to host the party on the lawn beside the office. They would be setting up a volleyball net, have a frisbee contest and some live music by some of the members of the staff that had put together a band. It actually did sound like fun.

I learned these details from Cheryl. If Cameron knew anything about it, he didn’t think to mention it. I’m still considering how I want to handle this oversight. Cheryl offered to send me the message they sent to the staff and I said sure. She pulled out her phone and forwarded the e-mail and I had it a few seconds later. To be fair, some of the things I learned from Cheryl weren’t even in the e-mail so it was good I ran into her.

I would have plenty of time to plan and would use this as an opportunity to firm up some of my influence. I planned to cautiously practice some FLR at the picnic. No ridicule or anything like that, but would insist that he follow my suggestions about what he ate, drank, wore and the type of sunscreen he used; all mistakes I made at the fishing tourney. I would be friendly and approachable to his work associates and the families that were expected to be there, but I would make sure Cameron didn’t stray too far from the FLR game-plan.

—————

It was midday Tuesday, and I was a little surprised that I hadn’t heard anything back about that proof I reviewed on Sunday. I’d decided to brown-bag and eat at my desk today and it was probably a good decision. About one o’clock, my boss, Eve, knocked on my open door and asked if we could visit for a little bit.

“Sure, what’s up?” I responded brightly as she closed my door and took a seat.

“I got a strange call from ChromaGraphics, the ones that are working on that campaign for Robertson Brands.

“I got the proofs by overnight courier on Sunday. They were awful. I copied you on my notes. Do you know what they’re trying to pull?”

“I think they dropped the ball and are trying to cover themselves. I asked when they were going to have the rework and I didn’t get a really good answer.”

“Do we have anyone else we can send them to?”

“We’re about out of time, but it might come to that. Do you have a theory on what happened?”

“I figure that they have the boss’s nephew working on them or something. What I saw was loaded with rookie mistakes.”

“Well, they are asking for a little more time to make things right. I gave him until Thursday and he had the nerve to ask me if I meant Thursday next week.”

“That’s nuts!”

“I just came from a meeting with Jimmy Wheelan and he asked me what’s going on.”

“Why is the president of the company getting involved in some low-budget promotion?”

“Chroma called him. Look, Trish, I want to give us some options here. Do you know someone who could take this on and do it this week?”

“Let me make some calls. We don’t have a lot of budget for this one, but can I authorize some overtime or rush charge? Robertson has been a customer for a long time and I don’t want to leave them hanging.”

“Do what you have to. I can always count on you.”

“No problem, Eve. We’ll get what we need and we can tell Chroma they have all the time they need to train their new employee; just not on our jobs.”

“Let me know what you can get set up. I’ll check back with Jimmy and let him know what’s happening.”

“I’ll get right on this,” I said as she headed for the door. There goes my afternoon.

—————

During the middle of my frantic dialing, I sent Cameron a note telling him that I might be a few minutes late getting home. He sent a message right back.

I haven’t planned anything for dinner. Would you like to go out?

That sounds great. I’m not sure how long I’ll be. This is about those proofs that Crystal and I reviewed on Sunday. I may need to find someone else to do the work.

Well, I know you’ll do a fantastic job. I’ll have a light snack and we can go out later after you get home and can take a few minutes to decompress.

Great. I love you and can’t wait to see you.

Miss you like crazy. Later.

I dug in and made some calls and found one of our graphics houses that could take on the job and have it done this week. It will cost extra, but we’ll still make some money and not have to slip the date. Both Eve and Jimmy were pleased.

—————

I was able to make it home about a half-hour late. Cameron was watching television where I was hoping he would be working on his computer research or doing some reading.

When he saw me, he turned off the TV and had me sit. He asked if I would like anything and I told him just a glass of water.

He rushed off to get it and I thought about all the TV he had been watching. He’d come to me with the request to get a subscription to an online education site that had a course in new concepts in computer technology. I had no problem funding it. The subscription wasn’t cheap, so as a condition for getting it, I insisted on a goal of four hours a week studying. So far he was just meeting the goal and this week I think he might miss it completely. I may need to come up with a way of limiting his television. I wonder if there are parental controls on the smart-TV.

He returned with my water and asked me about my day. I gave him a rundown on the stuff the vendor was trying to pull and how I was able to work around them. He said how proud he was of me which made me feel good.

“How did your day of remote work go?” I asked.

“Pretty good. I’ve been working with the guys in Germany and I’ve been able to fix a couple of bugs. So far they are pleased with what I’m doing, but that will probably just mean being assigned more bugs to fix.”

“It’s a job and you can do remote work, so that’s a plus isn’t it?”

“I have to admit it’s nice not to have the bosses sneaking up behind you to see what you’re working on.”

We talked for a little bit and I asked him where he would like to go for dinner.

“What about Mexican?” he asked.

“How about the salad bar place. That’s always nice and it’s healthier.”

“Okay.”

“As long as you don’t add too many croutons to your salad,” I joked.

“I’ll substitute croutons with mushrooms then.”

We headed off and I was surprised that he didn’t ask about taking off his chastity. Most of the time when we go somewhere, he will ask if he needs to take it off. Usually I say no, but tonight he didn’t even ask. I think he might have forgotten he has it on. He’ll probably remember when he gets in the car.

When we got home from our nice meal, I had Cameron open us a bottle of wine. The salad bar restaurant doesn’t serve any alcohol and I was looking forward to a glass of red.

We sat in the den and he turned on the television and started to watch a sports program.

“Cameron, how is your chastity holding up? Is that crack getting any worse.”

He muted the game and looked over at me. “About the same.”

“Did you make a list of replacement devices for me so I can get one on order?”

“Ah, yeah. It’s on my phone,” he said. He picked it up and a couple of seconds later I heard my tablet chime.

We took a few minutes to look at the different ones and I’d decided which one I should order.

“What size ring are you using now?”

“A 45mm.”

“Okay. Thanks. How are the Spanish lessons going?”

“Oh, ah, I’m keeping up my streak.”

“How many minutes a day?”

“I think about ten or so.”

“Are you going to be ready for when we go to Mexico this fall.”

“I think so.”

“Maybe rather than watching sports, you can do a couple more lessons.”

“Yeah, I guess so,” he said, shutting down the television and grabbing his tablet.

I’d been watching his stats and getting a little concerned that he is just doing the minimum he needs to do to meet his goals and not really pushing himself. I hate to be put into the position of having to raise his goals and being the bad guy. I was hoping he would think of them as the least he needed to do and not just stop when he met them. I need to figure out how to approach this to get him a little more motivated.

I brought up his screen time on my tablet and it kind of matched what I suspected. Something that was strange is the access to the crossdressing sites is down. Curious.

We sat together and he did a couple of Spanish lessons, then started reading. I was getting a little tired and I told him I was going to bed and he said he would be right up. I took a couple of minutes to order the chastity device and it looked like it would be here on Friday. That would work good and we could use the weekend to let him get used to it.

I cleaned up and got into bed and Cameron joined me about a half-hour later. Hopefully he got some pages read of the thriller I got for him. I’d check his progress tomorrow.


Chapter 19

Thursday, June 18th

I met Sharon at the coffee shop for our regular Thursday lunch. She was bright and ready to tell me good news.

“I had a job interview last week and I’m one of the finalists for the position!” she gushed.

“That’s fantastic, Sharon. Is there any money or is it just a title.”

“You’re such a cynic,” she said with a smile.

“You’re in healthcare. Of course I’m cynical,” I teased.

“Actually, it is a title AND money.”

“Go you!!!”

“Plus I get an office that I don’t have to share. There will be a window and a door I can close.”

“Even better. I want to be the first to know when you find out.”

“How’s your job going?” she asked.

“I’ve done some things that have the bosses smiling. I might get a bonus on top of my bonus.”

“Fantastic. How’s Cameron doing?”

“You mean at work or at home?”

“Both.”

“He’s bitching up a storm about all the bugs he has been getting assigned from the office in Berlin.”

“And at home…”

“The sex has been good,” I whispered.

She smiled. “And the rest?”

“I think he’s been falling behind on some of his assignments. There is something off and I can’t put my finger on it. He’s just doing what he needs to get by and not trying to progress.”

“Are his frustrations at work starting to feed into your home life?”

“That might be it, but I don’t know how to fix it.”

“I hate to do this, but can I look at his numbers.”

I brought out my tablet and showed her Cameron’s screen times. A sour look passed across her face.

“This time on the notes app is unusual. Is he writing a book or something?”

“No, not that I know of.”

“Most of the other things look okay. He’s not getting very much time on his Spanish.”

She switched over to the health app to look at his activity.

“He’s doing a good job of recording his weight and alcohol, but he’s not getting very many steps. His weight looks to be stuck. Is he taking some time after lunch to take a walk?”

“He complains that it’s too hot.”

“Well tell him to walk in the morning then. He is trying to overload you by forcing you to make all his decisions. It’s a very normal reaction.”

“I’ll watch for that.”

“Look, Trish. I had the same problem with Dennis at first. This is not real to him yet. He’s treating this like something he can ignore and you’ll get bored or frustrated and maybe it will all go away. You’ll need to do something dramatic to break through this barrier.”

“Like having him sleep in the guest room?”

“That’s a thought, but it has to be something he really hates or maybe a combination of things like removing some privileges to let him know how much this is bothering you.”

“I don’t want to have to punish him like some naughty six-year-old.”

“Trish, there are a lot of parallels here. Punishment alone is not what you want. You want a punishment to open his eyes, but then a discussion about why this behavior bothers you so much and that you are not okay with it. Offer to end the FLR. He won’t want that, but if he says he wants to quit, accept it because you’ve lost anyway.”

“Really…”

“He’s testing his boundaries. You have a very good plan in place and the metrics to make it work. You have a lot of the food groups covered. You just need to break through this resistance and make him want the FLR as much as you do. It will happen but there will be bumps along the way. Don’t cave in because he’s looking for you to exhibit weakness he can exploit.”

“As usual, you’ve given me a lot to think about.”

“Let me know how it works out,” she said, glancing at her phone. “We probably need to get back to work.”

—————

I had some time that afternoon to think about what was going on. I was starting to miss being with him romantically rather than doing all the FLR management. Maybe tonight when I get home we can get together for some fun. I need to get some side benefit out of all this effort.

Cameron was working at home today, but a notice popped up that he left the house just after noon. I checked the app and it looks like he was headed for the store with a stop by the wine shop. It looks like we may be eating in this evening which suited me. I hope it’s something light.

I was pleased to see he was driving safely as the app gives me information about his speed, hard stops and rapid acceleration. I’m not sure if I ever mentioned this to him, but I guess he’s never asked. I did set his devices so he can’t delete applications; the only thing he can do is remove them from the home screen. Even if he did that, I’d still get reports.

Mid afternoon I got a message from Cam that said he was going to fix me a nice dinner so I wasn’t supposed to load up on snacks this afternoon.

Too late, I teased, closing my bag of chocolates.

You’d better be hungry when you get home or there’s going to be trouble!

I kind of liked the sound of that.

Oh, I’ll be hungry. No problem there.

Good. Love you and see you soon.

Love you too Cam

Okay, it looks like I get dinner at home with wine. This sounds like a win for me, then I might see what I can stir up later. I planned to scrutinize his screen-time and goals this weekend, so that might put off any horizontal time for a while.

—————

I got home right on time and when I entered the house, there was a delightful fragrance of food.

I joined him in the kitchen. “What’ya making?” I asked, hugging him around the middle while he stood at the stove.

“Pasta. I thought we would have some spaghetti with salad and baguette.

“Sounds delicious. I’m going to go up and change. Be right back.”

“You hurry, it’s almost ready.”

I was wearing slacks and a short-sleeved blouse, but since he went to such an effort with dinner, I thought I’d dress up. I pulled out a floral-print summer dress that I wore with a teddy to sex it up. I considered the ultra-sheer hose and I decided I might as well go all in. I’m sure he would appreciate it. I noticed that he’d dressed up as well.

My kitten-heels made a tapping sound as I entered the kitchen. He turned to look and gave me a big smile.

“Do I look alright?” I asked, giving him a twirl.

“Oh my, yes. You look fantastic. I love that dress.”

“Thank you, honey. And thanks for fixing dinner. Is there something I can do to help?”

“Just light the candles. Everything else should be ready.”

Candles, huh. Maybe he is as hot and horny as I am.

I did as he asked and he brought our meal to the table. There was a bottle of wine open to breathe along with two glasses. I thought tonight I might do a little tutorial on how to taste the wine. That might be fun and something I know he was uncomfortable with as he always made me do it.

He seated me at the table and I poured just a little of the wine in his glass.

When he settled into his chair, I said, “I thought I’d show you how to taste the wine.

“That’s cool,” he responded.

“First, look at the label and notice the vintner, the date and the type of wine. If you ordered this at a restaurant, you need to make sure what they brought you is correct.”

He looked over the label and we discussed the type of wine he had selected.

“Next, hold the glass by the stem and swirl the wine up on the side of the glass.”

He did as I asked and I pointed out how to look for the ‘legs’ to determine the alcohol content.

“Then, give the wine a sniff to see if it has a strong odor. The wine should smell fruity, but not sharp which indicates it’s immature.”

He sniffed the wine and had me try it as well.

“That’s very nice. Notice the notes of the fruit and just a little bit of nuttiness. This was a very nice selection.”

“Thank you. It was something the guy at the store recommended.”

“Well, he gave you good advice. Next, take a sip of the wine and roll it around your mouth with your tongue, allowing you to distribute it around your different taste buds. Get a sense of the complexity of the wine.”

He did as I suggested and he gave me a big smile. “This is quite nice.”

“If you approve of the wine, go ahead and pour some for me and fill your glass to about the center so it has the most surface area. Then we can propose a toast.”

He did as I asked and we both raised our glasses.

“To my beautiful wife,” he toasted.

“And to our wonderful new relationship,” I responded, wanting something to Velcro down the FLR.

We both took a sip and started on our dinner. Everything tasted great and I noticed a certain lack of garlic. I appreciated his thoughtfulness.

After dinner and a quick cleanup, I excused myself to freshen up.

“I’ll meet you in the den and we can listen to some music,” I told him as I headed up the stairs to fix my lipstick and put on some more perfume.

When I came out of the bath, he was standing there outside the door.

“I’ve got some music on. Let me brush my teeth and I’ll join you.”

“Here, you might need this,” I told him as I removed the key to his chastity from around my neck and put it in his hand. “I’ll be waiting…”


Chapter 20

Saturday, June 20th

Our session on Thursday night was quite satisfying for both of us. I did let him sleep without the chastity since he would be working in the office on Friday and his new device was due in that afternoon. He was very worried about the other one breaking and me thinking he did it on purpose.

His new one arrived as expected and I had him try it on when he got home on Friday. It fit very well and he said it was a little more comfortable than his old one, and it didn’t have the crack in the locking sleeve.

Even though he was compliant about the chastity, I’d continued to notice him slipping on some of his goals. When we weighed together yesterday morning, it looked like he had actually gained some weight. I suspect he was fudging the numbers he put into the health app.

We had just finished lunch and were sitting in the den relaxing. I had been monitoring his screen time and was still seeing the strange usage and was puzzled what was going on.

He was watching some movie on TV while I looked at my tablet and continued to puzzle about his stats. I could tell he was only halfhearted about the movie and was curious why he was watching it rather than reading. He’d been falling behind on his reading goal as well.

He’d muted for one of the commercials and I decided to get some answers.

“Cameron, can I see your tablet for a minute?” I asked sweetly.

“Um, yeah,” he said, grabbing it, quickly entering the passcode and handing the tablet to me.

“Did you change your passcode?” I asked. When I saw him enter it, the code didn’t look the same.

“Well, um…”

“Why did you do that?” I challenged.

“You’re supposed to change it sometimes.”

“Or maybe you didn’t want me to have access to your tablet?”

He didn’t respond and I handed it back to him.

“Change it back to the old one and return it to me.”

“Trish, I’m sorry,” he said as he reset the passcode back to the one he’d used previously.

“Don’t forget your phone.”

“I didn’t change that one. I can explain…”

“Oh, I think the explanation is simple enough. You didn’t trust me not to do something to your tablet, is that about it?”

“No.”

“That’s what it sounds like to me.”

“I wasn’t thinking about that, really. I don’t know why I did it.”

“Oh, it was a mistake then?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

“Okay, I’ll help,” I said as I grabbed my tablet and brought up the parental control app. I blocked his ability to change his passcode. “There, I fixed it.”

“Okay. What did you do?”

“Since you said it was a mistake, I’ve made it so you can no longer change your passcode.”

“Oh…”

I picked up his tablet, logged in and brought up his screen time. “I’m curious about something I’m seeing with your device usage. I thought you could explain it to me.”

His face paled and he said he’d try.

“A couple of weeks ago you’d only used your notes app a couple of minutes a day and some days not at all. This week I’m seeing a lot more time, sometimes more than an hour a day. I thought you could tell me what’s going on.”

“Oh, Trish. I’m sorry.”

“And I notice you only have a few minutes on the crossdressing sites you like to read. Nowhere near the allowance I set for you. I have a theory about what’s happening, but I thought I’d give you a chance to explain.”

“Trish, I just want to say…” he started as I brought up the notes app. There were full copies of a lot of the stories from the crossdressing sites in notes.

“What’s this?” I asked, pointing to the listings.

“I think you know. I was cheating. I thought I’d found a way around the limits.”

“And how should that make me feel? Do you think the limits I’ve set are unfair?”

“I ah…”

“You realize I have imposed those limits because you were spending too much time on these sites and I wanted to redirect your energies into something more productive.”

“I know…”

“So, I ask you again; am I being unfair?”

“No. I was just trying to get around the limits and got caught. I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

I clicked to edit the time on his notes app and I noticed some failed passcode attempts.

“Cameron, what’s this? Were you trying to hack the code!?!”

“I ah, I wanted to see how things were set up.”

“But there are five failed passcodes!”

“I know…”

“If you want something changed, please ask me. I’m likely to say no, but if it’s important enough I might reconsider.”

I left the failed passcode attempts in place as a reminder.

“Are there any of the other limits you have found a way around? I’ve noticed the number of steps on the fitness app are falling off.”

He looked at me with a panicked expression, then looked away.

“The thing with the steps, what’s happened?” I pressed.

“I have a walking route I take to get exactly the number of steps I need to meet the goal.”

“But your weight was down until the other day when it popped back up. Have you been fudging the numbers?”

“Trish…”

“Just so you understand, there is a linkage between goals and your objectives. The objective is to have you lose some weight and improve your health. The goal is there to help you meet the objective. The objective is not being met, so we need to adjust the goal. You get that, right?”

“I understand.”

“And I rely on the numbers you record to judge how you are doing. If you don’t put in accurate numbers or just make stuff up, it doesn’t work right.”

“I’ll try to do better.”

“You can see why I’ve imposed these goals and limits, can’t you. And the reason that I watch them so closely. If you agree to do one thing then do something else, that’s cheating. My monitoring of your activities is to make sure you don’t try shit like this.”

I was getting mad but trying to hold it back remembering what Sharon said about initiating a punishment when angry.

“I don’t know what to say, Trish. I screwed up…”

“And you tried to short-circuit the commitment you made to me. How should that make me feel.”

“Really, I’ve learned my lesson. I won’t do anything like this again.”

“You won’t do this because you know I’ll catch you. But maybe you’ll try something else where you don’t think you’ll get caught.”

“No…I won’t mess up again. I understand what you want me to do and the reason why.”

“I’m going to let you think about this and then tell me exactly the lesson you have learned. Come with me,” I said, walking to the service bathroom next to the den.

When he caught up with me, I pointed to the floor. “Strip and put your clothes there.”

“Trish…”

“Just do as I ask,” I growled.

He stripped to his underwear and looked at me.

“The rest of it.”

After a brief hesitation he was standing in front of me wearing only his new chastity. I pushed open the door to the windowless room, switched on the light, and pointed at the stool.

“Sit,” I said flatly.

He dejectedly crossed to the stool, put the lid down and sat.

“You said you’ve learned your lesson and were going to do better. I want you to think about what you are going to do to make good on that promise and then explain it to me. I want you to stay in here until I come back to get you, is that clear.”

“Yes.”

“Please don’t make any noise unless you are having a heart attack, understand? I want you to be perfectly quiet and think about what you’ve done and how you are going to fix it. I’ll be back when I calm down and I’m ready to talk.”

I turned out the light and closed the door, setting the alarm on my phone for long enough to get his attention. I grabbed the pile of clothes and took them into the laundry.

—————

I was a little uncomfortable doing this, but I wanted to challenge him to get past some of the resistance. He’s been very considerate, quite sweet actually, and the sex has been great but he’s just not putting his heart into the goals. His attempts to circumvent the controls was the last straw and it was time to try something bold. I will freely admit that I might be making a mountain out of a mole hill, but maybe not. Unless I can regain control, I will lose my authority and we’ll be back to square one.

My phone began to chime and it was time to find out what we are going to do. I took the tool to his bracelet out of my purse and put it on the coffee table. Hopefully I won’t need it.

I closed all the curtains in the den and went to the bathroom. I stood for a minute and took a deep, calming breath, then opened the door and turned on the light. He stared up at me.

“Trish honey, will you give me a hug?” he asked.

I crossed, had him raise and gave him the biggest hug I could. He melted into my arms.

“Are we going to be okay?” he asked.

“I don’t know. Come with me and let’s talk,” I told him, leading him back to the den.

He stopped outside the door and looked at the floor. “Ahem, can I have some clothes?”

“Not yet. You haven’t earned your clothes yet. You need to convince me that you’ve learned your lesson then we’ll get you something to wear.”

His eyes radiated concern, but he didn’t say anything more. I walked to the den and sat on the sofa.

“Sit there on your knees,” I said, pointing to a spot on the floor in front of me.

He settled down in front of me and stared at the ground. I put my finger under his chin and moved his eyes up to face me.

“So, begin wherever you would like. But first, I’ve put the tool to your bracelet on the coffee table if you have decided you want to end our agreement. I’m not going to force you to continue unless you want to.”

“No, please no. I want what we have. I need what we have. Don’t make me take off my bracelet.”

“I’m not going to make you take it off. That must be your decision.”

“I love you, Trish. I want to do whatever I need to regain your trust and make up for my mistakes.”

“I love you too, Cam, but I’m not going to put up with you deceiving me. It’s disrespectful and I won’t allow it.”

“I know that now.”

“I don’t want to be your mistress or some kind of slaveholder and I’m not looking for a bootlicker or a servant. I want to have a loving husband and to be a loving wife and my objective is to have a willing participant so we can make this relationship flourish. To do that, I have set objectives for myself, plus I have metrics to measure my performance. What I’m saying is that if you fail, we both fail. You need to know that I’m working just as hard as you are to make this work. Some of what I am doing is well out of my comfort zone, but I’m willing to do it for us. Do you understand where I’m going with this?”

“I see that now, Trish, and I’m sorry I failed you.”

“You didn’t fail me, but I am extremely disappointed where we are right now. I am not going to let you fail, but I’m going to be there to make corrections when necessary. That is what we are doing here today; making necessary corrections so something like this doesn’t happen again. If you no longer want to do this, the tool is there,” I said, again pointing to the coffee table.

He turned and picked up the tool and handed it to me.

“Please put this away, Trish. I want what we have and will try harder to meet my goals.”

“When we first started working on this, I promised you that your goals weren’t just busy-work, but they had a purpose. You remember that, don’t you?”

“I remember, Trish. I had a lot of time in the dark to think about that. I was being childish and trying to rebel. I realize now what I was doing and want to do better. That your happiness is my happiness. When you tell me that I disappoint you, that hurts me deeply. I want you to be proud of me the same way I am proud of you. Please tell me we can fix this.”

“This has forced me to make some hard decisions.”

“I figured.”

“Since we haven’t seen any change in your weight with your alcohol consumption and your steps, I have increased your steps goal twenty-five percent. If that doesn’t produce results, we are going to move to vegetarian meals on the weekends and no eating out.”

“I understand, Trish. I’ll push harder so you’ll see some progress.”

“I’ve put your crossdressing sites back on the not allowed list. You will have to earn them back. I’ve also deleted the copies of the stories you’d saved and set your time limit on notes to four minutes per day.”

“Okay. I deserve that. I’ll only use notes for the things that I really need it for.”

“I’ve also locked the suitcase with your girl clothes. We won’t have any more girl time until you convince me you are making progress toward our shared objectives.”

His eyes turned glassy and he whisked away a tear.

“This is hard for me also,” I told him. “I like our girlfriend time and hope to be able to get things back to normal soon. I want you to work to win your privileges back? If you think you are falling behind, please tell me so I can help.”

“Can I ask something else? About the chastity.”

“Sure.”

“Are you going to extend my time in chastity.”

“Where did you get that idea?”

“Off of some forums on that FLR site you sent me.”

I had unblocked one of the FLR websites that I thought might help him understand what we were doing but I’d forgotten about the forums.

“And what did you read?”

“That some women use extended time in chastity as a punishment.”

“Oh, honey. I’m not some women and I will not do that, ever!”

“I see…”

“Think about that. I would be punishing myself as well. I love it when we can get together knowing that you are always ready to make me feel like a complete woman. I love your soft lips, your talented tongue and your rock-hard…well, you know. Your chastity is not a punishment; it is a gift you offer so you are always ready to please me. I’m not going to do anything to jeopardize that. So, no, you may not have access to your porn sites, but when I want you to put out, you’d better be ready for me.”

“I’ll be ready for you, Trish. I promise.”

“I know you will. Now, I have the technology to block those forums, but can I just ask you not to go there. There are some rather creepy things on the internet that have no place in our FLR.”

“Okay, I’ll stay away from the forums,” he responded. Even though he promised, the next time I’m in the admin site, I’ll block them anyway just in case and review some of the other stuff on that site. I don’t want any of this type of information creeping into our FLR.

“How long will it be before the privileges return?” he asked.

“I’m not going to set a date. I won’t be unreasonable, but this was a very big betrayal and something it will take some time for me to get over. I need to get back to where I can trust you again. Please help so we can get everything restored soon. Can we do that?”

“Yes. I want you to trust me and I won’t try to cheat on my limits anymore. I will work very hard to make my goals.”

“That’s all I ask. So, would you like me to get you something to wear? I’m sorry, but it will be briefs, a tee and that awful yellow robe.”

He gave me a sweet smile. “Please, I’d like that. Then I’d like to curl up on the sofa and be close to you. It was so scary for me when I was alone.”


Chapter 21

Tuesday, June 23rd

Since our blowup last week, Cameron has been working much harder on his goals and I think his time in the dark may have broken through his defiance. He has also been much more loving and yesterday when I arrived at work, he’d sent me a floral arrangement for my desk. It was very pretty and I got a lot of ooos and ahhs from my coworkers about what a nice gesture that was.

I sent him a photo of the arrangement and told him how much I loved them. I immediately got a thumbs up, a heart and a kiss emoji.

Robertson Brands sent me a glowing e-mail, with copies to Jimmy and Eve, about how pleased they were with the preliminary mock-ups on their promotion. It was great to work with the other graphics house as they sent us just what we needed and followed our instructions to the letter. Jimmy got a call from ChromaGraphics about not getting a go-ahead on the changes and he told them to get back when they were serious about working with us again. Burn.

Since things were back on track in my business and personal life, I had more time to think about our FLR.

The Life Direction was looking good since I had actively started doing some planning of our future rather than just going from failure to fiasco.

The Finances food group likewise since I was able to consolidate all our accounts but kept control of all the account accesses. I had opened a CD and a brokerage account was in the process of being approved prior to my putting some money into the markets.

I was getting Free Time in control as Cameron was spending more time on his goals and much less watching television. I’d considered disabling the TV by removing the power cord, but since he was spending more time on his goals, I am using TV time with us together as a reward. I added a goal for TV time for the both of us, but only when we watched together. It was good for me as well. It helped me get more balance in my life by using our TV time purely for relaxation. The kissing and petting sessions during the commercial breaks were nice also.

For Chores, Cam was starting to do more of the grocery shopping and cooking, although I admit I like to spend time cooking together as well. We normally would share cleanup, but often if I had something to do for work, he would shoo me off and finish it himself. He had taken to doing the laundry on days when he was working from home. That was a job I hated, but he said it was no big deal for him to do it while he was working. Sometimes his folding was a little eclectic and he hadn’t started ironing yet; but those could be something to improve in the future.

Sex; what can I say. I was enjoying sex with Cameron more than I ever thought possible. With him being more comfortable with foreplay and oral and concentrating more on my pleasure, we found a lot of fun in our sexual adventures. Sometimes things would lean to the kinky side which Cameron loved but was still a stretch for me. It helped that I’d had access to his internet browsing and was aware of what his kinks were. That was a goldmine when it came to shaking him up by adding something new to our sexual repertoire. I’m still able to surprise him so I’m pretty sure he is unaware just how much insight I had into his fetishes. It was fun to try something out of his porn stories and see how he reacts.

Something that I was worried about happening, didn’t. I am not becoming stressed or overwhelmed with all the decision making and details of the household. This is in part to establishing controls over the finances and our expenses had dropped precipitously. We were building up money for emergencies, had a savings goal for vacations and I was taking advantage of the technology available to me to streamline our finances.

By involving Cameron in keeping the budget, that was a great weight lifted from my shoulders as I wasn’t looking forward to handling that. My father was a machinist and my mother an art historian and I had no background in budgets. Cam’s mother being a bookkeeper was a godsend and she was thrilled to offer guidance on our family situation.

In review, everything was looking good and it was a matter of time to see where this might lead. I was completely satisfied with the direction, and I was seeing none of the rebellion that I saw earlier. I think he is quite happy as well.

One thing that I was missing in our lives was some social interaction. Besides Sharon and the people that I worked with; I really didn’t have many people that we got together with socially. Cam would occasionally go to lunch with work associates, but no after-hours drinking like before.

Since Cameron was talking about going out for Mexican food tonight, I thought I might add another couple to the table.

I’d recently got a note from April, one of my friends from high school who had just moved back into town from Milwaukee. I didn’t have a lot of details on their situation, but Dirk, her husband, had taken a job at Standard Bearings, one of the big suppliers for Cat. I gave her a call to see if she would be interested in going out for Mexican.

“Hello,” April said somewhat hesitantly, probably not recognizing my number.

“Hi April. It’s Trish Williams.”

“Oh, hi Trish. Thanks for calling.”

“I was wondering if you and Dirk were free for dinner tonight. Cameron and I were planning to go out for Mexican.”

“Hey, that’s sounds great. We hadn’t made any plans. Probably just heating up a pizza at home.”

“Great, what about getting together at Tortilla Street restaurant at 7:30 or so.”

“Fantastic. I know right where it’s at. See you later.”

“See you then,” I said, dropping the call.

I was quite good friends with April but didn’t know Dirk all that well. He was kind of a big guy, the muscled-up gym-rat type, but I thought he was fairly easy-going.

I sent a note to Cam letting him know that some people were joining us tonight and he sent an ‘okay’ for a response. I’m not sure what he thinks of my bringing others into our dinner, but he needs to get over it.

When I got home, Cameron was at work on his computer going through the computing course. I had been pleased that he’d been digging into the tutorials and he said it was helping him with some of the stuff he was doing at work. He had been blowing away his hours on the site and leaving his goals in the dust. The same with his steps and even his Spanish. I wonder if he will order his meal in Spanish tonight, and if he did, if the waitress would even understand him.

He’d been kind of quiet and when we were ready to leave, he asked the question that I knew was coming.

“Should I take off the chastity?”

“Do you really need to? Actually, I was hoping maybe we could get together later tonight if we didn’t eat a lot of fried ice cream.”

A big grin crossed his face. “In that case, I guess we could leave it on. Maybe we could share a dessert.”

I walked over and gave him a kiss and rubbed the front of his jeans to assure him I was serious about some time together later. What he didn’t know is I had rather a dirty trick planned.

—————

When we arrived at the restaurant, April and Dirk were waiting out front.

“Hello again, April. This is my husband Cameron. Cam, this is April and Dirk. We all went to high school together.”

“Glad to meet you,” Cameron said, kissing April on the cheek and offering Dirk his hand for a handshake.”

“Let’s see if we can get a place to sit and catch up,” I said, heading for the podium.

There was a table open, but I wanted to wait for a booth to open up because I preferred them to a table. I was also wanting to sit next to Cameron and maybe tease him a little since the booths featured a long tablecloth. I planned to do some under-cover work so I could get him prepped for some play later.

We settled into our booth and they brought up some menus along with some chips and salsa. Dirk asked Cameron and I if we would like to share a pitcher of beer.

“Probably just a cola for me, what about you Cam?” I asked, allowing him to make the decision.

“I don’t think I could do a pitcher justice,” he responded. “Maybe just a bottle of Dos Equis Amber for me.”

“Okay, I’ll just do a pint of Corona, April?”

“A soft drink sounds fine for me.”

We looked over the menu and I wanted something light, which is always a problem at a Mexican restaurant. Cameron and I both did the number 11, two tacos, rice and beans. April thought that sounded good for her, and Dirk wanted the monster burrito which would have been enough to feed me for a week.

Cameron ordered for us and I was disappointed he didn’t try his Spanish, although he did throw in a gracias after he ordered.

While we waited for our meals, we caught up with what was going on with April and Dirk. They had moved to Milwaukee about two years ago but moved back when Dirk got an offer at a company that produced a lot of parts for Caterpillar Tractor. He was a machine operator so in the summer it was hot and dirty work, but it paid well. April was still looking for something in the area and was working as a temp until something better came along.

I was sitting to the right of Cam and settled in close. Every once and a while I got bold and my left hand would head over to his leg, and parts north. He didn’t react, although he probably wished the chastity wasn’t in the way so I could get a good feel-up. One time he reached over and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

“You are so wicked,” he whispered in my ear.

A gave him a smile and a squeeze of his leg.

“So, what do you do?” Dirk asked Cameron.

“I work at Raster Technologies in the Computer Technology department. I mostly fix bugs that other guys put into the code.”

Dirk gave a big laugh. “That sounds more interesting than watching a machine spit out parts. At least it would be air-conditioned.”

“That’s one benefit I guess.”

It was interesting to watch the body language between Dirk and April. He was definitely the quintessential Alpha-male with strong opinions about everything. April was shy and didn’t say much that would contradict what Dirk said.

Cam and I were much less confrontational and our comments generally in agreement with each other. All in all, I felt that my and Cameron’s relationship was much more compatible than our table-mates.

We finished up our meals and ordered some dessert. Cam and I decided to share a fried ice-cream and as we waited, Amber said she needed to use the restroom.

“We’ll go together,” I told her.

During our wait for the door to open, April gave me a smile.

“Cameron is such a great guy. How lucky you are to have someone like that.”

“Dirk is not bad. He’s handsome and has a good job.”

“But he is a pain to live with. His earth-sized ego can be a bit of a bore sometimes, but we get along okay. I’m just a bit concerned what will happen when we settle down to have a family. He’s a little ardent in his thinking. I don’t know what kind of a father he would be.”

“Oh, honey. Don’t worry. He would grow into the role. Most men do.”

Luckily the door to the restroom opened and I let April go first. This conversation was going in a direction that would soon turn into over-sharing.

We walked back to the table to find our desserts had been brought to us. Dirk was most of the way through his, but Cameron was waiting for me to return.

“Thank you, honey,” I said, giving him a light kiss on the lips which resulted in a big smile.

When we finished our desserts, it was going on ten o’clock and all of us needed to go to work in the morning.

“It’s been great guys,” April said.

“Nice to meet you,” Cameron said to Dirk, shaking his hand. “We need to do this again.”

We headed to the car and Cam let out a stream of air through pursed lips. I don’t think he was enjoying himself. I’d try to make up for it when we got home.

—————

When we got home, I gave a fake-yawn and said I was really tired and was ready to go to bed.

“That sounds good for me also,” he said with a wicked grin.

“I bet I will fall asleep as soon as my head hits the pillow,” I teased, rubbing the front of his pants.

“You are so wicked. Maybe that’s why I love you so much,” he said, giving me a sweet kiss.

“Well, maybe I can stay up for a little bit,” I said, taking his hand and dragging him to the bedroom.

We went into the bathroom and we both stripped out of our clothes.

“Ah, Trish. Where’s the key?” he asked when we were both naked. His voice was on edge.

“Oh damn. I must have left it at work.”

“Really?!?”

“You come here,” I said, grabbing him and dragging him to the bed. I pushed him onto the bed on his back, mounted him and offered my pussy to his mouth.

“You’ve had me smoking hot all week, let’s see what you can do to make me feel better,” I told him.

He brought me to several delicious orgasms with his talented tongue as I moved myself around on him, directing him to where I desired his attention. I was crying out in ecstasy as he drove his tongue deeply into me, bringing me to higher and higher levels of pleasure.

I’d finally exhausted myself and moved off him, pretending to roll over to go to sleep. I thought he was going to start whining up a storm, but he just spooned up behind me, hugged me tightly, kissed my hair and told me good night. I know he had to be critically horny and I had kind of tricked him. I rolled over to stare into his eyes.

“Are you going to be alright?” I asked.

“If you are happy, I’m happy,” he responded.

“I think I know where the key is.”

“I thought it was at work.”

“Maybe not. It might be in my purse.”

“You are just so evil.”

“Do you want me to get it?”

“No. I think you’re tired and we both need to get some sleep. How about a rain check for tomorrow night?”

“If you’re sure…”

“I’m sure. I love you, Trish. Goodnight,” he said, giving me a big kiss.

“I love you too, Cam. And thank you.”


Chapter 22

Thursday, June 25th

Our time together yesterday evening was magnificent. I jumped him right after I got home from work, did a complete oral workup on him and he reciprocated on me. By the time we were finished screwing, we were both so wrecked that we couldn’t face making a big dinner. Cameron made us bacon, eggs and toast with jelly.

I apologized about the nasty trick I pulled on him with the key and he responded that I was definitely worth waiting for. I don’t think he minded my making him wait. It certainly resulted in an amazing session of passionate lovemaking between the two of us, and an equally fantastic session for just me. Maybe next time I really will leave the key at work because that sounded like fun.

Over our breakfast/dinner, he told me about some of his discussion with Dirk after April and I had gone to the restroom. He wasn’t too pleased with how Dirk talked about April, and women in general. With Dirk being such a jerk, he didn’t think it would do much good to call him out on it.

“What did he say?” I asked.

“He said April had been nagging him about starting a family and he wasn’t sure about that. He was hoping maybe when she got a decent job, she might forget about it.”

“Good luck with that. And April’s worried about what kind of father he would be.”

“Well, if they did have a kid, hopefully it was a boy because he didn’t really want to mess around with a daughter- his words. He said there were enough female hormones in the house with April. He’s kind of a pig, Trish.”

“I wondered. He was a footballer in high school and was used to all the ladies throwing themselves at him. I guess he’s never got over that.”

“Did you ever throw yourself at him? Just checking.”

I smiled. “Would you beat him up if I did?”

“Maybe. I’d want to get the drop on him; he’s a big guy.”

“Well, there’s no problem there. I stayed far away from him because I had standards and he didn’t match up to them. I couldn’t believe it when April and he got married. To each her own I guess.”

“Should it make me feel good that I met your standards.”

“Yes it should. It means you are a terrific guy and I’m really glad I found you.”

—————

I was sitting in the coffee shop waiting for Sharon as it was driving rain outside making sitting on the patio not an option. I was surprised when she sent me a text that she would be a few minutes late. I guess she’s human after all.

“Hi Trish,” she said when she arrived. I’d found a quiet place where we could talk in private.

“Hello, how’s things?”

“Fantastic. I’ve got some news, but first I wanted you to tell me about how things are going with you and Cam.”

“You know, Sharon. Since we had that blow-up last week, life has gotten so much better. I have a much more loving and caring husband and I owe a lot of it to the advice I got from you.”

“I gave you some hints, but you did all the heavy lifting. Your instincts on this thing have been spot on all along. I just opened the door for you. It was you that did most of it so don’t sell yourself short.”

“But I keep asking myself what’s next? I feel like things have progressed to the point that we’re at a plateau.”

“I know you have solidified most of the food groups, but the one with the most headroom is Sex. I know Cam is reluctant to share his fantasies, but you certainly have a view of them based on his surfing. Is there something there you can use to push things a little?”

“You mean like more bondage, some spanking, or a strap-on?”

“Are those things you saw in his surfing before you blocked his porn?”

“Yes, all of them. What should I do; ask him if he would be interested in those?”

“No, not at all. If you were to do that, you would be seceding back control; essentially letting him top from the bottom. Do you know what I mean by that?”

“Yes, where he’s actually taking control while pretending I am the one calling the shots.”

“Exactly. I would suggest you set up a scene. Develop something where you pretend that he needs to be punished. Make it some Catch-22, and the sillier the better.”

“Seriously!?!”

“Something sexually charged like telling him you haven’t been able to concentrate all day thinking about having sex with him. Tell him you were so turned on you almost missed a meeting with the boss and he needs to be punished because he is just so incredibly sexy.”

“You’re kidding! Then what?”

“Give him a few swats with your hairbrush, then tell him he has to kiss your pussy until you come. After that, turn him over and fuck his brains out.”

“So, this is not really a punishment. The spanking will be something he is actually going to enjoy?”

“It’s a power move. You are playing with being his superior and him being your underling. The symbolism is what you’re after. This is what you are trying to achieve with your FLR, but in a much more subtle way. That’s the reason the pretend punishment must be something silly. You are playing into one of his fantasies and it can’t be anything he can confuse with reality.”

“But there will be a crossover to our FLR.”

“Oh yes. This is a way for you to express your dominance over him in a much less threatening way. The same thing can be done with bondage or even pegging.”

“Pegging?”

“Sex with a strap-on.”

“Oh.”

“Just make sure there is a strong sexual component so he doesn’t get a chance to think about the symbolism- he will be much too busy trying to get off. The thinking will come later.”

“Won’t he hate me for doing things like this?”

“Oh, honey. He is going to love you for this. He won’t think about anything but you. You are the only one who can give him this level of passion and pleasure and he will be yours forever.”

“That sounds like a lot to take onboard.”

“I’ll repeat the same caution I gave you before. He is very brittle and absolutely reliant on you. Make sure that you don’t abuse him because you are the most important thing in his life. A harsh or thoughtless word or action could devastate him.”

“Wow,” I said out loud, but what I didn’t say was how hot this whole conversation was making me. I had a lot of things to think about, and maybe a trip to the porn shop was going to be necessary.

“Enough about me, you said you had some news,” I said, trying to get the hot scene out of my head.

“Yes, I’m changing jobs.”

“You’re staying here in town, aren’t you.”

“Yes, but I’m moving to Richardson Pharmaceuticals on the other side of the river. I’m getting my own office with a window and a major jump in pay.”

“Go you! When do you start?”

“Right after the July Fourth holiday.”

“That’s going to make it tricky for our Thursday lunch.”

“I hadn’t thought about that. Maybe we can do dinners or Saturday lunches instead.”

“That works. Sharon, I’m so happy for you.”

“Thanks, Trish. So, we’ll do lunch next Thursday. Maybe go somewhere more exciting.”

“I’ll think about that and come up with something.”

“And that next day is the office picnic. Are you going?”

“It’s all set up. My company will give me the day off, and I’ll have the following Monday off as well. After the picnic, I was thinking about heading to Chicago for the weekend.”

“That sound’s cool. Is Cameron excited?”

“I haven’t told him yet. I’m still getting it put together.”

“Trish. You’re a natural.”

“It’s too early to mention it. He hasn’t made any plans and his folks are going to be out of town. I thought I could surprise him.”

“And practice a little more FLR at the same time.”

“Exactly.”


Chapter 23

Monday, June 29th

The weekend was rainy and we stayed in. I had some reports to do for work and Cameron was working on something for his work as well. He was rather excited about what it was. He’s going to be able to leverage something he learned in his online course for his project at work. If this worked, he said it would definitely be worth what we paid for the course.

He continued to do well on his other goals as well. On Sunday, as a reward, I restored his access to the crossdressing websites with a half-hour time limit total. He thanked me for remembering and I notice there was no funny-business- he used the entire half-hour before the sites got blocked. If he continued to progress, I plan another girlfriend-day for us.

I’d taken to start weighing with him in the morning to make sure he was writing down his weight properly. I was pleased to see that his weight was starting to trend down, probably given all the extra steps he was getting. I was not seeing any of the rebellion that I had experienced earlier. He was being very compliant about everything which I appreciated as I didn’t really like it when I had to be harsh with him.

I was just finishing up my lunch at my desk when Eve stopped in. What is it about her coming to my office right after I ate with my lipstick still a mess.

“Hi, Eve. Have a seat,” I offered when she tapped on my open door. I noticed she was carrying a box of chocolates.

“These are for you. It’s a thank you from Robertson Brands,” she said as she closed the door and put the box on my desk.

“How nice. There’s plenty to share,” I said as I opened the box and offered her a piece.

She selected one and bit into it, eliciting a big smile.

“Now if we only had a glass of wine,” she chuckled.

“That would be nice, but sorry, I ran out.”

“Bummer. I want to let you know how pleased Jimmy was when you were able to put this thing with Robertson back on track. He will probably stop by to let you know in person, but I wanted to be the first to say thank you.”

“I’m just glad I was able to help.”

“Well, your instincts were right on this one. Apparently the boss at Chroma had brought in one of the members of his church to work as an intern to help them out.”

“I knew something was off,” I responded as I savored my chocolate.

“The intern managed to screw up our account as well as a couple of others. Jimmy suggested that the boss stick with donations to the church in the future and keep the religious activities away from the business.”

“Ouch.”

“They want our business back, but Jimmy is hesitant.”

“Might I suggest if we get busy and have a really simple assignment, we might be able to use them. I really like what the other firm is doing for us.”

“Let’s try that. If you don’t mind, I’ll let you take the lead on working with Chroma. If either I or Jimmy get a call from them, we’ll direct them back to you; with prejudice.”

“I won’t make this easy on them and they are going to have to go above and beyond. I’m not very happy about getting called out to do proofing on Sunday.”

“I’ll leave you to enjoy your chocolates. Thanks for all you do for us, Trish. We really appreciate it.”

“I’m happy to hear that. Thank you.”

—————

I spent the afternoon on cloud nine as I thought about how things were going at work. As Eve had said, Jimmy came by that afternoon with a cup of coffee for me and told me what great work I’m doing. It was rewarding to be thanked for just doing your job so I must be doing something right.

As I drove home from work, I was thinking about how things might shake out this evening. I know Cameron would be ready to play as I’ve been teasing him for the last couple of days with extended sessions in the den while watching television. There was a lot of kissing, him feeling up my breasts and my center, and there was a little time with him kneeling in front of me tonguing me through my panties. It was making me hot just thinking about it.

I had dressed up a little today wearing a short dress, my nude hose and my taupe pumps. My visitors today didn’t say anything, but I know Jimmy had noticed that I was looking a little more foxy than usual.

When I got home, he wasn’t home from work yet. I’d still not started making him wear his chastity at work yet, but that would be starting soon. My plan was to jump him right as he got home, maybe share some of my chocolates with him, then have a late supper.

I went to the bedroom and prepared a couple of things, then poured myself a glass of wine and sat in the den, waiting for him to get home. I had a couple of ideas of things that I wanted to try to mix things up with him, but I planned to leave my options open and let things play out the way they felt best.

He arrived home a little bit later and looked quite happy. I had him tell me a little about his day and he reported he was able to make some progress on the bugs in the project he was working on. He was working on a product improvement that might get rid of a lot of the limitations of the project and a lot of the bugs at the same time. It would take him a couple of days to get things figured out.

“How was your day?” he asked me, and I was ready for him.

“I had rather an intense day,” I told him.

“How so?” he asked, sitting on the sofa beside me and sampling a little of my wine.

“I’ve been thinking about you today…A lot.”

“That’s nice to hear.”

“Well, that might be nice to hear…” I said as I started unbuttoning his shirt, “but it has been kind of hard on me.”

“What! Why?”

“Because I’ve been thinking about this really proud soldier you have here…” I told him as I unzipped his pants, “and it has really been impacting my productivity.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Oh, no where near as sorry as you’re going to be,” I said as I pushed off his shoes and dropped his pants to the floor. He was left with only his briefs, with them being seriously tented in front.”

“I went to write out an e-mail, something that should have only taken me five minutes, but I had a hard time focusing; with hard being the operative word. It took me over forty minutes to finish it, and I’m blaming you!”

I fished his stem out of the front of his shorts and it stood long and proud. I dropped my head to his center and took him in my mouth. He drew in a sharp breath as I lubed his hard-on with my saliva. I replaced my mouth with my hand as I looked him in the eyes. They looked like they were glazed over.

“So, it looks like someone else is having a hard time focusing,” I said as I continued to rub his long cock, his breath coming in gasps. “It’s not fun, is it???” I teased as he remained silent.

“You come here,” I said as I grabbed a piece of rope I’d stashed under the couch cushion and bound his hands in front tightly. I grabbed something else from under the cushion and showed it to him.

“Do you recognize this?” I asked.

He shook his head no.

“This is my grandmother’s hairbrush. It is wooden and quite heavy. You stand up and lay across my lap. You and this hairbrush are going to become best friends.”

When he stood, I pulled his briefs down and let them puddle around his ankles. I guided him across my lap and locked his rod between my nylon-covered legs.

“Don’t you dare squirt. I don’t want you to get cum on my pretty hose,” I warned as I started to rub his butt with my hand.

“I need you to start counting down for me. Why don’t you start at twenty-five,” I said as I gave him a firm slap with the back of the brush.

“Twenty-four…” he said.

“I said to start at twenty-five.” I gave him another hard slap.

“Twenty-five.”

“That’s better. Now don’t lose count,” I said as I gave him another strike.

“Twenty-four.”

I gave him a couple more strikes which he counted down accurately. I was about done; I had used the twenty-five thing to scare him. I landed one more strike, a little harder this time as I noticed his butt starting to get pink.

“Twenty!!!” he gasped.

“So, do you think you’ve learned your lesson, or do I have to give you the remaining twenty?”

“No, no. I’ll be good.”

“And you’re going to make sure I don’t get horny at work thinking about you.”

“Ahhhhh…” he hesitated, and I gave him another slap.

“I PROMISE!!!”

“Good boy. Now you come with me. I’m still critically hot and you’re going to fix that, you understand me?”

“Yes madam.”

I grabbed him by the loose end of the rope and helped him stand. I used my foot to hold down his underwear and allowed him to step out of them. I then pulled him up the stairs and into the bedroom.

When we got there, I pulled out the chair from my makeup table.

“Sit,” I told him.

He gingerly sat down, shifting his weight from time to time. I bet he was still a little sore from his spanking.

“I’m going to let you watch me get undressed, would you like that?”

“Oh yes.”

“I could go in the other room if you would rather not see me,” I teased.

“No, no. I’d like to see you.”

“Okay, since you’ve been so good…” I told him as I started to unbutton my dress, drop it down and step out. I pulled my cami over my head and stood in a pink lace bra, my thong panties and the beautifully sheer hose.

“Do you like my underwear?” I asked.

“Oh yes. Are they new?”

“Yes. I bought them because I thought you would like them. I might have got a set in a larger size as well. If somebody continues to be good, I may show them to you.”

“I’ll be really good.”

“And do everything I tell you?”

“Yes…everything.”

I sat down and removed my hose, sliding my hands over my smooth skin suggestively.

“Would you like to see my panties?”

“Yes, please.”

“Come here,” I said, spreading my legs and indicating a place on the floor in front of me. He immediately moved to his knees where I indicated and moved his lips to my smoldering center.

He lapped me through my panties and finally pushed them with his tongue where he could lick my clit. I squeaked in pleasure as a lightning bolt of sensation hit me. I let him pleasure me for a bit, then pushed his head back.

“You’re pretty good at that,” I said. “Would you like me to take off my panties.”

“Oh yes!”

I moved my legs to the side and slid my panties to the floor, then picked them up to show them to him.

“Aren’t they pretty?”

“Yes, they’re beautiful.”

“I wore them just for you and because I knew they would turn you on.”

“Yes, I’m quite turned on.”

“Well, I’ll get around to you, but I’d like a little more attention first. I spread my legs again and he drove his tongue into my pussy, causing me to cry out with a delightful orgasm, followed by several more. I finally had to push him away to catch my breath.

I reached around my back and unhooked my bra, letting it fall away.

“Do you like my titties?” I asked.

“You have the most beautiful breasts in the world, Trish.”

“Would you like to kiss them.”

“Oh, please.”

I rose and took the end of the rope and guided him to his back on the bed. I tied the free end of the rope to the headboard before I straddled his waist. I cupped my breast and delivered it to his mouth.

“I think you might like this,” I said as he began to suckle. He gave a long mmmmm, tasting the strawberry-flavored lube I put on my nipples earlier. I felt a surge of energy go to my pussy again as he suckled me. I was so hot and I knew this had to be killing him.

I finally sat back up, spun around and delivered my pussy to his mouth in a sixty-nine. I cupped his balls as I felt him tonguing me like mad.

I dropped my mouth to his hard stem as I tickled his sack. I was going to have to be very careful because he is getting quite hot and I don’t want him to squirt before I was ready. I wanted him deep inside me when that finally happened.

We both licked and sucked for a bit and when I didn’t think he would be able to hold out any longer, I swung my legs off him and stared into his eyes.

“If I untie you, will you come over and fuck me good…and no holding back. I don’t want to get horny all day tomorrow thinking about you.

“Oh yes, Trish. I promise. I’ll make sure you are completely satisfied.”

I untied him and rolled onto my back, extending my arms to him. He settled down to me and started giving me sweet kisses before positioning his hard stem near my flaming pussy. I used my hands on his hips to align him, then he slowly pushed into me. I was wet as a river and he entered me easily. I appreciated how he was going slow enough so I could enjoy every inch of his hard shaft. He finally bottomed out and I let out a long sigh.

“You are wonderful, Cameron. I love you so much.”

“And I love you, Trish,” he said before he slowly drew himself out, then bottomed himself back into me again. My orgasm was instantaneous as I cried out in ecstasy.

He continued to press into me, his thrusting becoming more rapid as we both started breathing heavily. I grabbed his hips and pulled him toward me as I felt an incredible orgasm building. I knew he was about to come so I dropped a finger from his hips to his butt and pressed it on his virgin rosebud. That pushed both of us over and he splashed in incredible load of his seed inside my wanton pussy. We both screamed at the top of our lungs as our passion crested, then finally we both crumpled onto the bed in complete exhaustion.

We bathed in the afterglow for a while. I rolled him over to face me. His eyes were wet with tears.

“What’s the matter, Cameron?” I asked.

“Trish, I love you so much. That was so incredible I can’t believe it just happened.”

“Well, believe it because it will probably keep happening. I don’t think I’m going to be able to keep from getting horny at work, so you may need additional correction in the future,” I told him, stroking his face tenderly and wiping the tears from his cheek.

“Oh, damn…”

“I’m going to leave grandma’s hairbrush on the dresser as a reminder of what might happen.”

“I love it when you surprise me like that. Is there anything I can do for you?”

“These things are for you and me both. I love when I can push us into some places we’ve never been before. I’m sure you could tell that our little session made me pretty hot as well.”

“Yes, I could tell,” he said, snickering at the understatement.

“I’ve got some bad news…”

“You mean like you start your period soon?” he asked.

“How did you know?”

“I saw you take your last white pill this morning.”

“I’ll start on Wednesday.”

“Do you need me to stop at the store for you?” he said with a grin.

“Nope, I’m pretty well stocked up from last month, but thanks for asking.”

“No, thank you for everything you are doing to make us so happy. I love our FLR; I want you to know that.”

Now it was my turn to cry.

“Oh, Cameron, I’m glad to hear that. I’m trying my best.”

“Oh Trish, you’re doing more than your best. You are doing an awesome job both here and at work. I couldn’t be more proud of you and I want you to know I’m very happy.”

“That’s so good to hear. Thank you.”

“No, thank you!”

“So, just checking, are you just saying all these nice things so I won’t make you put on your chastity?”

“No, not at all. What a thing to say,” he responded in mock indignation.

“Good to hear. You better go get cleaned up and get all safe then. I’ll just stay here and relax and wait for you to bring me my key.”

“I love you, Trish…and thanks for looking out for me.”


Chapter 24

Thursday, July 2nd

It was a beautiful day out for a change. Last week had been hotter than hell during the day, then thunderstorms in the evening. Today, tomorrow, and the entire Fourth of July weekend were supposed to be fantastic.

The only thing that was a bit of a bummer is that I was right in the middle of my period so there was no fun with Cameron. Tonight, I was planning to take the edge off him so he would be mellow for the company picnic tomorrow, or maybe not. There was something else that cropped up in his smut reading that I may give a try, but I needed to stop by the porn shop on my way home.

I was waiting for a table at Barbary Street pub, an upscale place close to downtown. Sharon was due to meet me here in just a few minutes, but my early arrival gave me a couple of minutes to think about things at home.

Tomorrow was the company picnic which I was kind of looking forward to. It was supposed to be warm, yet there was no rain in the forecast. I’d put together all the things that we were going to need, including a new tube of sunscreen for Cam. No sunburn for him this time.

On Saturday, I had rented an Air B&B in downtown Chicago that would give us a great view of the fireworks at Navy Pier. It was close to nightlife and restaurants, and the only thing that would keep this from being the perfect weekend was my monthly. Damn.

I saw Sharon walking toward the restaurant, and as a surprise, Dennis was with her. He was such a great looking guy, tall and in great physical shape. He wore a polo shirt, chinos and loafers which gave him kind of a GQ look.

“Hello, hello. This is a surprise,” I said as they walked through the door. “I’ll need to upgrade our table to three,” I said, giving Dennis a hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“It’s so nice to see you, Trish. It’s been a long time.”

“Too long, Dennis,” I told him, turning to Sharon. “Hi there. How’s things.”

“Fantastic as usual,” she said, grabbing Dennis’ hand and giving it a squeeze.

“They are getting a table ready for us,” I told them, “Are you excited about your new job?”

“Very. It’s going to be a different area of health care for me, that’s for sure.”

“And I hear there’s great things going on with you and work,” I said to Dennis.

“The new team has been great. I work with a lot of very talented people and that makes things really good for me.”

“How’s things with Cameron?” Sharon asked.

“Quite good. With what we thought might have been a demotion has worked out quite well. He’s doing more remote work which suits him and less time at the office and all the intrigue and distractions there.”

“William’s party?” the hostess asked as I signaled that was us. “Right this way.”

She escorted us to a booth which was quite comfortable and Sharon and Dennis sat together with me on the other side.

“So, you haven’t said anything about your work, Trish,” Dennis said.

“Things are going well. I’ve been given some really prestige assignments and the bosses are leaning on me more and giving me a lot of authority. I like the direction things are headed.”

“So good things all around,” Sharon said, eliciting nods in agreement from Dennis and me.

“So, Sharon tells me you have big plans for the weekend,” Dennis said.

“Yes. Cameron’s company picnic tomorrow, then we head to Chicago to watch the fireworks.”

“Are you going to be there for the whole weekend?” Sharon asked.

“Yes. I was lucky to get the whole weekend due to a cancellation. We’ll head back on Monday.”

“Is Cameron excited?”

“I haven’t filled him in on all the details yet. He told me he trusted me to make the arrangements.”

“That’s great that he has such confidence in you,” Sharon said.

“It made it very handy when I was able to jump on that cancellation and not have to do a lot of back-and-forth.”

“It’s nice to be able to make decisions that don’t get second-guessed,” Dennis added, letting me know he was aware of the new dynamics of our relationship.

About that time, the waiter came over to take our orders, then rushed off to get us our drinks. Where I would have died for a glass of wine, I decided to stick with a soft drink. The others went that way as well.

“Did Sharon fill you in a little bit about our changes at home?” I asked Dennis.

“Yes, she said things were kind of rough for you a couple of months ago, but you’ve been able to smooth things out.”

“Are things still going well?” Sharon asked.

“Amazing. Cameron has our budget straightened out, and our relationship has been stellar. Plus, he’s been able to lose some weight and is meeting all his other goals as well. All while being very happy in his new role.”

“That’s wonderful.”

The waiter brought us our salads and conversation moved to more mundane things like concerts and music festivals.

When we finished our entrees, a light dessert and some coffee, it was time for us all to get back to work.

“It’s been great seeing you, Trish. And I’m so glad to hear about things going so well at home,” Dennis said as he gave me a kiss on the cheek.

“Well, you and Sharon were an inspiration to us and I’m just glad we were able to duplicate your success.”

“Well said,” Sharon added. “Let me know how the weekend goes. I’ll be waiting for a full report.”

“You got it. See you both very soon,” I told them as we separated in the parking lot.

—————

During the afternoon, I got a sweet message from Cameron asking me if beef with noodles with a salad and broccoli would sound okay for supper.

That sounds delicious.

I might have found some bourbon vanilla ice cream for dessert.

You’re going to spoil me, but I’ll get over it.

Love you, honey and can’t wait to spend the weekend with you.

Same here. I may be a little late getting home, but it shouldn’t be that bad.

After a quick detour, I got home about a half hour late.

“Oh, great. Your timing is about perfect,” he said with a smile. “I know you won’t want any wine, but would you like a cup of tea before dinner?”

“That sounds fantastic, honey. Let me go upstairs and freshen up and take some drugs, then I’ll be right back,” I told him as I headed upstairs.

It only took me a couple of minutes to stash my new purchases from my purse to my closet. I’m glad I had my big purse today where I could hide everything. I brushed my teeth, changed things and took some drugs to keep the cramps at bay. The timing of this period sucked so bad.

I went back downstairs and Cameron was waiting for me in the den with a cup of herb tea for me and some black tea for himself. We curled up on the sofa and I pulled my legs up underneath me. He gently placed his arms around me so we could cuddle.

“How did things go today?” I asked.

“I was able to come up with a new procedure for one of the overseas products that is really going to solve a lot of problems. It was something that came from the computer course I’ve been studying. That was a really good investment.”

“I’m so glad to hear that. I’m so proud of you.”

“The manager in Berlin has asked me to look around for other places in the code we might be able to make some improvements. I’m finally doing R&D, Trish!”

“Oh, wow. I know that’s where you wanted to head.”

“Can I tell you something?”

“Sure, as long as it’s good news.”

“I think so. If I hadn’t been studying computer stuff and just wasting my time watching sports, this probably wouldn’t have happened. Thank you for believing in me and giving me a shove forward.”

“Oh, honey…” I said, my eyes misting, “I’m sure glad you feel that way. For a while I thought I had gone too far, but I’m glad it all worked out.”

“You really didn’t go too far or too fast; it was just me being rebellious. I’ve learned my lesson and I know everything you are doing has a purpose and I just need to accept that.”

“If you don’t quit that, I’m going to start crying. I’m a little brittle this time of the month.”

“Please don’t cry, Trish. I can’t tell you how happy I am here with you in my arms. I really love you.”

“And I love you too, but we’d better go eat supper before we both start sobbing.”

Cameron had done a great job on our dinner and after clean-up, we spent a little time watching television. I was doing a little teasing because it had been a few days since we’d gotten together and he was probably starting to get a little stressed. I had some plans for our trip to Chicago, but I wanted to try something tonight.

We did a little kissing, but I told him he couldn’t feel me up because I was sore. I did say that we might be able to do something for him, though. He told me he was willing to wait, but I think he was excited to get out of his chastity.

I guided him to the bedroom and had him stand in front of the bed while I stripped him down to his device.

“Do I need to take this off?” he asked.

“I’ll take care of that later,” I told him, then I had him turn around and I put a blindfold over his eyes.”

“This is kinky,” he teased.

“Shush or there may be a gag to go with it.” I didn’t hear any noise after that.

I crossed to my closet and got out some of my purchases from today. I really wasn’t into handcuffs, but I saw these cool fabric cuffs with a fleece lining that I picked up. They had some Velcro to keep them in place, but with a separate strap that had a bunch of grommets. I got a couple of straps with a D-Ring on one end that could be fastened to the bed rail or a post, plus had grommets and could be used to attach to the cuffs. Rather than a lock and key, they had this clever little post and button lock that you could open with a magnet, something like the ones they use in the clothing stores to attach the shoplifting sensors. By the time everything was in place, he would be quite secure.

I wrapped the cuffs around his wrists tightly with the velcro, then put a locking pin through the grommets, and locked it with the button fastener. He was quiet, but I could see the chastity starting to pulse up and down.

I pushed him to his back on the bed, spreading his arms to both sides. On his right hand, I attached a strap from the bed frame, then attached it to the strap on the cuff with another locking post. I did the same thing on the other side. He was securely attached to the bed with his arms spread wide and quite secure and helpless.

“Would you like to see your early birthday presents?” I asked.

“Yes, please.”

I removed the blindfold and showed him the bindings. He gave a tug and everything held firm.

No, I want to see some real thrashing; I want to make sure you can’t get away.

With that, he gave a good struggle but everything held firm.

“Good, I don’t think you are going anywhere, those locks are supposed to hold greater than five hundred pounds. I’m going to change into my nightgown. You stay here and out of trouble.”

“Good one,” he snickered.

“Oh, you think you’re funny huh, just wait,” I said as I headed to the bath with my nightgown, a pad, and some dark blue underwear.

After spending a long time changing to my nightgown, I went back to find him right where I left him. It looked like he thrashed around a little because the sheet was bunched up beneath him. I hope he got the sense that he was completely helpless because that is what I was going for. I planned to just remove his chastity tube, not the ring because I didn’t want to hurt him. It looked like just getting the tube off was going to be a big enough challenge.

“I want you to think soft thoughts while I take this off,” I told him as I unlocked the device, pulled out the lock and separated the tube and the ring. I’m glad to see he had used some KY in the tube because with a little bit of tugging I was able to remove it. His cock jutted out of the ring and was hard as iron.

I was planning to just tease him but might experiment with a ruined orgasm as I wanted him to be ready for some play after our trip to Chicago.

“How does that feel,” I asked as I slathered him with some lube and started to pull him off.

“Really good,” he replied with a pant.

“I don’t want you to come because I’m saving you until later this weekend.”

“Okay, I’ll try.”

“No trying or I’ll have to stop,” I said, halting my stroking.

“No coming. I promise.”

“Tell me if you get close.”

He shook his head yes as I resumed my slow workup. I was stroking with my right, had my left cupping his balls and a finger pressing his perineum. The sensations in my left hand and listening to his breathing would let me know if he was getting too close.

I dropped my lips to his stem and sucked for a bit, but the ring made it a little uncomfortable. Even so, the impact was amazing as he started to pant heavily. I got the sense he was right on the edge and I would try to hold him like this for a while.

“I’m serious when I say no coming,” I warned as I replaced my lips with my right hand.

“It just feels so good.”

“You hold it back.”

“I’ll try…I mean yes. I’ll hold it back.”

I could feel him tightening his muscles to control himself.

I edged him several times, stopping when I thought he was going to shoot and letting him cool down for half a minute or so before starting to stroke again. After I did this several times, he started to pant and quiver and I didn’t think he could last any longer. I gave him several hard strokes, then removed my right hand, leaving his cock standing straight up and pulsing.

“Trish, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” he said, then after about five seconds I could feel a couple of pulses in his perineum and see a dribble of cum from his penis.

“Good job, Cam. I think you caught it in time.”

“Ahhhhhhhh…” he groaned as his cock looked like it was doing somersaults as he pulled against his restraints and thrust himself into the air. After a bit of struggle, he relaxed.

“Good job, Cameron. You did it!”

With that, he let out a long stream of air.

“So, I don’t think I can get this tube back on without hurting you, but I have an idea.”

I took my magnet unlocker, released his right wrist, rolled him onto his left side and attached the strap to the other side of the bed, securing it with the button lock.

“There you go…” I said, covering him with the sheet and blanket and giving him a kiss on the cheek, “…all secure for the night.”

I slid in the bed and spooned behind him, put my arm around him and pulled him close.

“Trish…oh thank you.”

“You’re quite welcome. Is this one of your fantasies that you never told me about?”

“Yes, it is.”

“I thought so,” I said, reaching to stroke his stem. He was still hard as iron, but at least the way he was restrained, he wasn’t going to be able to do anything about it.

“In the morning, I’ll help you put your tube back on. I’d like you to wear it for me tomorrow.”

He was a little hesitant with his answer. This was the first time I’d asked him to wear his chastity to work and I didn’t know how he was going to react.

“Okay, I can do that.”

“Thank you, honey. Goodnight.”

“Good night.”


Chapter 25

Friday, July 3rd

When the alarm went off in the morning, Cameron was quite ready to get up and head for the bathroom. I wanted to experiment with a little tighter control with his chastity and the new wrist straps would give me the ability to do that. He was laying on his side with both hands tied to the right bed frame. I used my magnetic unlocker to remove the button from his right hand, then passed the strap around his back and pulled his hand to his side. I had him sit up in the bed, unlocked the other cuff, then attached the strap behind his back with about six inches between the cuffs. He was now cuffed with his hands behind his back. I took him to the bathroom and sat him on the stool while I collected his chastity tube, the lock and key.

When I returned, he regarded me with a puzzled look.

“I’m going to help you get your tube back on,” I replied simply, even though it was the first time I’d ever tried anything like this.

I ran some cold water in the lavatory and put a bunch of KY inside the tube. I had him stand, dipped a washcloth in the cold water and cleaned his family jewels, causing everything to shrink quite nicely. The ring was still in place, so I was able to push his limp member into the tube, align it with the ring, push in the lock, then turn and remove the key.

“There you go, sweetie; all set for the day,” I said as I put the key around my neck. “Are you ready for me to take off the cuffs?”

“I think so,” he said, still somewhat stunned about what was happening.

I removed the strap and the cuffs, him rubbing his wrists after they were free.

“I’ll let you get cleaned up while I find something for us to wear today.”

As I pulled out our clothes, I thought about what I had done last night. I had combined three of his fantasies from his videos and stories; the ruined orgasm, sleeping while restrained, and my fitting his chastity while he was bound. I must admit this gave me an incredible sense of control and I was starting to like it. I had also trapped him into wearing the chastity at work; something I wanted to accomplish as well. It’s a good thing he doesn’t play volleyball or it might give him some trouble at the picnic.

As I arranged our clothes for today, he came from the bathroom and wrapped me in a hug.

“Thank you, Trish. That was wonderful.”

“It was pretty good for me also. Are you excited about the picnic today and our watching fireworks in Chicago.”

“Both sounds really cool. Thanks for putting together the Chicago thing,” he said, wrapping me in another hug followed by a sweet kiss on the lips. He tasted like his peppermint toothpaste.

“It should be fun. I’ve got some things for you to wear today. Why don’t you get dressed while I get ready?”

“Will do.”

Since I knew he would be anxious about wearing his chastity, I put out some tan Chinos, a brown plaid shirt, some socks and his brown loafers. It was a nice-looking picnic outfit that wouldn’t be quite so revealing as a tight pair of blue jeans. I doubt if anyone would be taking much notice of the front of his pants, but I wanted to remove that concern for him.

My flow was quite heavy so I needed both a tampon and a pad. Periods bite in so many ways, but nine months without one wouldn’t be a great trade either. Just keep taking the pills, Trish.

After getting cleaned up, I put on a mid-length summer dress but would go barelegged which I knew would bum Cameron out. He’ll get plenty of time to see me in pantyhose this weekend.

Cameron would be at the office for half a day and I would use that time to pack for Chicago. I decided to drive him to work, then bring the car to the picnic and we’d leave for Chicago from there. It was about an hour drive to downtown Chicago and our Air B&B.

—————

After dropping Cameron at work, I stopped at the porn shop for some more supplies and toys. I think the lady behind the counter recognized me as a regular.

After that, I went to the grocery store to pick up some snacks and drinks for the trip, hit the money-hole for some walking around cash and then headed back home.

Our stay for the Fourth of July was set for us to check in this afternoon at five, then leave Monday morning by noon. I had planned some time at the zoo, some museums, the planetarium and a lot of just unstructured messing around and doing things that sounded like fun. I also planned a couple of surprises for Cameron as well.

I packed both my and Cameron’s suitcase, with some extra stuff in mine so we might have some fun, then loaded everything in the car. I had already put together a picnic basket with some plates and tableware, hand wipes, paper towels plus SPF-50 sunscreen for both Cameron and me. His sunscreen didn’t include the delightful fragrance that mine did. I made sure we had our hats and folding chairs plus a couple of empty trash bags in case we needed them. I checked around the house and made sure all the faucets were off and the air conditioner was set at the proper temperature, and it was about time to go to the picnic. I locked the house and headed for Cameron’s office.

I arrived just as things were starting to get organized. These things always seem to run on their own schedule, but there were some guys firing up the grills, others putting out sides on a long table, and the musicians were trying to get themselves in tune. I sent a message to Cam letting him know that I was here and he instantly responded.

Great. I’ll be right down. Thanks for doing this.

This looks like fun.

I saw Cheryl behind one of the long tables organizing plates and napkins.

“Hi, Cheryl.”

“Oh, hi Trish. I’m glad you could make it.”

“I’ve been looking forward to it. Is there anything I can do to help?”

“No…Well, maybe go over and see how they’re doing putting up the volleyball net.”

“Sure. Cameron is on his way down. We’ll do that together and maybe he can introduce me around.”

“Perfect. There’s Cameron now,” Cheryl said, giving him a wave.

“Look who I found,” Cheryl said, pointing to me as he approached.

“Do you guys know each other?” Cameron asked.

“Oh, yes. We went to the same high school.”

“How about that,” he responded.

“Cheryl wants us to go over and supervise setting up the volleyball court.” I grabbed his hand and looked back at Cheryl. “Nice seeing you again.”

“Great to see you, too. Have fun!”

“I’m sure we will.”

“Is there anyone who you didn’t go to high school with?” he teased.

“Maybe half the people here. The others probably went to Joliet Central.”

“He laughed at that as we continued to walk across the grass holding hands and headed toward the volleyball area.”

I saw someone I recognized wrestling with a net pole.

“Hi, It’s Jacob, isn’t it,” I said to the guy in charge of tightening the net.

“Hello…”

“I’m Trish, Cameron’s wife. We met at the fishing tournament.”

“Oh, hi again. My wife Megan is around here somewhere. Good to see you, Cameron. How is remote work?”

“I’m liking it and it’s great working with the guys overseas. Only problem is they have half a day’s head start on me and when I log on, my e-mail box is already full.”

That caused Jacob to laugh. Cameron grabbed one of the ropes on the pole and tied it to a stake in the ground as I fastened the other.

“Thank you, guys. I ran out of hands.”

“No problem,” I responded.

We met a couple of other people and I asked Cameron to come with me to the car. “We need to get you a hat and some sunscreen.”

“Good idea, Trish. I almost forgot.”

“I’m going to look after you,” I told him, tapping his nose as I grabbed his hand again.

We got to the car and I pulled out our hats, chairs, and then I gave him the sunscreen. It pleased me that he rubbed it in liberally; apparently he learned something when we went fishing. I was about to put on my hat when he touched my hand.

“Trish…I’d like to kiss you.”

“Ooooo. Public Display of Affection. What would your co-workers think?” I teased while I stared deeply into his eyes.

“They would probably think I was the luckiest guy on earth.”

When I heard that, my heart melted.

“Well…maybe just a little one.”

He leaned forward and gave me a sweet kiss on the lips. It was an ordinary kiss, but it had an extra-ordinary effect on me. It was a lover’s kiss, not just husband and wife, and it thrilled me to my toes.

He broke the kiss and I caressed his cheek.

“Thank you, Cameron. That was wonderful.”

“You’re quite welcome,” he said, turning bashfully to see if anyone had seen us.

I grabbed a canvas bag that held our dinnerware, then we both donned our hats and walked hand-in-hand back to the picnic.

While we were walking, Jacob came up to us, ahead of a woman and two small children, probably six and eight.

When he approached, he put his arm around the woman as he spoke.

“Cameron and Trish, this is Megan,” he said introducing us. “And these are our two boys.”

I stooped down and extended my hand to the oldest.

“Hello, I’m Trish. What’s your name?”

“I’m Kevin, and this is my brother Devin.”

“Hi, Kevin…” I said, giving his hand a shake. I turned to Devin and shook his hand as well.

“Hi Devin. Nice to meet you,” I said and he returned a big smile. Kevin and Devin, I thought to myself, that must get confusing.

I rose and gave Megan a kiss on the cheek. “It’s nice to meet you, Megan. Are you enjoying the picnic.”

“Oh yes. It’s great to get outside when the weather is so nice.”

“Do you guys have any other plans for the Fourth?” I asked.

“We’re going to my folks in Bloomington. What about you?”

“After the picnic, we’re headed to Chicago for the weekend. We have a place to stay downtown where we’ll be able to see the fireworks.”

“Oh, that sounds like fun,” Jacob responded.

“It will be good to get away for a bit. The weather looks like it will cooperate,” Cameron said, squeezing my hand. “Trish got everything set up for us and our Air B&B looks fantastic. I’m really looking forward to it.”

We talked to Jacob and Megan for a bit, then some other colleagues joined us, including Cheryl.

“I couldn’t help but notice your matching bracelets,” Cheryl said. “Those are beautiful.”

I raised my wrist so she could see it more closely.

“They’re lover’s bracelets,” I explained, reaching over and placing my arm around Cameron’s waist. “Cam and I got them a few weeks ago to celebrate our lives together.” I hugged him tight and he kissed me on the cheek. It was sweet, although he almost knocked off my hat.

“That is so romantic,” Megan replied, looking at Jacob. I wondered if a bracelet was going to be in his future. Maybe I should introduce her to FLR.

We continued to walk around and meet some of his other co-workers. They were all quite nice and it was easy for me to talk to them. Unlike the fishing thing, there were quite a few wives and families here. Everyone was quite friendly, but it did make me wonder who the butt-hole was that tried to torpedo Cameron’s career by saying he went home from the fishing tournament drunk.

As we were waiting in line for our lunch, a large guy was going through talking to everyone.

“That’s the company president,” Cameron whispered, indicating the guy in a golf shirt and dark slacks walking down the line of people and shaking hands.

“Cameron, it’s great to see you,” he said, holding out his hand.

“Hello, Garrett. Thanks for arranging the picnic. Everyone is having a great time. This is my wife. Trish, this is Garrett Walker, company president.”

“It’s an honor to meet you, Mr. Walker,” I said, giving him a big smile.

“Oh, Garrett, please. We’re all family here,” he responded.

“Say, Cameron. I’ve been talking to Heinrich in Berlin. He is really pleased with how you are stepping up and helping with their product. He mentioned you had an idea that is going to solve a lot of problems for them.”

“They are a very talented group of people,” Cameron responded. “I’m just trying to do my part.”

“Well, keep it up. It’s great that you have been able to manage this transition so well,” he said before heading off to shake other hands.

“Okay, then,” I whispered into his ear. “That sounds good!”

“I guess when the company president gives you an attaboy, that’s something.”

As we approached the server, he said ‘hello’ to Cameron and reached behind him.

“Chicken for you and Mrs. Walker, correct?”

“Ahhhh…” Cameron said.

“Yes, we’re trying to cut back on red meat,” I explained. I never told Cam I had sent an e-mail to Cheryl requesting chicken.

The server gave us a couple of chicken filet sandwiches wrapped in foil as we continued down the line to pick up the rest of our lunch. We each got some cole slaw, some green beans and a fresh roll.

“Can I have some chips?” he asked sweetly.

“Sure, just not too many,” I responded as I grabbed one of the bags of chips. “Maybe we can share.”

He gave me a knowing smile.

While we ate, we continued to have his associates come up and introduce themselves to us. I was very outgoing and positive with all of them, trying to remember as many names as I could so I could ask questions to Cameron later about what the different people did at the company. Cameron was quite sociable with his co-workers and they were all quite friendly.

During the afternoon they tapped a keg and a guy walked over carrying a big Solo cup full of beer.

“Would either of you like a beer,” the guy asked. Cam looked at me and I shook my head no.

Cameron hesitated for a second, then responded, “I don’t think so, Tony. We’ll be driving to Chicago this afternoon so I’d better not. I’ll stick with the lemonade.”

“Ah, come on…” Tony pressed.

“Nope, I’m good,” Cameron responded flatly.

“Suit yourself,” he replied.

“Oh, this is my wife, Trish,” Cameron said, then turned to me. “And this is Tony Moore, he works in verification.”

“Nice to meet you, Tony.”

“Good seeing you,” he said before wandering off.

A bit later, Randall, one of the managers, stopped by and Cameron introduced us.

“It’s great to meet you,” I said. “We’re really enjoying ourselves today and lunch was great.”

“Thank you for coming over today. Cameron is always talking about you and I’m glad we could finally meet.”

Randall was spreading it on thick, but it was a special event and they all had to put on a happy face. I knew he was probably thinking it was a half-day they were falling behind on the projects, but he couldn’t say that with the big boss around. He continued to move around to the different people and make pleasant noises.

“Randall seems nice,” I said. “Do you work for him?”

“I used to before the re-org. Now I’m in a different department.”

We didn’t play volleyball, but we threw the frisbee around a little bit and listened to the music. The group was playing a mashup of different folk and rock songs, and even though they were amateurs, they sounded pretty good.

People started drifting away after they served ice cream about three-thirty. Cameron and I shared a dish of the ice cream but I let him choose the flavor. Of course he chose chocolate.

We grabbed our chairs and said goodbye to some of the people then made our escape. We looked around but Randall and Garrett were nowhere to be seen so we couldn’t say goodbye. They probably knew if they hung around, everyone else would stay as well. Their leaving was likely a signal that everyone else could leave as well.

—————

It only took us a little over an hour to get to downtown Chicago. The traffic was a little heavy and there was some road construction. What is it about tearing up the roads right before a long holiday weekend.

We got parked in the lot recommended by the Air B&B hosts, grabbed our luggage and headed for the room. It was a great space right in the downtown area across from the Millennium Park, the Bean, and has a great view of Navy Pier and the fireworks. It cost a little extra but was a great location.

We put our suitcases in the bedroom and looked around the space. It had everything we would need for a comfortable stay.

“Let’s check out the terrace,” I said.

We walked out the slider and onto a terrace that had a glider and a couple of chairs. There were cushions inside the door for the furniture so it would make it quite comfortable.

“This will be a great place to watch fireworks,” he said as he gazed over toward the pier.

“So, let’s go out and check out the park. Maybe I’ll buy you some popcorn,” I offered.

“Sounds great.”

We were dressed in our picnic clothes that should work great for wandering around. I brushed my teeth, combed my hair and fixed my lipstick, adding just a bit more perfume. I did slide on a pair of pantyhose which I knew Cameron would appreciate.

“Ready,” I announced as I walked back into the main room.

We headed across the street toward Millennium Park to look at the Cloud Gate, which everyone just called ‘The Bean’ because that’s what it looked like. We messed around and took a bunch of selfies, then wandered toward some of the other attractions. We finally ended up by the fountain and we found a place to sit.

He looked at me tenderly. “Thank you for doing this for us, Trish. This is great.”

“You’re welcome. We’ve both been working hard and we needed a little down time.”

He leaned forward and I moved my hat out of the way as his kiss met my lips. We were right out in the open, but we didn’t know anyone here so there wasn’t a lot of reason to get embarrassed.

When the kiss broke, he put his forehead against mine and stared into my eyes.

“I can’t tell you how happy I am,” he said.

“Wow, you’re easy. Just get you out of town…”

“No, I mean to be with you, whether it’s in Chicago, at home, or a picnic. Being with you is a delight for me.”

“In that case, I have some bad news.”

“What is it, Trish.”

“I need to go out of town next week to visit a customer. I’ll be in Cincinnati on Wednesday and Thursday. I won’t get back until Friday morning.”

“Oh.”

“I know, but it’s a really important customer and they need me there.”

“I understand, Trish. I’m going to miss you like crazy.”

“I’m going to miss you, too.”

He looked off toward Lake Michigan, probably figuring out how to ask if he would be wearing the chastity while I was gone. When he got around to asking, I would tell him the answer is yes. Since I wouldn’t be home until Friday, it also means he would be wearing it to work that day as well.

“So…somebody promised me popcorn,” he said brightly.

“Let’s go find some,” I responded, giving him another quick kiss.

We walked hand-in-hand and finally spotted a popcorn cart on the next block. We headed that way and took our place in a short line. Cameron bought us a bag of popcorn to share and a couple of colas and gave the vendor some bills. He received his change and we grabbed our snack and continued to walk and talk.

“Trish, please hold my drink for a minute. I need to write down the expense.” I was really proud of him when he brought up the app and recorded the cost of the popcorn and drinks. I would reward him for that later.

We wondered around for a bit then I thought we should find something to eat. Since we just had picnic food for lunch, we were getting hungry for a proper meal.

We found a great little restaurant that had a place on the patio where we could relax and talk in private.

“So, it’s almost your birthday, Cam. Are you getting excited?”

“Not really. Twenty-six isn’t that big of a deal.”

What I didn’t mention to him that his phone and computer would think he turned eighteen, and there would be some big changes and decisions for him.

“I really liked my early birthday present.”

“I brought them along if you’re game.”

“Oh, Trish. I’d like that, but it just sucks that it’s your time of the month. I promise I’ll make it up to you.”

“Well, my trip out of town next week is going to mess that up a bit. I’ll just be finishing up when I get on the airplane.”

“Oh, man. I didn’t think about that. Well, I’ll be excited to get you back home.”

“I’m pretty sure of that,” I responded, reaching for his hand and giving it a squeeze. “I’ll have my key with me.”

He shot me back an expression of shock, then a cute smile. He now understands his little dickie is going to be wrapped in plastic while I’m gone. I’m pretty sure the thought excited him because he shifted a bit in his chair.

“Since it’s a special occasion, what about getting a split of red wine with dinner?” I asked.

“That sounds great. I passed on the beer earlier hoping I could get something more tasty than cheap keg beer.”

“Let’s see what they have,” I said, picking up the wine list.

They didn’t have a lot to offer in a split, but I didn’t think we wanted to do a full bottle. I finally found a California Merlot wine that sounded good.

They took our orders, his a pork chop and mine fish, and we ordered the wine. When they brought out the wine, I was proud as Cameron checked the bottle carefully, poured a little and swirled it to check the legs, then did a little taste.

“This is quite nice,” he told the wine steward indicating for him to pour a glass for both of us. We would still have a little wine in the bottle for later.

“Great job on the tasting,” I whispered after the wine steward walked away. I was thrilled to see him take out his phone and mark down his wine.

“I had a good teacher,” he said, giving me a bright smile.

After our dinner and a light dessert, it was still early so we walked around a little bit, including a stroll along the river. I noticed some signs for the riverboat cruises, and I deftly grabbed a flyer and stuck it in my purse. This might be something special we could do on Sunday.

We made our way back to the room and we both cleaned up and got ready for bed. As I took off my dress and cami, Cameron noticed the key was missing.

I gave him a wink. “I stashed that somewhere safe.” I told him.

“Oh, so…”

“So, no fun for you tonight. You need to wait,” I told him, reaching over and rubbing his chastity through his briefs.

“Okay.”

I crossed to my luggage and opened it up and got out the vinyl cuffs. His eyes got big as saucers. I had earlier checked out the bed and found it had a great bar on the bottom that I could use to attach the straps.

“Are you going to be a good boy and let me put these on, or do I need to get rough?” I teased, pulling out grandma’s hairbrush.

“I’ll be good.”

He stuck out his hands and I secured the Velcro wrist straps, then wrapped the grommeted straps through some gussets, making sure they were tight. I had him lay on his left side and ran the other end of the strap around the bed frame, then fastened it with the magnetic locks, making sure they were securely closed.

“There we are. I know you’ll be safe tonight and won’t try to run off.”

He pulled at the restraints and smiled.

“Looks like I’m trapped here with you.”

“Yes, you are. Goodnight,” I said as I covered him and turned out the light.

I could tell he was swelling pretty good inside his cage as he kept shifting in the bed trying to get comfortable.

I was using this as a reward for him. He has been an exemplary FLR husband today and I knew he liked the bondage thing a lot. I didn’t quite share his enthusiasm for feeling helpless and I usually like to feel more in control, but I could sure sense his excitement when I brought out the cuffs. I had done some research on the straps and they were actually several layers of fabric, including one layer that was a Kevlar-type material which made them quite strong. There were brass eyelets all along the strap, giving many places to put in the locking pin. I was using just two locks tonight, but I had several others in my stash. The straps weren’t cheap, but with the magnetic locks they could be attached and released quickly and it didn’t take a lot of effort to get him securely bound. That was a big thing for me because the rope bondage was quite a bit of work. These straps were quick to attach and release.

I scooted up next to him and spooned myself into his back. His warmth felt good on my stomach and was helping to relieve some of my cramps. I reached around his waist, slid my right hand into his briefs and cupped his balls, causing him to take a sharp intake of breath. I felt the chastity bounce up and down even more.

“Your balls are so soft,” I cooed into his ear. “I just love to stroke them,” I said, tracing across his sack with my fingertips. I tracked my thumb across the top of his plastic chastity and felt it jump.

“I wish that thing wasn’t there. I would love to have you touch me.”

“If the chastity wasn’t there, I probably couldn’t do this because I’d want to stroke you so bad. Having you squirt would mess up my plans for tomorrow.”

“You could get the key out of your purse? Maybe stroke me a little and I promise I won’t come.”

“Actually, I left the key in the car. I was afraid I might get tempted and this way I’m forced to wait.”

“Oh…” he said in a long sigh.

I just did this to give him something to worry about. I love messing with him.

I finally fell to sleep with my hand down his briefs.


Chapter 26

Saturday, July 4th

After what I’m sure was a difficult night for Cam, we awoke, I removed my hand from his front and went into the bath to clean up. This was a great system; there was no bargaining about who got to use the bathroom first and I could get ready without him coming into the bath and grabbing onto me.

I spent a little extra time cleaning up and putting on my makeup. I loved the mirror and the lighting in this bathroom. Before I leave, I’m going to get a picture and see if we can get something like this at home.

I dressed in my underwear and came out into the main room to find him still securely tied where I left him.

“I’m going to get dressed, then we’ll find you something to wear,” I said, making it sound like I had all the time in the world. I realized he was probably needing to use the bathroom, but I decided to let him wait. I heard some tugging on the restraints, then a muffled okay.

“What do you think of this dress?” I asked, showing him a short, flirty summer dress that would look great on me.

“That’s fantastic.”

I thought I would mess with him a little. “Do you think I need to wear hose? It’s kind of hot out.”

“Oh, honey. I love it when you wear hose, but please make yourself comfortable.”

“What about those ultra-sheer ones. They are light and wouldn’t be too hot.”

“My vote would be yes, but if you’d rather not…”

“Let’s try them. I can always take them off if I get too warm. I have these shoes…” I said, showing him a pair of pumps with about a two-inch heel that wouldn’t be too bad to walk in.

“Great.”

I sat down on the bed and sensually slid the hose on my legs as he watched me intently. Next came my cami and the short dress, and the shoes. I had my hair up in a clip and I let it fall to my shoulders.

“What do you think?” I asked, giving him a spin.

“Fantastic. I’m going to be the envy of every guy in Chicago.”

“So, are you ready for the bathroom?”

“Yes, please,” he said as I opened the drawer of the nightstand and grabbed the magnet to release his cuffs.

I released him and after he stood, he crossed to me and wrapped me in a monster hug.

“What was that for?” I teased.

“A thank you for keeping me safe last night.”

“Oh, you’re quite welcome,” I responded, giving him a big kiss. He looked lovingly at me for a few seconds, then turned to go to the bathroom.

“I’ll lay something out for you.”

“Thanks, honey.”

—————

As I put out a summer outfit for Cameron, I thought about what he said about keeping him safe. For me it would be just the opposite; being tied up like that would make me frantic. I suppose with him feeling helpless but with me there to hold him, maybe it did make him feel safe. I thought back to some of the things that Sharon told me about his vulnerability and he would look to me for strength. As I thought about it, it was very much in keeping with FLR. Any time I used the bondage, it should be a reward and not a punishment because he craved the powerlessness. If I were not there to protect him, he would feel incredibly threatened.

I need to keep this something we do occasionally so it doesn’t become a burden or I become complacent. This is such a powerful tool in my FLR toolbox I don’t want to waste it.

Cameron dressed and we left the apartment and started looking for somewhere to get breakfast. Because it was the Fourth of July, we didn’t have a lot of options, but we finally found a place and we were able to get a great breakfast with some awesome coffee.

“I thought today we could walk over by the Field Museum and look around, then maybe the Planetarium or the Aquarium,” I told him. “There should be enough to keep us busy.”

He stopped and looked over at me, his eyes misting. “Oh, Trish. I’m so happy.”

“Well, think how happy you’ll be when you get to feel me up in this short dress during the Planetarium show.”

“I’m serious. I love you like crazy,” he said after grabbing both my hands and giving me a kiss. There was that feeling again; a kiss like when we first started dating.

“I love you too, Cameron. And I’m very glad I can make you happy.”

He looked away, swept a tear from his eye, gave a sniff and we walked hand-in-hand toward the natural history museum.

I was surprised to find it was Cam’s first visit to the museum. I had been here several times, including some school trips, but he was a virgin. They had all the normal dinosaur exhibits, birds, nature walks, reptiles, ancient American tribes, and too much other stuff to even mention. We followed the recommended path to make sure we didn’t miss anything, although it was a lot to take in. We broke for lunch about one o’clock and ate at the bistro.

“I think the Planetarium next,” I said.

It seemed like he was trying to come up with an adequate response. I purposely didn’t pose it as a suggestion, trying to inject my will into the decision.

“Yes. I’m with you,” he responded.

I liked that response. He didn’t say he agreed or he liked what I suggested, but he was allowing me to lead.

We cleaned up our table and headed the short walk past the aquarium toward the Adler Planetarium. We got tickets for the exhibition plus the sky show which would be starting in a little over thirty minutes. We’d have a little time to look around, do the show, then explore some more until we got bored. This was another place where Cameron had never been before. It made me wonder if his parents kept him in a box in the basement or something. My parents loved to come to Chicago, although the biggest draw for my dad was a Cubs game.

We prowled around the exhibits and sat through the sky show. I did give Cameron the opportunity to feel up my leg in the dark, but he was a gentleman about it.

After the Planetarium, we walked around a nearby park and kissed a little more and enjoyed our time in the sun. Cameron reminded me we needed to add more sunscreen which pleased me- he really learned his lesson at the fishing tournament.

It was always a lot of fun when we sat down on a bench or something, I would cross my legs and my hose would swish together. Once I felt like putting on a little exhibition and I put my legs out in front of me and asked how he liked my hose. The result was a little shifting in his seat as his penis swelled up inside the chastity, then he responded that I had the most beautiful legs in the world. The whole world was a bit of a stretch, but I would go with it.

We fooled around until we got hungry and set off to find something to eat. As we walked around we found a little nest of cafes that served a variety of different types of food.

I thought I would try a test. “Do you have a preference of where to eat?” I asked.

“Not at all. Whatever you suggest would be good for me.”

There were hot dogs, pizza, Italian, and several others.

“How about Greek?” I asked as we walked by a Kebab restaurant.

“Great!”

We went in and ordered some Kebabs, his pork and mine chicken, an order of Greek fries to share, a beer for him and wine for me. They took our orders quickly but it took a while to get our dinner. I occupied myself by slipping off one of my shoes and lightly running my foot up and down his leg. He gave me a cute smile but started to shift in his seat again. We talked and held hands like we were first dating.

When our meals finally arrived, the food was very tasty and well worth the wait. After dinner and a shared Baklava, we headed out into the evening air. There were quite a few people headed for the Pier and I was happy that we would have a great view of the fireworks from our balcony. Besides, I planned to have a lot of fun on our balcony that I wouldn’t be able to do in public.

As we walked back toward the Air B&B, Cameron was quiet and seemed to have something on his mind. I think I knew what it was.

“Cam, I’d like to stop by the car for a second? I need to get something.”

“Sure, Trish. No problem,” he responded brightly.

We went into the garage, I grabbed the key out of the center console and put it around my neck.

“There, in the event we need it.”

“I’m glad no one stole the car,” he teased.

“I have a spare key, but it’s back in Joliet,” I told him, tapping him on the nose. Sharon has a spare key for Cam’s device and I had the spare for Dennis’. It seemed like an equitable arrangement but I’d never told Cameron the details. I’d let him worry about where the other key was.

When we got back to the apartment, it was starting to get dark and I expected the fireworks would start soon. There would also be some fireworks on our balcony as well.

“I’m going to open up a bottle of wine and go out on the balcony,” I said, pulling the key from around my neck and handing it to him. “Maybe you need to get ready also.”

“That sounds great, Trish…the wine I mean.”

“Yeah, sure. Please grab the lube in the event we need it.”

He hustled off to the bathroom as I opened the bottle of wine, got a couple of glasses and headed for the balcony.

I had just got everything arranged when he reappeared. I sat on the glider with the wine on the table in front of us. I patted the seat to my left and he sat beside me. I was still in the middle of my period, but I thought I could do a little oral and some stroking, then I had something to try that came up in some of his sex stories.

When he sat, I leaned forward to grab his wine and hand it to him. I then took mine, sat back and crossed my legs, my hose making that delightful swooshing sound.

“To Independence Day,” I toasted.

“And to being in Chicago with the most beautiful and exciting woman.”

“That’s a bit much, but I’m good with it,” I said, tapping his glass and taking a sip of the nice red wine.

“You didn’t let me taste it first,” he whined.

“I was in a hurry to get you drunk.”

“Oh…”

Just about that time there was the sound of an aerial salute near Navy Pier. Fireworks are about to begin.

I let him drink about half the wine, then grabbed the glasses and put them on the table.

“I see some lips that I desperately want to kiss,” I told him, causing him to smile. I moved his hand to my leg and leaned over for a kiss. This was going to kill me. Damn stupid period, I said to myself as my cramps fired up.

We kissed for a while, including some deep kissing and him exploring my leg through my sheer hose. I saw another white flash, followed by a loud bang. It was starting to get dark and we could hear the distant sound of the crowd from the pier. I dropped his zipper and was pleased to see he was commando. Great planning. His stem pushed out of the front of his pants like a pipe. He pulled the tube of flavored lube out of his pocket and put it on the glider between us.

I went in for another kiss, lightly stroking him gently with my thumb and forefinger. I didn’t want the first explosion to be him rather than the fireworks.

There was a loud boom and a trail of light across the sky, then the sky lit with color.

“I like watching fireworks, what about you?” I asked.

“I’m definitely enjoying myself,” he responded.

It was a beautiful fireworks program, but I got a little distracted by the fine piece of manhood beside me and dropped my head to his lap. I kissed and licked the head, put on some of the flavored lube and stroked him for a bit, then took him into my mouth. His sharp intake of breath let me know this was feeling good. I sucked and teased until I thought he might spill. I moved up to kiss him, driving my tongue into his mouth firmly. He could probably taste the strawberry from the lube as I kissed him deeply.

I stayed away from his cock for a bit to let him cool down, then reached under the glider and pulled out a foil envelope with a snug-fitting condom. This was something I found in one of his stories called a condom handjob. I lubed him up a bit more, then rolled the condom in place.

“Ah, Trish. What’s that for?”

“So you don’t mess up the furniture and they take the cleaning fee out of our deposit.”

“I see,” he responded as I started to stroke him. This would cut some of the sensation and make him last longer, plus keep him from spraying everywhere so I don’t have to worry about cleanup. I liked the concept, and judging from the hardness of his shaft, he liked it too. I went back to attacking his lips as I continued to stroke. Got he was hot.

I was having to multitask with watching the beautiful aerial display, kissing his fine lips, and stroking his rock-hard member. I would prove to be up to the task.

He started to shiver and I backed off to keep him on the edge, then started again. The fireworks were still going strong and I wanted to see if I could hold him like this for the entire program.

“That one is pretty,” I said as a beautiful Red, White, and Blue waterfall lit up the sky.

He just groaned. I think he was having a little problem focusing. Unable to multitask, I guess.

It looked like the fireworks were coming a little faster now; toward the end of the program, I think. I added a little more lube to the condom then started stroking a little more intently. I used my other hand to cup his balls and he jumped in excitement. The fireworks were going off in rapid succession and there was some rapid action with my hand as well. I was lucky the sound of fireworks died out his cries as he approached a massive orgasm. I could hear the snick-snick-snick of my hand on his cock as I brought him to the edge again. This time, rather than stopping, I squeezed his sack and the tip of the condom started to turn white as he filled it with his cum. I stroked him hard and fast until he went limp beside me as the fireworks program reached a finale.

“Oh my god, Trish. That was amazing.”

“Chicago really knows how to do fireworks.”

“No, you are the one who knows how to do fireworks,” he responded, taking some time to catch his breath.

We were quiet for a while and I thought about the intensity of the last few minutes.

“I probably better clean up and put my chastity back on,” he whimpered.

“Well, clean up at least but don’t put the chastity on just yet. I was hoping my girlfriend Crystal could spend the night.”

“Really!?!”

“Yes. I put my suitcase on top of the bed. Inside on top is your tape and a nightgown. I’d like you to put those on.”

“I’d love that, Trish. I’ll be right back.”

A few minutes later, Crystal rejoined me on the balcony in her beautiful purple nightgown and robe. After she settled in beside me and I told her how beautiful she looked, we finished the bottle of wine


Chapter 27

Sunday, July 5th

Since it was Sunday, I hadn’t set an alarm and we both slept in. Crystal was cuddled up beside me and hugging my arm. I’d braided her hair in pigtails last night before we went to bed and she looked cute as anything. We both wore our nightgowns and matching thong underwear.

“Wake up sweet little thing,” I said, stroking her cheek. “We need to get cleaned up and get dressed.”

Her beautiful eyes opened and she gave me a cute smile.

“Good morning, Trish. How did you sleep?”

“I slept very well, how about you?”

“I had a wonderful night’s sleep,” she said, hugging my arm even tighter.

“Well, get up, lazy thing. We need to take a shower.” I thought about the huge shower we had in the bathroom. “I think we can take our shower together.”

“I’d like that,” Crystal responded.

We got out of bed and put on our robes. Crystal took a couple of minutes to make the bed while I got things ready for our shower.

I’d notice that she’d been keeping her legs shaved, but there was still quite a bit of chest hair. I thought we’d remove that this morning and use some tape to give her a bosom. I had brought along the clippers plus some razors and foam. I organized everything and put them in on the vanity.

She met me in the bath, saw what I had laid out and gave me a puzzled look.

“Don’t worry, sweetie. We’re just going to get rid of some hair on your chest. I want to try something to give you a little more shape.

“Oh, you’re probably thinking about tape.”

“Uh huh.”

“Okay…” she said as she picked up the clipper and started removing the chest hair. I didn’t interfere as I wanted to see how far she would go and was pleased to see her remove most of the hair from her neck to her panty line. There would be a lot to shave, but I was pleased to see her level of commitment.

I warmed the water for the shower and we stepped in to lather up. It was a little uncomfortable for me as you could see the string of my tampon, but if Crystal noticed, she didn’t react. We traded lathering each other and rinsing with the sprayer. This shower setup was to die for. I grabbed the foam and razor and shaved my legs, then passed the razor to her. She shaved her legs as well, then added some foam and started to shave her upper body. It took quite a while, but she got everything smooth and I had her turn around and did a little work on her upper back. I didn’t predict a bikini in her future, but a little less hair back there might be a bonus. We took turns washing each other’s hair which was quite a sensual act.

After a final rinse, we turned off the water and took turns drying each other.

I plugged in my barrel roller to let it heat while I dried Crystal’s hair with the hair drier mounted on the wall. It wasn’t a great machine, but I wasn’t in a hurry so it worked okay. Crystal loved the attention.

When her hair was dry, I pulled it back in a clip and grabbed her makeup case as well as my own.

“I’m going to tweeze out some of these brow hairs,” I said. “Don’t worry. I won’t do too much,” I assured her.

I cleaned up some of the stragglers and she didn’t appear concerned. It was a special feeling with how much trust she placed in me.

“There we go. Like I said, nothing too much.”

“Thank you, Trish.”

I went through a beauty routine with her cosmetics starting with foundation, powder, cheek color, eyes, brows, then finally a beautiful shade of dark red lipstick. I repeated the process with me, soliciting her help with some of my makeup. We also gave her nails two coats of dark red nail polish.

While Crystal’s nails dried, I used the barrel roller on my hair. My hair had a bit more body because of my perm so the roller worked fine.

“I’ve got something for you to try, Crystal. Wait here a moment.” I went to my suitcase and pulled out a pony-tail extension that should match her hair quite well.

When I walked back into the bathroom, she was looking at herself in the mirror, completely transfixed.

“What do you think of this?” I asked.

“What is it?”

“A ponytail extension. Turn around and I’ll show you how it works.

She turned and I used my brush and added some hair treatment which gave her hair a shine, bunched a tuft of hair high on the back of her head then attached the extension. It was about 18 inches long and quite thick and should make quite a bold statement. I put a scrunchie around the top of the extension to hide the attachment, then wrapped that in a long sash that fell to her shoulders. It looked very cute and would match her blouse quite well.

“What do you think?” I asked.

“Oh, Trish. It looks wonderful.”

“Okay, let’s go get dressed and find some breakfast.”

“You mean go out?”

“Yes, silly. We have a big day planned and we need to fuel up.”

“Do you think I can?”

“What are you worried about? Nobody around here knows who we are. If you smile sweetly and keep your dress pulled down, no one will say a thing.”

“I don’t know…”

“Oh, honey. I wouldn’t be doing this if I thought there would be a problem. Tell you what; let’s get dressed and when we’re done if you don’t see two ladies in the mirror, we’ll order something.” I really didn’t know how I would pull off ordering breakfast, but I was sure by the time we were done, there wouldn’t be a problem.

“My girlfriend is going to be so beautiful. Let’s see what we can do about some shape,” I said, tearing off some strips of tape to give her some boobs. I’d watched the video on how to do this several times and within a couple of minutes, we had some flesh re-directed to her breast area and supported by her padded B-Cup bra. She even had cleavage.

“Look what I have for you, I said, pulling out a pair of the ultra-sheer hose in her size.”

“Oh, Trish. Thank you!”

She dropped to the bed and took the pumice stone and cleaned up her heal callus, filed her nails then carefully opened the package of hose. She slid them out of the package and looked at the amazingly sheer weave. She did a great job of bunching them on her hands and pulling them up her legs, watching carefully that they weren’t twisted.

“These feel spectacular,” she said as she rose from the bed and pulled the sheer hose to her waist.

“Fantastic looking legs, sister,” I told her before passing her the rest of her clothes.

Within a couple of minutes, we were both dressed and we stood in front of the mirror.

“Now, tell me. I see two ladies in the mirror. What do you see?”

“Two ladies. Did somebody mention breakfast?”

What I didn’t tell her was we were going to be doing a lot more than just breakfast.

—————

We wandered around and found a place to eat. The clients were a mix of local people and tourists. We put our name in for a table and sat for a brief wait. I continued to coach her on how to move, how to carry her purse, how to cross her legs and stuff like that. She knew a lot of the basics, it just required some refinement. In the sheer hose, she had some fantastic looking legs. It was a lot of fun and she took it all in good spirits and concentrated on those things rather than worrying about what was going on around her.

“Mrs. Walker…” the hostess said, “your table is ready.” We walked behind her and she put a couple of menus on the table and wished us a pleasant breakfast. I was pleased how Crystal was moving, managing her purse, and smoothing her skirt beneath her when she sat.

We looked over the menu and we both thought the daily special sounded good; two eggs scrambled with toast and hash browns. We both ordered coffee and they brought us a carafe and two cups.

“After breakfast, I plan to go to the Macy’s store a couple of blocks away and look at some makeup,” I announced.

“That sounds good. What do you need?”

“I wanted to look at another color lipstick and to get you a makeover. They’ll be able to give you some ideas on different colors and techniques.”

“Ummm, okay I guess, if you don’t think there will be a problem.”

“Not at all. I gave them a call last week and they said they would be happy to help. All the associates are used to working with different types of people…even your type.”

“I think the makeup we’ve been doing looks good.”

“We’re looking for something more than good, maybe think in terms of fantastic.”

After being quiet for a second, she responded, “Sounds like fun.”

So far, no one we came across thought of Crystal as anything other than a shy young girl. It was cute the way she would mess with her hair and adjust her clothes. She was like some shy farmer’s daughter that finally got dressed up and came to the big city.

After we finished breakfast, I needed to hit the restroom.

“Come with me, sweetie. I need the restroom and we both need to fix our lipstick.”

I took her hand and what I thought might be one of those moments that I had to provide reassurance, it wasn’t necessary. She followed right in behind me and walked into one of the stalls.

I thought about how she was so confident, then I remembered all the crossdressing stories she had read. It makes sense that she would know what the inside of the ladies’ room was like.

It took me a little longer because there wasn’t any tissue and I had to rummage through my purse looking for some Kleenex. When I left the stall, Crystal was at the mirror washing her hands, then she pulled out her lipstick and refreshed her lips.

“You look fantastic, Crystal.”

“Thank you, and thanks for being my girlfriend, Trish.”

“Well, I want to thank you for being my girlfriend as well. Our time together like this is very special. I hope you are enjoying yourself.”

“Trish- stop, or you’re going to make me cry.”

“No need for any crying unless they are tears of joy.”

“They are…”

—————

Our next stop was the giant Macy’s department store in downtown. It is a magnificent store with several levels and on one of the lower floors there was a series of makeup counters. We looked around and I saw the brand I was looking for.

I talked to the associate and told her what we needed, then she approached Crystal.

“Hi, Crystal. I’m Margo. Let’s see what we can do to pretty you up. Ready?”

“Ready.”

“I’m going to look around. I’ll be back in just a bit,” I told them.

Crystal gave me a look, then looked back at Margo and smiled.

“Have fun, Trish. Margo will take good care of me.”

I came back about half an hour later and Margo was showing Crystal how to do her lipstick. The makeup she used was fantastic and Crystal looked like a movie star. This was probably going to be an expensive trip, but I wanted this to be a reward and to let her know how proud I was with all her progress. I was still puzzled by the attraction Cameron had with the crossdressing, but from what reading I had done, this was a deep-seated need that no one really understood. My allowing some exploration was actually a very powerful reward and another potent tool in my FLR toolbox.

After the makeup counter, we headed for the ladies-wear department. I had done some scouting around and found something I liked. I was sure Crystal would like it as well.

“Look at this,” I said, holding up a beautiful rayon dress with a geometric pattern. “There are lots of different colors so you’ll be able to use it with many different accessories.”

Crystal’s eyes glazed over when she saw the beautiful dress and she went to look at the price.

“Crystal, don’t worry about that. This is my gift. I just want to make you as beautiful outside as you are inside.”

“You’re going to make me cry again.”

“Crying is not allowed, only hugs,” I said, wrapping my arms around her.

“You are such a wonderful girlfriend, Trish.”

With that, I gave her a kiss on the cheek and we went to the fitting room to try on the dress.

The fit of the dress was almost perfect. Crystal had some thickness around the waist, and not enough shape in the hips, but that would be for a different day. I talked her into wearing the dress and the clerk removed the tag and put her other outfit in a plastic bag.

“There is a matinee of one of the Broadway shows really close to us. I thought we would pop in for a little culture.”

She bit her lip as she thought about that, looked down at herself and gave a big smile.

“I’d like that.”

“So, let’s go find some tickets,” I said, grabbing her hand and heading just up State Street from the Macy’s store.

—————

We were able to get some good seats for not a lot of money and I could tell Crystal really enjoyed herself as she clapped for the performance.

After a quick lunch and a little more shopping, more trying on than buying, we headed back to the apartment. I had planned a river cruise but was a little sore from my cramps and needed drugs. I know Crystal’s feet were killing her so I decided to skip it this trip.

When we got back to the Air B&B, I went to the bath to freshen up and take some drugs as Crystal found something for us to watch on TV.

“Did you have fun today?” I asked as I sat on the sofa next to her.

“This has been the most wonderful day ever.”

I needed to break the third wall for a bit and talk to both Crystal and Cameron. “I’m so happy to hear that, honey. You have been so good about everything lately; your chores, your goals, and just being my best friend. I wanted to do something to acknowledge that.”

“Thank you, Trish. I’m trying hard, but knowing you are there with me, to help me do what’s expected of me, is helping a lot.”

“My cramps are firing up and I’d like to lie down for a while. Will you be okay here?”

“Why don’t you let me give you a back-rub, then maybe cuddle up with you.”

“Okay, let’s try that,” I responded. “Just don’t mess up your makeup. I’d like to take you out somewhere nice for dinner.”

“I’ll be careful.”

With that, we went to the bedroom and Crystal gave me a nice neck massage and I was able to drift off for a much-needed rest.

—————

After my nap and a nice dinner at a local restaurant, we made our way back to the Air B&B.

“Crystal, are you going to be able to spend the night?” I asked. I know Cameron was weighing his spending the night in a nightgown vs. his chastity.

“Can I please?”

“Sure, honey. Let’s get you ready for bed. We need to head back home tomorrow and I’ll need to get ready for my trip to Cincinnati.”

“I’m really going to miss you, Trish.”

“Oh, I’ll miss both you and Cameron, but I’ll make sure you are safe while I’m gone.”

“I know you will, Trish. I’ll be counting the hours until you get home.”


Chapter 28

Friday, July 10th

The last week has been a challenge for both myself and Cameron. I was not quite finished with my period when I had to leave town and I decided not to offer him any stress-relief before I left. I did bring my Magic Wand with me because, even though Cam was stuck at home in his chastity device, I was not similarly constrained. I was getting hot by the time I got on the airplane and I was in rough shape by the middle of my trip. The vibe proved to be a very wise packing decision.

We did a voice call every night and about a thousand text messages. I was a bit concerned, but a check of his statistics told me he was exceeding his goals and he even reported doing some extra chores such as washing and detailing both our cars. It was handy that the company got us a limo to take us to Midway airport so I could leave my car at home and not have to pay parking. Having it detailed was a big bonus.

He told me that on Thursday I had received a package but there was just a box number and no real information on the shipper. I told him it was something I ordered and he could just put it on my dressing table and I’d open it when I got home. I didn’t want him to look at it because it would probably be a bit of a shock. It still seemed a bit of a shock for me as well that I even ordered it. It was a new toy for us to try and, based on some of his reading, I think he will approve.

—————

I’d arrived at home earlier after a very successful trip and was waiting for him to arrive home. When I got in the house, I’d sent him a text and told him I’d made it home okay. He asked me what I wanted to do tonight.

I had a pretty good idea what he would want to do, but with all the eating out this week, I told him I just wanted to stay home. He offered to pick up a pizza and I said that sounded great.

I was wearing my travel clothes but had freshened up and substituted my cotton underwear with a lace bra under my pink teddy. I was feeling quite foxy.

At his regular time, I heard the garage door and he came in with a big smile carrying a pizza and a bouquet of flowers. He had also dressed up more than his usual work clothes.

“Thank you, sweetie,” I told him, giving him a hug and a brief kiss. “I took a look at my car and it looks really nice. Thanks for all the work.”

“You’re welcome, Trish. I really missed you.”

“And I missed you as well.”

“How were the meetings?”

“There were three of us from our company and we met with a lot of the people there. They are launching a new line of products and need some promotion. They were pleased with our ideas and they are anxious to work with us.”

“Who is going to be lead on the account?”

“That’s the exciting part; it will be me!”

“How amazing, Trish. That’s good news.”

“Ah, there is some bad news also; the account will require a bit of travel, usually just overnight or for a couple of days.”

“Oh.”

“We’ll get through it. It won’t be quite as bad as this week I’m sure,” I said, giving him a kiss and grinding myself against him a little bit. God he was making me hot.

“How about some pizza,” he said. It’s probably good he is being an adult so we could eat the pizza while it is still warm.

“Sounds good.”

He put some plates on the dining room table and arranged several slices of the pizza on a serving platter, putting the rest in the oven on low to keep warm.

“What would you like to drink?”

“Probably just a cola for me. Would you like a beer?” I asked.

“I’ll stick with cola as well. I have a nice bottle of wine for us later.”

He laid out some carrot and celery sticks and dip for us because he said we needed vegetables with our meal, giving me a wink. I dropped one of the celery sticks in the dip, turned it toward him and delivered it to his mouth. He nibbled the offering and we took turns feeding each other carrots and celery until they were about gone. There were some kisses as well that tasted like the vegetable dip.

“Well, that’s our vegetables out of the way. I need pizza,” I announced. He seated me at the table and put a couple of slices on my plate before seating himself.

“Oh, Trish. I’ve missed you so bad.”

“Same here. How’s things at your work?”

“Quite good. The guys in Berlin are starting to involve me in more of the feature development. They’ve brought in another junior coder to take over some of the bugs.”

“That’s fantastic, Cam. I’m so proud of you!”

“Thanks, Trish. That means a lot.”

We munched on our pizza and he caught me up with some of the stuff going on in the neighborhood. They are going to be re-surfacing the road in front of our house and there might be a couple of days when we’ll have a bunch of machinery in the street.

“As long as they take some of the potholes with them, I’ll be happy,” he groaned.

“Last time they worked on the road, the potholes were back in a few weeks. Maybe this time we’ll have better luck,” I said.

I helped him clean up and we went into the den to listen to music. We immediately started to grope one another like a couple of horny teenagers.

“I’m glad to know you are all safe in there,” I told him, stroking the front of his slacks.

“Safe, ready, and willing to see to your pleasure.”

“I like that,” I said, raising to close the shades as I unbuttoned my blouse. I returned and stood in front of him, removing my blouse and unbuttoning the button on my slacks.

“I really like the teddy,” he said. “Is that new?”

“No, it’s just been a while since I’ve worn it,” I said as I continued my strip-tease, the key to his chastity visible over the top of the teddy. I stepped out of my shoes, removed my slacks and sat astraddle his lap. I gave him a deep kiss and I felt his tongue against my lips. I spread my lips and welcomed him as he deepened the kiss. While we kissed, I started undoing the buttons on his shirt. When the kiss broke, I pushed his shirt back and allowed him to remove his arms, jettisoning the shirt onto the floor on top of my stack of clothes. I helped him remove his tee and stroked my hand across his smooth chest. He must be keeping it shaved.

“I like that you are so smooth,” I whispered.

“I’ve been using wax. Not comfortable to do, but it is nice when I’m finished.”

“Yes, I definitely approve,” I said as I passed my hand over his nipples, there turning hard from the attention. I tweaked a nipple and he gave a little squeak. I dropped my lips to his breast and started to suck and nibble. He shifted his weight beneath me. Things probably getting a little cramped in the chastity.

I opened the hooks on the bottom of the teddy and passed a finger over my very warm center. I delivered the finger to his mouth and passed it across his lips. He returned a big smile and licked his lips.

“Would you like to taste me?” I asked.

“Oh yes.”

I moved to sit beside him, spreading my legs. He settled in front of me on his knees and moved to kiss my very hot pussy. God I missed him; the Magic Wand was just no substitute.

He kissed my clit, tasted it with his tongue and I felt the blood race to that region. He took my clit between his lips and began to suck as I felt my heart beating like thunder in my chest. When I thought I would pass out, he drove his tongue into my wet pussy and I orgasmed on the spot, followed shortly by another. He continued to lick, suck and tongue me until I couldn’t take it anymore. I pulled the chain with the key over my head and handed it to him.

“Meet me in the bedroom,” I said, picking up our clothes and heading upstairs.

After a few minutes in the bathroom, he found me under the bedclothes. I had removed my teddy and the bra and was now completely naked and hotter than hell. He was bare, with his cock sticking out in front of him like a pipe. He crawled in beside me and I rolled him onto his back and took the fine specimen of hardness into my hands.

“I’ve really missed this,” I said, kissing the tip.

“Oh, Trish. He’s really missed you.”

I put a little of the flavored lube on him and gave him a few strokes before going down on him with my lips. He drew in a ragged breath as I sucked his hard rod and cupped his balls with my left hand. He shivered and shook as I alternately edged him with my lips and hand.

I was as wet as a river and I mounted him and drew him deeply within me, each of us giving a gasp of excitement as I bottomed myself onto him.

I began to move in slow motion, pulling myself out until almost losing contact, then pressing myself down again to completely engulf him. I cried out as an orgasm overtook me, my muscles gripping onto him but I could not overpower his rock-hard member.

When I could no longer trust myself to continue, I raised myself off of him and rolled onto my back, roughly pulling him on top of me.

“Please take me, Cameron. I’ve waited so long for you,” I whimpered.

It thrilled me as he started a slow penetration, allowing me to feel every inch of him as he entered me. I quaked with excitement as I felt him steadily speed up until we were both beside ourselves with lust.

He cried out as his cock began to pulse inside me. This triggered a massive orgasm for me as well and we both cried out with the sound of our primal pleasure. He humped against me until he ran completely out of strength, crumpling beside me on the bed.

This was an experience that was unequaled for me as I held him tightly and he put a hundred kisses all over my face.

“Trish, honey. Was that good for you?” he teased.

I began to tickle him as I told him what an incredible partner he was for me, both sexually and in other ways as well.

He looked at me with tears in his eyes.

“You know, without your little plastic pal, it would have been hard this week keeping my hands away from myself. This probably wouldn’t have been so intense,” he admitted.

“That’s why he is there, to remind you that piece of you is now mine. Your hand doesn’t get in the way of my fun anymore. Your orgasms belong to me.”

“Thank you, Trish. I couldn’t love you more if I tried.”

“Same here. And just in case you were wondering, the chastity goes back on. I’ll have more plans for you later.”

“I know, the chastity goes back on…” he said as he headed toward the bathroom, “…that way I know I’ll be ready for you.”


Chapter 29

Tuesday, July 14th

As I sat at my desk at noon eating my brown-bag lunch, I thought about our weekend. After I rocked his world Friday night, things settled into a more normal routine of kisses and feeling each other up. There was no sex for Cam as he was now 24/7 in chastity, even at work. I would let him out occasionally for hygiene, such as last night. He wore his chastity at work yesterday with no complaints and as a reward I had him sleep in his restraints last night. I had him remove his chastity, which gave him a big smile, then I ruined his orgasm and cuffed his hands in front of him and used one of the straps to tie him to the bedframe. I cuddled up with him and told him how much I loved him and hugged him tightly. I skillfully avoided putting my hand on his raging hardon which took a lot of self-control. We both slept soundly until the alarm woke us for work. After I removed his restraints, he asked me for the key and wordlessly went to the bathroom and put the chastity back on.

Before we both left for work, he gave me a massive hug and thanked me for the night before. I didn’t expect to be thanked for ruining his orgasm and keeping him tied to the bed all night, but that’s what happened. Amazing.

—————

A smile came across my face as I thought about him writhing beneath my touch when Eve’s knock on my door startled me.

“Hi, Eve,” I said as I brought myself back to the here and now, “Come in and have a seat.”

She shut the door and took a seat in my office. She gave me a wink. “With that big smile on your face, that must have been some daydream,” she teased.

“Things have been pretty good at home,” I said noncommittally. “What’s up?”

“Good news and bad news. Some of the directors of your Cincinnati client want to go over the proposal. The bad news is they would like you to travel there to do a presentation this Friday morning.”

“Oh…”

“This could be a really great opportunity.”

“I know, Eve. I just need to get some things figured out. With a morning meeting, I’ll probably need to fly up on Thursday afternoon. I’ll talk to our travel agent to see what flights are available and what lodging they can get set up.”

“The customer said they’ll take care of that. If you say yes, they’ll get everything booked this afternoon.”

“Good. Tell them it’s a go for me and I look forward to meeting with them on Friday.”

“Fantastic. I can’t tell you how great it is to work with you like this. I’m sure the travel people will be in touch,” Eve said, raising from her chair. “Have a great trip.”

“I will, Eve,” I said as she headed out the door.

This puts me in a bit of a bind. I told Cameron there would be the occasional out-of-town trip, but nothing like every week. This would probably take some management at home, but he had been really good about everything and I’m sure we could work through this.

Since it was Tuesday, he would be working from home today and the housekeeper would be there in the afternoon. Clara had warned me that she would need to take some time off in August to have her baby and wouldn’t probably be back to work until October. She again offered to help me find someone to fill in for her. I told her we would work something out but we were anxious to have her back when she was ready to go back to work. I was still planning to have Cameron fill in for her while she was out on maternity leave but I hadn’t told him about that yet. It looks like that was a discussion we would need to have soon.

—————

Cameron and I talked on the phone this afternoon coordinating dinner. He asked if I wanted to go out and I said that I would rather stay home as there were some things we needed to discuss.

“Let’s have a light supper; chicken and rice with maybe some veggies,” I suggested.

“Okay, I have everything here I need for that. I’ll put together a salad and maybe figure out some dessert.”

“Fantastic, Cam. How is Clara getting along.”

“So, Trish. Did you know about her being seven months’ pregnant?”

“Yes, she’s offered to find someone else to clean for us but I had another plan in mind. We’ll talk more tonight.”

“Okay. She’s such a wonderful helper, I don’t want to replace her.”

“I thought we might see about someone to fill in for her while she was out.”

“Just curious, would that person be me?”

“That was one of the options I was considering.”

“Would there be a uniform?”

“A definite possibility.”

“I’m anxious to discuss this with you later.”

“Thanks, Cam. I love you like crazy and can’t wait to get home.”

“I can’t wait to see you either. Kisses.”

Well, that was a little smoother than I thought it might be. From some of the things he’d read, I know this might be a fetish that I could exploit. At the same time, I wanted to handle it carefully to avoid it being too campy and not tip over into humiliation. The whole French Maid thing with locked-on six-inch heels serving guests at a dinner party would make me cringe, but maybe a black tunic with a white apron, tights, wedge shoes and a feather-duster might be fun. This would have to be done while I was home and it couldn’t interfere with work, so we would probably be limited to the weekend. I’ll propose some things and see what he thinks. I would need to provide some incentive which would be easy enough.

After a brief search for housekeeping uniforms, I found several I liked and stored them in my photos so we could look at them together.

—————

When I got home, we had our light but very tasty dinner complete with some lemon custard that Clara helped him make. As I thought back, normally our Tuesday evening meals were much better than normal, so I bet Clara has been teaching him how to cook. How wonderful; I know she’s a great cook. I really don’t want to lose her so hopefully we can make Cam filling in for her a success.

After our dinner and clean-up, we adjourned to the den and I got out my tablet.

“Cam, are you serious about filling in for Clara while she’s out?”

“How long will it be?”

“Probably ten to twelve weeks.”

“Would I have to clean during the weekdays? That might make it difficult to keep up at work.”

“It could be done in the evenings or over the weekend. Workdays would be a problem for both of us.”

“I was just kidding about the uniform.”

“I was serious. Here are some photos. What do you think of these?”

We went through them together and we both liked a professional looking dark gray tunic with white accents, a white full apron with black wedge shoes with about a two-inch heel. I proposed tights, but he really liked the idea of suntan pantyhose. I should have known. We also agreed on a second uniform with a similar look that was pants rather than a dress to give some flexibility. I agreed to help him for the first couple of weeks to get started, but I was hopeless with housekeeping which is why I hire it done.

I also asked Cameron if he could get next Tuesday afternoon off as PTO so he could work with Clara. I warned him his uniforms wouldn’t be here yet so he’d have to wear jeans. That resulted in a shocked expression. Gotcha.

After deciding what to do with uniforms, we both curled up on the sofa with our tablets to do a little reading. We were both behind on our pleasure reading so we were working together on a shared goal.

After a while, I started to feel a little bold and I gave Cam a look. “Hey, would you like to watch a little TV?”

“Okay, what would you like?”

“How about some porn?” I said, receiving the expected shocked expression.

“Ah…I’m not sure what channel that is on,” he said, looking at the remote.

“We can mirror our tablet. You’ve done that before, right?”

“Yeah, but my tablet is blocked.”

“Mine’s not. Do we need the VPN?”

“It’s probably best, that and a browser with a private browsing option.”

Some time ago I loaded the VPN and set it up on my tablet. I brought it up and got it started. I mirrored my tablet to the Smart TV and gave it to him.

“Find us some good porn.”

He started the browser and went to one of the porn sites. The first page looked kind of hard-core and we started looking through some of the other categories. We started watching a couple of handjob videos and I could tell he was getting a little uncomfortable inside his cage.

“What about pegging?” I asked.

“Wha…I…well…” he hedged. I grabbed the tablet and entered ‘pegging’ into the search box. There were a lot of videos.

“Have you seen any of these before?” I asked.

“Some of them.”

“Are there any good ones?”

He went through some pages and started one of the videos. There was a promo ad running in Spanish.

“Good to know the VPN is working,” I teased while he hit the skip button.

The video started to play as the actress stroked her very realistic-looking dildo, then added some lube. Her equipment was maybe a little larger than Cameron when he was hard. It attached to her waist with a rather plain-looking harness. As the camera panned back, the lady tightened the straps and smiled at the man on the bed in front of her. He was naked, hairless, and on his knees in the center of the bed.

“Oh, he has a chastity on. Is that one metal? Wow.”

Cameron shifted in his seat and finally responded.

“Something like that would be heavy and way uncomfortable.”

“Do we need to get you a metal one?” I asked, just to mess with him, although it was interesting to see his reaction.

“I like the one you bought me much better. I don’t know how I could hide something like that under my clothes at work.”

As I thought about that, I could only agree. It thrilled me that he preferred the one I bought for him.

The on-screen action continued as the woman put on a latex glove and added some lube to the forefinger. I bet I know where that lube is headed.

“So, is the one I got you pretty practical?” I asked, cuddling up next to him and stroking my finger up and down his zipper.

“Right now it’s not very comfortable, but usually it’s quite good,” he said, giving me a kiss on my forehead. “It was a really good choice.”

“That’s good to hear. I don’t buy them often and it was kind of hard to choose.”

Once the lube was in place, the actress moved up behind the man and aligned herself. The camera panned over, but it was a difficult shot to get. You could tell they were having problems recording the action with the awkward postures they placed the actors in.

“I wish they’d use a condom,” Cameron said quietly.

“Why is that?” I asked as the dildo slid between the man’s lower cheeks.

“Oh, um, I, ah…”

“Cameron, why?”

“To keep the dildo clean,” he responded, bashfully. “Maybe if the actor wanted to suck on it or something.”

That presented a different option that wasn’t depicted on the screen; the actor giving the actress’ dildo a blowjob.

The follow-up action was just several minutes of squeals, grunts and groans. The actress pulled out, the actor rolled over and stuffed a pillow under his hips, then she re-entered him. Given the time left on the video, it didn’t look like anything too much more interesting than a lot of more moaning was going to happen. I do admit this gave me a lot of good ideas and also made me quite hot.

We looked at the listing of similar videos and they were pretty much the same. There was some with chastity and without, some with spanking, some without, and some where the guy finally got himself off, and others not.

“So, the spanking thing, would that do it for you?”

“I don’t think so. I can imagine being in the zone and thinking about all the incredible feelings I was having, then have someone land a slap on my ass and break me out of it. I don’t know, am I making any sense?”

“So, what about being tied up?”

When I asked that question, he tensed up.

“I think the answer would be yes,” I teased, stroking the front of his pants again.

“Yes, maybe sometimes. That, and maybe you being on your back and with me on top.”

“Vibrator or no?”

“Oh my god yes!”

In my mind I was putting a hot scene together. I had ordered a double-dildo and a pink satin harness. I loved the look of the harness and wanted to wear something sexy and not the plain black harnesses they used for the videos.

He must know that I had ordered it since I was rather wicked and put the paperwork for it in his box of receipts.


Chapter 30

Thursday, July 16th

After our porn watching time on Tuesday, I had to break the news that I was having to go out of town today. He took it pretty well and he helped me pack for the trip. I included some skimpy underwear and my Magic Wand which gave him a smile.

Yesterday I got to thinking about something I wanted to order, so I grabbed my tablet and went through some of the chastity sites. I remember what he said about that metal chastity that the actor wore in the porn film. Cam thought it would be heavy and uncomfortable and that’s what I was looking for. I wanted something that I could use as punishment as there were a couple of times he got in a surly mood and I wanted something quick and physically uncomfortable to discourage his snapping at me. I could take away his porn and crossdressing sites or put him in the downstairs bathroom, but I wanted to keep those for more serious infractions.

I looked through the choices and read some reviews and one looked like it would do the trick. Some of the reviews were very unkind saying it was heavy, cold, uncomfortable and the lock made this annoying clicking sound when you moved. A common complaint was how it was impossible to disguise under clothing. It was also cheap, which was perfect. I ordered one and it would arrive next week.

I’d been hot after our porn-watching and Cam helped me out with some oral as I wasn’t ready for him to be out of his device yet. I had some plans for him this morning and also over the weekend and I wanted to make sure he was frantically hot by the time I got home from my trip.

I awoke spooned up behind him with my arm draped across his side and cupping his balls. I had taken to doing this and I knew it was rather exciting for him as I teased his sack with the end of my fingers and pressed my thumb against the plastic of his chastity. He would generally swell up and I could feel the chastity pulse against my hand. Normally I would only do this for a short while, but last night I fell asleep like this and that’s the way I awoke this morning. I hope he was able to sleep, but he hadn’t pushed my hand away so I think he was okay with it.

My alarm started to chime as I had set it a little early this morning. Cameron worked from home today and I had to go into work, then start off for the airport right after lunch. I squeezed his sack before I rolled over to quiet the alarm.

“Good morning, beautiful.”

“Beautiful, huh. I’m probably pretty much of a mess right now. I wanted to get up a little early. Let me go comb my hair and brush my teeth, then I’ll be right back.”

“Okay.”

I took a few minutes in the bathroom to clean up but put my nightgown back on. I went back to Cam and offered him the key to his chastity.

“Go clean up then come back,” I said, putting the key in his palm and wrapping his fingers around it.

As I suspected, he hurried into the bathroom as I pulled out a towel and some lube and put them under my pillow. A few minutes later he reappeared with his long rod sticking out in front of him. I had him stand in front of me and reached under my pillow for the lube, spreading it across his incredible hardness then clicking the lid closed. I stroked him as I told him what an incredible specimen of manhood he had, which caused him to swell up even more.

“Lay on your back, sweetie. I want to get you settled so you aren’t so tense while I’m out of town.”

“What about you?”

“I’ve got my vibe so I’ll be okay. You will be home all chaste and I don’t want you to get all swelled up and break your cage.”

“It’s pretty strong, but I appreciate you looking out for me.”

I pushed him onto his back and started a slow stroke while I gripped his sack with my left hand. He was hard as iron as I dropped my mouth to his stem and pressed my left forefinger into his perineum. I slowly sucked, wrapping my right hand tightly around the root of his member. He started to pant as I continued my oral assault. I used my left hand to grab for the towel, but it was slightly out of reach and I didn’t want to break away from what I was doing. I made the decision to go ahead and take him in my mouth. I replaced my hand and gripped firmly as his breath started to get ragged.

“Trish, I’m really close,” he warned. I thought that was sweet. I sucked deeper as I felt the sensations of him about to shoot.

“Trish…” he said, as I continued my ministrations. Where I should have felt this degrading to have him shoot in my mouth, it was actually empowering. I was making the decision and not allowing him to say no. He was under my power and if I stopped, the moment would be lost. I wanted to do this for him.

My head bounced up and down on his rod and a final squeeze of his sack caused him to erupt. The sticky and salty taste filled my mouth as he thrust himself toward me, a shrill scream filling the room.

When he finally stopped pulsing, I removed my lips from his now-shrinking rod. I’d considered grabbing the towel and spitting into that, but I decided to swallow instead. It wasn’t horrible but I wouldn’t want a steady diet of it either.

I did get the towel and wiped my face as he finally started breathing normally.

“Trish…” he said sweetly. “That was amazing.”

I thought about having this strange taste in my mouth during my flight to Cincinnati, but I didn’t want to say anything. Maybe some mouthwash will help.

“That was amazing for me also, honey. So, no swelling inside your cage, is that right?”

“No. No problem there.”

“We both need to get to work. I’ll let you rest here and take the bathroom first, then we’ll have some breakfast,” I said, giving him a brief kiss then heading for the bath.

When I was done in the bathroom, I came out and said “Next” and then started to get dressed. He came out of the bathroom slightly later and gave me a sweet kiss, then put the key to his chastity over my neck.

“Drop them. I need to check,” I said as he lowered his pants and briefs. I knew he would have secured himself, but I wanted him to know I could check. I moved the tube from side to side, inspected the fit of the ring and the lock. It all looked good.

“All buttoned up. Looks good,” I told him.

“I’ll make you some breakfast,” he offered.

“Could you carry my suitcase downstairs for me?”

“Sure, honey, I’ll put it in the trunk of your car.”

“Thank you. I’ll be right down.”


Chapter 31

Sunday, July 19th

My trip last week was quite successful. The directors I met with were very positive about the promotion we had developed and was also quite pleased we were able to use some of the themes of their old designs but give them an updated look. Their travel office did a splendid job with all the flights and accommodations and it was a very comfortable trip.

When I arrived home Friday afternoon, Cameron was happy to see me and had made me a beautiful dinner along with some excellent wine. He caught me up on the finances, we reviewed his goals, which he’d been doing a good job of maintaining, and later watched some TV, just no porn this time.

Since my tablet was all set up for streaming porn, I did take advantage of the fast Wi-Fi at the hotel to review some other videos. It was research, I bargained with myself, however I did have the Magic Wand handy while I was watching it.

When we went to bed Friday evening, Cam noticed that I didn’t have the key around my neck.

“I hope you didn’t leave it in Cincinnati,” he teased.

“No, but I did leave it at work; for real this time.”

“Really…oh.”

“You’ll live.”

By Saturday evening, he was a wreck and was an absolute kiss machine.

“I really need you, Trish.”

“Cam, you’ll have to wait until Monday. I’m not going to drive to work, but maybe you can do something for me,” I said, pulling up my nightgown and he dropped down and gave me a half-dozen delightful orgasms. I then curled up beside him and stroked his soft balls as he pulsed inside his chastity.

This afternoon, we walked hand-in-hand down to the local park and threw the Frisbee around. Cam said he needed to get a few more steps to keep up with his goals, but even so we had a great time being together. There were a lot of kisses in the park as well.

Nothing was said about the key to his chastity but he was incredibly clingy and had a hard time keeping his hands off me. After our walk, we came back to the house and curled up on the sofa watching TV. There was no porn, just a dumb movie and I was having a hard time focusing.

As it got late, I took him by the hand and led him to the bedroom and we helped one another get undressed.

“Would you like to see my new toy?” I asked as I opened the drawer and pulled out a vinyl pouch. I had him look inside and his eyes went wide as he saw what I’d ordered.

“It’s beautiful,” he said, holding the very realistic double dildo in his hands. It has a lifelike color, shape and feel with a small end that goes into me and a larger end for him.

“The harness is pretty, too,” he said. The FAQs say the harness isn’t necessary, but I thought I would try it with the harness first, then maybe in the future, when I was more confident, try it without.

“So, would you like to help me get ready,” I said, sitting on the side of the bed and opening myself up to him. He dropped to the floor in front of me and started kissing and licking until I was completely wet and had a couple of small orgasms to boot. I took the small end of the dildo and pushed it into me, then attached the harness and he helped me adjust the straps.

“They said it was dishwasher safe, so I tried it and they’re right,” I reported, letting him know the item was completely clean. I put a little of the flavored lube on it and crooked my finger at him. He dropped to his knees and took my new appendage into his mouth. I looked at the mirror above the dresser and couldn’t believe what a hot image this was. He continued to give me head until I thought I would explode.

“Would you like to try it?” I asked, reaching under my pillow and pulling out a towel, a snug-fit condom and a latex glove.

“Uh-huh,” was the response as his eyes grew big as saucers. I snapped the glove into place and had him lay on his side on the bed as I spread the lube on my latex finger just like the lady in the video. I gently lubed his virgin space as his breath quickened.

I nosily removed the glove, turning it inside out and wrapping it in tissue, then gave him the foil pouch.

“Can you make sure we’re safe?” I teased, lying on my back with the phallus sticking up like a flagpole.

“Of course.” He opened the pouch an put the condom in place, covering my plastic cock with more lube. He straddled me and asked if I was ready.

“Let me feel you, Cam,” I whispered as I placed my hands on his hips, guiding him to my stem. It was a little surreal for me to see his cock locked up in the chastity, but this was how a lot of the videos depicted the scene so I went with it.

I felt him cautiously enter his virgin space with my toy, moving slowly to get accustomed to the new sensation. After several starts and stops, I felt him bottom himself onto my plastic cock. I reached to the base of the device and started the vibrator.

“Oh god, Trish. That feels wonderful,” he said as he started to move up and down on my hard shaft.

“It feels good for me also,” I told him. The ridges on the bottom and the vibrations gave me a tingling sensation. He continued to pump and I cried out as an orgasm overtook me. Where did that come from?

He slowed due to exertion and leaned forward. I wrapped him in my arms and offered him one of my breasts which he began to suckle. As he did so, I continued to thrust my appliance back and forth into his tight space. The vibrations tickling my pussy coupled with his sucking of my nipple caused me to orgasm yet again. I really regret leaving that key at work but I hoped this would make my planned session with him tomorrow night all the more intense. I reached back and stopped the vibrator and he covered my mouth with a massive kiss.

“This feels wonderful, Trish.”

“Well, you get on your hands and knees and I’m going to fuck you a good one,” I warned him.

He raised from me and took his place on the bed, legs spread so I could nestle up behind him.

I added a bit more lube and checked the condom to make sure everything still looked okay, then pressed myself into him. I started the vibe again and pumped in and out of his tight space as he writhed beneath me, his breath coming in gasps. He cried out again and again in delight as I drove into him, finally wearing myself out so much I couldn’t continue.

I bottomed myself into him and hugged him tightly, reaching back to turn off the vibe.

“Did that feel okay, sweetie?” I asked.

“Oh, Trish. That was incredible…you are incredible.”

“So, is this a one-time thing?”

“Nooooo. I love this!!!”

“Alright, that was my feeling too. I just wanted to make sure. Maybe next time you’ll be tied to the headboard.”

“Oh my god, Trish. Any time.”

“Where I kind of like having my hard cock driven all the way into your fine butt, I need to get cleaned up and go to bed. We both need to go to work in the morning.”

“Thank you, Trish. Just saying thanks doesn’t do it justice, but that’s all I have.”

“Well, I’ll try to remember my key tomorrow if you think you’ll be ready for round two.”

“I’ll be ready.”

I pulled out of him slowly and headed for the bathroom. I removed the condom, wrapped it in tissue and dropped it in the trash, then took off the harness and the dildo. What a fantastic investment this was.


Chapter 32

Monday, July 20th

My workday was full of dull meetings and follow-ups on the site visit last week. Everyone was excited about what the customer was planning, but my thoughts were to having my fake penis buried into Cameron and what a turn on that was for both of us.

Before I forgot, I retrieved the key from my desk drawer and put it around my neck. Damn, I was ready for tonight and based on the content of a couple of messages I received from Cam, he was ready to see me as well.

It looks like the customer wanted to have me for another visit toward the end of the month. I checked my calendar and the timing would work well. My period would start about that time and thankfully it should be over by Cameron’s birthday. I may skip one white pill just to make sure.

I was brown bagging in my office again when Eve knocks on the door.

“Come in, Eve,” I said brightly.

“Everything okay in Cincinnati?”

“It was a great trip and all the people I talked to are on board with what we have proposed. I expected to have some no-talent pencil-neck trying to redline things and make changes, but it’s not happening.”

“It is a very solid proposal. You should be proud of the work you are doing. I know Jimmy and I are pulling for you.”

“That’s great to hear.”

“Starting soon we are going to be bringing in some interns from the local community college. Would you like one to help you this year?”

“That would be great. Some of my files are a mess and I’ve been doing quite a bit of running stuff back and forth to production. I could use the help.”

“I’ll make sure you get a good one. They’ll be here right after school starts.”

“Sounds good.”

“That’s all I have but I again want to say how pleased we all are with how you have been keeping track of everything. Let us know if you are starting to get bogged down and we’ll make sure we get you some help.”

“Right now I’m good, but the intern sounds promising.”

“I’ll leave you to it then. Enjoy what’s left of your lunch and we’ll talk soon,” she said, raising from her chair and heading out the door.

That’s pretty radical. Not waiting until you get completely buried and start missing your deadlines before getting you some help. I could get used to this.

In the afternoon, I got a message from Cameron that said he had requested tomorrow afternoon off as PTO so he could work with Clara. That would be the last day she would be at our house before she went on maternity leave.

I watched as the clock on my computer dragged minute by minute until quitting time. A little before five, I gave up, logged out and headed for the door. I looked both ways when I got to the hall to make sure someone wasn’t coming to dump a bunch of work on me and hurried to my car. I touched the front of my blouse to make sure I had the key.

When I got home, Cam wasn’t home yet so I went upstairs to change out of my pants suit into something a bit more provocative. I’m sure Cameron will like the flirty summer dress I wore with my nude hose and kitten heels. I’m turning into a tramp but after last night, I wanted him bad.

I pulled my hair out of the clip and brushed it, tied it back with a long sash, bathed myself in perfume and headed downstairs when I heard him pull in.

He came in the door with several sacks of food that smelled great…Mexican.

“Hello, Trish. I like the outfit.”

I took the bags out of his hand and put them on the table, then pressed him against the counter, grinding myself against him and giving him a passionate kiss.

“Oh, a little tense I guess.”

“I’m more than tense. I want to jump you so bad but the food won’t keep so let’s eat.”

“Calm down,” he told me, stroking his finger across my cheek. “I’ll make sure you get everything you need. Let me put some plates on the table. Burritos, tacos, rice and beans.

“Great! Then dessert!?!”

He gave me a sweet kiss, “Yes, then dessert.”

He got some beers out of the refrigerator for us, then we started on the food. It was just fast-food Mexican where I prefer something more authentic, but this would do nicely. It was quick and there was effortless cleanup.

We talked about our workplaces as I stroked a stocking-covered foot along his pants leg, finally putting the foot in his lap. He gave me a cute smile and shifted in his chair as I poked his chastity with my toe. He lightly stroked my leg which was driving me wild.

We cleaned up after dinner and he looked at me with a grin.

“So, are you interested in some TV? There’s this nature documentary that I really want to see.”

“I’m kind of interested in something, but it’s not a documentary,” I said as I pulled the sash out of my hair and tied his hands with it.

“I guess this means no television,” he chuckled as I dragged him up the stairs towards the bedroom.

I sat on my makeup chair and positioned him in front of me. I checked to make sure Grandma’s hairbrush was within easy reach.

I opened his belt and pushed his pants and undershorts to his ankles, then took the key from around my neck and pointed at his chastity.

“Remove it!”

“Yes, madam,” he said as he opened the lock and separated the tube from the ring. He removed the tube, then the ring, and put everything on the dresser beside the hairbrush.

“Hand me that,” I said, pointing at the brush, “and lay across my lap.” He did so and I locked his legs with mine.

“So you thought you could bribe me with Mexican food, is that it?” I said, giving him a sharp whack.

“No…I just…Ah.”

“You had me so hot at work today I couldn’t concentrate. You know what happens in a situation like that, don’t you?”

“Ahem, yes. I get a spanking.”

“Yes, that’s exactly what happens,” I said striking his tender behind. “You better start counting.”

“One,” he said. I could feel his rod pulse between my thighs as I massaged his rear, then gave him another swat.

“Two.”

“So, are you going to apologize,” I asked.

“You mean for the Mexican food?!?”

I gave him a harder swat. “No, for keeping me horny all day thinking about you.”

“I’m sorry, Trish. I didn’t mean to do that.”

Swat. “You stopped counting. Did you lose track.”

“Three,” he said, probably afraid I was going to make him start over.

“That’s better. So, what are you going to do to make me feel better.”

“I’m going to bring you so much pleasure you’re going to beg me to stop.”

“You mean with your tongue or that pretty cock of yours.”

“Both.”

“I like the sound of that.” I let him stand but didn’t untie him yet, even though the bonds weren’t that tight and he could probably slip free.

“You stay there for a minute while I take off my hose. You didn’t forget what you promised, did you?”

“Oh no, I didn’t forget.”

I slid the hose off my legs as well as my thong panties and he kneeled to the floor in front of me. He used his tied hands to tease my clit before he dropped his mouth to my center.

“You taste wonderful, Trish,” he said as he started tonguing me. I added some of the strawberry lube to my clit before I got dressed.

“I’m not begging you to stop yet; just letting you know.”

“I’m in no hurry. This could take all night.”

He continued to tongue me until I lost count of the number of times I came. Once he asked me if I was ready to have him stop and I told him I was just getting started.

I was getting dizzy and I pushed him back and had him rise. I untied his wrists and looked at him sternly.

“I’m just taking this off so I can get you naked. I’m not done with you yet.”

“Yes madam. I’m at your service.”

I took off his shirt and tee-shirt, then pushed him to his back on the bed. I dropped my lips to his beautiful cock and gave it a kiss.

“I’ve been dreaming about this beautiful piece of work all day. How did you expect me to concentrate,” I said, dropping my lips to his rod.

He started to pant and I pulled back and I took the tip of his penis between my thumb and forefinger and gave it a squeeze.

“You weren’t thinking about squirting yet, were you.”

“No, it just felt really good.”

“It’s not going to feel good if you come before I let you.”

“I promise.”

“Good,” I said as I started to stroke his rigid stem. After edging him a few times, I mounted him and bottomed myself on his swollen stem.

I started to move and he thrust against me in sync. I was having a series of small orgasms and I could feel him tighten his muscles to delay his explosion. When I didn’t think he could take any more, I rolled onto my back and dragged him on top of me.

“Cameron, I need you,” I whimpered.

“I’m here for you, Trish.”

He drove himself into me slowly, but I was not interested in slow right now. I grabbed his hips and I thrust myself against him in a frantic display of sexual deprivation.

“Please, please, Cam. I need you.”

That was all it took and he delivered a river of his seed inside me, rapidly thrusting against me until he was completely depleted. We both crumpled into a heap of quivering flesh. I found his lips and gave him a massive hug and kiss and he hugged me tightly as well. Damn that was intense.


Chapter 33

Saturday, July 25th

Cameron had a good experience working with Clara on Tuesday although she was a bit confused what was going on. I’d told her that Cam and I would do the cleaning together during her absence but didn’t go into too many details.

Cam’s metal chastity had arrived and on Wednesday evening, I had the opportunity to try it out. He was annoyed about something at work and barked at me when I came home.

“Where have you been?” He snapped.

“I had to work late. You would have known that if you would have looked at your phone!”

He grabbed his phone and his face fell as he saw the text I’d sent him. “I didn’t see your message.”

“Apparently it was just a waste of my time to send it to you.”

“Ah, something came up at work…”

“And that stopped you from looking at my text. We put on a distinctive chime so you would know it was me,” I hissed.

“Look, Trish…”

“No, you look. I’m not going to have you talking to me like that- ever. If you have a problem with work, it’s nothing to do with me. Are we clear on that?”

“But it’s just that…”

“Apparently we’re not communicating. Come with me,” I shouted, walking to the bedroom.

He followed me and I went to my dresser and took out the metal chastity.

I handed it to him and said, “I want you to wear this to remind you what happens when you talk to me like that.”

“I’m sorry, Trish. I just lashed out.”

“Well, this is what happens when you just lash out.”

He went into the bathroom and put on the metal device. I had ordered the tube smaller than his other one so that would be something else to add to the discomfort.

He returned a bit later and I asked him how it worked.

“It’s really heavy and uncomfortable.”

“You mean uncomfortable like I felt when you growled at me earlier. After a few days you’ll get used to it.”

“I’m really sorry, Trish.”

“And I’m going to make sure of that.”

“How long do I have to wear it?”

“I haven’t decided yet. But if you do a bunch of whining, it may be a long time. Can I see it?”

The device made a big bulge in his pants. He unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants and undershorts. It was huge, heavy, and ugly. His stem was stuffed tightly inside and some of his skin was poking through the metal bars. The padlock clicked whenever he moved. This would make a good punishment.

“I think that should keep you secure and you’ll remember what we talked about.”

“Where is the key?”

“Somewhere safe. The key is big and ugly and I don’t want it hanging around my neck.”

“Oh…” was all he could say, replacing his pants and walking off with the clicking sound a constant reminder.

—————

I made him spend the night in the guest room because of his fidgeting and the annoying sound the chastity made as the padlock hit the metal frame.

By morning, he was very contrite and he apologized profusely for snapping at me. To make up, he made me a nice breakfast with all my favorite foods.

I let him change back to his plastic chastity with the warning that I would keep the metal one handy in the event of any further disrespectful episodes. He promised he would remember, and I was pretty sure he would.

From there things turned around and toward the end of the week, there had been some amazing successes for both Cameron and me. Cam got over his funk when he got to sit in on an interview for an additional developer for his team here in Joliet. They found a great candidate that graduated from the same school he did. They were still looking for another person, but they wanted to wait until the new guy had been trained before they brought in someone else. It looked like some of the workload might be spread around a little and there would be a little less stress for him.

I received a bouquet of flowers from the company president in Cincinnati. They had a focus group look at the work we had been doing and everyone was wildly supportive. They said I’d ticked all the boxes in the card that accompanied the flowers. Wow.

—————

I awoke this morning with Crystal snuggled up beside me wearing a purple lace nightgown. I thought it was an appropriate reward for all the good things that brother Cameron had been doing both at work and home. I couldn’t be more pleased with his progress on his goals and he was able to use some of his Spanish the last time we went out for Mexican.

Since today was Saturday, it would be the first day we would do some housekeeping together. Clara had provided me a list of the things she usually did and I shared a reminder on our phones with a list of tasks. Having everything listed out made it look like quite a job and I would be interested in Crystal’s reaction when she saw the list hit her reminders this morning at 9AM.

This morning I thought she could try on her new housekeeper’s outfit, then she could make us breakfast and we’d start down through the list of tasks.

Crystal stirred beside me and I gave her a big hug.

“Good morning, honey. How did you sleep?” I asked.

“Oh Trish. I love being here with you in this beautiful nightgown. Thank you for getting it for me.”

“I like having you pretty. Speaking of which, I thought we would try your new uniform today since Clara won’t be here this week.”

“That would be cool. I cleaned some stuff up while you were working late last week so it shouldn’t be too bad.”

“No, but I have a list of stuff we can run through and check off so we don’t miss anything.”

“Oh, another goal I take it.”

“Yes, sweetie. Another goal.”

“Do we have to get up now. I want to stay here and have you wrap me in your arms.”

“Okay, for a little while, then we need to get up, get you all pretty and have breakfast.”

With that, she melted into my arms and I hugged her tightly as we spent a few minutes together being best girlfriends.”

—————

After we got Crystal all fixed up for the day, she was riveted to the mirror looking at herself. We did more makeup than would be needed for a day of cleaning, plus we pulled her hair back, applied the ponytail extension and I gave it a long braid. I tied it at the bottom with a big bow and it looked cute as hell. The uniform fit her very well, and she was pleased with the look of the suntan support pantyhose and her black wedge pumps. After I added some jewelry, she looked like an actress in a television commercial rather than someone cleaning the toilets in the upstairs bathroom. She did love the look and I was having a hard time getting her away from the mirror.

“Crystal,” I said, “we need to get some breakfast.”

“Oh, sorry Trish. What would you like.”

“Something light so we can get to cleaning. I’m thinking yogurt and banana.”

“Yes, ma’am,” she said with a smile and a curtsy.

I pointed to the door and said ‘go’ and she hustled down the stairs.

After our breakfast and a chime on her phone listing out the tasks in front of us, she elicited a groan.

“Now you realize what Clara does for us every week.”

“Really!?! When it’s all listed out, it looks like a lot.”

“There are checkboxes for each completed task,” I said, eliciting another sigh.

“Oh, so we have metrics to determine my adherence to the goal?”

“Of course,” I responded, matter-of-factly.

“And probably a suitable punishment for non-compliance.”

“Oh, not right away, but later. I’m thinking more in terms of rewards for positive results.”

“Okay. I’d better get started then, probably in the kitchen which is where Clara usually starts.”

“I’ll help by putting away the dishes in the dishwasher and cleaning up after our breakfast.”

“I’ll start on the refrigerator,” Crystal said with a wink, selecting the first item on the list.”

—————

It was several hours of work to get everything on the list checked off. I was running the sweeper on the stairway which was the remaining item to be checked off while crystal swept and dusted the entryway. That was something that wasn’t on the list, but I would add it later.

Where I know that some of the FLR adherents advocated the woman to sit reading while the male completed the household chores, I was a little uncomfortable with that. I made half the mess so I should be responsible for some of the cleaning. I wasn’t going to tell Crystal that just yet. Maybe at some point I would feel comfortable going into my office and doing stuff for work, but for right now I wanted to help. I made a mental note to ask Sharon how she handled that.

After we finished, I gave Crystal a big hug and told her how nice everything looked.

“Thanks for all the help, Trish.”

“Well, it helped me to know what was needed to be done. I’ll be adding a few more tasks to the reminder template.”

“Oh, great.”

“So, let’s go upstairs and change clothes. I’d like to take you over to Shorewood and get a little dinner and maybe go to the mall.”

She brightened at that thought. Shorewood was on the other side of the river and about twenty minutes away. We wouldn’t see anybody we knew there.

“Let’s do it! Will you help me find something to wear?”

“Sure, honey. I’ll follow you and we’ll make you all sexy.”

“Can I keep my hair like this? I really like it.”

“I like it too.”

After a few minutes going through her closet and finding her a summer dress, we headed for the bath to fix makeup.

“Maybe just a bit more mascara and a darker lipstick, Crystal.”

“What about shoes?”

“Your mid-heel pumps would look nice with that dress.”

“I think so too.”

We headed to the car a little after five so we should be able to find a restaurant before the crowd.

“I’m thinking Fridays, Applebee’s or something like that.”

“Whichever you prefer. I like them both.”

We found a chicken restaurant in Shorewood that was kind of off the beaten path but was excellent. It was kind of a KFC knockoff but the food was served quick, hot and everything was very tasty. The biscuits were to die for.

After dinner, we headed for the mall to check out some stores. Crystal asked what we were looking for and I hedged and said we were just shopping.

“If you see something you like, let me know,” I told her.

“I will,” was the response. With all the work she did today, I thought if we found a cute dress or a skirt and top, I would get it for her.

We were going through sale racks and I found a dress in her size that I thought she would look good in. It would be about knee length with three-quarter sleeves that would be good for summer or fall.

“What about this one, sweetie?”

“That’s cute.”

“Would you try it on for me?”

“I guess so. How much is it?”

“It’s on sale, don’t worry. Here, go grab a dressing room and I’d like to see it. I’ll hold your purse.”

I think she really liked the dress because there was no hesitation in going to get changed.

A few minutes later she came back out wearing the dress. She was beaming with excitement.

“What do you think?” she asked, biting her lip.

“I really like the look. How does it fit?”

“Great, I think.”

“Let me see,” I said having her turn and seeing how the dress fit on her hips and shoulders.

“Would you like me to get it for you?”

“Only if you want to.”

“Don’t be silly. You’ve earned it with all the help you were today. Go ahead and get changed back and we’ll look at some other things, but this one is a keeper.”

“Thank you, Trish. I really love it. And I really love you.”

“I love you too, Crystal.”

We got her a couple of other accessories, plus I talked her into getting her ears pierced. It took quite a bit of assurance, and maybe a bit of forcefulness on my part, but she now has a small gold ball in each ear. Cameron will probably be doing some explaining at work on Monday, but they shouldn’t be too noticeable. At least that’s what I told Crystal.

“You will love pierced earrings rather than the clips,” I said.

“I know. Thank you for convincing me.”

After our shopping excursion, we went back home and hung up her new clothes and put away her new things. By that time, it was getting late.

“So Crystal, same choice as last time; sleeping in the nightgown or Cameron sleeps in his chastity.”

“Nightgown please.”

“Okay, but the chastity goes on in the morning. I need Cameron to help me with some things in the yard.”

“Thank you, Trish. I won’t forget.”


Chapter 34

Tuesday, July 28th

Everything was going according to the FLR playbook and both Cameron and I were extremely happy both at work and at home. Except for a couple of instances, Cam has been very manageable and will accept my making decisions for us without complaint. Even when there is a complaint, they evaporate when I grab my tablet and threaten to remove some privileges. Only once did I threaten the metal chastity and that calmed him down quickly.

Sex has been fantastic, however I have consciously reduced the frequency that we get together so we are both more excited when the time comes.

I had lunch with Sharon the other day and she thought it was great the way everything is working out at home. She was intrigued about my use of the crossdressing as a reward for Cameron. This wasn’t something that Dennis had an interest in, but she was very complementary about how I was using it; especially about getting the uniform for the housekeeper.

“Oh, Sharon. That was something I wanted to ask about. Right now, when Crystal is doing housework, I’m helping because I feel bad if I don’t do something.”

“Trish, that is a great transition, but you’ll probably be able to back off from helping in time. For me, I purposely kept getting in Dennis’ way and he finally insisted that I let him do it alone.”

“That is awful, Sharon,” I said laughing.

“It worked! Now I go out and work in the flower bed.”

“I don’t want to just lounge around eating chocolates like some of the sites suggest.”

“I agree. Is there some project you can do that would be productive?”

“I have an idea! My investment site is running some online seminars about investing in stocks. I might be able to do something like that while the housekeeper is working away.”

“That would be a great idea.”

—————

It was Tuesday, Cameron’s day for remote work, and I let him know I would be a few minutes late getting home. I had some proofing come in that I needed to finish up before I left for the day.

Cam replied instantly thanking me for letting him know.

Earlier I had notifications that he went to the store, the flower shop and the wine shop today, so I figure there will be a nice meal this evening. I’m going to miss all the spyware I have on his phone when his birthday comes next week.

As I worked through the documents in front of me, I thought about how it has been some time since we’ve got together. I skipped my last birth control pill yesterday so my period would probably start tomorrow. Tonight would be a good time for us to get together for a little boy-girl action.

I’ll be heading back to Cincinnati for a meeting on Friday so I’ll spend Thursday night on the road. Then next week on the fifth is Cameron’s birthday which will be twenty-six for him. Also on August tenth will be our two-month FLR anniversary. I wonder how we should celebrate. All this time thinking about home is not helping me with my proofing and causing me to work even later.

—————

When I got home, Cameron had a nice bouquet for me on the dining room table, two glasses set out and the wine opened to breathe and a dinner that smelled delicious.

“Welcome home, sweetie. I’ve missed you.”

“I’ve missed you too, Cam. Sorry to be so late.”

“I know. When you are an important professional, sometimes things come up and you need to work overtime,” he teased.

“Well, I plan a little overtime together this evening,” I said with a smile.

“How about some wine and you can tell me about your day.”

“That sounds good.”

“I’ll let you do the tasting. I think you’ll like what I picked out.”

—————

After a nice dinner, we curled up on the sofa in front of the television to relax. There was some more wine that Cam judiciously recorded in his health app.

It was more kissing and feeling up than relaxing but it felt good to be close. He told me about things that were going on at work and it all sounded good.

He asked me about my trip this Friday and I explained it was going to be a presentation to some of the other divisions and there might be more work coming our way.

“Are you still working the account by yourself?” he asked, taking a sip of his wine.

“For right now. I’ve got an intern coming in next month, but if work comes through from some of the other divisions, I may need to hire someone.”

“I’m so proud of you, Trish. I want you to know that.”

“Thank you, Cameron. We’ve both had a lot to do with the success of this. Your helping around the house, entering the receipts, the shopping, cooking and cleaning up is a huge help.”

He stroked his finger across my cheek. “I love you, Trish. I never thought I could love someone as much as I do you.”

“Oh, you’re going to make me cry…” I said, my eyes misting, “I love you like crazy as well.”

A kiss came my way that shook me down to my toes. It was electric and my body tingled as the kiss deepened. Damn, he is a hell of a kisser.

When the kiss broke, I stared at him for several seconds trying to catch my breath.

“That was a hell of a kiss, Mister.”

“So, if we went to the bedroom, could I kiss you someplace else.”

“Would it feel as good as that last kiss?”

“Oh, I can guarantee that.”

—————

True to his promise, he kissed me about everywhere on my body and by the time I took off his chastity, I was ready to fuck him like crazy. We both screamed with the intensity of a massive simultaneous orgasm then a lot of time just holding one another.

“So, is that going to hold you until your birthday?” I asked.

“I might make it but I’ll be thinking about you a lot.”

“I’ll be thinking about you too.”

He was quiet for a moment, then hugged me closer.

“Trish, I want you to know that I’m so very happy.”

“Boy, get you off and you can get pretty appreciative.”

“I’m serious. I love what we are doing and what you are doing for us. I sometimes think of what it was like when we were just living together rather than having a real life. That is what you brought into this relationship, a real life for both of us, and I can’t thank you enough.”

“But sometimes it’s hard, isn’t it? Sometimes I wonder if I’m doing the right thing when I’m so demanding.”

“It’s only hard when I screw up. You are demanding, yes, but I have one job; to make you happy. If things get bad for me, it’s my own doing. By demonstrating my respect, I receive the most precious reward in the world; to make you smile.”

Now it was my turn to be quiet. He gets it; and now, at long last, I get it as well. The key to FLR; the realization that as much responsibility as I’ve placed on Cameron, I’ve got a lot of responsibility as well. I have to let him know how much I love him because that is the one thing he craves the most. The food groups, the chastity, the rewards; and also the punishments; they are all just a means to an end. The end is that amazing bond shared by two people that are desperately in love with each other.

He excused himself and went into the bathroom. He came back a short time later and lovingly placed the key to his chastity around my neck. And yes, I gave him a big smile and a heartfelt thank you.


Epilogue

Wednesday, August 5th

Cameron’s Birthday

The day started early with both of us cuddled up in bed. My period was just finishing and I hoped that Cameron and I could get together this evening so I could give him a special birthday present.

It was his day for remote working but I told him to plan dinner out, maybe a bottle of wine and we’d come home a little ripped, take off his chastity and do a little playing. He thought my plan was a good one.

During my lunch with Sharon last Saturday, she gave me a heads up on some things that were going to happen today on his computer and devices. We had set this to be his eighteenth birthday so a lot of the parental controls on his electronics would expire as he was now considered an adult by his technology.

As Sharon explained, the technology companies had a big hang-up about privacy and their notion was that even a twelve-year-old had the right to privacy. This caused a lot of the parents’ groups to go to their legislators and insist on laws that would mandate the ability for parents to exercise some control over these devices to prevent children from being stalked, groomed, or accessing porn and other dangerous websites. To avoid legislation, the technology companies caved and provided the needed parental controls, but they insisted they would cease to function on a person’s eighteenth birthday. They couldn’t find a good mechanism to validate the birthdates of the device users, so the situation exists that the user simply puts in their birthdate. Surprisingly, it is possible to change a person’s birthday. Most youngsters want to make themselves older so they can escape the parental controls, but that ability was taken away with a security setting. An adult account can always be changed to make them younger. This is the trick we used to hijack Cameron’s devices. As of today, those controls now become optional and it would be quite easy to delete all the controls we put on his devices.

This morning, Cameron was bright and cheerful and I had some presents wrapped and stacked up for both him and Crystal. He was excited to find out what was inside those presents and I was excited to show them to him as well.

Work for both of us had been going extraordinarily well with both of us being given many more challenging assignments which raised our visibility in our respective companies. Where I would usually receive a bonus for my work, for the first time this year, Cameron had received a bonus as well. I had a few moments of panic from the FLR perspective when I figured he would want to open a separate account for his bonus the same as I did. Instead, he asked me if he could put his money in my investment account.

“Cameron, I’d be happy to do that, but your name isn’t on that account. Your bonus would end up going into my name.”

“Trish, I know what you have been doing with the accounts and I want you to know I trust you. For the first few weeks when I started working on the books, I was a little steamed when you kept making excuses about giving me the account passwords. From the FLR site you shared with me, I read about the Finances food group. I know what you have been doing and I’m fine with it.

This kind of rocked me a little bit. I thought I did a good job of stalling but he figured out what I was doing.

“Cameron, I don’t want you angry. This is just the best way I have of keeping control of the finances.”

“Trish, I’m not angry. I trust you completely. I know what you are doing and why. I would be thrilled if you put my bonus in your account. I know if I ever need anything and can justify it, you’ll make sure I’ll get it. That’s the way it has worked so far and I don’t have a single complaint.

“I’m so pleased to hear that.”

“Well, maybe the thing with that Xbox game console, but it worked out when you made me wait because we caught it on sale.”

That got me laughing. I was just being obstinate and knew it was something he really wanted but he was having a hard time making a case for it. When I finally got it for him, I put limits on the days of the week he could use it and the amount of time he could spend. Presently he has two hours per day on the weekends and a half-hour between six and nine o’clock in the evenings on weekdays. If he wants more time he can ask for it, but I usually say no. I can also block his console completely if he doesn’t make his goals.

“And Trish, I’m pleased with what is happening with our household finances. Our emergency fund is in good shape, the vacation account is on track, and we are even putting money back for a down-payment on a house. I’m not even going to pretend these things would be happening if you weren’t managing the finances.”

My eyes filled with tears and I had to look away.

“Those better be tears of joy; just saying.”

“Yes, they are, honey. They are.”

—————

It was in the middle of the afternoon when I got a call from Cameron.

“Hi, Cam…” I said, “how’s the birthday.”

“I just got out of a videoconference with the group in Berlin. They are launching a new product and are putting me in charge of one of the modules. I’m supposed to interview a couple of people to add to the team and I will be the senior developer.”

“That’s fantastic news.”

“I think so, yes. How’s things with you.”

“All good. Customer is happy and the people here are pleased as well.”

“Um, on another note, there has been something that’s come up that has me puzzled and I’m trying to figure out what it means. Have you done something to my tablet.”

“No, what’s happened?”

“There are some buttons and settings that have appeared that I’ve never seen before.”

“Oh, I think I know what’s going on. Is this something we can talk about when I get home?”

“Sure. I’ll just make sure not to do anything with these settings.”

“Okay. I’ll try to get home a little early so we can open your presents.”

“I love you, Trish.”

“And I love my birthday-boy. See you soon.”

—————

I was able to get home about a half-hour early and Cam was still working on his office computer. Our laptop was running on the desk as well. When he saw me, he logged out of his work machine, came over and gave me a big kiss.

“Are you ready to open your presents?” I asked.

“Maybe in a bit. Can I have you look at my phone and tablet?”

“Sure, let’s go into the den. If this is what I think it is, it will be a long conversation.”

He grabbed his devices and we went to the den and I turned on some soft music. He sat beside me and brought up the app that recorded his screen time.

“Trish, the thing I don’t understand is this button showed up on my phone today. It says if I press it, I can disable all my device monitoring. Was this an upgrade or something?”

“Kind of, but it was an upgrade for you, Cameron. According to your tablet, you turned eighteen today rather than twenty-six.”

“How did my birthdate get changed?”

“Will you hate me if I told you I changed it?”

“I’m never going to hate you, Trish. I just don’t understand.”

“As part of starting our FLR, I needed to get some information on what you were doing with your time; what websites you were surfing, your activities, that kind of thing. By changing your birthdate, I could set up some controls to monitor these things on my tablet.”

“Oh. That is when you started to see all the websites I went to and videos I was watching, things like that.”

“But just so you understand, I needed to be able to do it without you knowing. If I would have told you, you would have just found a way to disguise what you were doing.”

“I get it. That’s how you knew about my time on the computer and how you could catch me after I gave myself a handjob,” he said with a snicker.

“I kind of set you up, but don’t ask me to apologize for it. I would do it all over again if I needed to. This is how I found out about your fantasies and was able to bring them into our lovemaking.”

“I would have told you.”

“No you wouldn’t have. I had to tie you up and edge you for a half hour before you would tell me you liked it when I wore pantyhose. What if I would have asked you about bondage, spanking, chastity or pegging. Would you really have told me?”

“You’re right, Trish. I would have never admitted it.”

“But you’re happy I found out, aren’t you?”

“Are you kidding? You are the most exciting wife in the world.”

“Now, about your tablet…”

“Trish, I want that button to go away. I don’t want to even risk in a moment of weakness I could press it and jeopardize everything we have.”

“Just don’t press it, then.”

“Sooner or later, I would. It’s like the chastity. If it wasn’t there, it would only be a matter of time when the twisted part of my mind would make me fire up the VPN, stream some porn and get myself off. I don’t want that. I want to save myself for you and not fall back into my old habit of thinking I could get by with it just the one time.”

“This is a big ask, Cam. It’s easy to do, but I just need to know you are sure?”

“I’m sure. You can set my birthday so I’m only six years old. I want that button to go away forever. I don’t need porn, I don’t need a VPN, and I certainly don’t need that button. I have you and you are everything I need.”

“So, let’s make this deal. I’ll help you set your birthday back to where you are seventeen again and we’ll do this for another year. The button will go away, I’ll still be able to monitor your screen time, enforce downtime, put limits on your apps and block your websites. Are you sure that’s what you want?”

“Yes. Please.”

“I’ll be strict and if you mess up, things will be taken away.”

“That’s what I want, Trish.”

“On your computer too?”

“Yes, everything.”

“Then every year on your birthday, I’ll ask if this is what you still want. Agreed?”

“It’s what I want and I agree without reservation.”

It took a few minutes but I was again the Guardian of a seventeen-year-old. The button went away and Cameron looked at me in pure relief.

“Thank you, Trish. I love you.”

“I love you too, Cameron. I promise to keep a close eye on my teenager.”

“So Trish, about the laptop and the Xbox. We need to fix those too.”

After a few more minutes, his computer and Xbox again had parental controls. He held me close and gave me a hug and a sweet kiss.

“A year, huh,” he teased.

“And you better be good or it will be a year of nothing but Sesame Street on your tablet.”

“You can’t do that!” he said, horrified.

I grabbed my tablet, “Wanna bet?” I warned, logging into my screen time tool showing him exactly what I could do.

“I promise, I’ll be good,” he told me.

“I’ll hold you to that. What about opening your presents?”

“Okay.”

“Then we’ll open Crystal’s presents.”

“Cool!”

“Then I get a fashion show. I got her a new dress that I know she’s going to love.”

The End
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