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Chapter 1

There were a number of experiences I’d hoped to gain during my time in college. An education, for one. Making some friends, for another. The latter is why I was trying to join my roommate’s fraternity.

Which is how I found myself dumped in an elevator in the women’s dorm, dressed in ladies underwear and trussed up like a Thanksgiving turkey. Yes, you heard right. The fact that the black panties I was wearing happened to be mine is another matter.

It all started with my college roommate who is a serious ass-hole. I mean, not your garden-variety creep, but a 24-carat complete dyed-in-the-wool dick.

I’m a junior at our state college and I met this ass when he responded to my Facebook post for a roommate. Todd comes from a family with money and is a jock wannabe because being an actual jock would be a lot of work. He bets big on all the games, knows the names and stats of all the players, and rather than studying he watches sports. I get up in the middle of the night for a bio-break and hear him in his room listening to some sports broadcast. He is a big guy, short cropped dark hair and green eyes, but not overly muscular since that would require effort to maintain. He is fit and toned however, so with his looks and money he can attract a lot of female attention. Nothing ever turns serious because he is a giant bore.

In that sense we couldn’t be more different. The roommate is six foot tall, I’m five-seven. I have an IQ that I can be proud of, do well in my classes and my grade point allows me to imagine a successful future. My brains allowed me to get a series of scholarships, but nothing approaching a full ride. I need to flesh out my income to stay in school.

My dad has a good job, and my parents have a little bit of money. Since they earned it the hard way, they were convinced that I need to make my own way as well. My father’s work requires a lot of travel, so he scores a pile of air-miles. That means a foreign trip several times a year. Because of the travel, I developed a gift for languages and can make some money doing online language classes. Normally my students are middle-grade and high-school students in South America and Asia that want to learn English. It is a good gig. I can set my own schedule and as I gained more positive reviews, I needed to turn students away.

Todd and I live in a nice two-bedroom apartment close to the college. We each have a comfortable bed, and the space offers a great kitchen where I prepare most of my own food. Todd normally eats out, usually at a sports bar in front of a television with his buddies. Todd is a slob, so I don’t mind when he doesn’t use the kitchen since he never cleans up. His room was always a disaster area, but I keep my bedroom clean and do my best to keep the rest of the apartment from turning nasty.

Todd is in a Frat and he kept wanting to get me involved. I’m really not fraternity material but I participated in Rush and they made me a bid, probably due to Todd’s urging. I was hoping I would make some friends, and maybe meet some girls. I am a bit of a disappointment to the Frat brothers and I get hazed unmercifully, so I plan to leave after the first of the year.

A few weeks before Christmas break, my parents called and said they were planning a vacation to Europe over the holidays and asking me if I would like to come. I had already set up some lessons during the break and was just as happy to stay at the apartment. A bonus was that Todd planned to go with his parents to California over the break so that would leave me here by myself. I was desperately looking forward to some time alone over the break.

It is a few days before Christmas break and I am at my desk finishing up a paper for my biology class. I hear Todd enter and he starts calling to me. “Hey Mickey, what’s up?” One of the other annoying things about Todd is that instead of calling me Mike or Michael, he would always call me ‘Mickey,’ probably knowing that it annoys me. Michael Carter, would that be too hard?

“Finishing up my Biology report,” I responded. Seeing anyone actually do schoolwork was probably a new concept for him.

“The brothers want you to come over to the House on Thursday afternoon. We are planning a scavenger hunt. It is optional for the brothers…” leaving unsaid that it was not optional for the pledges.

“It’s getting close to the end of the semester. I’ve got stuff to do.”

“You’re not getting this, Mickey, there is a scavenger hunt on Thursday and you are expected to be there, okay.”

“I’ll see what I can do. I finish my exams on Thursday morning and break starts at noon, so I think I can make it.”

“Good, right answer.” He gave me a shitty grin and headed for his room to watch TV.

—————

On Thursday after my exams were complete, I headed for the Frat House to get the details on this Scavenger Hunt. If it were anything like most of the activities, there would probably be a lot of drinking, bad humor and showing off for any of the girls that were at the house. An afternoon thing when everyone was leaving town somehow seemed off. I was surprised that only two other pledges, Todd and a couple of the other brothers, Blake and Doug, were there. Each held a paper sack which we were informed were our uniforms for the scavenger hunt.

“Since when do you need a uniform for a scavenger hunt?” Kevin, one of the other pledges, asked.

Doug glared at him. Kevin cringed; his thin figure started to shrink back from the group.

“It’ll be fun, you guys will see. It is all part of the initiation,” Doug said in a loud voice that carried just a bit of a Southern accent. Kevin’s blue eyes radiated concern as he was grabbed by the collar and dragged to Doug’s room.

Blake placed a huge hand on Trevor and told him with his deep, scratchy voice that it was time to get ready, pushing him in the direction of his room. That left me alone with Todd.

“Strip,” Todd said, his cruel eyes glared as I stared at him unbelievingly.

“Do you need help?” he snarled with a booming voice as I begin taking off my shirt. He continued to mark time tapping his foot and soon I was down to my underwear and socks.

“All of it,” he hissed, as I stripped to my skin. “Oh, look at you, legs all shaved and everything. Here, wrap yourself in this,” he said, handing me a pink beach towel.

“I’ll need some underwear.”

“What about these? They should fit,” he snarled, handing me a pair of black nylon panties that I recognized right away.

“You asshole, you’ve been getting into my stuff,” I barked.

“And imagine my surprise when I found your little stash of girly shit. Put them on now,” he said, his muscular body towering over me.

“What kind of scavenger hunt is this?” I asked while sliding the briefs up my legs.

“Kind of a new twist on a panty raid, and you get to wear the panties.”

“The Greek Council said no more of this shit. You guys are crazy and you’ll get us kicked off campus,” I said, trying to bargain with him.

“Only if you get caught, and I don’t recommend that you do. That would probably result in a severe ass-kicking,” he continued, while handing me the matching bra. “Slip this on, sweet Michelle.”

Hearing my girl name come from his ugly mouth almost caused me to vomit, but I quickly put the bra in place.

“Here, let me give you a little shape,” he said, slipping my C-cup breast forms into the bra. I felt the adhesive stick to my chest, so I did my best to position them correctly and adjust the straps. I held them for as long as I could to allow the adhesive to set.

“Now, lie on the floor, face down.”

“You have to be nuts,” I yelled, only to be forced to the floor by his strong hands. I felt his knee in my lower back and my arms were roughly jerked behind me. The sense of cold on my wrists and the ratcheting sound of the handcuffs told me this was quickly getting out of hand.

“What do you think you are doing?!?”

“Preparing you for your adventure. Now be a good little girl and be quiet so I don’t have to hurt you,” he warned, pulling my longish brown hair as he raised me from the floor. For not wanting to hurt me, he was failing miserably.

“How about this cute little wig?” he said, placing my beautiful brunette wig on my head. That and my breast forms were my prize possessions and having this brute have his hands on them sickened me.

“On your knees,” he ordered. I had a bad feeling where this might go, but he remained behind me digging in the bag. I felt my ankles lashed tightly together with a scratchy rope. This situation was not getting any better. He fished a tape-covered envelope out of the bag and hung it around my neck on a piece of cord.

“You are just about ready, let me check on the others. You stay here,” he said, laughing at his own joke. My heart was pounding, and I hoped this hazing session was about over.

He returned a few minutes later. “Everything is set. Time to get going,” he said, hauling me roughly from the floor and carrying me.

“You are fucking crazy…” I huffed as he headed for the door. His car was parked behind the frat house and I was thrown in the front seat and secured with the seat belt. “We are headed to Hanover Hall and you are going to take a little elevator ride.”

Hanover hall was the woman’s dorm and I was not excited about doing a lot of riding of elevators when everyone was heading out for Christmas break. I guess the genius hadn’t thought that through.

“Here’s the deal. We’re going to wait until most of the girls have left, then put you in an elevator. Blake’s girlfriend Kelly and a couple of the girls on her floor are going to grab you out of the elevator, look at the information in the envelope, and give you what is listed inside. It’s a scavenger hunt after all. They may slap you around a little bit, then call campus security. You will be free to streak across campus or you can wait for the cops.

“What about my stuff? My cellphone, my keys and ID.”

“I’ll take it back to the apartment for you, don’t worry your pretty little head. Just ring the bell and I will let you in— eventually. Be sure not to lose your pink towel, provided the girls let you keep it. And don’t take too long because I need to head to the airport in a couple of hours.”

“You are a prick.”

“But I am a brother-prick and not a lowly faggot pledge. Here we are. We’ll wait for a bit until everyone clears out.”

—————

I guess they did have this planned out because we didn’t meet anyone when we were carried into the lobby. The other pledges were put in one of the elevators and I was put alone into the other.

“Lay on your back,” Todd said when he put me into the elevator. With that he tied my ankles to the handrail on the rear of the elevator, then pushed all the buttons between one and six, and ducked out the door sending me toward the female dorm rooms. Floor by floor the doors opened to empty hallways until I could hear some commotion in a hallway above. When the doors opened on the sixth floor, there were the other two pledges on the floor getting screamed at by three girls. One of them, Doug’s girlfriend Robin, looked over just as the doors to my elevator were closing. “SHIT,” she shrieked, rushing for the elevator button as the doors closed. I guess she didn’t make it as the elevator headed up.

—————

On the tenth floor, the elevator doors opened and a tall, long-haired blonde looked in at me. “What do we have here?” she said, blocking the door with her sneaker.

“Oh, Hi. I’m in a bit of trouble here. There was this prank and it kind of got out of hand.”

“I can see that. I was going down to see what all the screaming was about. Do you know anything about that?”

“Yeah, that’s my frat brother’s girl-friends.”

“I probably better go and get them to quiet down. I’m one of the RAs for the dorm and it’s my job to discourage that type of thing.”

Great, a Resident Assistant. Just my luck. “I hate to be a bother, but would you mind helping me out a bit? I seem to be a little stuck.”

“Okay, let me get you out of the elevator. What floor did you say they were on?”

“Ah… six.”

With that she untied my ankles from the rail and had me scoot on my butt out of the elevator. It was difficult to keep my towel in place and it fell away exposing my panties.

“Those are cute,” she said.

“I’m sooooo sorry about this,” I croaked as my mouth turned dry as dust.

“Oh, nowhere near as sorry as you’re going to be.”

She had me lay on my back and tied my ankles to the doorstop on the fire door. She pushed the down button and I watched her as she waited for the elevator. She was tall and very pretty, dressed in tight jeans and a blue sweatshirt with the dorm logo on it. She had casual makeup and her hair was pulled back in a pony. If the situation were any different, I would have been very happy to be here and try to chat her up. As it was, I was scared as shit as I watched the elevator display indicate the arrival to the tenth floor.

“You stay here and I’ll go down on six to check on things. Oh look— instructions!” she said while removing the envelope from around my neck. “I better go over this carefully to make sure I’m not missing anything.” She showed me the front of the envelope. It was marked ‘MICHELLE’S INSTRUCTIONS’ in Todd’s messy block handwriting. She stepped into the elevator and pressed a button. “I’ll be right back.”

“Wait!!!” I cried while the elevator doors closed.


Chapter 2

After what seemed to be an eternity, she reappeared from the elevator.

“It seems your buddies have left. Too bad because we had a lot to talk about. I have a lot of questions and you are going to supply all the answers. I also have some people down on six that are going to be filling me in on some details, so please make sure you are being straight with me. I’m going to untie your ankles, but don’t run away and make me chase after you. That would annoy me greatly.”

I started to panic. “Look, you need to help me get unlocked so can get back to my apartment!” I growled, rolling around on the floor as I felt the cuffs tighten up even further.

“So, you really think I care what you want right now? I’m done messing around with you and 3 seconds away from dialing 9-1-1,” she warned, taking out her phone.

She was right, of course, my rage turning into quiet acceptance. “I won’t be any trouble, I promise. I just want to get this over.”

“Good girl.”

After she untied my ankles, she helped me up and pointed me to a dorm-room. She touched her student ID to the lock and held the door open for me. It was a very large room with a wooden desk and sofa in the living area and some other rooms down a short hallway. Apparently the RAs got some perks like a bigger dorm room.

The room was a light green color with a beautiful mural on one wall. A large window looked over the campus and was covered by a light curtain. There was a celery colored carpet with a darker green couch.

“Sit on the sofa there and let’s get this figured out.”

As I sat, I heard a faint click as the handcuffs tightened up yet again.

“Give me a second to look over your instructions. I’m going to need scissors because it looks like some animal taped this all up.”

“Animal, that would probably be my roommate.”

“Does this roommate have a name?”

“Yes, am I going to get him in trouble?”

“Probably. Do you think he’s concerned about the trouble you’re in?”

“Todd Walker.”

She reacted a bit to the name, then said, “Okay, that is a place to start.” She opened the envelope and looked through the contents. “Oh good, the key to the handcuffs,” she said, showing me the key. She pulled a letter from the envelope and started reading.

“Ah, is there any way we can take these cuffs off. They are really tight,” I asked quietly.

She raised her head up from her reading and gave me a curious look. “Tight, huh. Turn around so I can take a look. Just kneel there on the sofa.”

I stood up and my towel fell away again.

“Here, let me help you with that,” she said, wrapping the towel securely around my upper body and tucking it in above my false breasts. I kneeled with my knees on the sofa and my head against the back, waiting for her to unlock the cuffs.

“I see the problem with the handcuffs. When they were put on, someone didn’t double-lock them. Here…” she said as I felt them loosen on my wrists. With that I heard a small click and she said, “There, that should work better. I loosened and double-locked them so they can’t tighten up on you.”

“Hummm… is there any reason why we can’t take them off,” I pleaded.

“Yes, there is!” she responded flatly. “You can turn around and sit back on the sofa. You don’t need to worry about the cuffs tightening up again.”

She continued to read the letter, looking up at me every now and again.

“So, Michelle, it says here that you are supposed to be yelled at, maybe slapped around a bit then let loose to run across the campus naked. That’s pretty slutty.” She looked at me intently with her beautiful blue eyes. “There is also something here about a tampon, but it is kind of gross so let’s not get into it.”

“I’m sorry. It is some pledge initiation.”

“This seems nasty, even for frat-boys. Are you sure you want to be part of this fraternity?”

“After this I don’t think so.”

“You put me in a difficult spot. I’ll need to report this, but this is going to look kind of bad on your student record, and I figure your roommate is going to be in a big jam. I’m not going to follow the instructions and have you running across campus naked, with or without the tampon.”

I started to worry about how long this was taking and the fact that Todd was supposed to leave for California later this afternoon. “I hate to be a problem, but, you see, my roommate is supposed to leave town and I need to get my stuff from him.”

“That is a problem,” she responded, emphasizing the word ‘is’ and apparently not registering what it would mean if Todd left town before I could get my keys and cellphone.

“Do you have his number? We can give him a call,” she said, pulling out her cellphone.

“Ahhhhhh, shit. I don’t know it.”

“Pity,” she smiled, putting the phone away again. “So here is how this is going to work. I’m going to go down and talk to Kelly and some of the others to find out more about this, then I’ll be back to talk to you. I need to have all the details for my report.”

“Ah, I hope this isn’t going to take long, I really need to get back before Todd takes off.”

“I hope this won’t take long either because I have things to do, but I can’t guarantee anything. Humm; I can’t just leave you here because you may try to run off…”

“I won’t, I promise.”

“You promise, huh. Well, just to be sure, I am going to have you come with me and you can wait in my bedroom. You’ll be safe there.”

In her bedroom, she had me lay on my back in the closet, tied my ankles together with the rough cord, then pulled my legs up and tied the end of the rope over the closet pole. She was right, I would be quite safe here. She whispered that she would be back soon then closed the door, leaving me in complete darkness.


Chapter 3

I must have fallen asleep because the next thing I knew I awoke to a noise coming from outside the closet door. I had no idea how long I had been in here or what time it was. My wrists were a bit sore, but in spite of that I was kind of enjoying the scent of the perfume on her clothes. The owner of that scent was a stunning blonde, thin with a great figure and fabulous blue eyes. She had a musical voice and seemed to have a sense of humor amid all this madness.

I heard her come in and out of the bedroom a couple of times, then there was the sound of her cellphone. I could hear one side of the conversation as she moved around the bedroom.

“Hello, it’s Donna… Oh Hi Kelly… Really, that kind of sucks. Do you have any good news for me?... Okay, that will work, thanks again for checking for me. Have a good break.”

The movement continued for a few moments then I noticed the door open. “How are you doing in there, Michelle?”

I squinted my eyes from the harsh light and looked up at her. “I’m doing okay, I guess.”

“Good to hear. Say, I have some news. Why don’t you come out and we can talk for a bit,” she said as she untied my ankles. “Sit over here on the bed and let’s visit.”

I sat on the edge of the bed and looked around. The room was spacious enough for the single bed, the dresser and a makeup table. The paint was the same light green used in the rest of the rooms. There was also the closet that had been my home for the past several hours.

She pulled up a chair to face me. “This situation has gotten kind of sticky and we need to develop a plan.”

I nodded my head in agreement and waited for her to continue.

“The first thing that I want to get straight is you are not a prisoner here. You are being kept in the same condition as when I found you while taking precautions to make sure you aren’t injured. I need to maintain control since I really don’t know much about you or this situation, and what I do know seems kind of sketchy.”

I started to panic and struggled. “The cuffs make me feel a bit like a prisoner,” I spat back, probably more harshly that I should have.

“That is something you need to take up with Todd. Okay, let’s set up some rules. Do you know what a safe-word is?”

“Ah, yeah…”

“This is not quite the same thing, but it’s close. To address this prisoner thing, I will make a deal with you. Are you listening?”

“Sure…”

“I am going to give you a word that should never come up in normal conversation. If you get to the point where you feel trapped and need to leave, you can use the safe-word. But there is a catch.”

“A catch.”

“Yes. I will call the campus police and have them meet us in front of the building. I will turn you over to them in the same condition as I found you; hands cuffed behind your back, wrapped in the pink towel with the instruction sheet around your neck. Then I wash my hands of this whole thing. Those are the rules. Do you agree?”

“That would probably end my scholarship and they would kick me out of school.”

“You and your roommate would definitely have a lot of explaining to do. And the campus cops might show you what it is actually like to be a prisoner. I’m not your jailer, I’m just someone who is trying to help you get your life back on track without destroying my own future in the process.”

“I didn’t think about the trouble you could get into.”

“So now that you understand the dimensions of our ‘relationship,’ do you agree with my conditions?”

“Yes, I agree. Thank you for trying to help.”

“So, no more talk of you being a prisoner. You have a way out any time you want, there are just massive downsides for you with absolutely no risk in it for me. Turning you over to the cops would uncomplicate my life dramatically and I would be happy to do it. Understand?”

“Yes, I understand. I am not a prisoner and I’m sorry I said that.”

“And another thing, the safe-word cannot be retracted. Once I hear it, your next stop is the back seat of a cop car with nothing else in between. Understood.”

“Yes.” I croaked. My mind was swirling around like a tornado.

“Let’s think about a safe-word. Humm; I’ve got it! ‘Rattlesnake.’ If you ever say that word, I will immediately turn you over to the campus police.”

“I’ve got it. Thank you,” I said, my eyes threatening to well up with tears.

—————

She looked at me closely and a disapproving look crossed her face.

“Michelle, honey, can we do something about your hair? It’s crooked and a bit of a mess. You are kind of hard to look at. Can I fix it? I can help you look better.”

“Ah, that would be great, Miss.”

“Miss, I kind of like that, but why don’t you call me Donna. Or Miss Donna if you would rather,” she said, giving me a cute smile.

She pulled the wig from my head and looked at it carefully. “This is great quality.”

“I’m really proud of it,” I responded, appreciating her comment.

“You should be, but you need a wig-cap.”

“I didn’t get a chance to put one on.”

“Oh, I see, Todd’s doing then.”

I nodded.

“No problem, we’ll get it fixed up. Before I put it back on, I want to wash you up a little bit. I hope you won’t mind. Rolling around on the floor of the elevator is kinda nasty.”

“Please,” I responded. “I want to get that brute’s paw-prints off me. He makes me gag.”

“I take it there are issues between you and your roommate,”

“Oh, yeah. This is just one more thing to add to a long list.”

“You weren’t sexually assaulted, were you?” she asked, her eyes radiating concern.

“No, nothing like that. Just trussed up and thrown into an elevator.”

“I’m so sorry you had that happen, honey. Give me a second to clean you up.”

She took a warm cloth with some delightfully fragranced soap and washed my upper body.

“I’m going to drop your towel down a bit, sweetie,” she advised, and I told her to go ahead.

“You have a really nice set. C or D?”

“A C cup.”

“Are they glued on?” she asked. “It’s a crummy job because I can see quite a bit of the seam.”

“Yes, Todd glued them on. I didn’t get a chance to do much positioning. I hope they are straight.”

“They look pretty good.” She pulled at the edges of them. “They are on solid, that’s for sure. It will take solvent to get them off.”

I gave a long sigh. Great. the one thing Todd did a decent job at was fastening on my tits.

After soaping my top, she had me lift my legs so she could tidy them as well. It felt better than most things that happened to me today. She rinsed the washcloth and removed the soap, then dried me off.

“Do you shave your legs, honey?” she asked tentatively.

“Yes, but it’s been over a week. I’m probably starting to get prickly,” I responded with a weak smile.

“Give me a sec. I have an electric that I can use. It’s not as good as a blade but it will do in a pinch. The underarms will have to wait for a while.”

“You’re probably right. I’m having a problem raising my arms right now.” We both chuckled about my comment.

She did a quick shave of my face, followed by my legs. She then spread some moisturizer on my face, arms and legs which felt and smelled wonderful.

“There, that will feel a lot better.”

“It certainly does Donna. I can’t thank you enough.”

“You have such pretty brown eyes. I can’t help wanting to put some mascara and shadow on them before putting your wig back on. Would you like that?”

“Sure, I would love it.”

She grabbed a paper sack from the other side of the bed and took some things from inside.

“I convinced Kelly and Robin that they owed you some help for this dumb stunt they played on you guys. They were thrilled to present you with some makeup. Actually, they weren’t really trilled until I told them they would either help or they would find themselves out of the dorm in January. They came around in a hurry with a lot of offers to help.”

“Could you actually get them kicked out?” I asked, shocked at the thought.

“No, probably not,” she chuckled, “but they didn’t know that and I scored you some really cool stuff.”

She removed the plastic wrapping on a multi-colored package of eye shadow and loaded up a brush. She had me tilt my head back and look up at the ceiling as she colored my eye lid, the crease and brow bone with several different colors of shadow. Then she opened a new tube of mascara and gave me several coats. She crossed to her dresser and pulled out some knee-high stockings.

“I don’t have a wig-cap, but I think we can make this work.” She tied a knot about 6 inches up from the elastic welt and cut off the rest with a pair of scissors. She grabbed a can of hairspray and a brush, then brushed my natural hair back, giving it a generous spray, then put the makeshift wig-cap in place. She spent several minutes brushing my wig and getting the knots out of it, then carefully placed it on my head. She styled it, crossed to the dresser and grabbed some hairpins out of a drawer.

“You’re in luck. I bought a bunch of hairpins for an updo I did for the fall festival. These will keep your wig in place.” She fastened my wig to my natural hair by poking the pins through the stocking. She must have used a dozen hairpins. My wig wasn’t going anywhere.

“Oh great, your ears are pierced. We’ll see about some earrings in a bit. Robin sent over some things that you might be able to wear. My stuff would be far too small for you, but Robin is about your size. Let’s try some.”

She pulled several things out of a bag and put them on the end of the bed. I didn’t really know how I was going to be able to get dressed and for a moment I thought she would need to take off the cuffs. Then I saw it; a beautiful rose-colored halter-top. No removing of handcuffs needed.

“This looks fun. Let’s give it a try,” she said, grabbing the halter-top. She dropped my towel again, undid the ties and positioned the top on the front of my body. She then walked around to my back and tied the halter around my neck. Resigned to my fate, I held my cuffed hands out as far behind as I could so she could fasten the back.

“It’s cool that your bra is convertible,” she said as she adjusted the shoulder straps to go over my neck.

She looked through the bag and found a pair of white skinny-jeans and held them up to me. “I don’t know,” she said, having me raise my leg and put it in the pants leg. We did the same for the other leg, then she had me stand. She pulled up the pants but they would only come about three-quarters of the way.

“Well those aren’t going to work,” she muttered. “Too bad. You would have looked hot,” she said with a wink.

She located a white pleated skirt in the bag. “Let’s try this.”

It fit beautifully, much to my delight.

“The only problem now is the black underwear, let’s see what Robin has in here. What size do you wear hon?”

“The bra is a 34 C with size 5 panties,” I responded without hesitation.

“Ah, 34 C; perfect,” she exclaimed as she pulled a pink bra and panty set from the bag. She untied the halter and exchanged the pink bra for my black one. Robin’s bra was beautiful with a lot more lace than my rather plain black one. Hers also had a little more support and projection which made the halter-top look great.

“Now for the bottom bit. Are you going to be okay with this? It’s just us girls here.”

“Sure, I had to strip in front of Todd this morning. It doesn’t get worse than that.” With that she had me stand and she slipped my black panties down my legs and had me step out of them. She had me step into the pink panties and lifted them into place. Of course, with all this activity my rod was tenting the front of the skirt.

“Sweety, you have one of the worst cases of Camel-Toe I have ever seen,” she said with a smirk. “I think Robin put something in here that might help.” She looked a bit and brought out a beautiful pink panty-girdle. “Ooooo, this is nice, I hope it fits. Look- garter tabs. I wonder if there are any garters and stockings in here.” She looked through the bag with a frown. “No garters, but we have some suntan stay-ups with a sheer toe.”

My case of Camel-Toe was improved a little by the panty-girdle, but Donna still thought it was a problem.

“I can do something to eliminate that problem if you would like,” she announced. “Do you remember your safe-word?”

“I’m fine with it. I do that all the time when I dress for myself. I just want to look nice but I’m sorry I can’t do anything to help.”

“I’ll help you take care of it. Wait a minute, I have something else.” She popped into the bathroom and came back with a thick Kotex pad.

“Stand up for a sec and hold your skirt up and out of the way. Oops,” she said with a chuckle. She grabbed the bottom of my skirt and had me use my mouth to hold it. She quickly dropped the girdle to my ankles and pulled the panties down just enough to put in the pad. She quickly directed my stiff member back between my legs, pulled up the panties, followed by the panty-girdle. Then she had me open my mouth to let the skirt drop to my knees. The mannish lump was gone and my heart was beating like a drum.

“Let’s try these earrings. I think they will go great with the top,” she said, threading the gold drop ear-rings through my piercings.

“Perfect. Still something missing,” she said reaching for the small bag of cosmetics. She brought out a couple of new tubes of lipstick.

“Which do you like better,” she asked. There was a Mauve and a Rose just a bit darker than the halter top.

“I love them both, but I think the dark Rose might be a better match for my top.”

“I have something that may make you change your mind. Robin gave me nail polish to match the Mauve.”

“Mauve!!!” I said excitedly.

“I thought you would say that. It would be a bit tricky to do your fingernails right now, but we can do your toes. What do you say?” she asked while shaking the bottle.

“I’m in.”

“You are so easy. Scoot back toward the headboard and put your foot on the edge of the bed. I’ll do some work with the emery and then give you a couple of coats. I will also work on your heel callus so you don’t run your hose.”

She put a cloth under my feet and began to work with the emery board. She also smoothed down my heel with a callus remover. After a coat of polish on all ten toes, she removed her shoes and socks. Her gorgeous feet were beside mine on the edge of the bed as she tended to her toes as well, painting them to match mine. Another coat for both of us on our feet, and then she painted her fingernails with the Mauve color.

“Now while we dry, I need to catch you up on some of the things that are going on,” she said with a bit of reservation in her voice.

I nodded and she announced that she had some good news and some bad news. It always seemed to go that way for me.

“Actually, I also have some really good news, but then some more really bad news. What would you like to hear first?”

“I probably wouldn’t know good news if I heard it so I’ll let you decide.”

“Let’s try this. I will tell you what I know and we will decide together what type of news it is. Something to keep us busy while we wait for our nails to dry. How’s that?”

“Let’s get started,” I said with a grin.

“So, the other two pledges managed to run naked across campus and got back to the frat house before the cops caught them.”

“Some of the bad news,” I said with a wince.

“Maybe not. They were banging on the back door of the house when the cops rolled up. Some brothers came out and wrapped them with bath robes and told the cops that they were just being hazed and locked them out of the house in the back yard. They told the cops that they had never left the property, and of course the pledges went along with it. The cops were suspicious, but they had nothing they could prove. They wrote down all their names and gave them a bitch-session, but that was it. As far as I know there wasn’t a report filed.”

“How is this good news?” I asked hesitantly.

“Think about it. If you can remain hidden here until this thing blows over, the frat-rats won’t be able to claim you torpedoed their house charter by getting caught naked in the woman’s dorm.”

“How about some better news?”

“Well, this is kind of mixed. I talked to Kelly and got Todd’s cellphone number.”

“Oh WOW,” I said, almost jumping off the bed.

“Hang on. Kelly gave him a call a bit ago but it went right to voice-mail. He must be on the plane already.”

I scrunched up my face.

“Look, everything will work out. I’ll let you call him after a bit and leave a voice message. I’m sure he will get right back to you when he lands.”

Donna went to her dresser and picked up another bottle of nail polish.

“Let’s try some sealer on our nails,” she said brightly, removing the cap and brushing the clear liquid on her nails. Next she did her toes, then finished up with mine.

“So, some other news. Even though Robin left for Christmas break, she said I could use my pass-card and you could use any of her dresses, skirts and tops. She is a bit hesitant about letting you borrow her undies, but if you need something, she says go ahead and you can keep them and then reimburse her. She is eager to help you keep under-cover so her part in this doesn’t come out.”

“Are we going to file this under really good news?” I asked with a grin.

“That’s the way I see it.”

“Anything else?” I asked hesitantly.

“Yeah, something kind of bad. You see, your Mensa-candidate frat buddies didn’t know that they recently put a video camera system in the lobby and the elevators here in the building.”

My heart jumped into my throat. “Damn, so it is all recorded? You included.”

“Uh-huh. We have a chance though. The tape records over after a certain amount of time. I’m trying to find out exactly, but I think there is 5 days before it is wiped. If any of this gets to the cops or the security people, they can go back to the recording and we are all busted. If it is after the 5 days, it will all be gone.”

“I’m dead; AARGGGGG Todd you dirty bastard. I’m going to kill you.” I shook with fury and rattled the handcuffs behind my back.

“Calm down honey. We’ll get through this but we need to keep our heads. I’m going to make sure that you don’t do anything rash, like killing Todd or anything. Do you understand?”

I took several deep breaths trying to settle down. “I hear you loud and clear.”

“Excellent, now let’s get your hose and shoes on and then I am going to make us something to eat.”

She showed me a new package of stay-up hose and some white strappy sandals.

“What do you think?”

“I love them.”

She checked my nails to make sure they were dry, then slid the nylons up my leg. Once the one side was in place, she repeated with the other leg. As she adjusted the hose to my thighs, her proximity to my tucked-back rod was exhilarating, but the panty girdle did a good job of containing my excitement.

She released the buckles on the sandals and put them on my feet. They had about a 2 inch blocky heel and they were a bit of a tight fit. Once she got the straps buckled, she had me stand. I was practiced with walking in heels as I owned a pair of three-inch pumps, so I didn’t have much problem walking. My balance was a bit off since my hands were cuffed behind my back.

“Great looking legs, girl! Time for some lipstick,” she announced gleefully. Even with the heels we were about the same height so she had no problem applying the color to my lips. I pursed for her, then she blotted and showed me the color. She added the same color to her lips and looked great. She followed up with a coat of shine and seal, put a bit of powder on my cheeks and nose and pronounced me ready.

“Let’s go find a mirror so we can see how you look.”


Chapter 4

She stood me in front of the open bedroom door and I looked at her puzzled. She pushed the door closed exposing a full-length mirror. I was startled by the woman standing there staring back at me. With that, my eyes started to well up with tears.

“Don’t you dare start crying and mess up your makeup,” she said harshly. She caught the tears with the edge of a tissue, then smiled broadly. “I don’t want my roommate crying anymore, got that,” she said, giving me a gentle hug. “Be a good girl, alright?”

“I promise. I’ll be a good girl. Did you say I was your roommate?”

“Yes, I figure you will be in this room with me until we hear from Todd, so that makes you my roommate, doesn’t it?”

“I agree; roommates.” This one was a definite improvement over Todd.

“Let’s go find food.” With that she opened the door and led me to a small kitchenette. There was a table with two chairs and she had me sit on the chair farthest from the door, trapping me in the corner. The kitchen had a fridge, a microwave, and a hot-plate. There was also a sink and a tiny dishwasher. The space was small but functional.

“I don’t eat here much since I usually eat in the dorm cafeteria, but I can make us a sandwich with some chips and fruit.”

“That sounds wonderful. I’m starved.”

“Since we will be eating here more often and the dorm cafeteria is closed, I need to buy some groceries,” she said as she pulled items from different cupboards. She stuck her head in the refrigerator and brought out some ham and cheese. “Do you have any dietary restrictions?”

“Nope, right now I will eat anything I can get. I wish I could help,” I offered, trying to be polite.

“Not much to do here, plus your range-of-motion is a bit limited. I’ll take care of dinner.”

She placed a small plate with half a ham & cheese sandwich, some chips, and some apple slices in front of me. There was also one of those travel-mug things with a straw that she had filled with water. She moved one of the chairs closer to where I sat and cut my sandwich into small pieces.

“Open wide, and no biting,” she teased as she delivered one of the sandwich pieces to me. She smiled as I chewed the offering ravenously.

“Somebody was hungry.” She continued to alternate eating her sandwich and feeding me small pieces of mine. She would occasionally put the straw to my lips so I could drink. It was one of those wonderful realizations when I saw the end of the straw was covered with the mauve lipstick; my lipstick. That fun realization conflicted with the knowledge that if I was caught here, I would be thrown out of school, probably put in jail and need to call my parents for bail money.

When the sandwich was gone, she started giving me the chips and the apple slices. In no time at all I had finished everything on the plate.

“Was that okay, hon?” she asked.

“It was wonderful, Miss Donna. Thank you so much.” She blushed just slightly at the ‘Miss Donna’ comment, but I wanted to let her know how grateful I was for everything she was doing for me.

“Just sit there and relax while I clean up, then we need to get your lipstick and do a little touch-up.” I was enchanted by the swish of my nylons as I relaxed and crossed my legs at the ankles. Donna just smiled.

—————

After a few minutes cleanup, we went back to the bedroom. She refreshed my lipstick and grabbed a bottle of lotion and a bicycle cable-lock.

“Let’s go sit on the sofa, listen to some music and talk,” she suggested.

I led the way to the sofa and tried to sit in a lady-like fashion but failed miserably because of the handcuffs. Donna started to look around anxiously, alarmed about something. She looked on the side table and finally found what she was looking for. Under the envelope that Todd had hung around my neck, she located the key to the handcuffs.

“I need to do something safe with this,” she announced. “Please stay here while I go get something.”

She went back to her bedroom and I recognized this was the first time today I had a possibility to get away. I went through the options and I found them to be either bad or worse. I might be able to make it out the door and down the elevator, but then what. I could run across town in high heels with my hands cuffed behind my back? Go to my apartment and do what; try to break in? At least Donna would be alright as none of this could get back to her. Not really, though. There were the security cameras. Since the dorm was closed, would there be an alarm on the door? I didn’t know. I was wrestling in my mind trying to figure out what to do and decided to stay put. Donna was trying to help me, but she just had an unusual way of doing it. She walked back to the room to find me sitting where she left me. A pleased look crossed her face. It was then that I considered it might have been a test.

She had retrieved a heavy necklace from her bedroom. As she stood in front of me, she opened the clasp and threaded the chain into the handcuff key. She put the necklace around her neck and closed the clasp. She dropped the key under her sweatshirt where, yes, it would be quite safe. She picked up the letter and the envelope and moved it to her desk drawer.

She dropped onto the sofa beside me and looked me over. “That is a really nice outfit, Michelle. It suits you.”

I felt such a blush come over me that I must have turned purple. “Thank you for all you have done.”

“Glad to help. Maybe we should try to call Todd,” she said, picking up her cellphone and a piece of paper. She unlocked her phone with her fingerprint and looked at the note.

“I’ll add Todd’s number to my phone so it will be easy to find.” She brought up her contacts and entered the number from the slip of paper.

“Contact Name…” she said aloud.

“Fucking Asshole!” I offered.

“Michelle, no! I will not have you using that type of language. I don’t allow it in this room and I don’t allow my roommate to say things like that; ever!”

“I’m sorry Donna. I’m just a little angry with him right now.”

“Well, you need to get over it, understand?”

I nodded in affirmation.

“Contact name…,” she began again.

“Todd Walker,” I said.

She entered the name and pressed the button saving the entry. After double-checking the number, she tore the paper into small pieces and threw it into the trash.

“Now, I am going to call so you can talk to him and find out where your keys and cellphone are. If he doesn’t pick up, leave him a nice voicemail and tell him you are safe and ask him to get back to you at this number. Got it?”

I nodded and she pressed the contact name and display read ‘Calling Todd Walker’

She held the phone to my ear and I listened to it ring about 10 times, getting angrier with every ring. Finally it picked up, “You’ve reached Todd Walker. I’m really busy right now and can’t take your call but leave me a message. Oh, and if this is my bookie, I’ll come in and get my winnings in a couple of days.”

There was a beep and I started “Todd, you son-of-a bitch…” but while I was roaring into the phone, it left my ear and Donna pressed disconnect.

“Michelle, what part of ‘nice message’ is confusing you,” she said to me, voice dripping with venom. “Take a minute to calm down and you can try again.”

I took several deep breaths, then looked at her and said “Ready.”

I was forced to listen to the lame-assed voicemail greeting again, then there was the beep.

“Todd, hey it’s me. Say, everything is okay, but I need to find out what you did with my wallet, keys and phone. Please call me back at this number as soon as you can so we can figure this out. Thanks.”

Donna disconnected the phone and gave me a thumbs up. “See, it isn’t so hard to be nice. As soon as he gets back, we’ll figure out where your apartment keys are. Then I’ll go over and get you some clothes. Once I get you into guy clothes, you are out of my dormitory for good, got it!”

“Sounds like a plan.”

“And we need to work on your anger-management.”

I huffed.

“And until you do, the cuffs stay on.”

—————

She grabbed a remote to the stereo and soft music filled the room. “I want to ask some questions about Michelle. Would you feel comfortable talking about that?”

“Ah, I, ah, well, I’m not sure. What would you like to know?”

“You remember your safe-word, don’t you?” she pressed.

“Oh, no, that’s not a problem. I just don’t know where to start.”

“Well, there was some mention of your cross-dressing in your instruction sheet, but it lacked a lot of specifics.”

“I hate to think what Todd may have said about me.”

“He was not a fan of your feminine wardrobe, that’s for sure. That’s why I want to hear your side. First I want to read something. It is the incident report that I filed about this. I’m reading this because I don’t want to learn anything that will jeopardize the accuracy of my report, got it?”

“Ah, sure”

‘On December 22nd at approximately four PM, I heard a commotion in the dormitory and I went to investigate. Classes had let out at noon and most of the residents had left for the holiday break. As I approached the elevator on the tenth floor, the door opened and there was a single occupant. The occupant was having difficulty and I provided some assistance. The visitor was not a resident of the dorm and had a badge on a lanyard indicating a name of Michelle with no last name visible. They wore a pink wrap and had brown eyes and medium length hair that touched the shoulders. I asked about the commotion and Michelle stated there were several people in the lobby on sixth floor that were engaged in some loud discussion. I assisted Michelle in exiting the elevator and went to sixth floor to investigate the disturbance. When I arrived, the elevator lobby was empty but some of the residents admitted they were the cause of the noise. They said there had been some acquaintances that come to the floor as part of a scavenger hunt for a fraternity initiation and there was a rather loud exchange in the elevator lobby. I issued a verbal warning about the disturbance but since everyone had left and the area was again quiet, I didn’t think additional action was necessary.’

“Miss Donna, I believe your report is completely accurate, however it is a masterful piece of disinformation,” I said with a snicker.

“I have talent in writing incident reports, Michelle.”

“I would be comfortable with sharing some information about myself now.”


Chapter 5

I told Donna about my cross-dressing and she was very non-judgmental about everything. I started with my childhood where I would swipe my older sister’s clothes out of the hamper and try them on when I was alone. One day my sister caught me in her underwear and freaked out. She warned me about wearing her things, then said that I could keep what I had on. Those were my first feminine clothes. I took them off later and put them back in the hamper, but they showed up under my pillow after they had been washed. Every now and then I would find some other piece of clothing in my size under my pillow; presumably a gift from my sister. Nothing was ever said, but I certainly remembered her on birthdays and Christmas with nice things from then on.

“Did you and your sister ever get dressed together?” Donna asked.

“I would have loved it, but it never happened.”

“That’s sad,” she said as she watched me closely.

I continued, saying my sister had left for college several years ago, had graduated with a degree in veterinary medicine and is now living on a farm in Arizona. She has a great husband and a nice place in the country.

“Did you continue to dress?” Donna asked, encouraging me to continue.

“I was very careful, but yes. It was something that I was driven to do.”

“What about when you went to college?”

I explained that it was very hard to dress when I was in the dorm, and when I moved off campus I still didn’t have enough money to live alone. I ended up with a roommate last year that was real bookish and never left the apartment unless he was at class. He was a nice guy but had no activities or social life. We went out for pizza and beer occasionally, but I never had the apartment alone.

“That must have made it tough,” Donna said, “Tell me about Todd.”

“Well, I figured with Todd he would be so wrapped up in Frat stuff and sports that he would never be in the room, but I didn’t consider he would be so needy when he was there.”

“That’s kind of odd.”

“Exactly. When I was studying it was not unusual for him to barge in and tell me something about some game he was watching or something he had seen on the Internet. He would never tell me where he was going or when he would be back. I really didn’t have any time to myself.”

“Where did you get the wig and the forms?” she asked.

I told her about going to stores and buying stuff for myself. I also talked about the time when I went into the mastectomy store and made an appointment to get some forms. I’d saved money for months to be able to get them. Same thing with the wig.

“Those must be very important to you,” she said, “You had a lot of trouble getting them.”

“Yes, they are prized possessions, and having Todd treat them so carelessly really bothered me.”

“Do you ever get depressed about not getting to express your feminine side?” she asked. I sensed she understood my inner turmoil as well as I did.

“I do. I feel there is a girl inside of me that wants to get out and experiment, even for just a little while, but everyone else in the world wants to force me into being a boy,”

“While you are here, you can be a girl. Would you like that?”

“Please, that would be wonderful,” I said, followed by a sniff.

“I just need to protect myself and make sure it is just us girls here. No boys are allowed when the dorm is closed.”

I nodded in understanding.

“It is strange that Todd hasn’t called yet,” Donna said, looking at her phone. “What time was he supposed to land?”

“I’m not really sure,” I admitted bashfully. “If he told me I don’t remember. I only know he was going to California with his parents, but I’m not sure where. He sent me a text message, but the information is on my phone and I don’t remember any details.”

“I’m sure he will call soon and we can get this thing figured out.”

“Donna, can you tell me about yourself?” I asked tentatively.

She hesitated and I wasn’t sure if I had stepped somewhere I shouldn’t have.

“Do we need to give you a safe-word?” I joked.

She laughed heartily and I was glad she wasn’t mad.

“My name is Donna Martin and I am a senior here at State. I’ve been an RA for a couple of years and enjoy the bigger room,” she said, gesturing around her.

“Where are you from?”

“Oh, I’ve lived right here in town for my whole life. My dad works for the college.”

“Wow, is he on the faculty? Have I had him in any of my classes? I don’t remember a Professor Martin.”

“He is in law enforcement.”

“Oh, like a campus cop.”

“No, like head of campus security.”

I fell silent for a long time understanding the significance.

“So, that’s how you know about handcuffs and the double-latch thing,” I finally said.

“Double-lock, and yes, I know enough about handcuffs to know the pair you have are good ones. Not top of the line, but not the junk you would buy at the porn shop either.”

“I’m not sure where Todd got them.”

“That leads me to another thing,” she said, “Your role in this panty-raid was somewhat unique.”

“It was supposed to be a scavenger hunt,” I explained, knowing how lame that sounded.

“Oh, right. My concern is that you were the only one that ended up dressed in panties and a bra with stuck-on boobs and a pair of Peerless handcuffs. The other pledges were naked and tied with duct-tape. Can you fill me in on that?”

“Apparently Todd had come across my stash of clothes and decided I was a pervert or something.”

“He must have really had it in for you. Can you tell me about this thing with Julie?”

At the sound of her name, my heart beat so fast it almost exploded in my chest. I was silent for a long moment while she regarded me closely.

“Safe-word time?” she asked.

“No, but can I ask you how you know about Julie.”

“She lives on sixth floor and was one of the girls on your welcoming committee. I know her side of the story but would like to hear yours. And please don’t lie to me because there is a lot at stake for you.”

This was one of those times in my life where I was gripped in sheer terror. I knew if I told her about Julie, she was going to think I am a complete rat-bastard and will probably throw me out on the curb and call her dad.

“I’m waiting.”

“Please let me take this slow.”

“You didn’t seem to want to take it that slow with Julie.”

“Donna, this is going to be a long story.”

“We have 5 days, or until Todd calls.”


Chapter 6

The thing with Julie was ugly, but I didn’t think lying my way out of it would be smart. It sounded like Donna already knew Julie’s part of the story. I just needed to tell her the whole thing and hope she didn’t throw me out the dorm window.

“Well, I first met Julie when I pledged at Theta. She knew a lot of the brothers and was popular. She was really good looking and had a great personality,” I started.

“Has a nice personality. Guy code for having a killer body,” she offered with a smirk.

“Yeah, I did notice that, but… ah, well, she kinda did. I started seeing her at some of the frat parties and she was always nice. Since I was a pledge I couldn’t ask her out or anything since she was hanging with the brothers.”

“In case you hadn’t noticed, frats are weird. Just saying.”

“Well, she stopped showing up at the frat functions, I’m not sure why.”

“Probably because none of the Brothers could keep their hands off her ‘nice personality.’”

“Ah, well I saw her one day on campus and said ‘Hi.’ She gave me a big smile and I asked her if she remembered me. ‘Sure you’re Mickie from the Theta house’”

“I’m going to stop you right there. The only name that I know you by is Michelle. I don’t want to hear any other name, and definitely not a boy name. It’s just girls here,” Donna said flatly.

I nodded my understanding. “I asked Julie if she wanted to get a coffee or a coke and she said ‘Sure’ so we went to the campus canteen. We started getting together occasionally during the day, but she never wanted to do a date or anything.”

“I think I know why but go on with your story.”

“Well, one day I met her and she was really upset. One of the frat guys had been harassing her via text message, so I showed her how to block him. I told her that I would talk to the guy and see if I could get him to back off. She seemed to open up a little bit, and when we went home, she gave me a kiss on my cheek. I kept asking her to go out and we finally went out for pizza and a matinee movie. I thought I was being a gentleman, but she seemed worried. During the movie I took her hand but she got really nervous so I let it go. I really liked her and we seemed to enjoy being together, but there was just a distance that I couldn’t get past.”

“Did you ever talk to the guy that was harassing her?” she asked.

“Yeah, I did, but he brushed it off telling me she was a bit of a flake.”

“Figures.”

“Blake talked to me after that and said he could offer some advice about dealing with Julie. I figured since his girlfriend Kelly knew Julie, he might know what her story was.”

“Actually, Kelly and Julie are cousins.”

I froze at that news. “I didn’t know, but that might explain some things. Well, Blake said he thought Julie was a little confused, but he thought she liked to be pushed a little bit. He said she kind of enjoyed playing rough. She got off on it.”

“What is it with guys thinking every woman has some rape fantasy. It makes me want to gag,” Donna said with disgust.

“I was really uncomfortable, but I told him I might give it a try.”

“Oh, honey, honey, honey. Didn’t you know you were being hazed? All the time he was telling you this, he had been telling Julie that you were some kind of pervert that jacked off in women’s underwear and spent all your time surfing porn. He told her he didn’t know if you would go as far as rape, but that she should be careful.”

“That mother fucker!!!” I bellowed and started thrashing around in my restraints.

Donna’s face turned red with rage, “Michelle, I told you never to talk like that in front of me. You got it?”

I stopped struggling but was having a hard time controlling my emotions.

“I want you to apologize for that outburst. I also want you to promise that you will never, ever, say anything like that again in my presence. I am waiting, but I won’t wait long.”

I was broken. How could I have been so stupid to trust my supposed frat buddies? What a jerk I had been. I had been so sure they were trying to help me out, but they were just trying to put me in an impossible situation so they could watch me squirm. Platinum level hazing, the bastards.

I screwed up all my courage and spoke. “Donna, I am so sorry I said that. Please, please forgive me. I will never say anything like that again.”

“You really need to work on your temper, honey,” she said, just before I started to cry.

“No, no, no. No crying. You will mess up your mascara and look like a racoon.” She pulled me in for a hug and shushed and comforted me. I continued to sob knowing just how badly I had screwed everything up.

“If you are going to continue with this crying thing, we’ll have to switch you to waterproof mascara,” she said, trying to lighten the mood. It didn’t help as I continued to sniff and tried to keep from weeping. She continued to hug me, rocking me back and forth and whispering to me that everything was going to be alright and that we would get it worked out.

After I cried myself out, I looked up at Donna and she smiled. “Oh, honey, you are a mess. Are you better now?”

“You’re not going to put me outside and call your Dad?” I asked.

“Not just yet, but let’s fix your makeup because you look a little scary and I might change my mind.”

“Don’t you want to hear the rest of it?” I asked.

“No, I have an idea of what happened. I want you to think about what you went through with Todd and how frightening that was. Well, it was just as bad for Julie.”

“I’m a total bast… I mean I hate how I made Julie feel. Will you hold me for a bit more?”

“Sure sweety, we can sit here for a little while, but then we need to get you fixed up and try Todd’s number again.”

“Can you call Todd for me?” I asked, my nerves shot.

“No!”

“That’s fair. My problem, my problem to fix.” I said, settling deeper into her hug and enjoying her warmth and fragrance.

“You going to be okay now?” she asked quietly.

“I think so.”

“Then, let’s get you fixed up and you can make your call.”


Chapter 7

Donna took me to her bedroom and sat me on the side of the bed. She used some make-up remover to remove my totally destroyed face, then started over. This time she used some moisturizer and foundation, plus the eye makeup and mascara. She warned me that she did not have any waterproof so crying was not allowed. She also picked out a few strays from my eyebrows, but not many as I usually try to keep them clean without going over-the-top fem. After powder and lipstick, she pronounced me finished. She went to her dresser and took out a different sweatshirt.

“I need to change because my roommate got makeup all over me,” she said before removing her stained shirt. Her great figure sported a white lace bra; probably a B or C cup. I resisted the urge to comment as she put on the clean shirt.

As I rose and walked out of the bedroom, she stopped and asked me if I wanted to see her pretty roommate.

I answered “Yes, please,” and she pushed the door closed revealing the mirror. I looked phenomenal but there was no crying this time.

“Do you really think your roommate is pretty?” I asked.

“You are impossible! Take one look and tell me that my roommate is not a total babe. Now I am going to open the door before you start crying again and mess it all up.”

—————

My emotions were a roller-coaster. I loved how I looked as Michelle, but I hated the Michael part of me. What he had done to Julie was awful. I loved my feminine side but didn’t know how to react to how I felt. The dark side of me said I couldn’t be a real man if I was going to be this grotesque and fragile half-girl. I was in the middle of an internal pity session when Donna grabbed her cellphone and brought Todd’s name up on the contact list. As the phone started to ring, I again started to boil. Donna saw me turn red and she hit disconnect.

“You were going to tear into him, weren’t you?” she said after she took the phone away from my ear.

“Maybe…”

“You have a tell. Your body stiffens and your face starts to turn red. I could see it through the foundation. Can you feel when it happens?”

“I think so.”

“We are going to try this again. When you feel that anger happening, I want you to work through it. Take deep breaths and calm yourself. Think of us sitting together and looking across a still and quiet lake without a care in the world. Will you do that for me?”

“I’ll try. No, I will do it… I’m ready.

She hit re-dial and I visualized myself looking out onto calm water and ignored my dark inner voice. I listened to the ringing and the stupid greeting. When the beep came, I was mellow.

“Hi Todd. Say, I’m still waiting for a call back. It is getting kind of difficult without my stuff so could you please get back to me so we can work something out. I hope you had a good trip to California.”

Donna disconnected the call, “Fantastic, Michelle. That was great. Keep it up.”

I was going to tell her I no longer felt like killing him but still wanted to beat him with a baseball bat and hurt him really badly. I decided not to share that with her. Where I might have seen it as progress, she probably would not.

We sat and listened to music and waited for Todd to call back. I’m not sure, but I think Donna had positioned me so I could see my reflection in the mirror hanging on the wall. I loved my reflection. My wig and makeup looked fantastic, and the top and skirt were great. My legs looked good in the hose and I could see my colored toenails through the open toes of the sandals. The more I looked, the more I had to agree that Donna had a pretty good-looking roommate. I was happy. She looked over at me and smiled. “Do you like what you see?”

“Are you talking about you or me?” I quipped. She blushed a little, looked away and didn’t answer.

“Yes, I do like what I see, and I’m talking about you,” I said more boldly.

“Are you coming on to me?” she asked, feigning surprise and placing her hand to her chest with a dramatic flourish.

“Maybe a little.”

“Humm, I’m not sure how trustworthy you are. I’ve heard some bad things. I’m also not sure what I think about becoming a lesbian and hooking-up with my roommate. I need to think about this,” she said with a mischievous smile.

“Take all the time you need. We have 5 days… or until Todd calls.”

“Well, it is getting late. I wish we would hear from him. I’d hate to have him call and wake me up in the middle of the night. I get enough of that during the school year. We’ll stay up for a bit more, but then we need to get ready for bed.”

“Where am I going to sleep?”

“This sofa pulls out into a bed. I’ll put you in here. I have an extra pillow, some sheets and a blanket. I’m afraid it won’t be too comfortable, however with the day you’ve had I figure you will drift right off. After all, you fell asleep in my closet earlier,” she said with a grin.

“Miss Donna, I’ve learned a lot about myself today. Thank you so much.”

“Well, I’m learning things about myself as well. Let’s get you cleaned up and ready for bed. I don’t think Todd is going to call.”

—————

She took me to her bedroom and removed my makeup and wig.

“I’m sorry I don’t have a wig-stand. I’ll just put your wig on my dresser. That’s the best I can do,” she said.

“At home it is usually just put in a box.”

“Can I take off your earrings?”

“Please. I think they are beautiful. Are they yours?”

“Yes, they are my favorites, so I expect you to give them back when you are done with them.”

“Are you trying to make me cry again?” I joked.

“Stop that. Let’s take off your skirt first, then the shoes and hose.”

With that she began to undress me, finally removing the halter-top and the panty girdle. I was standing there in my bra and panties as she pulled an ivory-colored sleeveless gown from one the bags. She held it against me to check the fit.

“This will work, and it goes on like a halter so we don’t need to take off the cuffs.”

“Oh, I’m so happy about that… NOT.”

“Don’t be a baby. You aren’t going to die and I am going to sleep a lot better knowing where you are. Before we put on your gown, let’s make a visit to the bathroom. I figure after all the water you drank for dinner you are probably about to burst.”

We went into the nice sized bathroom. There was a sink with a large mirrored vanity, a good-sized shower and the stool. The green tile walls were pretty basic, but someone had added photos to brighten it up. There was a white tile floor with a multicolored green rug in the center. She backed me to the stool and pulled the panties down to my knees.

“Now, sit down little girl. I’m not going to have you splashing up my clean bathroom. I’ll let you have a little privacy, but you better be good.”

As she was walking from the bathroom, she took a good look at the bathroom door and was examining the doorknob. It was a normal privacy bathroom lock that had a locking button on the inside and a hole in the outside knob for an emergency key. She exited the bathroom and closed the door behind her. She was right, I really had to pee and it took a bit for me to empty my bladder. When I finished, I reached behind me with my cuffed hands and activated the flush lever. A little while after I had flushed, she knocked on the door and asked if I was ready.

“All set,” I announced as I remained sitting on the toilet. She came in slowly, took several sheets of TP from the roll and dried off my ‘clitty.’

“Ready? Stand up sweetness and I’ll help you get your panties pulled up. We will need to leave your bra on because of the forms.”

She pulled the panties in place but didn’t bother to tuck me. Probably figured it wouldn’t do any good, and she was right. The front of the panties could no longer be described as camel-toe, more like a tent. She washed her hands then had me step into the gown, pulling it up and putting my head though the neck strap. We walked to the living room and she had pulled the sofa out into a bed and had a pillow, sheets and a blanket ready.

“I am going to have you sleep on your side. Lie here and roll over facing away from the door.”

She adjusted the pillow under my head, checked my wrists, then applied just a bit of lotion under the cuffs. Then she started fiddling with the bike cable I had seen earlier. She threaded the cable around the chain of the cuffs and secured the other end to the bed frame. She removed the key from the lock and put it on the desk on the other side of the room. Now I knew what she meant by not having to worry about where I was tonight. I would be right here, guaranteed. She covered me with the sheet and blanket, tucked me in and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

“Good night, Michelle.”

“Good night, Miss Donna.”


Chapter 8

Donna had been correct about my being uncomfortable, but it didn’t keep me from falling into a deep sleep. I awoke in the morning to the sound of her doing something in the bathroom. She had made several trips around the room before I finally called to her.

“Good morning, Donna.”

“Good morning, Michelle,” she called. “Did you sleep alright?”

“I slept… okay,” I said, not wanting to sound too positive about my sleeping arrangements.

“Give me a minute. I’m finishing up something.”

“No problem, I’ll just stay here,” I said with a chuckle. She didn’t reply but I know she heard me.

—————

She came into the room and picked up the key from her desk.

“Are you getting up or are you just going to stay in bed all day?” she teased, unlocking the cable from the bed frame.

When I was loose, I turned around and sat up. My jaw almost dropped to the floor when I saw her. She had on a beautiful white gown that came just above her knees. Her breasts were outlined in the cups of the gown, and I could see her nipples straining against the fabric. I also saw the outline of the handcuff key between her breasts. Her hair was pulled back and she looked fantastic.

“My, somebody looks nice,” I said, trying not to pant.

“Be good, Michelle. You are such a flirt. Let’s get you in the bathroom so you can take a shower. I’ve got another set of underwear for you, plus some other things you’ll need.”

As I walked toward the bathroom, I figured I might finally be able to get free of the handcuffs. Surely she wouldn’t make me wear them in the shower, would she? As we walked toward the bath, she picked up the rope that Todd had used to bind my ankles. When we approached the bath, I noticed that the lock on the bathroom door had been reversed. It now locked from the outside. ‘The clever little thing,’ I thought.

“On the vanity I have some shaving foam and a couple of new razors, shower gel, and some shampoo and conditioner. I expect a nice clean shave, including the underarms.”

I nodded my head in understanding.

“And here are a clean pair of panties and a bra. They should be the same size you have on only white. Leave the dirty ones on the floor. There is also a new panty liner.”

“Okay.”

“I’ve left you some really good athletic tape. You can give yourself a good tuck to avoid some of that camel-toe problem.”

“I can do that,” I agreed. Tucking and tape is something I would normally do whenever I had the opportunity to dress.

“This bottle is a really nice smelling lube. It might help settle things down a bit before you do your tape.”

“Are you trying to embarrass me?” I chided as I felt myself blush.

“Oh, you poor thing. Are you saying that you don’t need the lubricant? I can take it with me if you don’t want to try it.”

“No, no. Just leave it. I might be able to put it to some use.”

“Good girl. Now, sit down on this rug and let me tie your ankles.”

“Ah, okay,” I said, sitting my butt down on a thick rug over the tile floor.” She deftly tied my ankles in front of me and included several knots on top of my ankles. She removed the handcuff key from her neck and placed it on the vanity.

“Now switch around and get on your knees,” she said, helping me change my position. Several times during positioning me I rubbed up against her legs and her breasts. I was about to shoot from touching her. Maybe she is right about needing that lubricant.

“I’m going to unlock and remove the cuffs and put them on the vanity. After I leave the room, you can untie your ankles, take your shower and do your ‘housekeeping,’ Understand?”

“Sure.”

“After you are done, please re-tie your ankles this way, put the cuffs back on, then call for me. I’m going to be out on my computer checking e-mails. Any questions?”

“Nope, it is all quite clear.”

“Good girl. Now let me take off those cuffs.”

I felt the handcuffs loosen and then heard the metallic sound of them being placed on the vanity. I looked around and saw her put the key back around her neck then she went out the door, closing it firmly. I heard the sound of the door being locked as I surveyed my situation.

Still on my knees, I reached around to untie my ankles. The knots were now beneath my ankles facing toward the floor. For me to untie them, I had to shift around until my feet were again in front. ‘She doesn’t miss anything,’ I said to myself. As I untied the knots that held the rope in place, I glanced over at the knob on the door and smiled. Where yesterday the knob had a hole for an emergency key, there now was a screw closing the hole. Tricky. She doesn’t take any chances.

I finally got myself loose and stood, rubbing my wrists and relishing the ability to use my hands again. A short-lived feeling, I was afraid. I looked over some of the items that had been left for me as I removed my bra and panties. I removed the pad, wrapped it in TP and discarded it in the trash. I put the used underwear on the floor where she had indicated. I took advantage of the opportunity to use the stool for an urgent bio-break, did the paperwork and flushed.

It made me feel like some kind of perv, but I was curious so I grabbed the bottle of lube, opened the seal, and gave it a sniff. It had a strong, floral scent that was just heavenly. I put some on my finger and rubbed it with my thumb. It was very nice. I noticed that it was edible and I touched some of it to my tongue. It tasted marvelous. “I wonder what it would feel like?” I pondered aloud. I added some more to my finger and put it on the head of my rapidly hardening tool. “Oh, wow. That’s wonderful,” I said to myself. I added some to my palm, then started thinking about what was happening with Donna while casually stroking myself. I was having a problem coming up with a description of what we were to one another. First there was the bondage, but that didn’t seem to have a sexual aspect to it. It seemed to be more functional. She said it was to keep me the way she found me in case I used my safe-word. That kind of made sense. I stopped and put another small dab of the lube on my hand and continued my rubbing. It didn’t seem to be a FemDom relationship either. She had never struck me, punished me or did anything to intentionally hurt me. She did suggest that I call her ‘Miss Donna,’ but there was no problem when I just referred to her by her first name. In fact, she sometimes became a little rattled when I said ‘Miss Donna’ when I was expressing my gratitude for something. My hand started a more rapid trajectory of my unit. It seemed almost the opposite of FemDom as our relationship was more caring and nurturing with her trying to help me control my angry impulses and caring for my needs. I sensed my hand making faster trips from one end of my cock to the other and my heart was starting to thump with a bit more intensity. My body was fixated on the magical characteristics of the lube as I pivoted my thoughts back to Donna. I loved the cross-dressing and it was very exciting that she considered me to be her pretty roommate. She seemed to enjoy trying to make me look beautiful. My breathing became a bit more ragged as my hand continued stroking. I felt my face flush as I looked around for a towel or something in the event I were to explode. There was a hand-towel in front of me that I grabbed just in case. I thought back to how she looked this morning in her nightgown. What a beautiful sight the first thing in the morning. The vision of her round breasts and stiff nipples flooded my brain. My fist started to race forward and back, and I noticed my body start to pulse. I put the towel over the end of my cock just in case, then thought about being in her arms last night, drinking in her fragrance after one of the worst days of my life. “Oh, oh, OH SHIT,” I grunted as I started to shoot into the towel wrapped around my tool. “Aaaaaaaah,” I moaned quietly, as my hand continued its dash across my stem. “Fuck, fuck, FUCK,” I whispered to myself as I came back to earth. “What the hell was THAT?”

—————

After almost passing out from the intensity of that orgasm, I started the shower and tried to focus on getting myself clean and smooth. I used the razor on my face, legs and underarms, plus removed the small amount of hair from my genitals to make taping easier and more secure. I washed and conditioned my hair and lathered myself with the fantastic smelling body gel. I rinsed and dried off, then washed the cum out of the towel and hung it over the shower rod.

I put the seat down on the stool and grabbed the tape and some alcohol wipes. I pulled off several strips of tape and temporarily attached them to a heat register beside the stool. I wiped down with the alcohol and let everything dry, insuring a good bond for the tape. I pushed my dangles into the cavity between my legs, then bent my limp dick back to hold them in place. I used several strips of tape to hold everything. The tape was fantastic. I need to find out the brand.

I looked around to make sure everything was ready, then with just a moment of reservation, grabbed the rope and the cuffs and took my position on the floor. After the briefest hesitation, I decided that I would go ahead with this and hope Todd got back soon. Reality struck that I really didn’t have much choice in the matter. I had an explicit set of instructions so I followed them exactly. I tightly lashed my ankles, wrapped them around so I was on my knees, then ratcheted the handcuffs back in place. I called out to Donna and waited.


Chapter 9

It took some time before she arrived. She knocked and asked if I was finished and if the handcuffs were on. I assured her they were, and she chuckled.

“You wouldn’t lie to me about that? It might not turn out so well.”

“I swear. I’m being really good.”

I heard the door open slightly, then heard a satisfied sigh. There was a small aerosol container in her hand that she put on the vanity. “Well look at this. My pretty girlfriend is all cleaned up and ready to get dressed.”

“Did you call me your girlfriend?” I asked jubilantly.

“Don’t you want to be my girlfriend? Would you rather just be my roommate?”

“No, no. I’m excited about being your girlfriend.”

“Well, girlfriend, let’s check to make sure you are all secured so you can’t run away and get me in trouble. Oh my. Tsk-tsk,” she said.

“What’s wrong?!?”

“Well, we need to work on your handcuffing technique. Lean your head forward and let me fix this,”

I did as she asked and felt her remove the handcuff from my right hand. She then twisted the cuff and re-attached it, cinching it securely. She cinched up the other cuff and then I heard her double-lock them.

“Keyhole goes toward your body, not your hands,” she explained patiently.

“I’ve never put handcuffs on before,” I explained.

“Good thing you have me to look out for you. Did you get all clean and smooth?”

“You bet. Thank you for the cool lube. It came in handy.”

“Perfect. Let’s go to my bedroom and get you settled. Then I can take my shower now you are done hogging the bath.”

She untied my ankles and hung the rope around my neck. We went into her room and she crossed to the closet.

“Be a good girl and lie down so I can tie your ankles again.”

“You don’t need to do that on my account,” I protested weakly.

“I’m not doing it for you, silly. I’m doing it for me. I want to make sure my girlfriend can’t get away and get into trouble. Now be good.”

I settled into the closet and she bound my legs and tied me to the closet rail. Satisfied that I was secure, she closed the door.

“Don’t go to sleep,” she said from the other side of the door, “I won’t be long.”

I relaxed in the dark space with the scent of her perfume surrounding me. I was strangely comfortable in this unusual situation, but something was nagging me. Was this just another hazing or something that would turn into a gotcha moment? Was this a setup from Brian and Todd, or Julie? I had no control of where this was going. I was the follower and not the leader right now. I didn’t want to defy her because I was afraid everything would crumble and fall apart. If I tried to resist, Donna would probably react badly. I can’t predict what she would do, but it may mean my towel-covered ass in the back of a patrol car. I had the most fantastic feeling when she said I was now her girlfriend. I don’t want to do anything to screw this up given how I had fucked up so many other things recently.

I heard the water turn off. She was correct; it didn’t take long. After a few moments she opened the door and released my ankles. She had removed her gown and was wearing a floral cover-up over her bra and panties. I could see the necklace around her neck, the key to my handcuffs still safe and secure. A sense of relief washed over me. I am pleased to be with her and my earlier doubts were forgotten. I smiled broadly and a smile was returned.

“Come here you pretty little thing. Let’s get some clothes on you. Oh, first things first, makeup. What do you say? Would you like me to help?”

“Yes please, but can I watch how you do it?”

“Sure, come sit here in front of my makeup mirror and I’ll let you watch some magic.”

She pointed toward a narrow, armless chair. As I sat down, she directed my cuffed hands behind the straight back keeping me sitting rod straight. There was a large lighted mirror in front of me, and Donna reached for the paper bag containing my makeup.

“We need to get you a makeup case to store all your stuff in, little one.”

My heart jumped when she faced me, straddled my lap and sat on my legs.

“That’s not too uncomfortable is it? It won’t take long,” she said with a bit of mischief.

“Oh, no problem at all,” I responded. With our panties only inches apart, I thought about how much her proximity was turning me on.

She started with moisturizer and foundation, then three shades of eye shadow.

“I’ve got some eyeliner here, you game?”

“Yes, yes, yes!”

“You are such a girl.”

She expertly applied the liquid eyeliner and smudged it with a cotton swab. Next came an eyebrow pencil, followed by several coats of mascara. She also used the eyebrow pencil to contour my cheeks, then added just a bit of blush. I was going crazy watching the transformation and anxious to see how I would look when we were finished.

“We’ll wait for a bit with your lipstick. Time for some hair.”

She raised from my lap breaking me from my trance. God that was hot.

“You have such nice hair. You need to let it grow so you don’t need this wig,” she teased, or at least I think she is teasing. “Some highlights would look great!” she continued.

She used her brush and some hairspray on my natural hair, then put on the makeshift wig-cap. She picked up the wig and started to brush it out before fitting it to my head. Next came a handful of hairpins and some final styling. The effect was magnificent.

“What do you think so far, honey,” she asked.

“I’m amazed,” I responded without hesitation.

“Then, let’s get you dressed and see the whole package.”

She pulled out a yellow halter top along with the white skirt from yesterday.

“What do you think of this outfit, sweetie.”

“I love it.”

I stood up and she put on the halter top and the skirt. She sat me on the edge of the bed and hose and shoes soon followed.

“Some lipstick and perfume and you are all set,” she said. After applying the lipstick, she sprayed a fantastic fragrance to her finger and put it several places on my body.

“This scent is called ‘Obsession’ and the name kind of fits my girlfriend Michelle since I’m so obsessed with her.”

“But no earrings?” I asked with a pout.

“Of course, you silly. How about the ones you wore yesterday? They should go with the yellow.”

“But don’t you want to wear them? They are your favorite.”

“I think they are now your favorite too. I’ve got some other ones that will go nicely with my dress.”

She crossed to her chest and brought out the pair of earrings and threaded them into my ears.

“Oh my god! I think I am going to faint,” I said, pretending to fall over.

“No crying and definitely no fainting. Those are the rules! Now you get to sit here and watch me fix myself up,” she said, turning me to face the makeup mirror, “I hope it’s not going to be too boring for you.”

She did the same routine with her makeup, except using different colors since her skin tone and hair were such a different color. I watched intently as she performed the ritual of making herself even more stunning. She went to her closet and pulled out a yellow sundress.

“What do you think of this?” she asked, “We will match; well not quite.”

I chuckled and told her I loved it. She stripped out of her robe and allowed me a few seconds to look over her beautiful body. Her eyes were fixed on mine as she dropped the dress on her body, filling me with envy. She looked like a model.

She removed a clip from her hair and it fell loosely to her shoulders. She brushed it a bit before she put a couple of small yellow clips on the sides. I was so jealous.

“And I supposed since you are wearing hose, you expect me to?”

“It’s only fair,” I responded.

“And high heels too?”

“Of course.”

“Some girlfriends can be really high maintenance,” she grumbled as she went to her chest and pulled out some nude pantyhose. Then she went to her closet to get some white three-inch pumps.

“Winter white; will these do?” she asked, showing them to me.

“Is that all the taller heel you have,” I teased.

“Yes,” she said, “These are as tall as I have in white. Just wait until we raid Robin’s closet. I bet we can find some skyscraper platforms in your size. We’ll see how good of a job you do walking in them.”

“Oh, I think those pumps will be just fine.”

“I thought so,” she said, sitting on the chair facing me and sensuously pulling the nylons onto her legs.

“All smooth, just like you,” she teased as she stood and slowly raised her dress to smooth the hose and pull the panty around her waist.

“They look great,” I said. “You’re sure about this no-fainting rule, right? Because I’m starting to feel a little woozy.”

“Don’t you dare,” she warned as she sat to put on the shoes. She put on the same mauve lipstick that I was wearing and dabbed herself with a different fragrance.

She went to her dresser and attached some yellow earrings, turned to face me and did a twirl, “What do you think?”

“All I can say is WOW!”


Chapter 10

She looked at me with a smile. “Well, little girl, it is too early for us to call Todd, so let’s find some breakfast.”

As we walked to the kitchen, we heard the chime on the elevator.

“Oops, come with me,” she said, heading me toward the bathroom. “We’re the only ones on this floor so they are probably coming here. You stay in here and be quiet,” She whispered as she sat me on the stool, turned out the light and closed and locked the door.

I heard a knock and a few seconds later Donna unlocked and opened the main door. I could hear them talking if I listened closely.

“Hi Cheryl, come on in. I was just getting some breakfast. Do you want something?” Donna said brightly.

“Oh nothing,” Cheryl responded. “Wow, you look great. Going on a date at 9 o’clock in the morning?”

“No, nothing like that. Just got bored so I’m going through some of my things and trying stuff on. Is something up?”

“Oh, the light bulb burned out in my bathroom and it is dark in there without it.”

I certainly understood how Cheryl felt, it is really dark in the windowless bathroom without the light.

Cheryl continued, “I was wondering if there was a supply of them anywhere or if I had to call maintenance.”

“I’ll get my ID card and we can check in the janitor’s closet. I think I saw some in there. Fortunately, my card works on all the doors.”

“Must be nice, big room and a pass-card.”

“And two a.m. phone calls when someone gets locked out of the dorm or gets caught drinking. Do you have the burned-out one?”

“Yes, It’s in my purse.”

“Let’s go and take a look,” then I heard the door close and lock behind them.

—————

They returned about 15 minutes later.

“Come in, Cheryl. Do you want some coffee? I’m about to put some on.”

“A cup sounds good. Hey, I had a couple of questions.”

“Question away.”

“Well, how many of us are in the building?”

“Through Christmas there only 5 of us. There will be a couple of others coming back the middle of next week and some others leaving. It will be kind of quiet.”

“Who is here?” Cheryl asked.

“Give me a second and I’ll find some paper and make you a list, would that help?”

“That would be great. I would know where I could go if I needed something.”

“Well, I’m usually here and it’s my job to help. If all else fails you can call my cell.”

“Thanks. Another question, what is the procedure for the doors?”

“Since the building is technically closed, all of the doors are locked and alarmed. You can go in and out the front door using your ID card. If you try to go out without the card, an alarm goes off and the campus police are notified. Please use your ID card every time you go in and out to avoid a hassle with the cops. You should have gotten an e-mail about this.”

“Oh, I might have missed it. I’ll look for it.”

“Hey look, coffee’s ready.”

They continued to talk quietly over coffee and sometime later Cheryl left.

—————

A bit later, I heard a knock on the door and Donna asked me if I was still awake and away from the door.

“I’m still where you left me. I’m being a good girl.”

She opened the door just a few inches, turned on the light and looked in the mirror to see where I was before opening the door fully.

“You were a good girl,” she stooped over and kissed me on the cheek, “I’m so proud of you.”

She might have been proud of me, but I noticed she was carrying the little container. I figure it was probably pepper spray or mace. She is serious about keeping her girlfriend from running off.

“Come with me,” she said, turning and walking back toward the kitchen. When I came out into the hallway, I checked her out as she walked toward the living room. Her hips swayed and her dress brushed against her beautiful legs as she walked in the tall heels. She went to the living room, stooping to put the container back into her purse before turning and walking back toward the kitchen. I was transfixed and wondered if she was putting on a show for me or if she always moved like that.

“Coffee?” she asked with a big smile, breaking my trance.

“Love it, I mean I would love some.” I stuttered

She directed me to the kitchen as my heart continued to race. “Have a seat back in the corner and I will get you some and maybe a breakfast bar. How does that sound?”

“Great!”

She unwrapped a couple of breakfast bars and put them on two small plates. One of them she cut into pieces. I bet I know who gets that one. She poured herself a cup of coffee, and then put some coffee in the travel cup and added a couple of ice cubes.

“Drinking hot coffee through a straw is tricky. I hope you don’t mind iced coffee.”

“That sounds great, Donna. If I am drinking iced coffee with you, I am happy.”

“You are flirting with me again.” she chuckled, “What am I going to do to make you stop.”

“Not a chance.”

“You are impossible,” she said as she took a piece of the breakfast bar and brought it to my lips. I took it daintily from her fingers with my teeth to avoid smudging my lipstick. I watched a smile cross her face. She started nibbling on her bar as well. It went on like this, stopping occasionally to offer me a sip of the cold coffee, until the bars were gone.

—————

We sat talking about silly stuff while she drank her coffee when we heard an alarm sounding downstairs.

“Oh damn,” Donna exclaimed, “This way, Michelle. You know the drill.”

“She led me back to the bathroom and I sat on the stool. She rushed off, closing and locking the bathroom door and leaving the light off.

It seemed a long time before I heard the elevator chime again. She was talking on the phone as she badged herself in the dorm door.

“Oh, it was only one of the girls that was leaving today. She put her suitcase down and it fell and activated the alarm. Thankfully, she waited at the door to tell me what happened.”

She listened for a bit and then said, “I had her badge herself out, there was no problem. I will write up an incident report and send it to you so you can put it with the call.”

She didn’t instantly let me out of the bathroom, but instead I heard her in her bedroom opening drawers. I assumed she was looking for something. After a while it was quiet and she knocked on the door.

“Are you ready to come out?” she asked.

“I’m sitting down, I’ll be good.”

The door opened slightly, she switched the light on and made sure I was sitting on the stool before opening the door fully. I didn’t see the spray, but she was carrying her purse, so I assume it was close at hand.

“Somebody tripped the alarm downstairs and the cops got a call. Now I need to write a report, but first we are going to finish our coffee.”

She followed me out to the kitchen and I sat in the corner again. She pulled a different cellphone from her purse and plugged it in to charge.

“That’s my old phone, but it still might work for what I plan to do with it. There is no SIM card, but it should work on wi-fi.”

“Donna, would it be possible for me to use your computer to check my e-mails sometime?”

“You’ll probably need my help, but sure, I’ll get a guest account set up for you.”

“I just need a browser session.

“I can’t let anyone use my school account. There is no problem if I set you up a guest session.”

“That would be great.”

—————

After our coffee, we went into the living room and she had me sit at the desk. She put her computer on her lap and logged in as I continued to check out her legs. After a few clicks, she put the computer back on the desk. There was now an icon that said GUEST. She clicked it and brought up a browser.

She stood beside me to access the keyboard. Her scent and closeness was intoxicating.

“Which service do you use?”

I told her and she brought up the mail program and asked me for my username, then entered it. Next, she asked for my password.

“This is a little awkward, Donna.”

“I think you will need my help. I don’t see how you can put in your password unless you can do it with your nose.”

I was struggling with what was happening. I had been conditioned to use a strong password and never reveal it.

“Oh, what. Does my girlfriend think I am trying to steal her password?” she said jokingly. “Maybe that I would dress her up all slutty, take pictures and send them to all her contacts. That would just be mean, don’t you think? Do you think I would do something mean like that, Michelle?”

Would she ever do anything like that? I didn’t think so. She is trying to help me and I’m in a jam right now.

“No, Donna, I know you are not mean,” I relented and let her have my password. She entered it, then she clicked the box that said Remember Password. Another box came up warning about saved passwords on a guest session and she clicked OK. Up came my inbox, including a reminder about a lesson that I had this afternoon.

“Oh, is that one of your online classes?” she asked. “We probably better get you set up so you can make the class.”

“I can just skip it.”

“No you can’t! You will lose your rating,” she gasped.

“Yeah, but it would be a hassle.”

“I’ll work with you to get it set up. We can’t do much else until Todd gets out of bed,” she offered.

“If we could do that, it would be great. I need the money.”

“What application do you use for communication? My camera is not very good and I usually just leave it covered with tape. Do you need video?”

“No, I can just use audio and chat.”

When we started to load the communication program, a popup came up saying you needed administrator rights. She sat, moved the computer from the desk to her lap, logged in as admin and started the download. She then moved the computer back to the desk and remained standing beside me.

“So, while that is loading, we can look at your e-mails,” she said, clicking back to the inbox. The feel of her body next to me, her dress brushing against my arm, her fragrance, and just her presence was driving me nuts. I told myself I had to focus and took a deep breath. I looked at the inbox and there were some junk messages, a message from my parents, one from my sister, and one from Kevin.

“This will be fun. I can be my girlfriend’s secretary!” She bumped against me with excitement. “Which do you want to look at first?”

“Can we look at the one from Kevin. That might be important.”

The message was about the scavenger hunt and recapped the information about them getting caught by the cops behind the frat house. He said the brothers are convinced it wouldn’t be a problem, but Kevin was still spooked. He was also worried that no one said what happened to me. He said that him, Trevor and Doug were leaving for break, but Blake was still around if I needed anything at the house. I muttered something about the last thing I wanted to do was to ask Blake for anything but received a sour look from Donna. “Be nice,” she warned.

“What do I do?” I asked Donna.

“Well, you probably ought to write back and let him know you are alright. Let’s work together on a response. Something like you are staying with your girlfriend, are blissfully happy and never want to see the Theta house again.” She started typing that message into a reply.

I started laughing but said that we might need to work on that response a little bit. I suggested maybe I was staying with a friend and was really trying to reach Todd to get my stuff. Donna cleared the reply then transcribed my words into the text box. I thought about having Kevin e-mail Todd, but she suggested just copying Todd on the message, that way we would have two channels of communication to him. It sounded good. We finished telling him that I was fine for right now but really needed my keys so I could get back into the apartment. Donna put Todd in the CC field and hit send.

By that time the online lesson application was downloaded, and Donna clicked to open it. We got to the login box I gave her the credentials, went through all the challenge stuff and got logged in. We looked at my schedule and saw the lesson this afternoon and a few lessons next week. Hopefully next week everything would be back to normal.

We looked at the other e-mails and I had Donna type happy messages to my parents and my sister, wishing them a Merry Christmas, then logged out.

“So now I am a Resident Assistant for the college and a Personal Assistant for my girlfriend. This is cool.”

“The best PA I have ever had, by far.”

“Michelle, you little devil. I think you are trying to charm me with all these compliments.”

“Yes, and I’m going to keep trying.”


Chapter 11

Donna said that she needed to log in and do that incident report when we heard the elevator chime. I started toward the bathroom, entered and sat down. Donna turned off the light and locked the door. There was a knock on the door and the visitor called out, “Hi Donna, it’s your dad.”

“Just a minute,” she called out, then the door opened.

“I just finished up breakfast and was going to do some work on the computer. How about some coffee?”

“You look really nice, something going on that I should know about?”

“Oh, I dressed up in case any handsome police officers came by.”

“Well, if any handsome officers come by, I want to know about it so I can kick some ass. It is just your ugly old dad.”

“Oh right. I’ll get you some coffee. I know all cops like coffee.”

“That is just an ugly rumor. I prefer a floral scented tea with a sugar cookie.”

“You are just being silly. Sit down and I’ll bring you a cup of coffee just the way you drink it.”

I could hear her in the kitchen getting the coffee, then returning to the living room.

“Here’s your coffee. Sorry, all out of cookies. So, what brings you to my dorm, mister policeman?”

“Just checking in and making sure everything’s okay here.”

“Nothing is going to happen to me here. I am quite secure.”

“I just worry about you, Pumpkin. I still feel guilty about that thing a couple of years ago. I just want to know you are safe.”

“Did you just call me Pumpkin?”

“Don’t go all women’s lib on me. I still want to break the little creep that hurt you in half.”

“I’m fine dad. I’m getting over it. Did you just say women’s lib? I prefer the term ‘empowered’”

“Empowered then. On another matter, we had something strange happen yesterday afternoon that is still bothering me.”

“Are you talking about that little dust-up down on sixth floor? That was nothing. I sent you a report.”

“No there was some frat shit that happened about the same time,”

“Was that a bad word, mister policeman? I don’t approve of language like that in my dorm room. I have standards.”

“Don’t give me that. Did you notice anything about that same time? I heard something about some streakers on campus. The boys caught some naked pledges behind one of the houses, but then their frat-buddies came outside to rescue them. Of course, everybody started lying their asses off, I mean they started fabricating an account. I am modifying my language in respect to my daughter’s high standards.”

They both started laughing.

“I didn’t see any naked pledges, but I can ask around to the other girls to see if they know anything.”

I chuckled to myself when she said she didn’t see any ‘naked’ pledges. Just one wearing a bra and panties. I notice she didn’t mention that.

“I’m going to check all the floors, the stairwells, janitor closets and such. I need to do it anyway to make sure there were no lights left on.”

“I was in the closet on this floor earlier. I didn’t see anything but mops and lightbulbs.”

“I’ll check it anyway. I don’t want to start going through video. What a stupid system. No cameras except in the lobby and the elevators, and a tape system rather than digital. If I need to find something, someone needs to go through hours of tape.”

“And if there were cameras in the dorm hallways, you would probably have volunteers falling all over themselves to review tape looking for bra and panty episodes.”

“Would not,” her father protested.

“Would too! This is a women-only dorm and some of the residents can be kind of uninhibited.”

“Well if it were a digital system, we could go right to what we needed to see.”

“Oh, that would be comforting.”

“What about the stairs?”

“What about them?” she challenged. “You need an ID to get to the dorm hallways from the stairs. The only way to get out of the stairway without a badge is to the main floor where there is a camera. Or I guess you have the option of the fire exit and triggering the alarm.”

“You seem to know a lot about this. You sound like a cop.”

“I hung around with a lot of them when I was younger,” she chuckled. “You realize that I helped come up with this system. It took a lot of bargaining with the girls to let them add the cameras in the first place, and the recorder was the only thing we could afford.”

“Well, I’m going to look around and see if there is something that doesn’t look right. Can you e-mail your residents about this?”

“No, I’m not going to e-mail everyone during their Christmas holiday and ask them about seeing naked boys. I may get some responses that I wouldn’t want to hear. I’ll check around, but it will be discrete unless you can come up with something more specific.”

“Oh boy. Every time I come here I can expect to get hassled. Thanks for the coffee.”

“Thanks for stopping by Daddy. Let me know when you leave the building and don’t scare any of the residents.”

“Will do.”

I heard the door open and close followed by the chime and the sound of the elevator door.

“I’m going to leave you in there for a little bit. I’ve got a project that I am working on and you can be such a distraction,” she said quietly through the door.

“I’ll just hang out here and be good,” I responded in a quiet voice.

“That’s my girl. Since my dad is prowling around, I want to wait until he leaves so you be a quiet little thing, okay?”

“I’ll just sit in here thinking about how beautiful you are,” I said.

“You are such a tease.”

—————

I learned a lot about the dorm security listening to Donna’s dad, but it wasn’t good news. My options for getting away were limited unless I wanted to get turned over to the cops. Donna wanted to keep it that way.

There was no new information in the e-mail from Kevin, except I found out who was gone for break. Blake was one of the few in town that could help me beside Donna, but I would rather stay locked in a bathroom then to contact him. Having the cops still interested in the scavenger hunt wasn’t good news. What were those assholes thinking? A hazing with naked pledges running across campus? Fucking dummies deserve to get their charter suspended.

I started to think about my attraction to Donna. She is such an enigma and seems to delight in keeping me off balance. She is so amazingly smart, witty and stunningly good looking. There was an undercurrent of danger, or maybe that was just me trying to build a fantasy around this situation. There was a degree of threat to both of us, and our futures and reputations could be destroyed if this thing unwrapped. I was also really attracted to her, but I didn’t know if it was shared. I hoped it was, but she seemed more interested in me as a girl. Was that a bad thing? Would I be okay with that? I think I would, but I am still rather attached to my man parts. A girl with man bits, would I be happy with that? Would she?

Quite some time later I heard her cell-phone ping, and I assume it was a text from her dad. Shortly after she knocked on the door.

“How are you doing in there?” she asked.

“I’m being good and really quiet,” I stage-whispered.

“Stand back from the door and let me come in. I have a surprise for you.”

“Oh good, I love surprises.”

The door opened a crack, she turned on the light then checked my reflection in the mirror.

“Look who is sitting there being a good girl. Can I come in?” she teased.

“Please.”

“Check this out.” She had her old cellphone on a flexible stand. She positioned it on the vanity in the corner and plugged it in.

“I found this really cool app for my phone. It’s used as a baby monitor, but I can use it to see my girlfriend any time I want when she’s in here. There is also 2-way voice, an adjustable audio trigger and motion sensing. What do you think?

“Oh wow, that looks… practical… I mean practically amazing,”

“I thought so too, and it was really easy to set up. Want to see?”

“Sure.”

She turned her cellphone so I could see my image staring back at me. “Look at my gorgeous girlfriend. I hope you like it.”

“I do. Does this mean you’ll need to leave the light on when I’m in here, I mean for the video to work?” I asked, hoping to not be left in the dark room anymore.

“Oh no, that would be mean. What if my girlfriend wanted to take a nap? If it is dark, the video uses the flash on the camera, and I can vary the brightness.”

“Oh, how perfect,” I said quietly with some reservation.

“Come on, pretty one. Let’s go out and sit on the couch so I can look at you.”

We went to the living room and settled in on the couch. She started some music playing and for the longest time I just stared at her.

“What are you thinking, honey?” she asked.

“You know, I could hear when you were talking to your dad.”

“I’ll need to leave the exhaust fan running from now on,” she mused.

“Well, he mentioned something that I wanted to ask you about.”

She was quiet for quite a while, then spoke.

“And it is probably not about naked frat boys.”

“Nope, he mentioned something happened a couple of years ago and you got hurt.”

More silence, “I should probably tell you about that. Us being girlfriends we shouldn’t keep secrets. In my sophomore year here, I started going out with this guy. Tall, good looking, popular, the type of guy most girls go for.” She was quiet for a bit.

“If this is sensitive, you don’t have to say anything. Sometimes there are secrets that we need to keep.”

“No, honey, I want to tell you so you know why I am suspicious of guys.” After several seconds, she continued. “I went out with him for several months, we got close, but then he started to get a little possessive. I couldn’t dress the way I wanted, couldn’t order what I wanted at the restaurant, couldn’t decide where to go on a date. In some ways it was romantic, but then it felt like I was being smothered. I hated it. I didn’t have any control over my life.”

“I can understand why you wouldn’t like that.” I added.

“He also used a lot of profanity. I hated the crude and tactless way he spoke in front of me.”

“Seriously, Donna, don’t say any more unless you want to. I don’t want you to re-live a painful time.”

“You need to hear this, and I probably need to say it. I tried to put some distance between us, but he got aggressive, almost stalking me. Late night calls and messages, e-mails wanting to know what I was doing, asking me to send him pictures of myself. I felt trapped, but I blamed myself for letting it get that far.”

“You didn’t need to blame yourself; he was just being an… He was not the right guy for you.” I so much wanted to hug her, but the cuffs wouldn’t allow it. I leaned up against her and whispered for her to continue if she wanted to.

“One night I was walking home and he pulled up beside me and told me to get in. I really didn’t want to, but he convinced me by grabbing me and throwing me in the passenger seat. I was frozen with fear. He drove out to a dirt road, stopped and pulled down his zipper. He drew out his big purple cock.”

I started to shiver and whimper as she related the tale.

“He told me to kiss it, and I did, not knowing what else to do. After having me suck on him for a time, he grabbed me by the hair and said to get in the back seat. I was afraid, then I heard the chirp of a siren and saw red and blue lights. I was relieved it was about over. One of dad’s officers came to the side of the car and gestured for him to roll down the window. I was frozen as my attacker started lying to the officer about us just getting ready to leave. The officer shined his light in my face and asked me if I was okay and I said yes, that my boyfriend was just about to take me back to my dorm.”

“Oh, honey, I’m so sorry this happened to you,” I said, shaking with a combination of sympathy and rage.

“Probably sensing something was not right, the cop followed us into town and back to the dorm. I got out and ran into the building, never looking back. Fortunately, I never saw him again. The officer must have told my father. Dad said he warned him to stay away from me. He can be quite persuasive.”

I cuddled next to her, sniffing. She gave me a brief smile and let me blow my nose.

“After that, I spent several months angry at the world; angry at men in particular. I retreated into a woman’s only dorm and walled myself from anything that could hurt me. I learned to control my temper and direct my energy into being a better person and trying to help others. I also did some self-defense lessons with my dad.”

“I don’t know what to say. Now I know why what I did to Julie bothered you so much,” I said between sniffs.

“Yes, but I was relieved to know that what you did wasn’t part of your nature, but you were tricked into it. The same couldn’t be said of my attacker. It was part of his DNA.”

“I am so ashamed of myself.”

“I understand, but now you know why it’s so difficult for me to trust anyone. Trusting then having your world ripped apart is devastating. I never want to feel that kind of fear again.”

“I want you to believe in me, and I will do anything to earn your trust,” I said.

“I feel the same way, but I need to do this my way or I won’t be able to live with myself if something goes wrong. I hope you understand.”

There was nothing more I could say, she wrapped me in her arms and we sat quietly for a long time.


Chapter 12

That afternoon, her phone started to chime. “It’s time to get ready for your class, Michelle. Let’s take my computer to the bathroom and you can do your class from there.”

“Oh, okay, that will work I guess.”

“And that way I can listen in on your class. If you start to flirt with your student, I will know, unless it is in Chinese.”

“The student this afternoon is from Bolivia, so he speaks Spanish.” I chuckled about my flirting with a 7th grade boy.

“Good, I know a little Spanish, so watch yourself.”

I sat on the stool as she set up the laptop on the vanity, opened the communication app and checked the audio. It sounded good; just a bit of an echo from the tile walls. She got her chair from the bedroom and had me sit down, directing my cuffed hands behind the chair back. She wrapped the cable lock around my waist and locked me to the chair. I looked at her quizzically.

“Don’t worry little one. I’ll take off your cuffs before your class. You weren’t worried, were you?”

“What would I be worried about?” I said, smiling.

“Since we’ve got a couple of minutes, let’s check your e-mail,” she said, bringing up the mail program. Nothing new, just more junk e-mails.

A few minutes before my class, she removed my cuffs, put them on the vanity, then closed and locked the door. I put in the earbuds and got ready for class, rubbing my wrists and happy to see there were no sores. There was a bottle of lotion on the vanity so I rubbed some on my wrists.

Julio is a good student and we were able to make a lot of progress during his lesson. After the lesson, I did the review, and checked my e-mail again; nothing. Since I had the computer, I wanted to do a little surfing to figure out something that was puzzling me. I searched and clicked around for a little bit, but I didn’t want to make Donna wait while I was in here surfing. I shut down the computer and grabbed the cuffs from the vanity. After a brief hesitation, I checked the position of the keyholes; toward body and not the hands. I snapped them in place and I yelled to Donna that I was ready.

“You don’t have to shout, silly girl. I can hear you in the monitor.” I had forgotten about that.

“I’ve finished with my class.”

“I’ll be in shortly. Don’t run off.”

Several minutes later, I heard her at the door. “Are you all secure in there?” she asked.

“Yes, sitting here being good.”

The door opened and I noticed she had changed her clothes. She removed the bicycle cable and put it on the vanity and kissed the top of my head. “I could hear you put the cuffs on through the monitor. Let me take a look.”

“I think I got them on right,” I said proudly.

“Excellent job! I just need to adjust them a bit,” she said, tightening and double-locking them.

“I changed out of my dress and put on slacks. I wasn’t going to the store wearing pumps.”

“Are you going to leave me?” I said with a pout.

“Just for a little while. Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you’re safe.”

She had me sit on the floor and used the cable to fasten me to a water pipe. She checked her phone and adjusted the monitor.

“Don’t thrash around. I wouldn’t want you to break that pipe and flood the dorm.”

The pipe was about an inch diameter. I doubt any amount of thrashing around would dislodge it. “I’ll be good, really.”

“I know you will. I’m going now, but I’ll be back in a little bit. I might get you something from the store. I know how you like surprises.”

She put the key to the bike-lock on the vanity, well out of reach and next to the monitor. She blew me a kiss, shut off the light, closed the door and locked it. For some reason that I can’t explain, I did feel safe.

—————

I heard her leave a few minutes later and settled down in the darkness. I could feel the softness of my clothes, and I rubbed my legs together to hear the swish of my nylons. I could smell my perfume; so much different than what Donna wore. I felt the weight of the forms in my bra, the lace on my panties and the sensation of my skirt on my hose. I let out a contented sigh. I wonder if the monitor picked that up.

I thought back to my brief internet search. I had searched for women controlling men and received several Female Domination hits. I looked at some of the links but none of it was what I felt with Donna. All the leather and chains didn’t really appeal to me. What I felt with Donna was more; more caring, more intimate, more exotic. There was something about FLRs, a Female Led Relationship. Would that appeal to Donna? I didn’t have much time to research it, but I might try to find out more. It wouldn’t bother me, and Donna said one of the things about her jerk boyfriend was she didn’t have any control. Maybe she would like a relationship where she felt a bit more empowered. It occurred to me that I might just be trying to build a fantasy into what was two people trying to get through a bad situation. I need to stop making shit up and to get a grip.

The monitor flashed, frightening me.

“How is my girlfriend? Has anyone ever told you that you have a cute smile when you are sitting in the dark?”

“Hello there. No, I don’t think it has ever come up.”

“Well, you do. Do you like hummus?”

“Do YOU like hummus?” I turned the question back on her.

“Yes, I love hummus.”

“Then I love hummus too.” I replied, trying to remember if I even knew what hummus was.

“I’ll be home soon. I miss you.”

“I miss you too.”

I think I am falling for this crazy woman.


Chapter 13

I’d spent quite a bit of time in the dark when heard the elevator chime. I drifted in and out of sleep as she moved around the dorm room.

“Hi Michelle, are you awake?”

The sound caused me to jolt, then there was a flash of light from the monitor, blinding me. She came in the door and gave me a broad smile as I shook my head and tried to get my eyes to focus.

“I’m awake now,” I complained. “Glad to have you back.”

“I’m glad to be back too, it is a jungle out there. Only a couple of days before Christmas. I got you lots of presents and two different kinds of hummus.”

“Fantastic. You are spoiling your girlfriend, you know that.”

“Let’s get you up so you can see what I got you.”

She grabbed the key off the vanity and approached me to unlock the cable.

“That was kind of evil, you know, leaving that key over there where I knew where it was but couldn’t reach it,” I said.

“What!” she said in mock severity. “Are you calling me evil?”

I felt the trap closing. “Oh no, maybe not evil.” She stooped down and smiled, knowing she had me.

“What then?” she queried.

“Maybe wicked, yeah, something like that.”

“But definitely not evil?”

“Oh, definitely not.”

“You know, I have been wondering if you were ticklish.”

Oh god, I was so ticklish that I would laugh until I fainted. “Not ticklish at all,” I lied.

“Uh Huh, not on your cute little feet or under your arms? How about your sides?” She regarded me closely.

“Big nope,” I continued, knowing this could go very bad for me.

“You know, a sweet little thing like you, I bet if I started tickling, you would probably laugh until there was a puddle on the floor.”

“Sorry.”

“And if I were really evil, I might try tickling you and find out.” A gleam in her eyes made me wonder if I was about to get a tickle attack. I really wasn’t sure at this point.

“Good thing you’re not evil,” I said.

“Good thing… For you.”

She unlocked the cable and helped me stand. “Let’s go look at your prezzies.”

We walked together into her bedroom and she sat me on her makeup chair, hands behind as usual. There were several brightly colored bags on the bed. She picked up one and produced a pink makeup case.

“This way, you don’t have your makeup stored in a paper bag,” she said, moving most of the items from the bag to the new case.

“You won’t need this mascara and eye liner because I got you some new, it’s waterproof.” She unwrapped and put the new makeup in the case.

“This looks like good stuff. Too bad our colors don’t match or we could share,” I smiled broadly.

“I got you a real wig cap so we don’t have to use the knee-high. And look at this,” she said, showing me a pair of nude ultra-sheer panty hose. “These are for tomorrow.”

“I’m going to look so pretty,” I said, her enthusiasm was contagious.

“That’s the plan. I also got you a folding wig stand, and some other things, but I’m not ready to show you those yet.

“Did you get anything for yourself?” I asked.

“All of your presents are also for me. I want to keep you beautiful.”

She added a bottle of make-up remover and some cotton buds to my makeup case, then sealed the zipper.

“I stopped at Robin’s room and found some stuff for you for tomorrow. You are going to love it.”

“Show me?!?”

“No, you have to wait. Let’s go have some carrots and hummus.”

When we got to the kitchen, she asked if I wanted some coffee.

“Do you have any herb tea that smells like flowers?” I asked, grinning.

“You heard that did you, well it just so happens I do, and I bought some sugar cookies too.”

—————

After our snack, we went to the sofa and she grabbed her laptop.

“I’m curious what you were looking at after your lesson?”

Oops, busted.

“Can you do that, isn’t that against some law or regulation or something?”

“Nope, guest accounts have no expectation of privacy. Didn’t you read all those pop-up messages that your PA clicked ‘OK’ to?”

“Ah, that is what those were about.”

She brought up the browser and the session history.

“Interesting, care to explain?” she asked in a menacing tone.

“I was looking at a foreign word and the search engine misunderstood,” I lied.

“I see, you seemed to click through several of these links, then followed some of them to other sites. I’ll take a look at these and we can talk. Oh, and just so you know, I disabled the private browsing on your session. If you need to research something, any page you visit will be in the history. If you need an assistant, let me know. That would be something for my resume.”

She started clicking through some of the web pages while I sat beside her quaking in fear and thinking she would call her dad and have him haul the pervert away.

“Some of these outfits are rather interesting if you are into PVC. I had a pair of boots one time that I hated. Made my feet sweat like crazy. Have you ever worn any PVC?”

“No,” I replied, my voice cracking.

“I wouldn’t recommend it, and all these buckles would be a real hassle. Ooooh, handcuffs. No wait, these are the crummy kind. They will mess up your wrists and don’t double lock. The links aren’t welded so you can pull them apart if you really struggle. I think the pair that you have are much better.”

“Donna, are you going to be mad about this?”

“No, honey, we are just doing research. Does this type of stuff come up in your language classes often?”

I laughed. “You are really going to make me squirm over this, aren’t you?”

“What do you mean, Michelle? This is just helping with your language classes. Can you tell me what you were looking for?” she started, then a box came up saying there was a new message. She switched away from the website and brought up the e-mail. There was a message from Todd, and the mail preview looked like Todd was not in a good mood.

“Michelle, can I look at this first. It looks like it may be kind of bad. Let me skim it and then we’ll look at it together.”

“Please. And I apologize in advance for this brute.”

“Don’t worry, we’ll get through this,” she said as she turned the computer toward her and started reading.


Chapter 14

Donna was radiating tension as she went through the message. Her body language was taunt, and she looked like she was about to detonate.

“Well, that was kind of revealing,” she said, turning the computer toward me so we could both read it. She had increased the size of the type. I don’t think it was for readability, but more to keep me from going through the entire message quickly. She wanted to show me a bit at a time so I could keep my temper.

‘Well, you little pussy. Do you have any idea what you have done? Blake wants to know where you are so he can come get you. Please send me your address right away. Do it, or the next time I see you I am going to kick your ass.’

“Donna, there is no way I want to go anywhere with Blake. Do we have to tell him? Can I just stay here?”

“Shhhhh, honey. I’m not going to let Blake take you anywhere. Let’s go through the rest of it.”

‘You stupid little faggot-boy. I gave simple instructions and you had two hours to get back to the apartment? What did you do, stop at a lingerie store on the way or something? I had to leave. I waited an extra half an hour and almost missed my flight.’

“Boy, that would suck if you had missed your flight!” I growled. Donna stoked my shoulder and asked me to practice my relaxation exercise. I took several breaths, looked at her and nodded. She brought the e-mail down another couple of lines.

‘Your punk little buddy Kevin wrote the house and said he wanted out. He said that if we didn’t refund all his dues, he was going to take this to the Greek Council or some such shit. What made him think he could ever make it through initiation. What a whimp.’

“Kevin has more spine than the rest of the chapter combined,” I said, taking a couple of breaths and indicating that she could keep going.

‘I left your wallet and phone in the apartment, and that skank dorm-rat Julie came over to get your keys. She said she would get them to you, but it looks like that didn’t happen, huh. Having a bad life lately? That blows, of course you are probably used to that.’

“I don’t understand all this hostility. He was always a creep, but this is way different.”

“I think you will understand soon.” She said, exposing a few more lines.

‘I had a couple calls on my voicemail from you that came from a slut named Donna Martin. Shit, man, don’t get mixed up with that nutcase. And whatever you do, stay away from her father. He is head oink of the college pigs and he is fucking nuts. He once threatened to cuff me and throw me into a hog lot.’

“That would be my dad,” Donna said with a forced smile. She paged down to the bottom of the e-mail.

‘Call over to the house and tell Blake where you are and he will come and get you. And don’t mention any of this to anyone, you hear me? We’ll get together after the break and get this fixed.’

He signed it TW.

It didn’t take me long to figure out what all the hostility was about. My chest tightened up and my blood started to boil. I looked at Donna and she shook her head no, telling me to go to my happy place and mellow. I tried, but it was very hard. She stroked my shoulder and begged me to calm down.

“I’m trying, Donna, I really am. If I were to ask you an extremely personal question, would you answer me truthfully?”

Donna’s eyes reddened. “Yes, I know what you are going to ask, and I will answer truthfully.”

“What was the name of the guy that tried to rape you?”

“Todd Walker.”

My guts twisted up inside of me and my muscles tested the strength of the handcuffs. I knew for Donna’s sake I needed to remain balanced, to use the energy that I would usually expend in anger and rage, and instead focus that energy into cunning and revenge. The target of my energy would be the bastards that were trying to take both of our futures away from us, not the beautiful creature sitting beside me.

After I calmed down she asked, “Are you going to be okay?”

“Are we going to be okay?” I responded.

“Yes, we will work together and get everything fixed. I swear,” Donna said, making an oath that was going to be very hard to keep.

I was quiet for a time, then looked up at her reddened eyes. She responded with a weak smile.

“Please hold me,” I said, never needing a human touch more in my entire life.

She didn’t say anything, but the sensation of being wrapped in her arms and her kisses on my forehead said everything that I needed to hear.

—————

She held me until the setting sun caused the room to go dark. She stroked my cheek and asked me how I was feeling.

“Motivated!”

“That’s my girl. I don’t want these people to take what we have away from us. There will be a time to react to this, but now is not that time,” she counseled. “I want you to help me protect you. Can you do that?” she said, staring deeply into my eyes. “I want to get back to how we felt before we received that e-mail. I want us to focus on that. That will be my mission, and I hope it will be your mission as well.”

“I will be there with you. I’ll be the best girlfriend ever.”

“I need to leave you for a second, but only to turn on the light. Is that okay?”

“Yes, but please hurry back.”

We sat together for a while, then Donna looked up at the mirror.

“You know, when I came back from shopping I was so excited about your gifts I forgot to change my clothes. You are over there looking so nice and I’m in jeans and a sweatshirt.”

“You look awesome to me.”

“Oh, that’s sweet, but are you telling me you wouldn’t want to glam up? We could try your new makeup.”

“Could we do that?”

“Such a girl!” she said with a bright smile. “Follow me.”

We removed my makeup from this morning, and she started over adding a little more dramatic look for evening. I loved my new eyeliner and mascara. She stripped out of her sweatshirt and jeans and stood in front of me in bra and panties. She caught me looking at her and gave me a devilish look.

“You like?” she said, striking a pose.

“Yes I do, and I’m not afraid to admit it.” She blushed a little but tried to hide it, turning quickly toward her wardrobe. She pulled out a beautiful green dress and put it on the bed.

“I better put on some clothes so you don’t get eye strain.”

She tilted her head forward and started brushing her blonde hair in long strokes. I know she was aware the effect that was having on me and my heart started thumping in my chest. Her movements were fluid, unhurried and undeniably sexy.

“I can’t wait until your hair grows out,” she said. “We will be able to take turns brushing each other’s hair.” She clipped part of her hair back in a beautiful gold clip, leaving the rest to fall to her shoulders. She refreshed her makeup, picked up the dress and looked at me.

“What do you think of this dress?” She asked.

I paused and remembered what she said about Todd telling her what she could wear. I waited to give her an answer.

“I know why you don’t want to tell me. You’re afraid I’ll think I am losing control if you tell me how to dress. Is that it?”

“I don’t want to control you, Donna. I want us to be comfortable making decisions together, big ones and small ones.”

“But a girlfriend saying she likes something I want to wear is different from some jerk that forces me to wear crop-tops, short-shorts and fuck-me heels. We can agree on that, can’t we?”

“As your girlfriend, I want to say without hesitation that dress will look fantastic.”

“And I will accept your suggestion, but since I need to exercise control, I think I will wear something else.”

She pulled out the ugliest long bohemian skirt I have ever seen and showed it to me. She must have seen my frown as she looked at me coquettishly.

“I think I will wear this,” she announced, holding in in front of her and looking in the mirror.

“My hope is to nurture a relationship where one partner can assume control of a situation, but always takes into consideration the contribution of the other partner.” I said, mechanically.

“You pulled that almost verbatim from one of the websites you were looking at, didn’t you?” she said, smiling.

“Maybe. And my contribution to this decision is that skirt is the most horrific thing I have ever seen.”

“Well, we should talk about this, because I think I’ve stepped way over a line where it comes to assuming control in some other areas,” she said solemnly.

“Could I talk you into wearing the green dress? We will take up that other issue when I am ready to contribute.”

She slipped on the dress, put on nude hose and black pumps, and looked absolutely breathtaking.


Chapter 15

We sat on the couch and had a few moments of awkwardness deciding what to say. I moved my head from side to side trying to relieve some soreness, and Donna sensed my problem.

“Can I put some lotion on your neck and shoulders?”

“That would be wonderful,” I said.

She pulled a bottle of massage oil and a towel from a storage cabinet.

“I think you will like this,” she cooed, placing some lotion on her hand and allowing me a sniff.

“That’s wonderful.”

She un-knotted the top of my halter and dropped it to the front, leaving me with my bra exposed.

“Wow, what a babe,” she teased. She sat on the sofa and had me sit on the floor between her legs facing away.

“Babe with a sore neck. Not used to the weight of the forms I guess.”

“Donna will make you feel all better, don’t worry.” She used a clip and fastened my hair out of the way, warmed the oil in her hands, then started rubbing it into my shoulders. I made mewing noises as she worked. My mind drifted off to my place beside the lake where I felt calm and safe, far away from fraternity pranks and campus policemen. I felt the softness of Donna’s nylons against my arms, the tenderness of her touch, the scent of the oil, the sound of her breathing, just her being there next to me protecting me from all the trouble that seemed to be surrounding me.

“Are you still with me?” she whispered. “You’re awfully quiet.”

“You know when we were composing that e-mail this morning. You suggested that I tell Kevin I’m living with my girlfriend, am blissfully happy and I never wanted anything to do with Theta house again. I should have stayed with that version.”

“I kind of liked that too, but with your version at least we know who has your keys. I’ll send a text to Julie.”

“Would it be wrong for me to say I don’t care where they are. That I kind of like things the way they are right now.”

“But when we find your keys you can go back to your apartment,” she suggested.

“And be alone until Blake comes over and beats the crap out of me.”

Donna turned quiet and continued the massage while I zoned out again. I thought about how nice my shoulders felt, the soft warmth of her legs, her closeness.

My mind turned to what I was going to do about Todd and Blake. I wanted to hurt them really bad. The things that Todd said about Donna and what he tried to do to her sickened me. I thought about how I wanted to get back at them. Flatten their tires, find Todd’s car and set it ablaze, beat them to a pulp, then write a long message to the Greek Council and get the house thrown off campus. I thought about getting away and doing something to get back at them. I had been studying Donna’s security arrangements and they were quite good. I didn’t want to do anything to hurt her, but I would wait for an opportunity, then I would make those assholes pay. I felt Donna stop rubbing.

“What happened, honey. You were getting so relaxed, and then you stiffened up.”

“Oh, nothing.”

“Michelle, I am familiar with ‘nothing’ and that’s not it. Please tell me what made you so tense.”

“I was thinking about Todd and Blane.”

“Don’t think about them, they can’t hurt you. I’ll make sure of that.”

“They have already hurt us. And Todd hurt you worse of all.”

“We will even the score, and they won’t even see it coming.”

There was a period of silence and Donna was able to get me to relax again. I settled more deeply into her softness and thought about good things while she massaged my neck and shoulders.

She started to speak quietly, pulling me back from my reverie. “I want to thank you for something,” she started, then went quiet for a moment. I figured she was building me up for something important.

“I want to thank you for going along with my need to keep you restrained. It is very important to me that you indulge me about that. I know I am being weird,” she spoke with a degree of hesitation in her voice.

“It takes a bit of adapting, but you have been so great about keeping me safe and comfortable, I am willing to remain this way until we both feel the bonds are no longer necessary.”

“I have something for you, a present. Do you want to see it?”

“You know how I like presents,” I responded warily, knowing some of her presents can come with an edge of peril.

“I’ll also get a couple of other things we need to talk about. I’ll be right back.”

“I’ll just stay here.”

“I know you will, because I am going to tie you to the sofa.”

—————

It took a little bit, but she came back to the room with the pink towel and put it on the floor in front of us. She also had a brightly wrapped box, a dropper bottle and a couple lengths of rope.

“Would you like to see your present?” she asked excitedly. It was a box about four inches square and not very thick.

“I’ll help you open it,” she said, removing the bow and wrapping paper. She opened the box and showed me a new pair of silver handcuffs.

“These are yours. They are a little better quality than the ones you have on, and they didn’t come from Todd so that is a big thing for me. Do you want to try them?”

“Ah, sure, I think.” She untied me, tossed the rope on top of the towel, and had me stand facing away from her. She loosened the cuffs that I had on and pushed them up my wrists but didn’t remove them. Then she took the new cuffs and placed them around my wrists, tightened them and engaged the double-lock. She finished by removing the ones from Todd and throwing them onto the towel as well.

“What do you think,” she asked.

I jiggled around in them and said, “They are great, they are so… secure. They feel a little different.”

“They are hinged handcuffs, sweety. There is no chain; they use a link between them, something like a bicycle chain. They won’t rattle like your old ones. Aren’t they great?”

“Yes, I love them,” I answered with a smile, but my voice probably betrayed my reservation.

“Now, I need to sit with you and discuss something else. It’s kind of important.”

We sat together on the sofa and she looked at me with a frown.

“We’ve got a bit of a problem, and I need to make a change to our agreement. But I want to give you some background.”

“I hope it’s not serious,” I said.

“Kind of, let me lay it out for you… When you first came to me you said you felt like a prisoner, so we agreed you had a safe-word in the event you ever became scared and had to get away. I’m sure you remember that.”

“Yes, I never felt trapped, but the safe-word was comforting,” I said with a degree of hesitation.

“Things have changed a little, Michelle. If you had ever used your safe-word, when I turned you into the cops I was going to tell them I found you in a closet. I would be in the clear and if you said anything different, they would just think you were making it up. No one would ever believe you.”

“Okay.”

“But since my dad searched the whole building, that is no longer going to work.”

I ran through in mind what she was saying and saw the problem. “Do you think he knows about me?”

“Not you specifically. There is some reason he is digging into this thing so he knows something. I can’t ask or it would tip him off. I think it is more than a bored cop on Christmas break. He’s looking for something, so we need to be careful.”

“Why couldn’t he just look at the tape?” I asked, my nerves on edge.

“He would need a warrant, and without some proof, a judge would just laugh at him. He does not have access to the recorder, only dorm security has, and they aren’t going to turn it over without paperwork. That was our agreement when they put in the recorder.”

“Shit,” I said, expecting her to tease me about my language, but she didn’t.

“Maybe he knows Todd is involved in this. He would do anything to stick something on him,” she said.

Asshole Todd strikes again. “You said you need to adjust our agreement. This probably means you want to take away my safe-word.”

She choked up a little, “Michelle, I know, but it is no longer going to work. That and I want to get those things over there out of my dorm room.” Pointing at the rope, cuffs and towel on the floor. “Anything that Todd Walker ever touched disgusts me.”

“I will release my safe-word Donna. I agree to any terms you ask. I’ll stay as long as you allow me to and do so of my own free will.”

Her eyes turned red and she looked away.

“I can’t release you yet,” she said.

“I understand.” I assured her, although I was a bit nervous about having no way out.

“Are you sure? Are you really sure?”

“I am really, really sure.”

“Can I get rid of this stuff?” she asked, and I nodded in agreement. I wanted to see the last of it too.


Chapter 16

Donna stooped to the floor and picked up the rope and the towel and put it into a trash bag.

“Does this mean that I can finally talk about rattlesnakes without going to jail.”

She smiled broadly. “Yes, that’s what it means. What topic were you thinking about that involved rattlesnakes? I’m curious.”

“I wanted to tell you that I would be willing to fight a rattlesnake for you if you asked me to,” I said, teasing her.

“And likely to get bit up and run your hose in the process. No thanks, but I appreciate the gesture. Hey, did you notice that I got you a couple new pieces of rope to replace that other scratchy thing?” I noticed two pieces of bright blue rope a little thinner than the one Todd used.

“This is climbing rope, stronger yet softer than the rope that Todd used. They have a few police supplies at the sporting-goods store near here. I found it when I was looking for your new cuffs.”

“That was lucky,” I said in a mocking tone.

“Of course, the clerk was some guy dad knows, so I had to think fast. I bought two pairs of cuffs and had them wrapped individually. I told him they were a gift for my dad and that he always says a cop can never have too many cuffs. I asked him not to mention it to him and spoil the surprise.”

“You have made lying into an art-form,” I said with a laugh.

“When you are the daughter of a cop, you have to be creative with your truth-telling. There was no lie, I will be giving dad the second set for Christmas. Hey, since tomorrow is Christmas Eve, do you want anything special for dinner?” She asked brightly.

“Oh wow, turkey, mashed potatoes, apple pie and a hacksaw sounds great,” I responded gleefully.

“Well, even if I were to give you a hacksaw, you could probably never saw through those cuffs. Just so you know.”

“Well, maybe substitute ice cream for the hacksaw then.” I wondered if she was lying to me about the hacksaw like I lied about not being ticklish.

“I’ll be going to my parents for Christmas Dinner, it will probably be several hours. I would love to take you along but there might be some awkward questions.”

“I’ll stay here as long as I am monitored closely.”

“Oh, you will be, I can assure you.”

“I have one more thing that I want to do, then I am going to take out the trash.”

She took off her necklace and removed the handcuff key. Then she took the handcuffs that Todd had used on me, closed the shackles, double locked them, then put the key in the lock and bent it over. She grabbed a bottle of nail glue and filled the lock holes to make sure they would never work again. She threw them into the trash with disgust, then closed the bag and knotted it. She took the two new keys out of the handcuff box, threaded one of them on the necklace which she put on her neck, and put the other one in her purse. She put the wrapping paper, the box and the massage oil back in the cabinet. I noticed another box in the cabinet just like the one my cuffs came in. Probably the gift for her dad.

“I’m going to take this to the trash can. It is in the janitor’s closet right by the elevators. Please stay here and know that to get to the elevator or the stairs you, would need to go that direction. Finding you out of this room would make me quite angry.”

“I’m not going to run off knowing I get turkey dinner tomorrow. After that it may be an issue,” I said with a disarming smile.

She kissed my cheek and left the room with the trash bag and her purse. A few moments later I heard her at the janitor closet, but at the same time I heard the elevator chime. I didn’t think Donna would summon it, so it must be a visitor. I looked around but didn’t see anything incriminating but the blue ropes on the floor. I stooped to pick them up, then went to the bathroom, turned out the light and sat. I heard them talking in the hallway, there was a dim light from the monitor, I shook my head toward the camera, then I heard Donna open the door.

“Are you doing anything for Christmas, Barb?” she asked, probably wanting to let me know the visitor wasn’t her dad.

“Nothing special, probably go somewhere to try to find a good Christmas meal. What about you?” Barb asked.

“Going to my parents for dinner, listen to my dad talk about cop stuff and listen to my mother telling him not to talk about cop stuff. Same every year.”

“I’m surprised your dad doesn’t have to work.”

“Privileges of being the boss, he gets Christmas off, but he is still on call. Would you like something to drink? Cola, OJ or something?”

“An OJ with a little vodka?!?”

“Barbara, you should know that even the RA isn’t permitted to have booze in their room.” Donna scolded, “How about cola with a little rum, and you never tell a soul,” she offered in a hushed voice.

She never mentioned the rum to me! I heard Donna at the door to the bathroom and the lock click. She went into the kitchen for the drinks then returned to her guest in the living room.

“Donna, I wanted to ask you about something strange. One of the other girls said something about naked boys getting caught in the dorm the other day. Is there anything to that?”

“Barb, please don’t spread that around. One of the girls got into a fight with her boyfriend and is spreading that rumor to get him in trouble. I’m trying to get that tamped down because it’s going to get everyone in a panic for nothing.”

“I saw a policeman here earlier and he was looking in all the closets.”

“That was my dad. Since the building is closed and the maintenance staff was gone, he wanted to make sure none of the lights or water faucets were left on. He came up here first to let me know what he was doing. I told him not to scare anybody, but leave it to my dad.”

“I just got to thinking the things were connected, but I guess not.”

“Nothing to worry about.” Donna said.

I hope Barb believed her.

They talked for a bit and then I heard Barb leave, the elevator chime, followed shortly by a knock on the door. I looked up just in time to be blinded by a bright flash and heard the door open. I was trying to get my eyes working again, then I looked up at her and she was smiling.

“Thank you for ducking in here. That could have been difficult to explain.” She looked at the ropes and said, “Good catch, you must be quite nimble to be able to pick them up. I need to remember that.”

While we walked out of the bathroom, I could smell the rum on her breath.

“You never told me you had rum. Got any for me?”

“I’d need to see ID to make sure you were of age.”

“Oh, I don’t have one,” I said with a pout.

“Bummer, I’ll give you some cola, and maybe a little chocolate. I know all girls like chocolate.”

I stood in the corner of the kitchen as she put some of the cola in the sippy-cup for me and topped hers up, adding some more rum. She broke off some chocolate and we went to the sofa. We enjoyed our treat in silence, her offering me bits of chocolate and cola until it was gone. I snuggled up beside her and she wrapped me in her arms. Her fragrance coupled with the smell of the rum was enchanting. I stared up at her and she smiled.

“Donna, can I kiss you?”

“Oh, my girlfriend is letting me get drunk and thinking she can take advantage of me. I need to watch my step.”

“With your legs, I am watching your step all the time.”

“You are impossible,” she said with a smile.

“No, not impossible, just highly unlikely. If I was impossible, I wouldn’t be here.”

“How philosophical. If we were to start kissing, I would probably not want to stop and would mess up my lipstick. Barb might come back for more rum and how would I explain how my lips got that way.”

“Sounds unlikely.”

“But not impossible. Tell you what, you close your eyes and I will kiss you on the nose.”

I closed my eyes tightly and felt her move toward me. I was surprised by a kiss on my lips. The taste of the rum, our lipstick, and the taste of her, sending me into orbit.

“Oops, missed your nose,” she teased.

I breathed a deep sigh. “You are just wicked.” I said with a big smile, my eyes still tightly closed.

“I won’t do it anymore if you didn’t like it.”

My eyes shot open in panic. “Nooooo, I liked it a lot.” I exclaimed.”

“That’s good, because I liked it too.”


Chapter 17

We cuddled for a while listening to music and then she said we should get ready for bed.

“Same arrangement as last night?” I whimpered.

“Same.”

We went to her bedroom, I sat on the chair and she took off my wig and makeup. The waterproof mascara was quite a bit harder to get off. I stood and she took off the skirt and top, then I sat and she removed the shoes and hose.

“I think you will love what I have for you tomorrow. You can put on your own makeup and get dressed after your shower in the morning. Sound like fun?”

“Sounds great!”

“You are such a girl. Well, we are going to switch things up this evening so you don’t develop a routine. We need to maintain security.”

“Sounds reasonable, from a security perspective.”

“Glad you agree. Go to the bath and sit on the floor so I can tie your ankles, then I will uncuff you and close the door. You can get ready for bed and put this on.” She handed me a beautiful apricot nightgown.

“I am going to owe Robin so much money after this is over,” I said.

“Yes, you are.”

“When you are ready, secure your ankles, put on your new cuffs and let me know.”

“Yes, thank you Miss Donna.”

“Oh no you don’t! You are trying to charm me hoping to get a kiss good night. I’m still thinking about that.”

“Am I really that transparent?” I asked, feigning surprise.

“Yes!”

She took me to the bathroom, I prepared myself then let her know I was ready. My night gown was beautiful and felt so nice next to my skin. To my delight, after I was fastened securely to the sofa-bed, I did get a nice kiss.

—————

Sleep wasn’t much better the second night, but I must be adapting since I woke up refreshed. I thought about taking a long shower without my hands fastened behind me. That sounded good. Donna was up and took her shower first. Maybe I wouldn’t be tied-up in the closet this morning. I hoped I would be able to watch her get dressed and do her makeup. What a letch I am.

I heard her pick up the key and release the cable. I sat up hoping to see her in the nightgown, but she was dressed in jeans and a sweatshirt with a bit of makeup. There was a laundry basket by the door.

“After you shower and get dressed, I need to do some laundry. We are about out of underwear. I’ll put them in the washer then come back,” she told me.

“I’m going to miss you,” I pouted.

“You’re so sweet, and where I really want to spend some time kissing, you need to get busy with your shower. Come in here and see what I have for you.”

We went to the bath and I saw a selection of items on the vanity. There was my makeup case, a cream-colored bra and panty set, shaving foam and razors, shampoo and conditioner and my wig on the stand.

“Here, look inside your makeup case to make sure you have everything.” She opened the case and I saw the makeup from yesterday, a tweezer, a makeup sponge, an eyelash curler, mauve nail polish, a roll of tape, plus the lube.

“That’s everything I need. Will I have enough time to do my fingernails?” I asked hopefully, “They are a mess.”

“A girl, no doubt about it. Sure, you can do your nails, little one.”

“I promise, just one coat. They don’t get seen much anyway,” I whined.

“I’ll move the camera toward the wall so I won’t be tempted to spy on you. The audio will still work. If you need the exhaust fan, it is the switch right here, but be warned, it’s noisy.” She indicated a red switch beside the lights.

“Got it”

“I’ll have you do your makeup, as much as you feel good doing, and then put on this dress,” she closed the door and there was an LBD, the famous little black dress, hanging there.

“Oh, I love it, I can’t wait, but no hose?”

“I’ll help you with your beautiful ultra-sheers after I finish the laundry. I’ll be checking to make sure you did a good job shaving, so remember that.”

“Must remember to shave legs…” I muttered to myself.

“Another change in plan, when you finish, sit on the floor, put the cuffs on, then attach yourself to the pipe with the cable. I will be in-and-out doing the laundry and I don’t want to worry about you getting into trouble. Let me know when you are secure.”

As before, she tied my ankles, had me sit on my knees, undid the cuffs then put them on the vanity. She kissed me on my head and went out the door, locking it behind her. I must admit, there was little chance to escape. I heard her boot up her computer and start typing.

I removed the nightie and underwear, used the toilet, and removed my tape. My rod instantly jumped to life, so it is probably good she included the lube. I grabbed the towel, planning to remove the stiffness, and hoped she wouldn’t hear me in here jacking off. I turned on the exhaust fan and she was right, it was noisy, but covered the sound of my ecstasy.

That problem resolved, I took my shower, paying close attention to my shaving, washed and conditioned my hair and rinsed off. As soon as I could, I turned off the noisy fan. I tucked and taped and started on my face. I used the tweezer to fem up my eyebrows a little more, then did my makeup. I was happy with everything, but I didn’t want to try the eyeliner. I’d have Donna help with that.

I put everything away and stared longingly at the LBD. I slipped it on and it fit great. I just wish I had the hips to do it justice. I put my wig cap and wig in place and styled it a bit, securing it with a bunch of hairpins. Then I wrapped the gold chain-belt around my waist, put matching gold earrings in my ears and looked at myself closely. I finished by adding a gold necklace. I was more than satisfied with how I looked. I blew a kiss to the pretty girl in the mirror. That was so girly. I gave myself a quick manicure and put on the polish.

“Just waiting for the nails to dry,” I announced to the monitor.

“Can’t wait to see them.”

After the nails were dry, it was that time again. I put the cuffs and the cable on the floor by the waterpipe. I looked around to see if I had left anything undone and noticed the camera. I turned it to where I would soon be sitting. With just a hint of hesitation, I sat on the carpet, put the cuffs in place, then with a bit of difficultly attached the cable.

“I’m all smooth, secure and waiting to see my girlfriend.” I said aloud.

“Looking forward to seeing you in that dress,” she responded.

She appeared just a minute later and I was excited to see her, even if she was just in jeans and a sweatshirt.

“Oooooo, I love the dress. Can’t wait to see you in hose and black pumps. Wait here for a moment,” she said with a smirk, then returned with a light blanket and wrapped it around my legs. She also tightened the cuffs slightly and double-locked them.

“Don’t want my girlfriend to get cold, or get away,” she explained. “I’m going to the basement and throw in some laundry, then I’ll be right back. See you in a bit,” she twirled, checking the monitor, turning off the light then shutting and locking the door behind her.

—————

After quite a while, I heard the elevator chime and looked forward to her return. There was a knock on the door; damn.

“Donna, it’s your dad,” a voice called out. I sat in terrified silence.

After a couple of minutes another knock, and he called out again.

My heart froze as I heard the door open. Of course he would have a pass-card.

“Donna, it’s your dad. Are you here?” He was much louder now since he was inside the dorm room. I didn’t hear the door close, so he must still be at the door. I heard the elevator chime again, praying it was Donna.

I heard her call out, “Hey! What’s this? I go down to wash my panties and I have policemen rummaging around in my room.”

“Caught red-handed,” he replied.

“Do you want some coffee?”

“I would love a cup, thanks.”

“Let me get a pot started, then I need the lady’s room. Won’t take a minute.”

I heard her in the kitchen, then she came in, turned on the light and the fan, then closed the door behind her. She sat on the stool beside me.

“I’m sure you heard, dad is on the sofa. I’ll try to get rid of him, but it may be a bit.” she whispered

She flushed and washed her hands. She gave me a wink, opened the door, turned out the light then closed and locked the door behind her. The exhaust fan was left running, so I couldn’t hear what they were saying. I suspect it was intentional.

—————

I was alone listening to the vent fan for a long time before the monitor flashed dimly and I heard her voice. The monitor has different intensity of flash at times. I’m sure Donna must be adjusting that.

“Dad just left. I am down putting the clothes in the dryer but will be back up soon. I want to see my girlfriend, but I can’t let her loose yet. I need to finish the laundry.”

“Can’t wait to see you,” I responded.

A few minutes later, I heard her open the door, turn off the fan and give me a big smile.

“I’m sorry about this. Kind of a busy morning.”

“I’ve just been sitting here chilling,” I responded with a smirk.

“Well, you have a bit more time to chill. Our underwear is in the dryer. We were almost out. Let me get my laptop, I think you got an e-mail from Blake.”

She returned with the laptop and sat on the floor beside me, then opened my mail account.

“Yes, there is something from Blake. Looks kind of nasty. Can I read it before we go through it together?”

I agreed and she took a moment to look it over. By her body language, it was not good news.

“I’m going to show you this, but I want to warn you it is all lies. My instinct says I should just delete it, but I’m going to trust you know enough about Blake to know when he is lying.”

The mail started off with the warning that Kevin was causing trouble for the house and that I shouldn’t have anything to do with him. He just couldn’t take it. He said he hoped he could talk Doug out of thumping him. Then he mentioned that Kelly had been kind of worried about what happened, but he had told her that nobody can prove anything, so for her not to worry. He said she is fine for right now.

Before looking at the rest of the message, Donna told me that all three girls were pissed as hell getting put into this position, and that Kelly had broken up with Blake. They’re all afraid they would be kicked out of the dorm. Looks like she is either playing Blake, or he is lying.

Donna paged down to the next part of the mail and showed it to me.

‘Todd said something about you getting mixed up with Donna Martin. Dude, you realize that she was in on this whole thing with Julie, don’t you? Right from the beginning they were planning to catch you in the dorm, get you all dressed up like a tranny, then turn you over to the cops. Julie is still pissed about something you said to her and this Donna cunt has it in for Todd. I’m glad you were able to get away from these bitches because they are both nutty fucking frat lice.’

“Donna, please make sure that you keep me secure because if you don’t, I am going to break this bastard in half.” I said calmly, although it was taking everything I could do to keep my temper.

“Michelle, I want you to vow, Girl Scout’s honor, that you will do no such thing. He wants you angry, because angry people make mistakes. We want him angry, not you.”

The e-mail ended telling me to call him and let him know where I am so he can pick me up. He’d let me live in the guest room of the fraternity until Todd got back.

“I need to go downstairs and get our laundry in a bit, you good?” she asked.

“I’ll be a good girl; you don’t have to worry about me,” I lied. “Do we need to reply to this?” I asked.

“I have an idea, there is a place on the internet where I can send this message. They will replace the headers and respond as if the e-mail bounced. You can have it returned invalid address, account deleted, mailbox full, temporary failure, or eat dirt and die you scum-sucking turd. I might have made that last one up.”

“I liked the last one, but maybe the ‘temporary failure’ would work best. That would buy us some time to figure out what to do.”

“Done,” she announced as the timer on her phone rang indicating the drying was complete. She turned out the light and locked the door, but at least the fan was off so I could hear myself think.

I thought about what Blake said about Julie and Donna working together, but parts of it didn’t really hold up. That day, Robin had made a dash for the elevator door and seemed terrified when the door closed. I can’t be sure, though, that might have been part of the setup. And why did Todd press all the floor buttons rather than just 6? All four of the ladies seemed to be working on a story together, but nobody was filling me in. Donna did seem to be waiting for me at the elevator, but it might have been coincidence. She said she was checking out the disturbance, but that was four floors away. It might make sense for me, if I did get a chance, to try and get away. I’d need to think about where I could go. Or I could just go to the cops, which is probably what Blake and Todd are worried about. That would probably be the end of college for us all. Was Donna targeting me, kind of a bondage/pricktease/humiliation type of thing to get even with Todd? Maybe she thought Todd and I were still good friends or something. Was she lying about wanting me to be her girlfriend, about liking our kiss; about all of it? If so, I have fallen right into it. I tried to tamp down my anger as my heart raced and my stomach churned. I felt like banging my head against the wall, knocking myself unconscious so I wouldn’t hurt anymore; wouldn’t have to deal.

I heard the elevator door and was relieved when it was Donna. I ran that around in my head. I wanted to see her.

The monitor blinked. “I’m going to put the clothes away, honey, then we need to talk. Dad told me some things today that might be bad news.”

Oh great, more bad news.

“I’ll be here waiting.”

—————

She entered and gave me a smile. “We have clean underwear now. That’s the good news.”

I wanted to say that I couldn’t wait to see her in them, but I resisted.

“I want to ask a serious question,” she started. “Can I trust you?”

“You can trust me, Donna,” I said, then pulled up the cuffs to demonstrate.

“I didn’t ask if I could control you, because I’m sure I can. I asked if I could trust you?”

There it was. She is asking if she could trust me right after I was thinking about how I could escape. My mind was telling me to flee, save myself from humiliation at the hands of these horrible women. My heart was begging to stay, hearing her soft voice and the bright smile as she called me her girlfriend.

“I’ll be a good girl,” I replied, dodging the question. To my ears, the lie fell flat.

“Let’s go put your hose and shoes on and I’ll glam up for our first Christmas Eve together. I might even wear something red,” she winked.

—————

We were walking toward the bedroom when she rushed toward the living room and grabbed her phone out of her purse. I don’t think I heard it ring.

“This is Donna… Oh hi Monica. What’s that, the sound of running water on 9th floor?!?” She pointed me toward the bathroom. “Okay, I’ll be right there.”

She sat me on the stool and said that I needed to stay here while she checked this out; it might be serious. She spun around and knocked my make-up case over, fortunately it was closed. She set it back up, but I noticed it was blocking the monitor. She ran out the door and I heard the lock click, then the door opened again. She reached in to turn out the light. The door slammed a second time, but I didn’t hear the lock. I heard her rushing to the door, and it open and close.

I thought about this situation. Was this the chance to escape that I was looking for? I knew there were some handcuff keys in the box with her dad’s gift. By tomorrow they will be gone so I might not have another chance. The makeup case was blocking the monitor so the motion sensor won’t trigger. Maybe I can see how far I can get. With no shoes and dressed like a woman it will be difficult, but I can at least check it out, see if it were possible. How long does it take to check a water leak? Do I want to risk this? I’ll peek my head out and see how far I can go, then if I don’t think I can make it, I’ll duck back in here and pretend nothing ever happened.

I moved quietly across the room in my bare feet, felt around in the dark for the knob and silently opened the door. I looked in the direction of the bedroom, but I thought it would be better to get the cuffs off first, then maybe find some shoes. I crept down the hallway, looked toward the kitchen and my heart stopped.

“Going somewhere?” Donna asked. I noticed her reddened eyes as I glanced up from the mace container pointed directly at my face.

“Don’t say a word and get back into the bathroom, NOW!”


Chapter 18

I felt a combination of pain and rage pouring off Donna as I slowly moved to the bathroom. A room that previously meant safety and security, and now an earth-shattering minute later, all that had been stripped away. How was I going to explain this? How could I have been so stupid? This was going to take some major fixing, but I didn’t have the slightest idea where to start.

She pointed to the water-pipe. “Sit.” I had no desire to annoy her further, the mace still being pointed in my direction by her shaking hand, so I sat. She threw the cable to me, and I wordlessly attached myself to the pipe.

She moved the makeup case away from the camera, then regarded me with tear-clouded eyes.

“I will be gone for a while. I have a lot to think about. Please do not call to me unless it is an emergency. Shake your head ‘yes’ if you understand.”

After I nodded, she walked to the door. She switched on the fan, turned off the light, closed and locked the door, and left me to my misery.

—————

I struggled to understand my emotions. Blake had done it to me again. He had filled my head with lies and hate, and I fell for it. And like the lie he told about Julie, I stupidly believed it and ended up hurting someone that I cared deeply about. I was trying to build something with Donna, but her mistrust of me, much the same as with Julie, was an obstacle I couldn’t get over. Mistrust all caused by lying frat boys. I was attracted to Donna, but it was complicated by the circumstance we were in. Complicated; there is that word again. But most of the complications were due to poor decisions that I was making. I need to fix that. I need to fix me.

Hours crawled by, the darkness and the drone of the exhaust fan causing a sensory deprivation to anything from the outside world. I focused inward and hated what I saw. I figured out that my escape attempt was part of a test; one that I failed miserably. There was no water leak, the makeup case didn’t get accidently moved, the door didn’t mistakenly get left unlocked. I was given the chance to prove my words by my actions. That I could be a good girl, that I could be trusted, that I wouldn’t do anything to hurt Donna, that I wouldn’t try to take revenge against Blake and Todd, and that I wouldn’t do anything to hurt myself. I failed in the worst way possible. I teared up thinking about the fun I was having with Donna, and getting glammed up as she called it. I was her special girlfriend and I loved being that to her. How did I think I could maintain that intimacy when the first opportunity I got, I betrayed her?

Then the dark thoughts came into my mind, thoughts that had been silent since I met Donna. The feeling that I was a freak, a half-girl that no woman would accept and that no man could stand. I thought about how easy it was for me to be a girl, it felt normal, natural, and nothing like what I felt when trying to be a man. The frat-shit gagged me. All the testosterone filled dick-waving, drinking and preening, thinking it made them look strong and virile. The thinly veiled misogyny as they gloated among themselves about all their conquests. Why did I think I could ever fit in? Whenever I tried to compare myself to these supposed role-models, I always came up short. Just a little pussy-boy they could send up the elevator in the woman’s dorm. I wondered if I could ever fit in the world of men, or if I even wanted to. Should I just end my torment? Those times looking over the river bridge, thinking about those few seconds of magical flight before I crashed on the rocks below. The end of guilt, of misery, of pain. Those thoughts were back to haunt me again.

I needed my Donna to pull me back from this bad place. I had to fix this; I just need her to tell me how to start.

My heart stopped when there was a soft light from the monitor, then the sound of her voice.

“Michelle, honey, are you okay.”

“Just afraid, Donna, really afraid.”

“I’m so sorry, I’m coming in.”

“Please, I want to see you.”

She entered and turned the fan off and switched on the light. She was wearing the same jeans and sweatshirt from this morning, but her makeup was about gone. She pulled the handcuff key over her head and stooped toward me.

“No please, just the cable. I’m not ready yet.”

“I don’t understand honey,” she whispered.

“I can’t trust myself. I need your help to keep me safe. Just the cable please so I can stand; and then I would do anything to have you wrap me in your arms.”

She nodded and put the key back around her neck, then removed the cable-lock. She helped me stand and enveloped me in her arms. I could feel the prickle of her tears on my cheek.

“I’m sorry I did that, Michelle,” she whispered in my ear. “That was terribly unfair and I realize that now. It was cruel to set you up for a test that I knew you would fail. It was evil and ugly and I hope you will have the ability to forgive me.”

“But Donna, it was a test that I needed because it showed me a lot about myself. How could I be worthy of trust when a voice within me calls me to rebel and betray? I need your protection, not just from others, but from myself. Can we go to the sofa so I can curl up beside you and have you hold me?”

We sat on the sofa for a long while, mostly in silence. I drank in the strength of her embrace, the softness of her skin, her fragrance, and celebrated the closeness that I lost during my time in the dark room.

“Michelle,” she whispered, “we need to talk. There is some good news and some bad news.”

“Okay.” I responded. Usually news was all bad.

“I called Julie and found out where your keys were. She let me go into her room with my pass-card and get them.”

“So, what’s the good news?”

“Michelle, you are a challenge. Well there’s more to it. I need to get something.”

She went to a nearby closet and brought out a small suitcase. I recognized it right away.

“I went to your place and picked up some stuff. There are some clothes and shoes in here, keys, wallet, your ID, cellphone and charger. The battery is flat so you will need to charge it.”

“You can pull out my ID so my girlfriend will let me drink. Put the rest of it in the trash.”

“Michelle, honey, you don’t mean that.”

“Donna, I mean every word.”

“Fine, here is what we’ll do, time for another safe-word. I am going to put this on a high shelf in my closet so you can’t reach it with your cuffs on. If you say the safe-word, we will go the bathroom and I’ll bind your ankles and remove your cuffs. I will leave the room and you can get dressed and let yourself out. You will have to be quick since the campus cops are going to check out the door alarm.”

“OK, and what is this safe-word that I am never going to use.”

“Anaconda.”

“Donna, what is it with all of these safe-words being snakes.”

“It makes them memorable,” she said with a smile.

“I guess, but if I use the word, will I ever see you again?”

“I’m not going to say no, but look at it from my side. I don’t know this Michael Carter. I only know Michelle. I would need to develop a completely new relationship with Michael, and I’m not sure it would work out. I don’t know if Michael could ever replace my Michelle.”

“I understand, Donna. Michael is a self-hating little frat-boy who does not have a very good reputation with women. He is angry, introverted and not much fun to be around.”

“It might work out; we would have to see.”

“Well, I’m not going to risk it.”

“Are you ready for the bad news?”

“I thought this was the bad news?!?”

“Nope, sorry. Dad heard the rumor that Barb mentioned. He wants the tape, and he wants me to give him something so he can get a warrant. He is being insistent, so I will probably need to tell him something. I told him I wouldn’t bother people over Christmas, but I would send a message out next week to get something he could use. I also told him I would ask Barb where she heard the rumor. He agreed since he couldn’t get a warrant on Christmas anyway, I could wait until first thing on Monday.”

After a short silence, she cleared her throat, “I want to ask you something about earlier.”

“You mean when I tried to run off?” I asked.

“Yes, you know that you weren’t going to get very far, why did you do it?”

“I might have, I had a plan all worked out,” I said.

“Oh, really. How were you going to get the cuffs off?”

“Well, I saw the box with the other set of cuffs in the cupboard.”

“Oh, you mean the present for my dad. The one I put in my purse this morning?”

“Humm, I see there might have been a little flaw in my plan.”

“Several flaws I think. Your girlfriend gave you some really good handcuffs, sit there on the floor in front of me, I want to show you something.”

I sat in front of her, she took the cuff key from her neck and put it in my palm. “Go ahead, take the cuffs off?”

“I don’t want them off,” I whimpered.

“Just try, okay.”

I tried for a couple of minutes to remove the cuffs, but even with the key in my hand, I couldn’t do it. Donna had me stop trying so I didn’t hurt my wrists. She explained that the cuffs had been designed to require someone else to open them.

“As long as they are put on properly, they are quite secure; and I always make sure yours are put on properly.”

“So, in spite of this little set-back, I want to put you on notice,” I stated boldly, “I will continue to try to escape. So you better be up to the challenge of holding on to me.”

“Challenge accepted. I am never going to let my pretty little girlfriend get away from me.”

—————

I settled against her and was enjoying her presence, but something was bothering me. “Donna, can I ask you something important, about me, about us?”

She hesitated slightly but told me with all that she put me through today, it was probably fair.

“You seem to be comfortable with me as Michelle, even though I’m not really a girl.”

“Sweety, you are as much of a girl as I am, you just have some bits that I don’t have is all. Some girls have bigger boobs than others; same thing.”

“I wish I could feel that way. I’m happy being Michelle, and I love being your girlfriend. It is very important to me. Have you known any other girls like me?”

She stiffened, then hugged me close and started softly. “I have something I need to tell you, but it is a long and sad story.”

“You have all of the time you need. I am not going anywhere. My girlfriend will make sure of that.”

She told me about a friend of hers named Ben from when she was a freshman. Ben was small, same as me, and had a difficult time fitting in with the boys in his dorm. His roommate once saw a pair of panties in his stuff and praised him about getting in some girl’s pants. Unfortunately, the roommate looked through Ben’s stuff and found his stash of girl’s clothes and put two and two together. He was outed to his dorm-mates and life got very difficult for him.

“Ben was in some of my classes, and one day I smelled a feminine fragrance on him. I asked about it and he said his roommate had dumped his perfume on his clothes that morning to humiliate him. Because of exams he had to attend class smelling like flowers.”

“I guess I am happy that none of my dorm roommates ever found my stuff.”

“He slowly opened up to me about it and I offered to help Brenda, that was his other name, by keeping her stuff in my room. He agreed, and on several occasions I actually got to spend time with Brenda. Things kept up at the dorm, his grades fell, and his parents found out about what was going on.”

“Oh man.”

“Ben was pulled out of school and sent to a camp that was supposed to fix people like him. As you can imagine, it didn’t work out. He would write me and tell me about all the physical exertion he endured trying to build up his muscles, the early morning marches, the short haircuts, protein powder, praying, the councilors telling him he needed to be a strong and powerful man. That men needed to be leaders and women would naturally look up to them. His letters were always carefully worded, so I assumed they were being censored. One time, a letter had a line that had been blacked out. I was careful what I wrote back to make sure he didn’t get into any trouble because of me.”

“That is horrible, did Ben get through it?”

“That is the sad part of the story. Ben came back from camp in an urn, and a few months later the camp was closed due to the cruelty of the program. He committed suicide after sending me a long and rambling letter about all of the progress he was making and how the staff were so proud of how he was doing.”

My breath hitched and tears welled up in my eyes.

“That is why I am going to make sure I protect you. I owe it to Ben and others like you that get abused by this ugly, transphobic, macho, male dominated society. A culture that sees a sensitive man as defective and the object of contempt, and women as something to be lorded over, then used and abandoned when something more exciting comes along.”

I snuggled closer to her. I think I will be okay. Her words went directly to my heart.

“I think you face some of the same demons as Ben. I wasn’t there for him, but I want to be here for you.”

She was quiet for a moment as I nestled against her, craving the protection she offered.

“Hey, I want to get fixed up, what about you?” she said. “Ultra sheers and black pumps sound good to somebody?


Chapter 19

Since we both had a rather intense day, Donna wanted to remove my makeup, and what was left of hers, and start fresh. She removed her jeans and sweatshirt, exposing a red thong panty and an unmatched pink push-up bra.

“I told you I was about out of underwear. This is all I had left. Do you like the thong?”

I shook my head dramatically and she smiled.

“It would be too small for you. Next time I’m at the mall I’ll get one in your size so we will match.”

She sensed my level of distraction and put on a red satin robe that helped a little.

“Let’s start on you,” she said, indicating for me to sit on the chair facing the mirror, “I’ll help.”

She straddled my lap, and even through my dress I could feel the warmth of her body. She quickly went through moisturize, foundation, eyes, contouring, followed by lipstick. She rose and straightened my hair, securing it with pins, and giving it a little style and some wig spray. She gave me a wink and said I would love these as she opened the package of nude ultra-sheer pantyhose. She slid them up my legs and had me stand to finish pulling the control top panty around my waist.

“Great job with the shaving. I approve,” she complimented.

“Now how about some shoes. Robin had some black patent, but I think they’re a little small for you. I found these other ones though.”

She pulled a shoebox out of a bag and showed them to me. They were my black three-inch pumps that fit me perfectly.

“This is fantastic, Donna! I hate that you had to dig through all the nasty boy-stuff in my closet to find them.”

“Sometimes you make sacrifices for people you love,” she said softly.

“Wait, did you say love?!?” I exclaimed as she put on my shoes.

“Maybe,” she said with a blush crossing her cheeks. “Let’s not get hung up on semantics. Let me get dressed and then we can stand in front of the mirror and check one-another out.”

She took off her robe, then pulled a dark red knee-length dress from her closet. She held it up to herself and moved in front of the mirror. It was a classic pleated dress with a bell sleeve. It took my breath away.

She looked at me over her shoulder. “From your expression, I guess you approve.”

“Oh, my,” I replied with a pant.

She had me sit on the bed while she brushed out her hair. I was enchanted watching her fluid and sexy motions. She added a clip, then started on her makeup. She was unhurried, and I divided my attention between her hair, the makeup application and her underwear. Her occasional smile let me know she enjoyed exhibiting as much as I appreciated the display. She pulled a new package of sheer gentle brown stay-ups from her drawer and slipped them on, commenting on her smooth shaving as well. She completed the picture with gold jewelry, then tall dark brown pumps with just a bit of platform. She was an absolute vision of femininity.

“This has to look a bit better than the sweatshirt, what do you think?

“I couldn’t agree more, and no panty lines.”

She pinched me, hard. “Let me check you out.” We stood in front of the mirror and we looked amazing. She adjusted a piece of my hair and gave me a broad smile.

“Could I get a selfie of us for our first Christmas Eve together, Michelle? If you don’t want to, I understand. I’ll keep it on my phone. It will just be for us.”

Where I should have been concerned, I told her I would love to take selfies with her. We went to the living room and stood in front of the floral mural that made an interesting backdrop. She took several photos of me alone, then some selfies with both of us. She started some music and we sat on the sofa and she showed me the photos. There were a couple that we erased but we made a great looking couple.

We talked about ourselves for a while, then she asked me to accompany her to the kitchen to make our special dinner.

“I may have cheated a little, but I have turkey, dressing, mashed potatoes and apple pie; apple crumble, actually.” She pulled out a microwave turkey dinner from the freezer, then showed me a box of ice cream sandwiches that she said was dessert. She checked the directions and started our feast in the microwave.

When the machine beeped, she checked it for temperature, then divided the meal between two plates. She cut one into small pieces.

She gave me nibbles of food between taking bites for herself. In no time our dinner was gone and the plates and silverware went in the dishwasher.

“Time for ice cream,” she announced, getting a bar out of the freezer.

She cut one up for me, then let it thaw just a bit, telling me she didn’t want to freeze my brain.

—————

After our dessert, we went to the sofa and sat next to one-another. I kicked off my shoes and pulled my nylon-covered legs up under me. She helped me smooth my skirt on top of them.

She smiled and whispered in my ear, “Girl.”

Donna reached for her laptop and we were watching a movie when we heard the elevator chime. I jumped up, ducked down to pick up my shoes, and went to the bath, not bothering to turn on the light. I heard the lock click behind me.

The visitor was one of the residents named Becky and she stopped to wish Donna a Merry Christmas.

“Would you like something to drink, OJ, cola, water or something.”

“If you have some OJ, I have some vodka in my purse.”

“If the RA catches us, she is going to be mega-pissed,” Donna said with a chuckle.

“We won’t let her catch us,” was the response.

“Hopefully you have enough for two?”

They chatted for a time and I was very sad that I could not join them. The discussion was just girl stuff and I would be happy to be with them if I could.

Becky finally left, and Donna called to me over the monitor, “Ready to come out of there?”

“Ready,” I said, closing my eyes to avoid the flash.

“Bad little girlfriend. I want to see your cute brown eyes.”

“Okay,” I said, to be shortly blinded by the flash.

We went back to the sofa and continued watching our movie.

“I’m sorry about Becky, she was lonely and wanted to talk.”

“It was great! I was listening and studying up on girl-talk. Pretty soon I will be able to join in,” I joked.

“Pretty soon,” she agreed.

—————

We watched movies until it was time for bed, then went back to her bedroom. She helped me remove my hose after I kicked off my shoes but did not remove my wig or makeup. I will help with your wig and makeup after you get your gown on. Tonight, she would take me to the bathroom and remove the cuffs, then she wanted me to take off the dress, then put on the ivory halter-top gown I wore the first night. Changing the procedure to increase security, I assumed. When I was done, I was to fasten myself using the cable and let her know I was ready.

After she locked the door, I removed the soft rope, took off the dress and hung it behind the door. I did a bio-break, brushed my teeth and put on the gown. I really like how I looked all made-up with the wig and wearing the short gown. My finger and toenails matched my newly freshened mauve lipstick, Sexy. I put on the cuffs and attached myself to the pipe and let Donna know I was ready. She came in carrying her laptop a short time later. She had taken off her dress and was just wearing the red satin robe over her bra, the thong panties and her brown hose. She indulged me to a long look at her underwear as she sat, then covered herself with the robe.

I went to check your e-mails and you have one here from Blake. Can I read it to you?

“Sure.”

‘Mike, I sent you an e-mail earlier, but it bounced. I don’t know if you ever got it. I went over to your place this afternoon but you weren’t there. I talked to your neighbor and they said they thought they heard someone at the apartment earlier, so I assume you must have got your keys. I really need to talk to you, so either come over to the house or give me a call. I talked to Todd and he thinks you are just screwing with us and he is thinking we need to find you and kick your ass. I want to help you and keep Todd from getting violent. We have some stuff we need to get worked out. It is really important that I talk to you because I can keep you safe from Doug and Todd.’

It was signed Blake

Donna smiled, “We have them just where we want them. They are starting to get antsy. They will screw up and we will have them. Blake’s lies are getting even more ridiculous. I suggest we make him sweat for a little bit, what do you think?”

“Yeah,” I said.

Donna leaned down, adjusted the cuffs and treated me to another long look at her undies. She removed the cable and smiled. “Come with me, little girl, I have something I want to take care of.”

She took me to the bedroom and had me stand in front of her. She unfastened the neck of the gown, took off my bra then pushed me down on the bed.

“I’ve been noticing that your forms are getting a little loose. While I was digging around in someone’s closet today, I found some adhesive, so I thought I would fix them.”

“Did you find the solvent?” I asked.

“Yes, it is up there in Michael’s suitcase,” she said, pointing to a high shelf.

“Now I don’t want my girlfriend to have a boob fall off, so I am going to fix this. When I am done it will be really secure.”

She spent some time applying the adhesive, then held the form in place to let it set completely. By the time she was done, the seam was flat and I would have no worry about any boobs falling off. “That looks better,” she said, then leaned down to kiss the form where a nipple would be, then removed the lipstick-mark with her finger. “When you get your implants, you will know how good that feels,” she whispered.

“Hey, that’s not fair. You kissed my breast! I should be able to kiss yours.” I stated with alarm.

“So that’s what you think, huh. Maybe I don’t want you to get lipstick all over my bra.”

“You could take it off,” I bargained desperately.

“And you say this is the only fair way. What if I kissed your other one?” She asked as she kissed my other form, a longer and more dramatic kiss.

“Girl Scout code, now I need to kiss both of yours.”

“You must have a different manual than mine,” she looked at me skeptically.

“Updated version.”

“I guess if it’s Girl Scout code…” She straddled my chest and reached behind and released her bra. Two beautiful specimens of breast appeared before my eyes. She leaned down, holding her right breast and moved it to my lips. I kissed and sucked it tenderly, feeling her body tense up before she finally leaned back, breaking off my devotion.

“Both, huh,” she quipped, leaning forward and supporting her other breast to my waiting lips. I repeated my tender kiss and suckle, feeling the heat of her excitement through the fabric of my gown.

“I can’t wait until I get my implants,” I said, followed by a long sigh.

She gave an anguished sigh as well.


Chapter 20

I woke the next morning with a smile. The sensation of feeling her firm nipple with my lips filled me with exhilaration. I was falling hard for this woman, I knew it, but I couldn’t get a read on where it might go. She makes me think we have a future together. Her talk of implants, growing out my hair and our first Christmas together, suggests a permanence that I crave.

My dark side provides me with all kinds of objections. I wouldn’t be good enough for her. That she would keep me as a trophy; a dominated man that yielded to her power and authority. That she would seek a real man that could fulfill her desire for a masculine partner. Rippling muscles and large shaft that the porn magazines exhibited as the perfect male specimen. I would be forced to look on helplessly as a real man satisfied her desires. I hate my dark side.

I moved my arms and the reality was there, I was bound, and she was my only source of release. I rolled around in my head if I was disturbed by this. I had granted her this control over me, begged for it. I was one word away from gaining my freedom, yet I did not desire release. I wanted to be that girlfriend that she is afraid of losing. The girl that she wants to protect and cherish, and not the man that tries to sneak away. Some man that she doesn’t even know. A man that she might not even want to be with. As a girl, I can be her treasure, one to be guarded so that I cannot be spirited away. Being a man, I face losing everything. Is that why I fear my liberty? A freedom that may bring the pain of separation to us both. I am still a victim of the dark force within me. When my dark side can be controlled, I can actually be free.

I did not resent being kept safe by my loving Donna? There is that word love. She mentioned making sacrifices for someone she loved. I realize that may have slipped out, but I am excited to think she loves me, because I am positive that I love her.

I thought back to the previous night. Feeling her soft breasts against my lips, to have her look at me longingly with my wig and makeup and wearing a brief gown. The softness of her nylons as she straddled me. The scent of her perfume and the warmth of her excitement as I suckled her beautiful orbs. She spoke softly to me as she helped remove my wig and makeup, then secured me to the folding bed, keeping me safe from my darkness. I got a deep kiss goodnight followed by a simmering look that betrayed her confusion. I sensed both desire and fear and felt her hesitation to take the next step. I shared her misgiving. Although I desperately wanted to make a connection so I could face the future with confidence, the dark needed vanquished before that could be a reality. My mind was at war with itself, and I fear it was the same for her.

She showered early and I knew she would soon leave to spend time with her parents. I would sincerely miss her and anxiously await her return.

—————

She took the key from the desk and unlocked the cable, freeing me to turn toward her. She was dressed in a red sweater-dress with white collar and cuffs, her makeup modest and her hair up in a pony. She had black tights under her chunky-heeled black boots. A perfect Christmas outfit for an Illinois winter.

“I have a pretty blouse and skirt for you to wear, and some long socks to keep you warm. I’m sorry but I need to attach you to the pipe when I am gone. I hate it but I don’t know how else to keep you safe.”

“I understand, Donna.”

“We will glam up after I get back and have some fun. I’ll make it up to you, I promise. Let’s go fix you up, then we’ll have some breakfast.”

“Breakfast sounds great.”

“Why is my best girlfriend so glum this morning. You know I want to stay here, but we do this Christmas thing every year,” she explained.

“I’ll be okay,” I said as we headed for the mirror.

—————

We did a basic makeup job, then brushed and styled the wig, securing it tightly with hairpins.

She tried to make it fun for me with her helping me eat a breakfast bar and a container of berry yogurt.

“Not much of a Christmas Breakfast for you. No problem though, because my mother will send me home with a ton of leftovers, including some peach pie.”

“Since it’s Christmas, do I get ice cream for breakfast?”

“A new Christmas tradition for us. Ice cream coming up.”

She made faces at me while feeding me the ice cream, trying to get me to laugh. I laughed, but my mood was downhearted. I knew shortly I would be alone in the room with the light out, having my dark side whispering poison into my brain. I would think of ice cream, light kisses, firm nipples and soft breasts, and I would visualize a circle of light around me to keep the dark away.

When breakfast was done, we went to the bath and Donna apologized that there would be no time for a shower this morning. She had me sit on the floor as usual, bound my ankles and took off the cuffs.

“After you get dressed, honey, please sit on the floor and put on the cuffs and attach the cable. Let me know and I will come in and give you a kiss.”

I took care of the routine matters and checked to find that my tape was holding up so I didn’t need to replace it. I changed the panty-liner and found a beautiful purple satin blouse to wear with my standby white skirt. There were a pair of knitted white socks that I pulled up my legs and over my knees. I put on the blouse and skirt then saw Donna’s favorite earrings that I added to my ears. That simple act, sharing her special jewelry, brightened my mood.

I grabbed the cuffs and the cable and put them near the pipe. I noticed Donna had placed a blanket on the floor and I sat on it and covered my legs. I attached the cuffs then threaded the cable around the pipe and locked it.

“Your girlfriend is here all secure and lonely,” I called out.

“Honey, could you show me your cuffs?”

That is new, more security. I pulled up the cuffs where she could see them, and she came in the door. She took out her key and adjusted and double-locked the cuffs, then checked the lock on the cable. She had brought a pillow with her that she put on the floor and sat.

“I have a few minutes before I go, and I thought we could talk.”

“Bad news?” I asked hesitantly.

“Not news at all, I wanted to ask you for a favor.”

“Anything, Donna, consider this favor to be your Christmas present. I wasn’t able to get you anything.”

“Oh, honey, you have given me the best present ever, but let me get started.”

She told me since she knew about Ben, she had done a lot of investigation about transgender. She could sense my inner turmoil and wanted me to do something about that. The favor was kind of big. She knew about my dark voice, and every time a dark thought entered my mind, she wanted me to think about something in our future.

“It will be hard, Donna. The voice has been with me for so long. It tells me that I am a defect, a freak, abnormal, weird, and anything else it can say to torment me.”

“But you are none of those things, so those words should have no effect on you. You are a beautiful girl with a genetic abnormality. Anyone that says something else, even if it is your own mind, is wrong and must be ignored. Ignore them long enough and they will go away because the words will lose their hold on you.”

“I like that,” I responded.

“Think about the fun we are having even with your hands cuffed behind your back. What about when the anger goes away and we can take off the cuffs?”

“I’ll try.”

“No, you’ll do it for me. And I am going to give you some other things to think about. We have talked about your hair growing out. Please imagine how you want your long beautiful hair to look. Do you want a perm or will you wear it straight? Will you keep it in a pony or loose on your shoulders? Natural color with some highlights, or do you want to try something different?”

“Could I be blonde?” I asked.

“No. I wouldn’t want the competition,” she laughed. “I want to buy us a beautiful hairbrush so we can brush one another’s hair. Think about how to describe the brush you want me to get. Can you do that for me?”

I nodded.

“Just to let you know, I have a single dorm room coming open in January. I don’t want you living with Todd. I want you on my floor so I can look out for you.”

“Can I do that Donna?”

“Yes, you can. It is already in the works. We need to go out shopping so think about what kind of clothes you want. Make a mental list, and don’t forget foundations and jewelry. And not all dresses and heels, think about casual styles you can wear to class.”

“Kind of going shopping in my mind.”

“Exactly. We will take you to the registrar’s office and change your gender to either questioning or transgender. Please think about which one describes you. Think about any questions you have so we can research the differences.”

“More research, and I’ll have the prettiest research assistant,” I mused.

“We will need to get your name legally changed. Think about if you want Michelle, or if you would rather have another name. I will not accept Maxine, just saying, so make sure it is something I can live with.”

“A lot to work through.”

“Think about how big you want your implants. Please don’t go to ‘D’ because they would be just too big for your body. I’d have to set up a massage table to keep you from crippling yourself from the weight. Remember the neck ache you get with your ‘C’ forms. A nice, perky ‘B’ or a ‘C’ like you have now will give you a beautiful shape. It will also give us much better choices in clothing styles.”

“Thank you, Donna, for doing this for me.”

“Oh, I’m not done, and this is a big one. I want you to think about what our future will be together. I want you to know that I think we would make a good team, but please think about if you agree.”

I went to answer, but she held her finger to my lips. “Please think about this. It is a big decision and is going to change a lot of other things in your life. I don’t expect an answer right away, but a ‘maybe’ will fill my heart with joy. Are you going to have enough to ponder?”

“I have a ton of things to think about, I’m so grateful.”

“I better get going because if I’m late, mom will kill me if dad doesn’t throw me in jail.”

She positioned the pillow behind me, gave me a kiss and headed for the door.

“I’m not turning out the light. You have a lot to think about and I don’t want you falling asleep.”

With that she went out the door, locking it behind her.

“I love you,” I said quietly to the empty room.

“I heard that,” she said through the monitor, “and I love you too.”

She was right, I had a lot to consider.


Chapter 21

I had plenty to think about and was even able to add things to the list. Acrylic nails, yes or no. My natural nails were strong, but I would have to wait to grow them out. Acrylics with a snowflake painted on the thumb. Maybe.

Whenever a dark thought would creep into my conscious, I drove it out with thoughts of chatting with girlfriends, brushing Donna’s long hair and maybe learning how to braid.

I thought about Donna’s other questions as well. Would they let me move into the woman’s dorm? Donna assured me it would happen. I realized that my dark side just trying to cause trouble having me question it. I thought about where I would get the money for the dorm fees but decided I would just take on more language lessons, or maybe do what Kevin did and ask for my fraternity fees back.

Several times Donna used the monitor and asked me how I was and if I missed her. I assured her that I was fine and that I missed her like crazy.

The time was filled with excitement thinking what my new life was going to be. Darkness was temporarily at bay but was waiting to pounce if I allowed it. I didn’t.

Donna used the monitor to tell me that she was on the way back and that she had some leftover ham and baked beans, and a lot of peach pie. She said she would only be a few minutes.

—————

Much later I heard the elevator, and a rather shaken-looking Donna unlocked the door and came in. Her sleeve was ripped and she looked very angry.

“I ran into Blake when I was coming into the building. He wanted to know if I knew where you were. He had been all over town looking for you and needed to find you. He said he wasn’t going to be eff’ed around any longer.”

I nodded my head toward the rip, “Did he do that to you?” I asked, my voice on edge. The dark was there, waiting for an opening, but I would get the whole story first before I reacted. I would not be victimized by Blake yet again.

“When I told him to go away, he grabbed me and tore my sleeve. It was kind of a bad idea. Mistake number 1.”

“What happened?” I asked, frowning.

“These boots are really heavy and he gave me a great opening to kick him square in the balls. Mistake number 2.”

“Ouch,” I said, wincing.

“He dropped to his knees and started calling me a bitch, then he continued with a few other choice words. Then he went to stand up. Mistake number 3. I gave him a face full of the mace I got today from Dad as a Christmas present. It is the good stuff, very effective and has an infrared tag. Easy to prove who your attacker was.”

“Wow, that was harsh,” I said. She gave me a smile to let me know everything was okay, then we both laughed our asses off.

“Before Blake left, I told him I was going to call my dad. I said for him to keep himself available as I was sure that dad would want to talk to him. I turned and let myself into the building and he crept toward his car. He probably should have washed his face first. For the next 6 months, every time he gets in his car, his eyes are going to water.”

I couldn’t help but laugh, but she turned serious as now she had to call her father.

“I’m going to call Dad, then meet him downstairs. He will want to see where this happened and look at my dress. I’ll let you know what is going on. Are you good here?”

“Yes. I trust your dad will be able to handle this.”

“I’ll be right back. Don’t think about what happened to me; it is in the past. Think about what will happen with us in the future. Blake is going to jail, Todd and Doug not far behind.” She turned, closed and locked the door. I tamped down my anger and started thinking about casual clothes for class.

—————

About 10 minutes later, Donna told me her dad and one of the other officers just pulled up in front of the dorm, then things went quiet.

I sat a long time going through the new clothes I was going to need when Donna spoke over the monitor.

“Dad and officer Donovan are headed over to the frat house,” she said. She was coming upstairs to change clothes but preferred to have me stay where I was for a bit. She figured her dad would be back soon.

“I understand, Donna. I’ll just hang out here and think about acrylic nails.”

“Ooooo, fantastic. I have a nail-stylist you will love.”

I heard her moving around the room, then heard her cell phone.

“Hi, it’s Donna… Hi Heather... Yeah, I had kind of a rough day today, but the other guy had an even worse time… Oh, no problem, I’ll come down and help you get it fixed, give me a few minutes… Okay, bye.”

After a couple of minutes, Donna told me she needed to go to Heather’s room because she was having a problem with her microwave, but she would be right back.

“I’m missing you like crazy in here. I am about out of assignments,” I whined.

“Don’t worry, I have thought of some more. Back in a bit. Love you.”

“Love you right back.”

—————

I heard the elevator chime and I hoped it was Donna returning. There was a knock on the door, and a voice.

“Donna, it’s your dad, are you there?” Of course there was no response and I certainly wasn’t going to say anything.

After a brief pause, he dialed his cellphone.

“Hi Pumpkin, I’m here to see you… Yeah, I’m outside the door in the hallway, are you headed back? How long are you going to be? Five minutes, Okay, I’ll wait here. Yes, I’ll be waiting outside. See you soon.”

It was quiet for a while, then a few minutes later there was the sound of the elevator.

“Hi Daddy, just helping Heather with her microwave. Is something up?” Donna asked innocently. I noticed she hadn’t opened the door yet.

“Just come by to ask my daughter a couple more questions. Are you going to invite me in?” he pressed.

“Hey, I have some of that herb tea you like, and I might have some cookies.”

“You spoil me, can I come in?” he repeated.

“Oh, official questions. Sure, come in and sit on the sofa. I’ll get your tea started.”

A while later I could hear the microwave beep complete, and the sound of some cookies being put on a plate.

“Here you go, it may need to steep for a bit.”

“While we wait for the tea, can I use your computer. I have an e-mail that I want to show you. It came into the center from Todd Walker.”

“Ah, sure, let me set something up,” she said warily.

“You have a guest account right there, that is all I need. Oh look, the mail is already up. Who is MCart2000?”

“Oh, just someone that needed to check their e-mail one day.”

“It is not very secure to not log out. Hey look, there is a message here from Blake Roberts, what a coincidence. And here is a message from Todd. He mailed the center today checking on someone named Michael Carter.”

“That’s strange.” Her voice wavered.

“Is MCart2000 the Michelle that you mentioned in your report Thursday afternoon? Something about getting stuck in the elevator.” The way her dad is questioning her, he knows something.

“Daddy…”

“Would this MCart2000 be the same person that Walker was looking for? Did Todd just get the names mixed up? Michelle-Michael they are pretty similar.”

Donna was hesitating and I am about to go to jail, I know it.

“Donna, can I use your bathroom? A little bit too much coffee today.”

“Oh, Daddy. The bathroom is a mess. I have underwear hanging all over in there. There are some things I don’t want you to see.”

“Oh, I bet there are. I’ve seen panties and bras before, that wouldn’t bother me. This thing you don’t want me to see is not lingerie, am I right?”

“Ah, you could use the one in the hall and save me some embarrassment?”

“Or maybe we could just call into the bathroom and have MCart2000 come out and say ‘Hi.’ What do you think?”

“It’s complicated.”

“You know, your dad is used to people getting into some pretty strange situations. I always try to help. This is a college town after all.”

“Can I ask you not to go in there?” she whimpered.

“You can ask me, but this is an active investigation about your assault, and the suspect of the attack may have been communicating with this MCart2000. There is also an issue about Walker making inquiries about his roommate who appears to be missing. Your dorm contract allows me rather broad access to this property, and if you say, ‘Fourth Amendment’, I will claim an exigent circumstance. I am going into that room and I would prefer you come with me.”

I could hear them moving down the hall. “And look at that. The doorknob to the bathroom somehow got switched. That could be dangerous, someone could get locked in there if they weren’t careful.” My heart jumped to my throat as I heard the knob turn. The door opened slightly and the light was turned on. A solidly built policeman entered, followed by a rather shaken-looking Donna. She was dressed in jeans and a purple sweatshirt, her eyes displaying a degree of fear I had never seen in her. Her dad was in his brown police uniform. He must have stood over 6 foot and there was an amazing family resemblance. Donna crossed in front of me and sat on the stool.

“This is a rather interesting situation you have gotten yourself into, young lady. I assume you are Michelle, is that right? Can I call you Michelle?”

“Yes sir,” I responded as Donna turned white with fear.

“Well, I’m Stanley Martin, Donna’s dad. He stuck out his broad hand to shake.”

I brought my hand up until it was stopped by the cable.

“I think we can save the handshake until later. Nice pair of cuffs, by the way. I have some exactly like those,” he said, giving a knowing look toward his daughter.

“They were a gift, sir.”

He smiled. “So were mine. Would you possibly be MCart2000?”

“Yes sir.”

“And also known as Michael Carter.”

I nodded.

“Do you want me to take off the cuffs, Dad?” Donna asked.

“Not right now, they will help keep Michelle focused until I get some answers. And if anyone else gives me trouble, they will end up in cuffs also. I have a new pair that I haven’t been able to use yet.”

“Yes Daddy.”

He grabbed his cell and pushed a speed-dial button, then started talking. “Hello Debbie, I will be 10-6 at my daughter’s dorm room for a while. Is it still quiet?... Good. If you need me give me a call. We have some things we need to discuss here… Okay, I’ll let you know when I’m done.” He hung up the phone and put it back on his belt.

“So, who wants to start?” he said, pulling out a recorder.

“Father, do you have to record this? If there is a recording, there should probably be a Miranda. Can we make this an informal interview until we determine if Michelle is the perpetrator of a crime rather than a victim? If we learn that Michelle may have committed a crime, we can start the recording, do the Miranda and decide if Michelle wants a lawyer.”

Her father looked at me. “I wanted her to go into IT, but no, she wanted to major in Police Science.”

“Actually, criminology and forensics,” Donna corrected.

He cracked a slight smile. “Before I decide on the need for a Miranda, I want to ask a couple of questions. Once I am satisfied, I will decide if we go ahead with an informal interview. Do you agree Michelle?”

“Yes sir.”

One false statement will result in a trip to the campus police station where we will start over in front of a video camera and with a Miranda.

“I understand.”

He put the recorder away and started, “First thing I want to know if you are being held here against your will. A cursory glance would suggest you were, but I want to know your thoughts.”

“Mr. Martin. I am here of my own free will and am being protected, monitored and cared for 24 hours a day as I have reason to believe I am in danger.”

“Since this ordeal started, have you been the victim of any sexual assault or forced sexual activity?”

“No sir.”

“Good, if you were, this matter would be totally out of my hands and we’d have to call someone else. While you have been here, have you been subjected to any torture, threats of violence, or have been harmed or injured in any way?”

I was struggling with this one a little bit. Does having a can of mace put in your face constitute a threat of violence?

“I have only been subjected to a level of confinement necessary to prevent me from escaping. The restraint is for my protection. The only threats I have received were via e-mail.”

“Well, that was a carefully constructed response. I wonder where you learned to do that?” He looked toward Donna, who smiled weakly.

“Donna told me if I want to leave, all I have to do is say one word. Leaving would put me and others in danger and it is safer for me to stay here. I displayed some angry episodes and Donna was concerned with her safety and felt I needed to be secured. It is a temporary measure until I can manage my anger and depression, and Donna is helping me do that. That is the only reason for the cuffs.”

“If you were in danger, why didn’t you call the police. Were you prevented from calling 9-1-1?”

“I didn’t want to threaten my and Donna’s reputation and school standing until I was sure police involvement was necessary. We did not have all the facts. Donna offered to turn me over to the police on many occasions, but I didn’t want her to. Now that the situation has gotten to the point of violence, she summoned you without delay.”

“And what about the cross-dressing thing. Is that coerced?”

“It’s complicated,” I said.

“I’m hearing that a lot lately,” he said with a smirk.

“I have privately cross-dressed most of my life. The members of my fraternity found out and used it to haze me. On Thursday my frat brothers made me remove my clothes and forced me to dress in women’s underwear. I was handcuffed, brought to this dorm and stuffed in an elevator.”

“These are serious charges,” he said with a frown.

“Donna found me and tried to help. Since I had no clothes but a towel and woman’s underwear, Donna found someone in the dorm a similar size and got something for me to wear until I could get the keys to my apartment.”

“That doesn’t explain the makeup,” he pressed.

“It was uncomfortable for Donna and humiliating to me to look like a man in a dress. She knew about my cross-dressing and asked if she could use some makeup and arrange my wig so I looked more presentable. I happily agreed and it is completely consensual.”

“I agree to proceed with this interview to get the information I need for a formal complaint. Since you say you have violent tendencies, I will conduct this interview while you remain restrained for the protection of myself and others present. I will make notes to record dates, times, persons and events in order to make an accurate report. Do you agree fully with these terms, Michelle?”

“Yes sir and thank you for your understanding.”

He got his notebook out of his coat pocket, wrote on the top of the page this was an interview with Michelle, AKA Michael Carter, the date and time, and the persons present.

—————

After an intense interrogation where every aspect of my last few days was scrutinized, I was totally fried. Mr. Martin was very professional and compassionate as he found out the details of the hazing. He was concerned with my being restrained, but in the end, Donna convinced him this was kind of a protective custody and he reluctantly agreed.

“I’m in a tough spot with what to do, Michelle. Is there anyone you can stay with? Can we get a locksmith over to your apartment and get you in so you can stay there?” Apparently, Donna had neglected to tell him she had my keys.

“I fear for my safety. Blake, Todd and Doug have been making threats to all three of us pledges. That would be the first place they would look, and Blake has already e-mailed that he has been to my apartment looking for me.”

“Fair point, do you have any other friends, family or somebody else in town?”

“No sir, all my friends are out of town for the break and my family are away traveling.”

“Michelle could continue to stay here, Daddy.” Donna offered.

“We need to talk about that. I’m having a hard time thinking it is appropriate for a man to be in the woman’s dorm.”

“But my dorm agreement allows a girlfriend to stay with me temporarily, and Michelle is my girlfriend. She is transgender and identifies as female.”

Her dad looked warily and said, “Let’s talk outside, Donna,” Her dad left the room, followed by his daughter. When leaving, she turned on the exhaust fan, turned out the light, then closed and locked the door.”

I leaned back, too afraid to cry and too tired to stay awake. I curled up against the pillow and went to sleep.

—————

Sometime later, Donna asked over the monitor how I was doing.

“I’m a little tired and a lot frightened,” I said.

“Dad would like to talk to you.”

“Okay.”

A moment later, he walked in and leaned against the vanity, broad arms crossed on his chest.

“That is quite the system Donna has rigged up.”

“She is amazing, sir. You can turn off the exhaust fan if you want. It makes it easier to talk.”

He reached back and clicked the switch to quiet the dreadful noise.

“Donna makes a good case for being able to keep you safe. No one knows you are here, the doors are locked and alarmed, there is video surveillance, such as it is. She is also quite adept with personal protection. I will notify my officers to prioritize any door alarms we get from this building.”

I looked at him astonished. I wasn’t going to jail.

“My concern is as a father, but she assures me I have no reason to be worried. You think of yourself as a woman. Do I have that right?”

I shook my head in agreement, and for the first time in my life I understood what that meant.

“She says you are only confined this way when she leaves the room, which relieves me a little bit. You have no problem with this arrangement?”

“No, sir. It is necessary and I have no problem with it.”

“She says you know about Ben and have some of the same traits that he had. Both her and I are sad we couldn’t do more to help him. This is maybe why she is going a little extreme to protect you. I’m uncomfortable with the degree of detention, but Donna says there has been an escape attempt already.”

“Regrettably that is true, sir.”

“You both say this is for your protection and you feel it is necessary and consensual. Legally I have no authority to intervene.” He shook his head in confusion, then continued.

“With your permission, I would like to provide the details of this situation to someone I work with at Student Counseling. This has been a very traumatic experience and I think you need to get some assistance. Donna says you don’t have anyone helping with your gender issues and this person can help with that as well. Do you agree?”

“That would be great, sir. I could really use some support to get this behind me.”

“I want your assurance you will do nothing to hurt Donna. If something would happen, your anger issues would be nothing compared to mine. Are we communicating?”

“Sir, you have my solemn oath. She is very dear to me and has saved me from the one person who could hurt me the most; myself. I would never do anything to hurt her.”

“Just so you know, there was a punk that did hurt her, and I have never forgiven myself for not settling that score. It has been my life’s goal, despite his parent’s money, to see him in jail. If we work together, I think we can both get what we want, and have the State do the work for us.”

“I will do whatever I can, sir.”

“Good girl.”


Chapter 22

As soon as Donna’s dad left, she came into the bathroom to let me loose from the cable. It had been a long day with me sitting on the floor and I appreciated the opportunity to stand. Besides, Donna was promising me ham, potatoes, baked beans and peach pie; after some time in her arms that is. I might be able to score a little ice-cream as well. We went to the kitchen and she made a plate for me. While she helped me eat a real Christmas dinner, she offered to fill me in on things.

“How much trouble are you in?” I asked, fearing the answer.

“Dad is focused on Blane and Todd right now, but my time is coming for sure. You helped a lot because you just told the truth. That is a big plus for a cop because everyone always lies.”

“He asked questions about things I didn’t have the answers to, so the only thing I could say was that I didn’t know,” I said.

“Better than trying to make some stuff up, believe me. I need to tell you some things about what happened that day, and I think you’ll see why this may not be too bad.”

I nodded and continued enjoying my Christmas dinner.

“As you suspected, the girls knew about the scavenger hunt and were supposed to meet you at the elevator on sixth floor. You all had an envelope with a note describing the item you were supposed to collect, then you were to go back to the frat house. Oh, and the girls were supposed to yell at you and push you around a little bit, because it was a hazing after all. The Brothers assured them it wouldn’t be a big deal. The dorm hadn’t closed yet, and at that time of the day they could have male guests so nobody would get in trouble. It all seemed a normal hazing.”

“So what went wrong?” I asked.

“Nobody was supposed to be tied up, nobody was supposed to be naked, and the items were expected to be knee-highs, panty liners, hair ties, or something like that. The girls got really pissed when the note said they were to give you a tampon, have you insert it, then turn you loose and let you run back to the house nude. The note said they would fail the initiation if they didn’t do it. The guys insisted, and stupidly the girls went along. Kelly called Blake afterward and broke up with him. Same thing with Robin and Doug, and Julie was out-of-this-world pissed at Kelly for getting her into it.”

“Did Julie know I was part of this?”

“No, she was told it was going to be another one of the pledges. You were both being set up for a horrible experience.”

“And if it wasn’t for Todd pushing all of the elevator buttons, I would have ended up on 6 rather than 10.”

“Robin didn’t notice the elevator until too late, and when I pushed the button upstairs, the door closed before she could stop it. The next thing I know you are at my feet.”

“And you weren’t in on this?” I asked tentatively.

“If I would have known, it would never have happened. Believe me.” She paused for a moment and continued. “I admit that when I found you and discovered that Todd was involved, I considered doing some terrible things to you to spite him. When I read the hateful things that Todd said about your cross-dressing, that he wanted to destroy you, I decided to help. What at first was me keeping you safe, as we spent more time together, I began to fall for you.”

“Oh, Donna. I so want to get Todd and the frat guys out of our lives so we can be together.”

“I want that too, sweetheart. I really do.”

“So, you are teaching me to look on the positive side of things. If this hadn’t happened, then we would have never met. Rather than getting mad at Todd, maybe I should thank him.”

“And for that reason, I’m trying not to be mad either, but it’s a struggle. Getting even with Todd will be my dad’s job, and it’s something he is really good at. If you want to thank Todd, you will be able to do it through the bars of his cell.”

“Perfect.”

“My dad wanted to know what happened to the towel and stuff, and I told him where he could find it. He is going to take it as evidence. I also gave him the message that Todd had hung around your neck. He was pleased that it was hand-written. He will send it to the crime lab for prints and he took elimination prints from me,” she said, showing me the ink on her fingers.

“I hoped I would never see those things again, but I may be wrong.”

“If you see the stuff again, it will be at Todd and Blake’s trial. They probably will regret seeing it more than you. So, let’s go get all prettied up and watch a movie!”

—————

We watched silly rom-com movies until it was time for bed. There was some hugging, a little kissing, and a lot of time for us just to be girls together.

Donna took me to the bath and released me from the cuffs, saying that I should put on the ivory robe but to leave my makeup and wig on. She would help me with those later.

I attended to my pre-bed ritual, taking off my clothing and washing up. As I washed myself, I noticed my tape was starting to get a bit loose. I hoped it would hold until the morning when I would replace it.

I loved the way I looked in the mirror, except my lipstick was a little smudged. I refreshed it with the mauve color and added the shiny sealer.

After I replaced the cuffs and attached myself to the pipe, I let Donna know I was ready. She came in with her laptop and said I had received an e-mail from Kevin. She opened it and we read it together.

Her dad had e-mailed him and wanted to set a time when he could be interviewed over Zoom. He also wanted Trevor’s contact information so he could call him as well. Kevin and Trevor were both spooked and wondered what to do.

“How did your dad get Kevin’s e-mail address?” I asked.

“He forwarded all of the messages from your e-mail account to himself so he could keep them as evidence. I am also to tell you not to delete any of these messages,” she advised.

“Ah, and no privacy on a guest account, huh?” I chided, and she gave me a big smile.

We replied to Kevin and told him the cops had the whole story, and he just needed to participate in the interview and not lie about anything and he would be fine. The cops were treating all the pledges and the girls in the dorm as victims. The Brothers were the ones that were in trouble. We said to tell Trevor the same thing. It was then I finally realized that it was about over and everything was going to be okay. Well, except for the frat boys.

Donna returned her computer to her desk, then released the cable and guided me to the bedroom. With a big smile, she removed my gown and bra and laid me on the bed.

“I want to check your forms to make sure they are still secure,” she explained, straddling my waist and checking the seam carefully. The feel of her mauve-colored fingernail crossing my skin caused me a sharp intake of breath.

“Oh, yes, this one looks quite secure, let’s look at the other.”

Again my body reacted to her touch as she slowly traced her nail along the seam. I delighted in the thought of what might happen next. Unfortunately, my tape was reacting to this situation badly. After she thoroughly inspected the seam, she kissed both forms and looked at me wolfishly.

“Oh no, now I’ve done it. I suppose I’m going to have to reciprocate,” she said, beaming.

“Girl Scout code,” I responded.

She released her bra and gave me several long seconds to stare at her beautiful body, then leaned forward to offer a breast to my waiting mouth. I licked and sucked with more intensity then last time, and felt her body respond.

After some time, she broke away from my hungry lips by leaning back.

“Oh, my,” she praised, panting. “My girlfriend is very talented at that. Thank you.”

“I’m only getting started.” I warned, as she offered me the other. By now my tape had completely released and I could feel my hardness bumping against her soft backside. I felt her yield to my attentions to her breast and felt her drive her bottom into my raging stiffness. The look on her face was magical.

“What’s that,” she teased, bumping herself back on me.

“I think my tape come loose.”

“Oh, bummer, I probably better check it.”

“I’ll fix it in the morning,” I offered.

“We don’t want that nasty tape half-stuck to you all night. You might chafe. Let me see,” she said as she shifted back and pulled down my panties.

“Oh my, the tape is all loose,” she said, removing what tape remained stuck to my body.

The rest of my body stiffened as hard as my cock.

“I have some of the lube here, let me put some on to prevent a rash.”

My breath caught in my chest.

She looked at me seriously and said, “Honey, I want you to know, it is always the girls right to say no. If I am doing something and you want me to stop, please tell me ‘No’ and I will quit. I don’t want to do anything that you feel is forced.”

“Maybe a little of the lube, just to prevent a rash,” I agreed.

She used a make-up wipe to clean the tape residue, then rubbed a little of the flavored lube on my member. Her touch was driving me wild with desire.

“Can I kiss it?” she asked tentatively.

“Only if you want to. I know what happened to you and I never want you to feel that way again.”

“That was a smelly old man. You are my beautiful girlfriend and I really want to kiss you there.”

She rubbed, kissed and gently sucked on my ‘clitty’ until I felt I was about to explode. I didn’t want to fill her mouth with cum, that sounded so mannish and ugly, so I asked her to stop. She said she understood and stopped immediately.

“Thank you, my beautiful Donna, that was wonderful. But you know what happens now?” I said, dramatically.

She wiped her mouth, and said, “What’s happens now?”, she asked in a mocking tone, “More kisses?” she said, touching my lips with hers for a kiss sweetened with the lube.

“Girl scout code, I get to kiss you there.” I said, nodding my head toward her middle.

“I really need to look at this updated manual,” she said with a smirk, “not that I’m going to argue.”

She straddled me while still wearing the red thong and I lapped at the material, causing her body to react dramatically. I used my tongue to push the shiny material away from my target, treating her to rapid touches on her clitoris. Her reaction was unmistakable as a powerful orgasm washed over her. She regarded me with fondness.

“I want to remind you that it is always a girl’s right to say ‘No’ and I will stop,” I said.

“I’ll keep that in mind, but right now, I want to get rid of this distraction,” she said, standing and removing the thong. She added a bit of the flavored lube to her sex and straddled me once more. She stared at me as she slowly lowered her beautiful self to my mouth. I lightly licked and teased her nub while watching her above me, moving her hands against her body in a state of bliss. I increased the intensity of my movements, watching her as she became increasingly more detached. She used the headboard for support as she adjusted herself for her greatest pleasure. I felt her heat, her moistness, her yielding to my oral devotion. My tongue moved into her, first cautiously then with more force. Her body stiffened and she gripped my head with her nylon-covered thighs. I watched as the ecstasy washed over her, her cries of delight filling my ears. Again and again she cried out as the orgasms overtook her. I wanted to continue, but I felt it was the time to allow her to settle back to earth from the high place I had taken her.

After a long while, she opened her eyes and a look of total contentment crossed her face.

“Michelle, honey, that was so wonderful. Thank you, thank you.”

“I wanted to do something special for my girlfriend on Christmas.”

“And your girlfriend likes her present, a lot. Are you sure you are okay?” she asked as she moved off me, caressing my raging hard-on with the tip of her finger.

“Watching you was everything I could ask for. You are so beautiful, and I want to do that for you often.”

“I’ll be looking forward to it.”

She looked pensive, as if she was struggling with something she wanted to say.

“What is it honey?” I asked her. “Girlfriends shouldn’t have secrets.”

“I really want you right now, but I know it is not the right time. When we share that, I want to be in your arms and have no guilt that I am taking advantage of your powerlessness.”

“Then dreaming about our being together, one with each other, will be what allows me to escape my dark force.”

She gave me a crushing hug and kiss, and I put my darkness on notice that it no longer had a hold on me.

She helped me get cleaned up, got me changed into a clean bra and panty, then took off my makeup and wig. She still attached my cuffs to the sofa frame, but I got a noteworthy kiss once I was secure for the night.


Chapter 23

I woke to the sound of Donna in the shower. The thought of our tender session the previous evening filled me with joy. I’ve never had such a joyous Christmas.

The room was quiet for a while, then I heard her moving behind me. She touched me, whispered in my ear that she loved me. My heart raced with anticipation to see her.

She unlocked the cable, and I turned to see her in a sheer pink gown that highlighted her many charms. She was captivating in her brief makeup, her hair pulled back, and her bright smile.

“Hello, bright eyes. Are you ready for a shower? Your stuff is all in there for you.”

She still did the full security detail with my ankles tied with the soft blue rope before unlocking the cuffs.

I showered, shaved, and used the lube to take care of my considerable level of tension. As I thought back to the night before, my release came quickly. I re-applied my tape, did makeup and attached and styled my wig. I even took a chance with the liquid eyeliner and was proud of my effort.

Behind the door was the LBD, and I put that on, attached the jewelry that Donna had left me, then checked myself out. I looked at the mirror and Michelle looked back at me.

I took a few minutes to give my fingernails another coat of polish, and let Donna know how I was doing. She responded that she was anxious to see me.

I took a long look at the mirror while I waited for the nails. I was looking for Michael, the troubled and angry man who never seemed to fit in anywhere. He was gone.

After my nails were ready, I pulled the sheer hose up my legs, settling them onto my waist with the rush that they always give me. I added some perfume, slipped on my shoes, turned out the light and sat on the stool as instructed. I cinched up the cuffs when I settled, then called out to Donna. In a minute, the flash of the monitor blurred my vision, and Donna entered, switching on the light.

“Hello, beautiful. You are stunning today.”

“Same to you.” She wore a gray leather pencil skirt with a beautiful tucked-in aqua blouse with a wide belt. She looked fantastic and her fragrance made my head spin. She checked the cuffs and double-locked them.

“Just a warning. Running in this skirt is a bit of a problem, so you better not try to run off.”

“I guarantee, my wanting to get away from you is the least of your concerns.”

“I have some e-mails for you. Quite a few actually.”

“Let’s take a look,” I said as I followed her to the desk.

She was right, there were a whole page full of new messages. We decided to take them in order.

“What is this one?” I asked, “What’s the Ben Robertson Trust?”

“I contacted them about sponsoring your dorm fee. Ben’s parents set up a trust after he died, and the mission of the trust is to support college age transgender youth finding secure accommodation. I don’t know if I mentioned it, but Ben’s parents are loaded and funded the trust with a bunch of cash.”

She clicked on the message. The trust has approved my request for housing and will sponsor my dorm fees for the rest of the school year. An annual review would be done for the following years. There was a contract attached that I need to sign and take to the housing office.

“Does this really mean that I can live in Hanover Hall?”

“Your room is at the end of the hall. I’ve sent a copy of this contract to the housing office and they have approved you. We need to go there, sign the contract and get your ID set up to access your room. In the meantime, I will let you in with my pass card. If you want, we can go to your apartment and move your stuff this afternoon. What’s not appropriate for your new life we will put in storage in the basement until we can donate it.”

My eyes threatened to tear up, and I was warned about girlfriends not being allowed to cry.

The second e-mail was from Kevin. He said that Donna’s dad had called and asked some questions about what happened. He said Officer Martin knew most of the details and there was no reason for him to lie, so he told them everything, including about when they were caught behind the frat house. He said the cops had already talked to Trevor and his parents as well. He was assured that they weren’t in any serious trouble, however there will probably be a campus court hearing about this, but nothing to worry about as they would probably be witnesses rather than suspects.

The next e-mail was from Donna’s Dad. He said that he made an appointment with Gina Felton at the campus counseling office on Wednesday at 4 PM. She was anxious to talk and help however she could. He included her phone and e-mail if I needed to contact her. It was fortunate she was here during the break. More good news.

Donna logged in and switched over to her e-mail account. There was good news there as well.

The first was from her Dad telling her he received a warrant for the recording and contacted the security office about getting access to the tape machine. He said there were arrest warrants issued for Todd, Blake and Doug, and that Officer Donovan was headed to the frat house to arrest Blake. Besides the scavenger hunt, Blake faced an additional count for the assault on Donna. The others would be arrested the minute they got back into town.

Another e-mail came from the security office telling Donna that they would be at the dorm today to retrieve the old video machine and install a new digital recorder that had been provided by the campus police.

“I don’t think I have ever had a day where I’ve had so much good news.”

“You deserve it. I’m not convinced the digital recorder is that great of news, but I’ll have to adapt.”

I gave her a big smile.

“Honey. I want to give you something, I don’t think I need it anymore.”

With that, she took the handcuff key from around her neck and placed it around mine.

“When you’re ready, let me know and I will help you take off the cuffs.”

“If you take them off, do I have to leave?” I whimpered.

“Don’t worry, honey. I have my hooks into you pretty deep. I don’t think you could get away if you tried.”

“I’ll stay like this for a bit, but when it feels right, I’ll get some help taking them off. Maybe this can be our new boxing day tradition.”

“You are a silly little thing. It’s a deal.”

—————

After breakfast, we sat on the sofa and listened to music and talked. I was so happy, content, and relaxed. The darkness seemed miles away.

As we cuddled, a song came on that often played during the holidays; Same Auld Lang Syne. It was a haunting melody and lyric that I learned was based on a true story from right here in Illinois. Donna sensed my melancholy and asked what was up.

“That song that just played, are you familiar with it?” I asked.

“About the previous high school lovers meeting up again on Christmas eve? Yes, I’ve always liked it.”

“It actually happened to the songwriter when he went home one Christmas. It is about love, and loss, and people looking back at how their lives might have changed if they had made different choices.”

She hugged me closer and whispered for me to go on.

“They met at a convenience store then went out to get a drink. All the bars were closed, so they bought a six-pack of beer and drank it in the car while watching the snow fall. There were three cans for each of them, so they proposed three toasts; one to innocence, one to now, and one to time.”

“I never paid much attention to the lyrics. Leave it to you to find a deeper meaning,” she observed, kissing my cheek softly.

“I want to be very careful with my life going forward, because up to now there have been so many bad choices. I don’t want to risk bumping into you some years down the line and wishing I had taken a different path. I want to have a future with you and every time I hear that song, I will know I made the right decision. Now that I’ve found you, I don’t ever want to take the chance of losing you.”

Her eyes turned glassy and she kissed me tenderly.

“I want that for us too. Never the pain of regret for things that might have been,” she whispered.

I thought about the supreme good fortune that had fallen into my life and snuggled closer into her embrace.

“Donna, can we take off the cuffs. I don’t need them anymore.”

“Sure, honey, stand facing away from me and I’ll help. If you give me any trouble, they go right back on, understand?”

“I’ll be a good girl; for real this time.”

She used the key and loosened the cuffs, then I felt them fall away from my wrists. I was free, but was bound more tightly than I ever thought possible. My heart was filled with love, and there was no room left for any darkness. She crossed the room and put the cuffs and the key into the box in the cabinet.

“I know where they are if I need them,” she warned.

I crossed to her and hugged her with all my might. I felt her tears tingling on my cheek.

“Welcome back to the world, pretty one,” she told me.

“Glad to be back.” I looked at her reddened eyes. “No crying. You will mess up your makeup and we will have to start over.”

“No crying ever again,” she said, then she grabbed me by the hand and we sat on the sofa, embraced, and listened to the soft music. I kicked off my shoes, put my feet under me and tucked in my dress. I felt like such a girl.


Chapter 24

We planned a shopping excursion for the afternoon to get some more casual clothes before going to the apartment and cleaning things out.

“Just to put you on notice,” I warned, “I am a real girly-girl so none of these plain jeans and sweatshirts. There will be lots of slacks and blouses, appliques and bright colors.”

“Wow, I’ve created a monster,” she laughed. “Whatever my girlfriend wants. Have you decided what your name will be?”

“Well, since Maxine is out, I’ll just stick with Michelle,” I responded, “Maybe my friends could call me Shelly.”

“Shelly. I like that.”

—————

As we made plans for our shopping excursion, time went fast and we were soon ready for lunch.

“Can I make lunch for you?” I asked.

“Sure, let’s see what we have.”

I made some sandwiches got out the carrots and hummus, along with some chips. I made a fresh pot of coffee for us to share. I made Donna sit in the inside chair of the kitchen, trapping her there and warning her to not run off.

As we ate our light lunch, I looked at her and smiled.

“This is special. Where the iced coffee through a straw was nice, hot coffee in a cup is even better.”

“And look, we have matching lipstick marks,” she observed.

—————

Shortly after our lunch and we had returned to the sofa, there was a knock at the door. I grabbed my shoes and prepared to run to the bath, but Donna indicated that I should stay. The visitor announced it was her dad, and she crossed the room and opened the door. She gave him a kiss and invited him in. When he saw me, he put out his hand to shake. I shook my head ‘No’ and crossed the room to give him a big hug. I kissed his cheek, then wiped off the lipstick that the kiss had left.

Donna looked at her dad and said, “I told you she was a girl.”

“Thank you so much, Officer Martin. You have given me my life back.” I said to him, still clinging to his strong body.

“You are welcome, Michelle. I’m glad we could get everything fixed.”

I pushed back from him and looked into his blue eyes. “No, my life is not fixed, it has been renewed. It is much better than I could ever have imagined. Thank you.”

“That is excellent to hear,” he responded.

“I’ll get you some coffee, or would you rather have tea?” I asked with a smirk.

“Coffee will be fine Michelle, thank you.”

—————

I made fresh coffee and delivered a cup to everyone. Since Donna and her dad were on the sofa, I pulled up the desk chair and sat on the edge of the seat, carefully tucking my dress around my legs. I crossed my legs at the ankles and bent them to the side. It felt fantastic to be able to do that.

Her dad said he had come over to pick up the tape and would have the officers go through it and capture any images of the incident. It was possible the tape might also show Donna’s attack in front of the building. There was not going to be much doubt about her complaint since Blake glowed like Christmas under the blacklight with the infrared tag in the mace.

“Blake is in holding and his lawyer came over while we did a preliminary interrogation. The lawyer didn’t seem too concerned about the assault, but when we told him about the kidnapping/felonious restraint and the abuse the pledges endured during the hazing, the lawyer became a bit less assured. And since Trevor is under-age, this adds an additional factor to the charges.”

“Wow, this sounds serious,” I said.

“When you add the obvious gender discrimination described in Todd’s message, and the fact that the three of them worked together in a conspiracy, it looks bad, and Blake’s lawyer knew it.”

Donna and I looked at one another and she nodded. Todd was toast.

“Apparently, Blake wasn’t aware of the video surveillance in the dorm. We mentioned the incident was on tape and we had a warrant to retrieve it as evidence, he pretty much fell apart wanting a deal. We told him there wasn’t really anything we needed from him as we had a tight case already. We had the tape, witness statements, and the testimony of the officers finding the naked boys behind the frat house, so there wouldn’t be anything he had to offer for a deal. He might be able to get some plea bargain from the county attorney, but it was up to his lawyer to tell him that.”

“Ouch,” Donna added. “I’m surprised his lawyer allowed this to continue.”

“His lawyer had tuned out. He knew a lost cause when he saw one. The lawyer asked about the others, and we told him there were outstanding warrants, but they hadn’t been arrested yet. We casually mentioned to the lawyer he should convince his client not to interfere with their arrest, and he indicated he understood.”

“No issue with Blake reaching out to Todd telling him to stay out of town,” Donna said.

“I’m sure the lawyer will be able to convince Blake that would be a bad idea.”

“What about the girls on sixth floor?” I asked.

“We’ve done phone interviews with all of them and the stories all check out. I think they will probably see some campus court probation or something to discourage this type of hazing in the future. It will probably be minor since they were all unwilling participants. Pretty much the same with you and the other pledges. It is going to be difficult to argue willingness on your parts when you were stripped naked, bound, transported across campus and threatened with violence if you said anything about it.”

We visited for a bit longer, and I asked him to compliment Mrs. Martin on the Christmas ham. “The pie was particularly yummy,” I reported, and he gave me a big smile.

He thanked us for the coffee and got kisses on the cheek from both me and Donna. I noticed she didn’t wipe the lipstick off very well, so it would probably result in some funny looks for him later. “I love doing that to him,” she whispered, causing us both to burst out laughing.


Chapter 25

We planned to go out and get me some casual clothes when we heard the elevator chime.

I looked at Donna in shock, and she told me it would be okay. The visitor announced that it was Becky, and she had more vodka. Donna opened the door with a big smile.

“Get in here before you get me in trouble,” Donna chided, “This is Michelle, she is going to be living in Karen’s old room starting next term,” Donna said, introducing us.

“Hi, I’m Becky,” she said, her expression guarded.

“I’m Michelle, but just call me Shelly. Nice to meet you Becky.”

Becky was dressed in jeans and a blue blouse, and her auburn hair was pulled back in a clip. We sat for a bit, and Becky seemed nervous.

“Becky,” I said, “as you probably already noticed, I am transgender...”

“And there has never been a bigger girl ever,” Donna added, causing me to blush.

“I don’t want you to feel awkward. I just want to be friends. If you have any questions, don’t be afraid to ask.”

Her anxiety melted away, and I asked if she had mentioned something about vodka. I went to get us some glasses of orange juice.

We talked for a while about girl things, and I was proud to be able to add to the conversation. It was great I could overhear Donna’s discussions with the other girls so I could chime in naturally. I didn’t have much to say when talk turned to boys, but I did my best not to seize up.

After our Screwdrivers were gone, Donna mentioned that we were headed out to do some shopping. Becky took the hint and told us she would see us later.

—————

Donna regarded me, “I’m trying to figure out if I want to go out shopping with you wearing a pencil skirt.”

“If you wear jeans and a sweatshirt, you are going to look kind of tacky next to me; just saying.”

“And it’s going to look any better when we go to your apartment to clean it out and you look like you are on a date?”

“Complicated…” I said with a smirk.

“We’ll get an Uber and go to the mall and get you some clothes. I’ll throw my jeans in a duffel-bag and we’ll change at your apartment. And no messing around! Just changing clothes.”

“Sure, get a girl’s hopes up having you naked in my apartment.”

“Just changing clothes, got it. Naked comes later.”

—————

Our plan in place, we went to the mall and found several casual outfits, more underwear and foundations. I also replaced some of the items that I had ‘borrowed’ from Robin. We stopped at a second-hand store and found more dressy clothes and shoes in my size. I had shopped at these types of places before, but I was always nervous. It was great having Donna there to make recommendations.

My credit card was groaning when we got to my apartment. We changed clothes and made quick work of getting my stuff into plastic sacks and what suitcases I had. I took the spoiled milk and other food from the refrigerator, put it in a trash bag and took it to the dumpster. I put the food that I wanted for my dorm room into a grocery bag. A little more than an hour later we were done.

The Uber driver was gracious and helped us get all our stuff into the trunk, then reversed the process at the dorm. We took the bags of boy clothes to the storage room, then went to my new dorm room to get me moved in.

“Wow, this is nice,” I said as I surveyed my new room. Of course, it was smaller than Donna’s and did not feature a kitchen, but there was a separate living area, bath and bedroom that was going to be quite comfy. It was upscale for a dorm room. The living area had a sofa and a desk and a nice view of campus through the window. It was the same muted green color as Donna’s room, but I had some ideas on how I would class it up. Donna went to a housekeeping closet and got bedclothes and a blanket, then helped make my bed. I glanced at her longingly but was rebuffed. “Too busy,” she said.

On her recommendation, I had bought some new pink razors, some shaving foam with a floral fragrance rather than a pine forest, and shower gel, shampoo and conditioner. She also brought in my makeup case, wig stand, and the other stuff I needed from her room. I was sad that I was no longer going to be her roommate, but if her glances meant anything, I was still going to be the girlfriend.

We finished and sat on my sofa. Wow, I thought. My sofa, in my private room and for the first time in my college life, no roommate.

“Are you going to be happy here?” she asked, regarding me closely.

“Blissfully. I’m here with my girlfriend and don’t have to think about Theta house again.”

“You know, since this is your room and you make the rules, do you allow kissing here? Just asking for future reference.”

I provided the answer to her question with a demonstration. Good thing we share the same color lipstick so we could replace it afterwards.

—————

A while later, we fixed our lipstick and I tried booting up my laptop to see if I could get connected to the Wi-Fi. I was pleased that my student account would allow me to attach to the network. I was online.

“You aren’t going to burn up a lot of bandwidth surfing FemDom sites, are you?” She asked. “I may come over unannounced to look at your browsing history. Your girlfriend is going to keep close eye on you, and I have a pass-card.”

I quickly sought to change the subject. “Hey, do you have any ice cream left? I know this game we can play using ice cream, or honey, or chocolate syrup. I’d like to try them all.”

She gave me a wanton look. “I’m going to need to check my cupboard. I may be out of honey, but no problem with the rest. I also have a great tasting flavored lube. Let’s go.”

—————

We went back to her room and in no time we were horizontal on her bed wearing just our bra and panties. She wanted me to leave my wig and makeup on, but she said the tape would not be needed. I was on my back looking up at her as she straddled my waist. She had one of the ice-cream bars on a small plate and cut it into pieces. She put one in my mouth and followed it with a kiss. She asked me if I liked that.

“I can assure you that I do,” I answered truthfully.

Next, she unhooked her bra and covered her nipple with some of the ice cream. Her expression told me it was getting cold. She brought her breast to my mouth and asked if I could warm it. I did so without question, continuing to warm her breast with my kisses until I thought she was going to faint.

“No fainting,” I warned. “Dorm rules.”

“Oh really,” she said, she slid down then dripped some of the ice cream onto my massive ‘clitty’ and watched for my reaction.

“Oh, that’s cold,” I croaked, and she removed the frigid ice-cream with her tender lips, leaving an intense feeling of warmth behind.

“You’re right, this is a fun game,” she said, taking one of the pieces of ice cream in her teeth, then offering it to me, followed by a tender kiss with our cold lips. We shared the rest of the ice cream bar, some on different body parts, and some just sharing followed with kisses.

She added a bit of chocolate syrup to one of her nipples and bent down to me. “I know you like chocolate,” she whispered as I made sure to get every bit of the sweet substance. This girl loves chocolate, and Donna definitely approved of the process I used to remove it.

“Hey, we’re in luck,” she said, “I did find some honey.” She removed her panties and took a dab and put it on her beautiful sex. I waited breathlessly as she positioned herself over me and offered a taste to my waiting mouth. The sensation of the sweet honey, and the even sweeter taste of her, compelled me to lick her lovingly. I stroked her body with my hands as I continued to attend to her needs. Her body alternately stiffened and relaxed as I very slowly brought her to higher levels of fulfilment. Her breath caught, then she began to audibly moan and cry as I slowly increased the intensity. Orgasms washed over her one after another. I finally discontinued my assault and let her come back to earth.

“Michelle, sweety, I want you. Would that be okay?” she asked tentatively.

“Please, Donna, let me feel you.”

She covered my member with a sheath, then mounted me, engulfing me in her moist heat.

“I know what you were doing to me earlier, you tease. Well, now I am going to make you suffer,” she warned.

“Oh, PLEASE, Miss Donna, not the slow torture,” I said dramatically, placing my hand to my forehead theatrically, “I couldn’t stand it.”

“Now you’ve done it,” she warned, pinning my wrists to the bed as she rode me with ever increasing urgency. “You thought I was kidding, didn’t you? I’m going to make you pay for teasing me with that talented tongue of yours.”

Both of our bodies started to quake and quiver before she reduced her pace, placing her head near mine and asking if I have suffered enough yet. I was beyond making recognizable sounds and could only shake my head in the negative.

“No, huh. Well then, my darling, round 2,” she whispered, driving my desire to the edge with powerful thrusts, then slowing and watching me tremble only to follow with more rapid lunges. The scent of her perfume mixed with the musky aroma of her excitement enchanted me.

She slowed and whispered, “Now, I’m going to give you to the count of three, then I want to feel you.”

“Yes, Miss Donna.”

My body was writhing in anticipation of the count. Her body slid closer and I felt her hands close even more tightly around my wrists as she resumed her pace. I felt her hair graze against my face and listened to her labored breathing.

“One,” she started. The slow cadence of the count coupled with the building rapidity of her thrusts had me doubting if I could ever make it past one, let alone all the way to three. I could sense her string of orgasms as she brought me closer to my inevitable climax.

“Two…” she drew out the number, causing me to cry out in frustration wanting to keep myself from unloading before the final count. She kissed me deeply, then settled into a rapid, deep and steady rhythm which was going to spell doom for me to last much longer. She broke the kiss and leaned back, her eyes fixed on mine.

“And…Three.” My body exploded within her as she gifted me with a bone-crushing orgasm of her own. I thrust and drove into her, my motions like some machine on the verge of stripping every gear inside. My heart raced, my vision clouded and my mouth turned dry from the intensity of what we shared.

We settled into an afterglow with her rolling me onto my side and spooning up behind me. We were in that position for several minutes, her caressing my smooth naked body with her soft hands and sharp nails. I thought about all that happened in the past few days. Many uncomfortable experiences, but the last few minutes made up for it all.

“Thank you, Donna, for all the wonderful things you have done for me.”

“You are most welcome, honey. Please roll over this direction so I can look at you,” she pleaded.

I rolled over so I could look into her beautiful blue eyes.

“We need to talk about what we want to do for our first New Year’s Eve together,” she said.

We kissed tenderly and started to talk. We talked about now, about the future, and our future together.

The End
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