
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Chapter 1 - Micheal 
 
      
 
    Micheal parked his car out back and went into the office swinging his keys around his fingers. Today was a damn good day, a rare and awesome thing happened; he made out of his co-workers into a sissy bitch and now?  
 
      
 
    They had to share a space and be around each other. Micheal would be lying if he said this wasn’t the sort of thing he fantasized about doing for the longest time, or that he didn’t have a whole list of things he wanted to try with his new…playmate.  
 
      
 
    And how great it would be to get started on those things today. Micheal slid into his seat at his desk, the office atmosphere still in a quiet, blessed hush. In about two hours he would hardly be able to hear himself think, but whatever. By then he’d be ‘accidentally’ breaking the printer a second time for the fuck of it.  
 
      
 
    Christ, just sitting there and rubbing his hands over the other. He could hardly concentrate on the screen; Keith would be reeling from last night. Possibly having a night deep self reflection of his sexuality, of what he was and who he was. Conflicted, thinking, over-thinking. Eventually breaking down and giving into his more effeminate instincts.  
 
      
 
    Micheal smiled at that. Oh, the places he’d go.  
 
      
 
    Jake took his seat right next to Micheal, looking a touch more tired than usual and glaring a hole into the side of his head. 
 
      
 
    Micheal gave it five minutes. If Jake stopped soon it meant it wasn’t seriously enough to warrant his attention. It didn’t stop, and graduated to Jake scooching his chair a couple inches closer than Micheal would consider respectful of his space.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll bite.” Micheal faked a smile.  
 
      
 
    “Keith’s not here to day.” Jake said, eyes narrowing. “What did you do?” 
 
      
 
    “I resent that.” Micheal didn’t even try to hide his shit eating grin. Jake’s mouth dropped open and his face grew serious. 
 
      
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
      
 
    “We’re friends now so if you could do me a favor and let me know when he’s coming back…?” Micheal asked.  
 
      
 
    “I cannot physically describe to you how scared I am for that man’s wellbeing.” 
 
      
 
    “Overdramatic much?” 
 
      
 
    Jake knew Micheal from high school. Got an explanation of  the long list of kinks and sexual fantasies he’s spent half his life chasing after. They were relaxing at a party when the booze came out, he went upstairs, had sex with a girl he couldn’t remember the name of then, much less now and came back downstairs to find Micheal alone on the couch with one drink in hand, looking upset. 
 
      
 
    He took a seat next to him, figured he was going to get some sphill but at least Micheal might feel better, ended up hearing about some sincerely deep sexual fantasies of his about the perfect sissy and all the awful ways he wanted to debauch him.  
 
      
 
    Micheal almost regretted doing that, but Jake had yet to tell and Micheal had yet to be sanctioned so everything must’ve been okay.  
 
      
 
    “He’ll live. It’s not like I’m trying to pull some Hannibal shit on him. Relax.” Micheal hand waved.  
 
      
 
    Jake eyeballed him a full minute more before turning back to his work.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 - Micheal 
 
      
 
    Micheal was leaning against the wall besides the watercooler, tapping his foot impatiently. Jake was due any minute now.  
 
      
 
    Normally, he wouldn’t feel so on edge but on the other hand he wanted to wreck Keith’s ass yesterday. Keith deciding to up and leave, while entirely within the realm of reason, wasn’t making his urges any easier.  
 
      
 
    He needed his bitch back. 
 
      
 
    Jake came back into the room and took his place by the watercooler besides him. 
 
      
 
    “Well?” Micheal asked.  
 
      
 
    “One condition. Tell me what this is all about again?” 
 
      
 
    “No reason, I just wanna know where he is.” 
 
      
 
    “Micheal, don’t bullshit me. Are you guys friends or are you messing around with him?” 
 
      
 
    “If you have to ask, you already know.” 
 
      
 
    Jake frowned, took down a cup of chilled water and stood there in silence. Micheal wondered, briefly if he took it too far-- 
 
      
 
    “It’s three days.” Jake said, shoving his hands in his pockets. Micheal figured he’d have to take Jake out to drinks for this. Over-dramatic or not, he seemed genuinely concerned about Keith’s safety.  
 
      
 
    Micheal just loved how cute and nervous Keith was ninety percent of the time.  
 
      
 
    “He took a couple days of vacation time, that combined with the weekend means he’ll be back next week.” Jake didn’t look pleased in the slightest. Micheal put his hand on his shoulder and gave him a thankful squeeze.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Three days is a long ass time. Five days is longer. Micheal thumbed the edge of his desk. He spent the whole weekend organizing that list. At the top were the best ways to subtly punish his new pet over leaving.  
 
      
 
    Jake walked back to his desk, two coffees in hand. Micheal took his without glancing in his direction. Thus far his eyes have been squared on that door. Any moment now he should come through that door, meek and quiet and hustle his way over to one of the two blinking printers in the office.  
 
      
 
    “Two at once?” 
 
      
 
    “Making sure.” 
 
      
 
    “…Really?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” Micheal said and took a sip of his coffee.  
 
      
 
    Maybe that was a bad idea. Not because it went overboard but because Micheal wasn’t sure what he would do now that Keith’s been taking so long to get back. He wanted to tear Keith’s ass in two since he left. What the hell wouldn’t he do when Keith got back? 
 
      
 
    “Desk is up a couple inches.” Jake said. 
 
      
 
    “Can you blame me? I’m excited.” 
 
      
 
    “Pft.”  
 
      
 
    The door on the far side of the room creaked open and there he was, looking no worse for the wear. Keith. Micheal set his coffee down and watched, quiet. Keith made it to one of the printers, made eye contact with Micheal and immediately turned away.  
 
      
 
    Micheal rolled his coffee between his fingers and pretended not to pay any attention.  
 
      
 
    This is going to be so much fun. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 - Micheal 
 
      
 
    Micheal walked out of the women’s lingerie store — his fantasies needed some preparing and the city had no storage of supply. He was walking down the street, nearly got hit by some taxi driver not paying any fucking attention—dumbass—when he spotted it.  
 
      
 
    Keith. His little sissy pet, in a gray sweat jacket and some torn up jeans, sitting across from a girl. Pretending to be straight. Micheal grinned to himself. That was a nice little layer on top of the fantasy, that he was the only one who knew. Who knew how he tore Keith’s ass in two the other night. Who knew that there was no way in hell Keith would ever look at him the same way again.  
 
      
 
    He could fake it at work, pretend to be entirely focused, but Micheal would always be there.  
 
      
 
    But its been almost a full week now. How could he resist this chance?  
 
      
 
    Micheal veered left and dived into the cafe. Keith’s entire stance seemed to visibly change the moment he saw him, from a relaxed chit chat to a tense stare. Micheal tried not to grin at that, continued walking in. Pretended to spot him, moved in for the kill.  
 
      
 
    “Hey Keith, haven’t seen you around in a minute.” He gave Keith a friendly smile.  
 
      
 
    The girl sitting across from him turned around, smiling. None the wiser. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, he’s a friend of yours?” She was pretty, very conventionally attractive. What a damn cop out.  
 
      
 
    Keith’s eyes darted between the two of them before he mumbled out a quick, “Yeah.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I know him from work. And other places too.” Micheal looked at Keith for this part, with a tiny knowing smile. Watched the girl’s expression flash a touch of confusion, and Keith’s a hint of anger and frustration. “So what’re you doing here, of all places? I figured you’d be home or something.” 
 
      
 
    “We’re…on a date, if you don’t mind, can I ask how you know Keith?” 
 
      
 
    Well, straight to the point with this one. Micheal didn’t resist her. If she was going to be so upfront why couldn’t he? 
 
      
 
    “I was eight inches deep in his ass about a week ago.” Her look turned quizzical and honestly upset. “He was, admittedly, in a wig at the time.” Micheal shrugged. Keith opened his mouth to speak then shut it, as if no amount of words could excuse what Micheal just did.  
 
      
 
    Then Micheal feigned a look of surprise to take the bag off his shoulder. He presented it to her; light blue lingerie, bras and panties with garterbelt stockings.  “Oh yeah, I just got these for him since we’re getting more…serious.” His eyes darted from her to Keith.  
 
      
 
    “No listen—” 
 
      
 
    She got up, snatched her bag off the table and stormed out.  
 
      
 
    “Are you fucking for real?” Keith said. Micheal’s eyebrows raised. First time he’s heard Keith curse and, frankly? It needs to happen more often.  
 
      
 
    Keith gets up to chase down his girlfriend — Micheal stops him and pushed against his chest with his hand. A couple people dotted around the cafe have begun looking at them. Micheal dropped his voice down to a whisper for Keith’s sake.  
 
      
 
    “If you wanna keep playing straight feel free to chase that girl down. If you want me to nail you to the floor, meet me after work tomorrow in the supply warehouse two blocks down.”  
 
      
 
    Keith took a few steps back, stunned. Then he blinked again and shook his head, “You’re crazy.” He said and walked past him.  
 
      
 
    Micheal didn’t chase after him and watched quietly as Keith walked out. He grinned, when Keith was out of sight.  
 
      
 
    It sure as hell wasn’t a forgetful coincidence that he went in the opposite direction. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 - Micheal 
 
      
 
    Micheal leaned back and watched Keith fix the printer on the opposite side of the room. Keith hasn’t been bold enough to look behind him.  
 
      
 
    In only a couple hours, they’ll be meeting again and Micheal is awaiting the meeting with baited breath. He’s even got some new things for his favorite fucktoy.  
 
      
 
    Micheal’s been saving the bag for the longest time. Feels like something weighty and important. Soon he’ll be knee deep in a cute, nervous little sissy who’ll soon realize that his greatest joy in life is getting dick.  
 
    *** 
 
    The warehouse comes into view — its a ten minute drive and everyone knows about the place, everyone stays away from it because its just not worth the time. 
 
      
 
    Micheal grabs his bag and gets out of the car, scans the locals. Keith’s sticking out like a sore thumb with a bright orange sweatshirt with the hood pulled up. Adorable, if he thinks he’s hiding himself. 
 
      
 
    Keith walked up to the warehouse door, took one look at him and walked right past him and inside. Micheal grinned. This would be an absolute delight.  
 
      
 
    “Knew you’d come, didn’t think you’d be so early.” Micheal said, clicking the door closed behind him.  
 
      
 
    Keith shoved his hands in his pockets. If this was his way of trying to portray himself as more masculine, it wasn’t working. “Dunno why you’d think that.” 
 
      
 
    “Most people have to think about this more.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not here to make some life decision, I’m here to tell you to leave me alone.” Keith pulled a face. “Not gay, I’m not some faggot sissy that you can just push around to your heart’s content.”  
 
      
 
    Micheal looked around at the rows of boxes and unused equipment. No one else was here. “Oh? Well, I can’t help but notice you’re here, after work.” 
 
      
 
    “You made my girlfriend break up with me!” 
 
      
 
    Micheal rolled his eyes. “Keith it was one bitch. Not even a ring on her finger yet. And yeah, sorry man you came with a cock up your ass. You’re my bitch.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not fucking gay!” Keith shouted. “You did this to me, you made me into this!” He pointed an accusing finger at Micheal. “You ruined my life.” 
 
      
 
    “Drastic fucking words.” Micheal dropped the bag and started towards Keith. “Last I remember, you came to my house, rubbed your ass all over my fucking furniture and bent over the bed for my dick.”  
 
      
 
    Keith’s body change was immediate, from raising his voice to damn near trembling like a wet kitten.  
 
      
 
    “Unless of course you’re saying you’d fuck yourself on any guy’s dick for some alcohol, in which case no you’re not gay. You’re an alcoholic.” 
 
      
 
    “Shut-shut up.” Keith said, not even looking at Micheal anymore.  
 
      
 
    “Hm? What’s the matter?” Micheal got close enough to his face to breathe in his scent — see him trembling under that thick layer of clothing. “Afraid I might throw you to the ground right here and fuck you senseless? Or that I might spill a can of beer?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not an alcoholic. I just wanted to have fun for one night—” 
 
      
 
    “And was I fun? I must’ve been, you showed up.” Micheal cocked his head, watched Keith pout and turn away again — Micheal moved himself and yes, yes, the edges of Keith’s eyes were brimming with tears.  
 
      
 
    “Awww, is someone mad at me?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, I want to wring your neck.” Keith said behind grit teeth. 
 
      
 
    “Or you could suck my dick and I’ll promise to be nicer to you.” Micheal grinned and reached into the bag he bought. This wasn’t the lingerie, no. This was just a simple couple of trinkets; lipstick, earrings, a short-haired blonde wig that for Keith should come to about shoulder length.  
 
      
 
    Keith glared at both him and the bag as if they’d grown horns.  
 
      
 
    “No one’s here. No one has to know.” 
 
      
 
    Keith looked at him, then the entrance.  
 
      
 
    “It’s locked, I used to work security here, still got the key.” Micheal reached into his back pocket, pulled out his chain of keys — he’s never worked security in his life and sure as hell hasn’t worked here or gotten his hands on the keys.  
 
      
 
    But he isn’t about to tell Keith that. 
 
      
 
    Keith walked to him, lowered his hood. Micheal smiled as he took the items and dropped down onto his knees, applying them all. One step further.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 - Keith 
 
      
 
    Nicer.  
 
      
 
    Is that all it takes now to convince me at this point? Must be, because I’m now putting some bright red lipstick on my lips with my co-worker’s hardening dick ten inches from my face.  
 
      
 
    I started that damned desk job just trying to make ends meet, I didn’t think I would end up here. What happened back at Micheal’s place was a mistake and what’s happening right here, right now? Also a big fucking mistake.  
 
      
 
    Micheal has no reason to follow up on any of his promises of civility. Seriously. Even still knowing this I’m pulling the blonde wig over top my head. 
 
      
 
    ‘He’s trying to break you.’  
 
      
 
    Those were Jake’s words when he warned me about Micheal. Warned me about how persistent he was, how patient he could be. I almost thought it was a joke and shrugged it off. Look where that got me.  
 
      
 
    I motioned to my face. “What does it say about you that you bought all this stuff?” 
 
      
 
    “I dunno, what does it say about you that you’re wearing it?” Micheal flashed me that cocky, over confident grin that he always did when he knew damn well he was getting his way.  
 
      
 
    And maybe with all this, he was right. Perhaps I was the weak one, the submissive one who deserved to have to kneel. But I sure as shit am not telling him that. I’m never doing anything like this again, the moment I get away from this place I’m not going to to give Micheal any chance of ruining my life further. 
 
      
 
    Submitting to him - in this instance and this instance alone - was simply easier. I unzipped his pants, pulled them down enough to get to his boxers underneath. Pulled his cock free of those. Micheal wasn’t leaning against anything. Maybe if I made him fall I could use that as an excuse to stop.  
 
      
 
    I grit my teeth behind my tight lips. He was hot and hard, like a heated metal pipe. Heavy in my hand, hurt almost. I shut my eyes and looked away, a rolling feeling in the pit of my stomach. Micheal touched my face — I recoiled and gave him a glare.  
 
      
 
    If he’s hoping to hear some twenty paragraph essay about how I’ve finally accepted my ‘sissy destiny’, he’s going to have to do far, far more than that. I’m not so easily cowed.  
 
      
 
    After I’ve made my point perfectly clear — but this is Micheal we’re talking about here, its anyones guess if he got it or not — I pressed the head against my lips. He’s uncircumcised. Leave it to him to be a sinful bastard.  
 
      
 
    I take full palm grip around his cock. I can actually feel him getting harder in my hand. What a weirdo perv to be getting off on this. I open my mouth, flash my tongue against the head.  
 
      
 
    I’ve never sucked a dick before in my life and I’m not starting now. I only give him licks, first over the pleading head and then down the shaft, against the protruding veins. Micheal’s eyes close, he licks his lips and whispers, “Fuck.” 
 
      
 
    I stop immediately. My stomach rolls, hot again. I’m half expecting something to come up — nothing does. It was totally me getting sick though, I’d wager a goblet of my own blood on it.   
 
      
 
    I turned back to his cock, didn’t want to even look him in the face. A hot string is pulling tight at my lower stomach; its the sandwich I ate for lunch, its coming back to haunt me. 
 
      
 
    Has to be.  
 
      
 
    “Enough.” Micheal groaned and pulled his cock from my mouth. Thank god, even he realizes this isn’t working. That was what I thought anyway, before he pulled me like a ragdoll towards a pyramid stack of large wooden boxes and sat me up against them.  
 
      
 
    “What the fuck, Micheal?” I growled, he pressed his cock against my mouth. Ugh, whatever. I open up against and he shoves himself inside, plants his hands on the top of the box above me and leans himself in a strange way.  
 
      
 
    My heart sinks when I realize what he’s doing and that I can’t stop it. Micheal thrusts his hips forward into my mouth and his cock slides against my tongue; my jaw goes slack from the force. I use my hands to try and slow his hips. Doesn’t do much.  
 
      
 
    My head knocked against the wooden box. Micheal’s breath goes from measured to huffing in a couple moments. I can at least rest safely in the thought of Micheal not lasting long.  
 
      
 
    Tears trail down my face, I choke on him and damn near bite down — Micheal has enough sense to pull himself free at that moment.  
 
      
 
    I sputtered, grabbing my throat and coughing. “Jackass.” I said, wiping my mouth. Micheal laughed, pushed me back against the box and got right back to work.  
 
      
 
    My jaw ached, the back of my throat was being abused — I felt like I was being used and fucked. I never felt like this before, it was a strange feeling that left something inside me…hollow and wanting. Micheal grunted, woke me up from my thoughts and either didn’t give me a warning or I just didn’t hear him.  
 
      
 
    He came down my throat, every heated drop of his seed ending up in my mouth until he pulled free and I spat up what I could - more on instinct than anything else.  
 
      
 
    There I was in the warehouse, an hour after work; Cum and my own spit drizzling down my chin. Micheal standing there, stroking his twitching cock and sighing.  
 
      
 
    I looked down, and I was half hard, my cock straining against my jeans.  
 
      
 
    “God, what the fuck.” I whispered, rubbing the sides of my head.  
 
      
 
    “Need help with that?” Micheal grinned, leaning against one of the boxes and making a motion with his hands towards his belt. I recoiled and stood up as quick as I could. The warehouse felt too small, the ground feels shaky, I need to get the fuck out of here.  
 
      
 
    Micheal chuckled as I stumbled. My patience broke. “Fuck you.” I spat, and pushed past him and out the door.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 - Keith 
 
      
 
    Fucking Micheal.  
 
      
 
    The taste of his cum was still hanging in my mouth when the elevator doors opened up and my little apartment came into view. I thought the sight would be delighting, but I felt a wave of dread rack me when I realized there was a bag in front of my door with my name on it… 
 
      
 
    In Micheal’s handwriting.  
 
      
 
    A pink, frilly bag, full and stuffed with bright pink cloth.  
 
      
 
    I growled, snatched the bag and stormed inside; did Micheal not know the first thing about subtly or keeping things quiet? 
 
      
 
    When I shut the door behind me I cracked the bag open — No. No way in hell. This isn’t going to happen. I tossed the damn thing halfway across the room where it fell in a crumbled mess against my living room sofa.  
 
      
 
    Stomped into the bathroom, washed my mouth out. No way in hell am I wearing whatever the hell that thing is and if Micheal thinks I am he’s got another thing coming. But as I looked up into the mirror a horrifying thought hit me; I’ve already lost a girlfriend thanks to this man. 
 
      
 
    Whats to stop him from ruining something else? Did I want to anger him by disobeying?  
 
      
 
    Was I brave enough to risk it?  
 
      
 
    I walked back into the living room, groaning from headache. 
 
    *** 
 
    I sat at my desk, eyes darting every time someone came close to my cubicle.  
 
      
 
    I felt as if I was wearing the damn thing over my clothes rather than under. As if everyone could just see that I was dressed like this, that everyone could reach out and touch the garter belts and snap them.  
 
      
 
    That Micheal would come down, yank my chair from my cubicle and rip my clothes off. Show the world what I was wearing underneath. Make me too ashamed to show my face at work again.  
 
      
 
    “IT needed downstairs.”  
 
      
 
    A voice said behind me. I whirled around, part breathless. The man — not Micheal, some temp — looked at me as if I’d gone mad and then, with more than a little caution, stepped away. Maybe he was right and I had gone mad.  
 
      
 
    But there was no way in hell that this error wasn’t caused by Micheal in some way. Hope he’s fucking pleased.  
 
      
 
    I got up, ran my hand over my mouth and descended down the steps. Let’s get this over with.  
 
      
 
    I walked over to the printer, basic error that anyone who ever used a search bar before could fix — or cause for that matter. Micheal came around just two minutes later.  
 
      
 
    Rather than stand beside me and intimidate me, pester me with questions until I can’t hear myself think, he stood directly behind me.  
 
      
 
    “Didn’t think you’d be in today.” 
 
      
 
    “I have work to do.” 
 
      
 
    “Here’s hoping.” Micheal put a hand on my shoulder. An innocent gesture to any one who was watching. They might even think we were friends.  
 
      
 
    In reality, his thumb swiped left and right until he found the plastic re-adjustment slider on the strap of the lingerie bra. Then he retracted his hand.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, that’s perfect.” Micheal smiled ear to ear. “Thanks.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure.”  
 
      
 
    “I gotta go the bathroom, alright?” Micheal gripped my arm painfully tight. I growled and looked at him and he raised his eyebrows twice.  
 
      
 
    Fucking here? 
 
      
 
    Micheal didn’t even give me the chance to tell him how bad of an idea that was before he went skipping off in the direction of the bathrooms.  
 
      
 
    That was it. I was going to have a mental breakdown in full view of everyone else in the fucking office because this jackass couldn’t keep it in his pants. I pushed the heels of my palms against my eyes, fiddled around with the printer for a couple minutes more and walked out.  
 
      
 
    Jake tossed me a sympathetic look as I left. I shrugged as I passed. Downplaying it felt better than pleading for help at this point. Couldn’t let Micheal know he could break me. 
 
      
 
    No, at this point that was the only goal; hold out and outlast Micheal and his obnoxious sexual fantasies. Don’t be broken, always talk back. Cling to that last bit of rebellion that I never used against my parents growing up. 
 
      
 
    I entered the bathroom, Micheal was just casually waiting by one of the stalls. He opened it up to let me in.  
 
      
 
    “How gentlemanly of you.”  
 
      
 
    I pushed past him, making sure to shove him rough against the hard plastic of the stall. Micheal made no show of noticing or caring.  
 
      
 
    Made me want to lash out more. The idea that he could clearly just take things from me like a girlfriend or a sense of pride and not face any consequences… 
 
      
 
    I unbuttoned my white dress shirt and discarded it to the floor, Micheal unbuckled my pants from behind and pulled them down with one hand. I was completely revealed.  
 
      
 
    The sky blue lingerie — a lacey bra and panties combo, complete with thigh high socks and garters — was on full display for him. His breathing echoed through the bathroom. How perfect would it be if someone would just walk in right now? Right now and just ruin everything for the both of us, but especially him? 
 
      
 
    Micheal pushed my back. I bent over and kept myself upright by pushing myself up on my elbows over the tank.  
 
      
 
    Micheal grabbed my ass, pulled the cheeks apart. I shut my eyes and did everything I could to retain some sense of dignity. 
 
      
 
    Really, I’m not even sure why I’m trying at this point; if I’m doing this, Micheal’s clearly won. I hear a wet sound, like something wet and slick being spread over something. Micheal’s finger slid against my entrance.  
 
      
 
    “Full disclosure, I’ve been dreaming about this.” If only Micheal was as good at getting the smile out of his voice as he was at screwing me over. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, dreaming of fucking another man in lingerie in a dirty-ass bathroom at work.” I grinned, this was the least I could do to hold my ground. “How romantic of you.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, you came.” Micheal said. 
 
      
 
    I ran a hand against my face, suddenly exhausted. Wasn’t that the truth; I came, so I’m just as culpable in all this. Micheal and his inane fantasies drove me to this point and now I’m just going along with it.  
 
      
 
    Jake would be shaking his head in shame if he knew. After all his warnings I still ended up here, bent over in a bathroom stall with Micheal’s fingers in my ass. 
 
      
 
    He prods in deeper, touches something inside me that makes me see stars. A hot feeling rushes through me and my hands scrape down the tiled wall.  
 
      
 
    “Fucking Christ.” I mumble, more to myself than anything. My cock is pressing insistently against the lace panties, like I needed any more reminders of what was going on here.  
 
      
 
    “Stop being difficult.” Micheal growled. He licked a hot stripe from a heated point on my neck to my shoulder line. There was a tell tale clink as his belt and pants dropped to the floor, the noise echoing in the otherwise empty bathroom. My legs were already spread and prepared.  
 
      
 
    His cock pressed against my entrance, I clenched and unclenched my fists and grit my teeth. The initial thrust coaxed a pained intake of breath, but nothing beyond that. I promised myself I wouldn’t.   
 
      
 
    “So fucking tight, you should play with yourself more.”  
 
      
 
    Micheal planted his hands on the tiled wall. His hips moved quick and fast, not giving me any time to adjust. I slapped both my hands over my mouth and tried to keep some level of composure.  
 
      
 
    His cock was hitting something enticing, and the pull at my lower stomach was destroying my ability to stay stoic. My eyelids were going lidded, my jaw felt like it was going to slack and let all the moans I’d been hiding up until now out. 
 
      
 
    Micheal sure as hell wasn’t stopping his own noises, groaning from the pit of his stomach over and over again as he went from his cock tip to base, over and over again.  
 
      
 
    Maybe Angela was right to dump my sorry ass back at the cafe. Maybe I wasn’t a man. I sure as hell wasn’t masculine. What sort of man lets themselves be bent over a toilet like a two dollar whore? 
 
      
 
    Even after I put up all this fight, I still ended up here. In fact I dressed up and came here, of my own volition. There was no doubt about it; my mind was melting. Micheal was driving me insane.  
 
      
 
    It was all I could do to block out the wet slapping sounds, focus on my hardly controlled breathing. Micheal’s hands gripped my sides — he’d leave his tell tale bruises again.  
 
      
 
    He kept going, harder and harder. My mouth dropped open and muffled moans escaped me. My cock was dripping a slow stream of cum onto the toilet seat. 
 
      
 
    “Oh god.”  
 
      
 
    I could feel it in the tips of my toes, traveling up the backs of my legs. My entire body an unending tremble as Micheal powered himself into me. Micheal was shaking, his thrusts were becoming uneven, but faster. “Pl-ee-ease—” I cried before my cock twitched and I found my orgasm.  
 
      
 
    I came in three long streaks, then in drops as Micheal hammered himself home to completion, ending in a slow moan of my name into my shoulder, his cock now slick with his own cum easing in and out of my sloppy entrance. 
 
      
 
    I don’t even know how long we stayed like that, but Micheal’s cock eventually pulled free and I felt empty. Empty inside. Like Micheal was supposed to be there.  
 
      
 
    Angela was definitely right.  
 
      
 
    Micheal swatted my ass and growled against my shoulder. I shivered, then felt disgusted with myself. How did things get this far? I could feel his come dripping down from between my legs.  
 
      
 
    “God Keith, you’re such a slut…” Micheal sighed and leaned against the bathroom door. “I have a feeling we’re going to having a lot of fun…” 
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