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    Chapter 1  
 
    I heard the click of my Mistress’ high heels as she came down the stairs. I placed her plate of eggs and toast in front of her, then knelt at the side of her chair and stared at the ground.  
 
    “Very good, slave.” She patted my head. 
 
      
 
    I came.  
 
     
 
    I carefully got out of bed and headed to the shower. Afterward, I stared into the bathroom mirror. What was wrong with me?  
 
    I’d been masturbating about femdom since I hit puberty. Even before then, before I even knew what sex was, I’d been attracted to domineering females: the mean third-grade substitute teacher, a woman on a horse wearing jodhpurs and holding a crop, Cat Woman from an old Batman movie. The fantasies were always similar: me forced against my will to serve her every whim, kissing her feet and hair, licking her pussy and ass. She’d punish me for the smallest offense. I’d try to resist, but in end I’d have to submit.  
 
    I always felt guilty about it afterward. This wasn’t how men behaved. Not real men. And I was a real man, or going to be. I wrestled and played football. I had a lot of guy friends and together we drank beer and talked about girls and sports and went hiking and did other man stuff. I wasn’t some loser like the guys in femdom videos. So where did these thoughts come from? I thought I might be repressing some kind of childhood abuse, but I couldn’t think of when it could even have happened. My childhood was happy. My parents were strict about school, but they weren’t domineering and they weren’t pushovers. So why was I like this? How did I get so broken? 
 
    I never acted on my desires, obviously. That would have been social suicide. Oh God! If people knew about my weird fetishes, I’d never be able to face them. Besides, what type of girl would date a guy who wanted to kiss her feet? I knew what they thought of guys like that. So I dated normal, vanilla girls and had unsatisfying relationships filled with normal, vanilla sex. And over time I’d slowly lose interest until I was just going through the motions, fucking my girlfriend while I fantasized about being dominated.  
 
      
 
    I chose a college across the country in a small town about an hour outside New York City. No one knew me there, and I could start over. My plan was to be honest about my desires and find a dominant woman, maybe one who was a little older. Someone who would teach me how to serve her, and punish me for all my mistakes.  
 
    But at college I was just as ashamed and secretive about my desires as ever. Admitting what I wanted was hard, even to myself, and pretending to be a normal guy was a lot easier. So I kept on dating normal girls and masturbating to femdom porn. Sitting around at night, drinking beer and talking with friends, what was I going to say? That I was a total freak who wanted to be put over someone’s knee and spanked? And what would I say to a woman I thought was dominant? Hi, I want to be beaten and you seem like you’d like it, and if not, could you please not tell anyone? No way! After college I’d move to New York City and start over there. 
 
    I tried not to dwell on it, but I was disappointed in myself. This was my chance to get what I really wanted and I’d blown it. Two-thirds of the way through sophomore year and I was the same person I’d been in high-school: a seemingly happy guy who was living a lie.    
 
      
 
    Don’t get me wrong, I loved college. I liked the east coast and having seasons that changed. I had two really close friends, Mark and Chris, who I was planning on living with next year, and a girlfriend, Jen, who was one of the hottest girls in school. I liked my work-study job and my volunteer work teaching math and writing to underprivileged kids. And I loved my classes. My favorite was social psychology, which I was going to declare as my major at the end of the year. Why people acted the way they did was fascinating to me, especially the hidden motivations we either don’t see or won’t admit. I’m sure you can understand why.  
 
    Our school was small, so my social psych class only had about 40 students. Not to brag, but I was one of the best, so I wasn’t worried when the professor asked me to stay after class. She had just told us about our final project, which we’d complete in teams of two, and I figured it had something to do with that. I waited in the front row while the rest of the students filed out, next to the other person she had asked to stay, Cindy Witner. 
 
    Cindy was weird, and annoying. She was a huge drama and dance nerd who wore Disney t-shirts unironically and was completely, totally, full of herself.    
 
    She was a nightmare in class. She was kind of smart, but she had this super irritating way of talking, which she did a lot. She stated her opinions like they were facts from God, and if anyone other than the professor disagreed with her, she responded with amused condescension. Often, she would pause after making a point — or tearing down someone else’s — and say “it’s true,” as if the matter were now settled. 
 
    She and I had gotten into it a few months back. She’d refuted another student’s point in a really obnoxious way, dropping into a sing-song tone at the end. I came to his defense, which wasn’t easy, but there was something in the reading that he had come close to getting right. When she started to respond to my argument, I shut her down, mimicking her sing-song tone and ending with “it’s true,” which earned me laughter and scattered applause from the rest of the class. Surprisingly, Cindy didn’t break down crying. She narrowed her eyes and gave me a brief, hard stare before regaining her composure. Getting put in her place didn’t slow her down, though, and by the end of the class she was back to her usual, pretentious self.  
 
    In short, she was arrogant. Even the way she walked was arrogant, with her back super straight and her chin raised, as if she were English royalty, slumming it for a few years with her inferiors.  
 
    I have no idea why she thought she was such hot shit. It’d be one thing if she were a 5’10’ blonde with big tits and a model face, but she wasn’t. She wasn’t ugly. She had a good body because she was a dancer, and she was ok looking, I guess. 5’4” with long, straight brown hair. A nice butt. But there was something not sexual about her. She never dated, and I hadn’t heard of her hooking up with anyone, even during the first couple months of freshman year, when everyone was hooking up. I knew a couple guys that had hit on her at parties, but they never got anywhere. I don’t think she actually had sex. 
 
    It would be ironic if the professor wanted us to pair up, because there was no one in the class I wanted to pair up with less. I looked at her. A normal person would probably chat with the other guy waiting after class, but not Cindy. She was practicing dance moves and singing what sounded like a song from a Broadway musical. The professor waited until the rest of the students had left the room, then turned her attention to us.   
 
    “Cindy, Kevin, I’ve asked you to stay because for the final project, you’ll be working in teams of two. I want you two to work together because you’re the best students in the class and your somewhat contrasting styles will work well together. The project is to figure out how small changes in wording can effect responses. Here’s a more detailed explanation.” She handed us each a page-long explanation. “It will be time-intensive, but I don’t worry that you’ll have any trouble. Any questions?”  
 
    She had a way of asking if there were any questions in a way that let you know there weren’t any. Plus, she was brilliant and I was going to ask her to be my advisor, so if she wanted me to do something, I was going to do it. I wished it weren’t working with the one person in class I didn’t like, but I didn’t see any way out of it.  
 
    Cindy and I both nodded ok, then looked at each other as if we’d just been told we were having an arranged marriage, which in a way we were, except shorter, and mercifully without sex. From Cindy’s face, she wasn’t crazy about having to work with me, either. 
 
    “Coffee?” I asked. 
 
    “Now?”  
 
    I nodded. She rolled her eyes for some reason.  
 
    “I’m not asking you to prom, Cindy. I’m just inviting you to coffee to talk about our project.”  
 
    “I have to practice dance, Kevin. Come to my place at 9pm tonight. I can give you 30 minutes then.”  
 
    This was vintage Cindy. I bet she didn’t have dance, but she couldn’t just let me pick the time and place. And she didn’t even ask whether I was free at 9. And on top of that, come to my place and I can give you 30 minutes? Jesus, what a bitch! 
 
    “I’m busy at 9.” 
 
    “With what?” 
 
    “Are you writing a book?” 
 
    “What? Why? No.” 
 
    “Then you don’t need to know my plans. Let’s meet tomorrow at 9.” 
 
    Cindy bore my rudeness with heroic good grace. 
 
    “Fine. Tomorrow. But at 8. At my place. Be on time.”  
 
    “Yes dear.” 
 
    I left before I saw her reaction.  
 
      
 
    Later that day, I recounted the interaction with Mark and Chris.  
 
    “What a bitch!” Mark had freshman English with Cindy, so he knew what she was like. He smiled. “Enjoy working with her for the next month!”  
 
    “Thanks buddy.” 
 
    “You know Brian hit on her at Jesse’s party a couple weeks ago, right?” 
 
    “Let me guess, it didn’t go well.” 
 
    “It did not.” 
 
    “I’ll take another guess, she wasn’t cool about it.” 
 
    “She was not.” 
 
    “Was Brian drunk?” 
 
    “No more than usual.” 
 
    “Why would he hit on Cindy?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Why her?” 
 
    “She’s hot! That body is banging!”  
 
    “Cindy? You seriously think Cindy’s hot?” 
 
    “You don’t?” 
 
    “No way.” 
 
    “You just don’t like her.” 
 
    “She sucks. I don’t think she likes guys.” 
 
    “You think she’s a lesbian?” 
 
    “Maybe. I don’t think she likes sex. I think she’s a virgin.” 
 
    “Well, you can ask her, because you’re about to spend a lot of quality time together.” He smiled. “I bet you two fall in love.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t take that bet if I were you.” 
 
    “The real question,” Chris joined in, “is how long before she says something that pisses you off?”  
 
    “I say within ten minutes of walking through her door,” Mark said. “I bet a six pack of beer.” 
 
    “You’re on.” I could last ten minutes.  
 
    “I like Negro Modelo, for the record.” 
 
    “Me too, for the record.” 
 
    “Will Jen be jealous?”  
 
      
 
    My girlfriend, Jen, wouldn’t be jealous of a girl like Cindy. And jealousy was not one of the emotions Jen had for me right now. Anger, frustration, annoyance: those were much more likely. I had a feeling she was just waiting for the right time to end it. I know I was.  
 
    At first, I thought Jen could be dominant. She was certainly confident, and she looked a little dominant, with her perfect body and her strong temper. She was demanding, and a two-way player when it came to arguments: good at starting them, good at joining in. I harbored high hopes that she’d enjoy and maybe even embrace dominance. But it quickly became apparent that, although demanding in the streets, in the sheets she wanted me to take control. And so I did, ordering her around and pulling her hair and every once in a while calling her a bad girl, which she loved. I put her over my knee and spanked her a couple times. Once, I made her count out ten spanks then kneel in front of me and thank me afterwards. She came that night harder than she’d ever cum before. I asked her if she wanted to spank me, and the look of disgust on her face was so strong that I had to play it off as a joke. As we lay together that night, I felt like I was going to be unhappy for the rest of my life.   
 
      
 
    I didn’t tell Mark or Chris that, though. As far as they knew, Jen and I were doing fine. I wasn’t ready to admit another relationship had failed, and a part of me thought that if I didn’t talk about it, it wouldn’t be true. What made it even worse was that Jen was such a knockout. I’d been attracted to her since I saw her the first day of freshman year. A part of me had hoped that if I got a girl like that I could be normal, and my desire for femdom would fade. It seemed possible for the first month or so. The sex was great, and frequent. But soon I was back on the internet, combing through femdom sites and lobotomizing my computer’s search history afterward. I knew passion faded, but this had faded quickly, and in those rare moments when I was honest with myself, I knew I’d never be happy with a vanilla girlfriend. If not sexy Jen, who looked like a model and was great in bed, then who? It wasn’t something I wanted to think about.  
 
      
 
    Cindy lived alone in a small house on the west side of campus, close to the dance department. I showed up right at 8. I thought about being late just to piss her off, but I figured we’d have plenty of time to get into an argument, and I wanted to win my bet.  
 
    Cindy’s apartment was very clean, and all the colors matched: standard operating procedure for a control freak like her. There were a lot of fliers for high school plays hanging on the walls, all with her name on them somewhere. I went over to her bookshelf, on which rested a stuffed crab from Disney’s Little Mermaid and seven, count ‘em, seven stuffed animal rabbits. What a nerd! I would have bet all of my money that there would be some Disney swag in her apartment, but the stuffed rabbits took it to another level. I read some of her book titles. There were a lot of books on feminism and some fantasy novels. There was a framed photo of her dancing on stage and another one of her at a renaissance fair. This was a virgin’s apartment. 
 
    “Are you finished judging my books?” 
 
    “Just about.” 
 
    “Let’s go, Kevin. I don’t have all night.” 
 
    I counted slowly to 10, then sat across from her at her dining room table and took out my computer. 
 
    “I’ve done some reading on our subject,” she said, “and I know how we should start.”  
 
    I knew she’d have to take the lead. Unfortunately, or fortunately, her idea of how to start was right.  
 
    “That’s exactly the conclusion I’d come to.” 
 
    “Is that right?”  
 
    “Yeah, it is. Would you like to see my notes?” 
 
    She looked at me like she didn’t believe me, with a snotty little smile on her face. I took a deep breath. 
 
    “Let’s start with our topic. We need it to be something interesting to draw people in.” She turned her computer to face me. “These are some hot button issues we can use that students will want to discuss.” 
 
    “That’s not the right approach. Our study is on language and how subtle changes can affect people’s responses. If it’s an emotional issue, people’s views are going to be more set, and they won’t notice subtle changes.” 
 
    “That’s not true, Kevin.” 
 
    “Which part?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Which part don’t you think is true? That people have set views on topics they really care about or that people notice subtle changes less when they’re emotional?” 
 
    “The second.” 
 
    “You don’t believe that when people are more emotional they notice subtle things less?! Are you sure?” 
 
    “That’s not what you said, and for starters, we don’t have unlimited subjects, so we can’t just hope that enough students fill out the survey.” She was getting animated now. Disagreeing with her highness could do that. “We need something that people care about. Otherwise we won’t get enough respondents and the survey won’t work, Kevin.” 
 
    “I know that, Cindy, but otherwise we’re jeopardizing the whole point…” 
 
      
 
    Blah blah blah, on it went. We spent most of the rest of the meeting arguing. In the end, we found a topic that was less emotional but still something students cared about. Cindy made it seem like that had been her idea all along, so I reminded her as I was packing up that it wasn’t. To my surprise, she laughed. She almost seemed human, then. We set a time to meet in a few days. On my way home, I bought Mark his six-pack.  
 
      
 
    Cindy’s brief flirtation with humanity didn’t last, and over the next week we argued a lot. She was smart, but so. fucking. haughty. It came to a head on Sunday night. She was in a bad mood from the start, and I didn’t feel like dealing with her bitchiness. We disagreed about the specific way to phrase some of our questions. She was, as always, certain that she was right and unwilling to consider any opinion other than her own. It escalated quickly. Cindy got more and more bitchy, which made me act more and more obnoxious. At one point, she got so frustrated that she yelled “stop this right now, Kevin!” as if I were some child she were babysitting. I made it my goal to be as unpleasant as possible for the rest of the night. I think I succeeded.  
 
    The next morning I met with my social psychology professor and went over what Cindy and I had argued about. To my horror, she sided with Cindy. I didn’t want to believe it, but when she explained it, it made sense. Afterwards, I went for a coffee and thought about what to do. At first I was furious with Cindy and dredged up all the obnoxious things she had said and done over the past week. But I knew deep down that I was just mad at being wrong. After fighting against it for thirty minutes, I realized I had to apologize. I wasn’t looking forward to it.  
 
    Cindy took my apology like an asshole, of course. She asked me if I were going to be less difficult in the future.  
 
    “Cindy, in your life, do people apologize to you often?”  
 
    She didn’t respond. 
 
    “I didn’t think so. If I make a mistake and admit it, accept it with grace. Otherwise I’m never going to apologize again.”  
 
    She rolled her eyes.  
 
    “Fuck you Cindy! This is why no one likes you or wants to work with you.” 
 
    She reacted as if struck. Then her face turned hard and angry. 
 
    “Why are you such an asshole?!”  
 
    “I’m the asshole?!”  
 
    “You’re so full of yourself! Even when you apologize you’re a dick!” 
 
    “Bullshit. Neither of us believe that.” 
 
    “God, you are so condescending!” 
 
    “Whatever. You’re the fucking queen of condescension.” 
 
    “The worst part is you think you’re not.” She was animated now, pointing her finger to accentuate her points. “You have to be right all the time! You have to have it your way all the time. You run over anyone who disagrees with you, and then you act all charming and everyone forgives you.” 
 
    She was clearly insane. We stared at each other without speaking. I really didn’t want to tell our professor that this wasn’t working out, but maybe I should. I wondered if she’d let us switch partners. Probably not. I realized that Cindy and I were sitting the exact same way: leaning back, frowning, our arms folded across our chests. The realization made me smile.  
 
    “You realize that this discussion started with me apologizing and telling you that you were right?” 
 
    She exhaled. Then she surprised me. 
 
    “You’re right. I wasn’t very generous. I’m sorry.”  
 
    I waited for it.  
 
    “But you are condescending.”  
 
    There it was.  
 
    “Other people think their opinions are right, too.” She said.  
 
    “Well” I said, softening my tone, “they’re not.”  
 
    “And now you know how I feel.”   
 
    We both smiled despite ourselves. There was the sense that something had shifted in the room, and in our relationship. We weren’t friends, and we probably wouldn’t ever be friends, but we had found a mutual acceptance, or at least the beginning of it. And we had gotten our irritation out in the open. 
 
    “Ok,” I said. “Now that I’ve humbly apologized and you’ve graciously accepted, we can continue.” 
 
    We started working. But I had an idea. 
 
    “What if we had a code word we could use when we felt the other person was being condescending.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “So we didn’t have to have a long conversation about it where one of us says the wrong thing or takes something the wrong way. It’d be much easier to hear that code word. It would help us not kill each other.” 
 
    “Ok, but to be honest, I’m planning on killing you anyway.” 
 
    That Cindy said something funny on purpose was so shocking that it took me a full five seconds to process her joke.  
 
    “Until then, though, let’s have a code word.” 
 
    “How about Tesser?” She said. 
 
    “Tesser?” 
 
    “Abraham Tesser. The social psychologist.” 
 
    She waited for me to say something, then shook her head when I shrugged. “He first advanced the theory that our strong likes and dislikes are ingrained. How do you not know that?” 
 
    “Tesser.” 
 
    “Yes. Tesser.” 
 
    “No I’m using our code word to tell you that you’re being condescending.”  
 
    She paused, confused for a brief moment, then laughed.  
 
    “Funny guy.” 
 
      
 
    On my way home, I wondered what it was like inside Cindy’s head. Everything was a power play, some attempt to put you beneath her, or her above you. I wondered what had happened to make her that way. Maybe nothing. Maybe she was just born a pain in the ass.                
 
    Later that night I went to a party with Jen at one her asshole friend’s house. It was a bunch of good looking, snotty girls and shithead guys. I sat in the kitchen while four people, all of whom had gone to boarding school, talked about the problems with public schools and how to fix them. I pounded beers and texted Mark. 
 
    Where are you? I’m surrounded by assholes. 
 
      
 
    “Kevin went to public school. Kevin, no offense, but you went to public school, right?” 
 
    “I did, and I find that terribly offensive.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. But this is an important conversation.” 
 
    “No. It’s not.” 
 
    He chuckled. 
 
    “Tell them I’m right.” 
 
    “I wasn’t listening, but I disagree with everything you said.” 
 
    He laughed again, like we were friends, then they all went back to discussing public school and public school students. 
 
    Jen grabbed my hand and pulled me into the brightly lit living room, where three people were dancing awkwardly to reggae music.  
 
    “Dance with me!” She was drunk. 
 
    “Not now, ok baby.” 
 
    “Yes now! I want to dance!” She grabbed my arm and started pulling.  
 
    I don’t like dancing, mainly because I suck at it. But even if I didn’t, I wouldn’t have joined this shit show. This was like a comedy skit. 
 
    “Jen, I’m not going to dance.” 
 
    “Because you’re a killjoy.” 
 
    “No, because there are three people dancing and they look like morons, and I don’t want us to be the fourth and fifth morons.” 
 
    “Fuck you!!” 
 
    She stormed out of the room, grabbed her purse and walked out the door. After I got over my shock, I followed her. 
 
    “Jen, what’s the matter? Is this just because I won’t dance?” 
 
    “It’s because you don’t care! You haven’t cared in months! You’re so checked out you can’t notice what’s in front of your face.”  
 
    I was stunned, even though I knew she was right.  
 
    “You think you’re good at hiding your feelings? You’re not.” 
 
      
 
    From there it only got worse, and in the end we broke up. My ego hurt a little, but deep down I was relieved, and Jen was right: I had been checked out, and she had just spared me the difficulty of breaking up with her.  
 
    I knew Jen was angry, but I hoped we could be, if not friends, at least civil. But a week later I was walking to class when I saw her walking hand in hand with Mark, my best friend. He leaned over and whispered something in her ear and she laughed, then kissed his neck.  
 
    I made a bee line for them. He didn’t see me until I was practically on top of him. His eyes went wide. I grabbed him by his shirt and threw him backwards. He stumbled, but sprang up and we squared off. I got that scared and giddy feeling when a fight was imminent. Jen screamed at us to stop, and when I looked around, a small crowd had gathered.  
 
    “Fuck you, Mark!” 
 
    “Fuck you! You don’t give a shit about Jen.” 
 
     I thought about pounding him, but it didn’t feel right. This wasn’t going to solve anything, and as good as it might feel now to beat him up, afterwards I’d just feel worse. I turned and walked away. I grabbed my workout clothes from home and headed to the gym. I worked out for almost two hours, which only slightly lessened my rage. 
 
    At Cindy’s that night I was useless. My thoughts kept spiraling. How long had they been seeing each other? How could I not have noticed? What type of girlfriend would do that? What kind of friend would do that?” 
 
    “Kevin?” 
 
      
 
    “Kevin?” 
 
    Cindy was talking to me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “Yes it is. I can see it in your face.” 
 
    “I’m just tired. I’m allowed to be tired, aren’t I?” 
 
    “If that’s what’s really wrong.” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    She gave me her we-both-know-you’re-lying face, which was the little push I needed to go over the edge. 
 
    “Why are you so fucking sure of yourself all the time?! Jesus Christ, you don’t have to know everything about my life! We’re not friends!” 
 
      
 
    A look of anger flashed across her face. She took a deep breath and slowly let it out, then nodded. 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    She went back to her work. Cindy was annoying, but she didn’t deserve to be yelled at like that. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Cindy. That wasn’t right.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Jen and I broke up last week.” 
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that.” 
 
    “And today I saw her with my ex-friend Mark.” 
 
    “Mark your roommate?!” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Whoa!” 
 
    She thought for a moment. 
 
    “What an asshole!” She seemed genuinely upset. 
 
    “Yeah. He is. But even assholes shouldn’t do that to their friends.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Kevin.” 
 
    She put her hand on my arm. Then she went to the kitchen and came back with two bottles of beer and an opener. 
 
    “Thanks, Cindy.” 
 
    We drank in silence while I calmed down.  
 
    “What happened? You and Jen always looked like a happy couple.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, we weren’t. We’re just…different.” 
 
    “Different how?” 
 
    “Just different, and I don’t want the same things she does.” I took a swig of beer, then added lamely, “relationships are difficult.” 
 
    We were silent for a little while as we finished our beers. Cindy told me to grab two more from the fridge. It was clear we weren’t going to do any more work, but I didn’t want to go home, and Cindy’s company, shockingly, was pleasant.  
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    “What about me, what?” 
 
    “Are you dating anyone?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I don’t want a relationship right now, and college guys are annoying.” 
 
    “Are you straight?” 
 
    “I am.”  
 
    “That’s too bad. College women are slightly less annoying.” 
 
    “Only slightly.” 
 
    “Is there anyone you’re interested in?” 
 
    “At this school? No. I date older men, anyway.”  
 
    I filed that comment under ‘things that are not shocking at all.’ Of course Cindy would never stoop to dating someone her own age. There was no status in that. I steered us away from thorny topics like relationships and romance.  
 
    “Are you an only child?” 
 
    “I am.” This was just as not-shocking as learning she liked older men. “Do I seem like an only child?” 
 
    “Yes.” I paused for a second,“Definitely.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “You seem used to getting your way.”  
 
    She rolled her eyes. “You should talk. And you wouldn’t say that if I were a guy.” 
 
    “Yes I would.” 
 
    “You think I’m some spoiled only child?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I’ve had a job since I was thirteen.” 
 
    That actually was surprising. 
 
    “Where did you work at thirteen?” 
 
    “At the dance studio in town. I cleaned and helped them with formatting their emails and schedules.” 
 
    “I started working at 13, too.” She nodded, not impressed by our common history. “I don’t think you’re spoiled, but you must know you’re a little bossy.” 
 
    She looked me in the eyes without smiling. I held her stare. 
 
    “You are, too.” 
 
    “Not to the same degree.” 
 
    “Definitely to the same degree. You’re a guy, though, so it’s ok.” I made a face. “It’s true. You think it’s just common sense that everyone does what you say.” 
 
    “Isn’t it?” I smiled, trying to guide us back into calmer waters. 
 
    “No.” Cindy stood up. 
 
    “Want another beer?” 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    Cindy handed me a beer, then came back to my relationship with Jen. 
 
    “Honestly, I never thought you and Jen were a good fit.” 
 
    “I thought you said we looked happy.” 
 
    “I didn’t say you didn’t look happy; I said I never thought you were right for each other.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “She’s bland.” 
 
    “Bland?”  
 
    “Yeah. Bland. She’s the kind of woman whose ambition is to buy shoes and gossip about other women.” 
 
    I laughed. She probably wasn’t too far off the mark. Jen did like her shoes. Maybe she was bland. Who knows? Either way, I wasn’t in any mood to defend her. 
 
    “She broke up with me because I wouldn’t dance.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Not really. She broke up with me because we’d been drifting apart for months. What pushed us over the edge was I wouldn’t dance with her at a party.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “It was shitty reggae music, and I don’t know how to dance.” 
 
    Like most dancers, Cindy found it unbelievable that anyone would not know how to dance.  
 
    “Everyone knows how to dance.” 
 
    “That’s what dancers always say, and it’s bullshit.” 
 
    “Can you march in time?” 
 
    “You know that’s not dancing.” 
 
    “You play sports. You seem coordinated, a little. You could learn to dance.” 
 
    “Whatever.” 
 
    “You’re just afraid you’ll embarrass yourself.” 
 
    “I am not!” 
 
    She tilted her head and gave me a ‘we both know better’ look. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Admit it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re afraid.” 
 
    “Tesser.” 
 
    “Chicken.” 
 
    “No. I just don’t know how to dance. If I didn’t know how to cook, I wouldn’t start a restaurant.” It was a lame analogy, but it was the best I could come up with in the moment.  
 
    Cindy started making chicken noises. Maybe it was the alcohol, but the sight of the infallible, always confident Cindy, flapping her arms and making clucking noises cut right through my anger and self-pity. I laughed. 
 
    “Fine, I’m afraid. I feel stupid when I dance, and I feel like everyone’s laughing at me.” 
 
    Cindy leaned back in her chair and looked at me. She wasn’t afraid to hold eye contact without speaking, that was for sure. 
 
    “I can teach you.” 
 
    “I bet.” 
 
    “No, I’m serious. I’m going to teach you how to dance.” 
 
    I looked at her. She was serious. 
 
    “I don’t want to learn.” 
 
    She tilted and gave me another ‘who are you kidding’ looks. 
 
    “Tesser.” 
 
    “Fuck you.” 
 
    We laughed. 
 
    “Why? And what do you want in return?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    I looked at her skeptically. 
 
    “You’re upset, and you could use a friend right now. And you’re the right size for a dance partner and you’re athletic. I think I can teach you and in exchange, you come dancing with me when I want.”  
 
    It was the kindest, most earnest thing I’d ever heard her say, and in my wounded, buzzed state, it really affected me.  
 
    “Thanks Cindy.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “Fuck it, let’s do it.” 
 
    She cheered.  
 
    I had a short debate in my head about whether to say the next part. 
 
    “And thanks for the beers and listening to me. I know we’ve butted heads in the past, and tonight, I appreciate…you know, us being able to talk like this.”  
 
    “You’re welcome. Dancing will be fun. You’ll see.” 
 
    “I guess I will.” 
 
    “You will. And it’ll give me a chance to boss you around.” 
 
    “You’re looking forward to that, huh?” 
 
    “I’m going to be such a bitch.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 2 
 
    Mark’s betrayal left me in a bad spot. I was going to live with him and Chris junior year, but that was now off the table. Chris was closer with Mark than with me, so he told me that he “just wanted to stay out of the whole me-Mark-Jen thing,” and that he was going to live with Mark and they’d find a third. Fuck all of them. I’d find another place. Fortunately, as a junior, I could live off campus. I would just have to live alone.  
 
    Unfortunately, there weren’t many housing options left around town for one person. Demand was greater than supply, and students snapped up the good housing quickly. I did find one apartment building, Crestview, that had vacancies, but it was shitty, and the rent was surprisingly high. It was the only place I could find, though, so I figured fuck it. I would live there and be miserable. 
 
      
 
    Thursday night, I met Cindy at the dance department on campus. As a dance major, she had access to a private room, about 12’ x 12’, with hard wood floors and mirrors all along one wall. When I arrived, she was standing in the center of the room, wearing a pink v-neck t-shirt and white sweatpants that looked soft and well worn. Her hair was down and splayed over her shoulders. She didn’t look half bad. I stood across from her. 
 
    “Before we begin, we need to get one thing clear.” She put her hair up as she spoke. “I’m in charge. You don’t know how to dance and I do, and I’m taking time out of my day to help you, so when I tell you to do something, you do it. No arguments.” 
 
    There she was, the Cindy I knew and loved.  
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” I thought about saluting but decided that was too much. 
 
    She walked over to her iPhone, which was hooked up to a portable speaker.  
 
    “Let’s start with some basic rhythm. I’m going to play a song, and you’re just going to follow the beat.” 
 
    She put on some instrumental music with a heavy drum beat and walked back to face me.  
 
    “Watch me.” 
 
    She casually stepped from side to side each time the drum hit. First to the right, then to the left. She wasn’t dancing so much as just keeping the beat, but she still made it look good.  
 
    “Do it with me.” 
 
    I did it with her. It seemed easy, but I didn’t think I looked half as good doing it as she did. 
 
    “Relax your arms.” 
 
    I hadn’t noticed my arms were stiff. I let them go. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    I moved as she moved. It wasn’t that bad.  
 
    “Next up. Sometimes you want to step, sometimes you just want to tap. We’re going to tap, then step. First tap, then step.”  
 
    She tapped her right foot out to the side without transferring her weight, then brought it back, then stepped. She repeated the process with her left foot. I mimicked her. She stopped and walked around me, watching. 
 
    “Head up. Don’t look at your feet.”  
 
    The song ended, and another started. The beat was a little slower.  
 
    “Now we’re going to step and slide.” 
 
    She stepped wide with her right foot on the beat, then slid her left foot over and stepped it next to her right on the beat.  
 
    I tried it. It seemed to go ok. 
 
    “Relax your arms. Stop making fists. You’re not fighting. Keep going.”  
 
    I kept going. I started thinking about Mark and Jen, as I often did. How long had they been seeing each other? What a prick! What kind of woman would break up with someone, then immediately start dating his friend? Maybe my friends weren’t such great people.  
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You spaced out there. Were you even paying attention?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Really? What did I just say?” 
 
    “Fine. I spaced out.” 
 
    “I’m giving you a dance lesson. Pay attention.” 
 
    “Sorry.”  
 
    “Start again.”  
 
    I danced. I didn’t know what to do with my arms. Should I put them over my head? That felt weird. I kept them at my sides and concentrated on just following the beat.  
 
    “That’s good, Kevin. You’re doing well.” 
 
    Cindy added small adjustments over the rest of the hour. We worked a little on loosening up my hips. I didn’t think I made much progress, but Cindy was encouraging. She taught me a lot but never overloaded me, and by the end of the first lesson, dancing made a lot more sense. I wasn’t good, but it didn’t seem like this mysterious art that I was destined to suck at my entire life.  
 
    I was surprised Cindy was such a good teacher. Her bossiness, usually so intolerable, served her well in this format. She was still difficult, but she was also supportive, as long as I paid attention.   
 
      
 
    “Get your phone.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “You need to record your homework.” 
 
    “You’re giving me homework?!” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    I thought about arguing, but then I remembered she was doing this for free, and that after just one hour I felt a lot better about my chances of learning to dance. And it was fun.  
 
    “Practice keeping the beat for 15 minutes a day until our next session. Do the different moves we did today. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Crystal.” 
 
    “Any questions?” 
 
    “Would you like to get dinner?” 
 
    She looked surprised. 
 
    “I’m not asking you out. I’m thanking you for teaching me.” 
 
    She smiled.  
 
    “Sure. We’ll go to Spencer’s.” 
 
    Spencer’s was a restaurant in town that had good salads and sandwiches. I was fine with taking her there, and it made me smile that Cindy, despite the fact that I was taking her to dinner, chose a place without checking if I liked it.  
 
    She ordered a Caeser Salad and a red wine. I got a pastrami sandwich and a beer. I complimented her on her teaching, and she accepted it with grace and humility. Just kidding. She accepted it with her trademark arrogance, somehow making it seem like her teaching me had been my idea, and that I would never be able to fully repay her for her kindness. 
 
    That said, she was a good listener, and I told her about my living situation, which I was dreading more and more each time I thought about it.  
 
    “Crestview? Are you serious?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “That place is a dump!” 
 
    “It’s not that bad.” 
 
    “Of course it is. I know some people who lived there and they complained about overflowing garbage cans in the basement and laundry machines that never worked. You’re going to regret living there.” 
 
    I shrugged. What was I going to do? 
 
    “It’s true.” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    "How much do they want?” 
 
    “$500.” 
 
    “Kevin don’t be an idiot. Find someplace else.” 
 
    “I don’t have the money for some place nice. I’m on work-study, and I can’t pay more than $500." 
 
    She paused and thought about something.  
 
    “Are you handy?” 
 
    “With what exactly? I can do some things.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Basic construction. Some electrical.” 
 
    “This would be mowing the lawn, fixing small things that break.” 
 
    “That’s more common sense than being handy.” 
 
    “So that’s a yes?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I may have something for you. It’s a woman about a mile from campus. She has a nice house with lots of room. If you’re willing to do some household chores, it’s a great deal.” 
 
    It sounded good to me. Cindy stepped away from the table and made a call. She came back looking even more proud of herself than normal.  
 
    “She’s willing to talk to you. I’m texting you her number. Her name’s Jane. Call her tonight.” 
 
    “Ok.” 
 
    “Kevin, I’m serious. Call her tonight.” 
 
    “I said I would. Relax.”  
 
    We switched over to our social psychology project and how to find subjects. Cindy was good with logistical matters, and she was local, so she knew where we could find interviewees. We both had other homework to do, so I walked her back to her apartment after dinner and then headed home. 
 
      
 
     Honestly, I didn’t want to live in Crestview, so when I got to my place, I called the number Cindy gave me. A woman with a deep feminine voice answered. 
 
    “Hi, Ma’am, My name is Kevin Bennet, and I got your name from Cindy Witner. She mentioned you may have a room for rent?” 
 
    There was a slight pause. 
 
    “I might. Did Cindy tell you I normally don’t rent to boys?” 
 
    “She didn’t, is that rule set in stone?” 
 
    “No. But I don’t accept just anyone. Tell me about yourself.” 
 
    I wasn’t ready for that question, so I stammered out a little about my upbringing and my handiness. 
 
    “Do you drink?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “How often do you get drunk?” 
 
    “Really drunk, almost never. But I’ll have drinks two or three times a week. I don’t get sloppy, though.” 
 
    “Do you have a job?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m on the work-study program at school. I work in the library. I also volunteer tutoring kids who can’t afford regular tutors.” 
 
    “How long have you been doing that?” 
 
    “Since I got to college. A year and a half, about.” 
 
    I sensed a slight shift in the conversation. 
 
    “Do you understand that I expect anyone who lives here to do chores?”  
 
    “Yes. What type of chores, if you don’t mind my asking?” 
 
    “Some cleaning and yard work. Nothing too taxing, but I warn you that I don’t put up with excuses.” 
 
    “That’s fine.” 
 
    “Be here Monday afternoon at 5:30pm and we’ll see if you can live here.” 
 
    She hung up without waiting for me to say goodbye. I was taken aback by her brusque manner. It was a little like talking to Cindy, but instead of seeming childish and annoying, it was super sexy, especially with that deep voice of hers. I wondered what she looked like. I hoped she was hot. 
 
    My wondering quickly led to fantasizing about Jane dominating me: forcing me to clean wearing only an apron, standing over me holding a riding crop, punishing me for not working fast enough. 
 
    I tried reading, but my thoughts kept coming back to Jane. Finally, I closed my book and grabbed the lube from my dresser. I might as well make a night of it. 


 
   
  
 



Chapter 3 
 
    On Sunday, Jane called and pushed our meeting back to Thursday at 6:30. She didn’t give a reason and I didn’t ask. That Thursday, I pulled into her driveway at 6:25. It was a two story colonial that backed up to the woods. The house looked like it was in good shape and the yard looked professionally landscaped. Whoever Jane was, she had money. 
 
    She met me at the door. I had fantasized about how sexy she would be, but the reality was even better! She was tall, about 5’9 and solid, with broad shoulders and a strong chin. Her brown hair was pulled back into a bun and her face was pretty in a severe way, highlighted by her piercing brown eyes. She looked smart, and tough, and kind of mean. I was enthralled. She wasn’t everyone’s type, but she sure was mine. 
 
    “You must be Kevin.”  
 
    I steadied myself. 
 
    “Nice to meet you Ma’am.” It had never felt more right to call a woman Ma’am. 
 
    “Come in. I’ll show you around.” 
 
      
 
    I had decided the second that I saw Jane that I would do anything to live there, so it was a bonus that the house was comfortable and clean. Jane showed me to what would be my bedroom on the first floor. It was large, with a bed, a desk in the corner and a reading chair. She showed me the large backyard with a high fence around it. It seemed odd to have such a fence when there weren’t any neighbors around, but maybe she had trouble with animals coming onto her property.  
 
    “If we agree and you take the room, your duties are to mow the lawn once a week and do light landscaping, as requested. You’ll collect the trash and recycling twice a week and see that they’re put out for pick up, then bring the empty bins in at the end of the day.” 
 
    “I can do that, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Also, you’ll do any odd jobs that need to be done. You’re responsible for your dishes and your laundry. I’m not your maid.” 
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    She phrased all of her requests as demands, much like Cindy did. I had a humorous picture of the two of them having a conversation in which everything was stated as facts. 
 
    “Your day was good.” 
 
    “Your day was good, as well. You’re hungry. We’ll have dinner.” 
 
    “You want Thai food…” 
 
      
 
    Ok, it was funny to me.  
 
      
 
    The basement had a small open area for working out, with some hand weights, a stationary bike and a weight bench. The first floor had a large eat-in kitchen, a living room and Jane’s study. The upstairs, I was told in no uncertain terms, was off-limits. It was perfect. 
 
    “I spoke to Cindy about you last night. Honestly, after our conversation last week, I wasn’t sure you’d work out, but Cindy assures me you’re an honorable boy. I trust she’s right?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good. Come to my study and we’ll discuss rent." 
 
    I watched her ass as she walked. It was phenomenal.  
 
    The study had deep blue walls and a soft, beige carpet. Jane sat in a regal, high-backed chair behind an oak desk. There wasn’t a chair on the other side of the desk, so I just stood there. I didn’t know what to do with my hands. I put them behind my back but started to feel like a butler, so I let them hang at my sides.  
 
    “I’ve had a bad experience with a renter before, so I’m very upfront about the rules. These may seem strange to someone who hasn’t rented to college kids, but they’re non-negotiable. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Each Sunday night at 8pm, we’ll meet here to go over your responsibilities for the week. We’ll also cover your work from the week before and discuss any household issues. These meetings are mandatory. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “If you want to hang out with your friends you do it at their place. I won’t tolerate you having a bunch of friends over. In fact, you must ask permission to have anyone over in my house.” 
 
    “Ok.” 
 
    “Ok or yes?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I can be very strict, but I’ve learned that this is the only way to avoid an uncomfortable situation, and I won’t feel uncomfortable in my own house. Do you accept these rules?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” I would have accepted sleeping in the backyard in a hole in the dirt.   
 
    “Good. Did you bring your checkbook?” 
 
    I showed it to her. 
 
    “Rent is $300 a month. Your utilities are covered, including wi-fi and cable.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe it! Rent for that shithole Crestview apartment was $500 a month, plus utilities.  
 
    “I’ll write you a check for first and last right now.” 
 
     “Good. Then the place is yours. You can move in September 1st. If you’d like to store things over the summer, you can place them in the garage on the right side.” 
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    “Have a good summer. I’ll see you in the fall.” 
 
      
 
    I jumped up and down when I got home. I couldn’t believe my luck! Living in a sweet big house with a super sexy older woman who, as far as I could tell, seemed really dominant! It was like I hit the jackpot! I couldn’t wait to masturbate to her. Unfortunately, it would have to wait. I had a dance lesson with Cindy that started in five minutes. I threw my dance clothes in a bag and headed to the dance department.  
 
      
 
    I got there at 7:10 for our 7pm appointment. Cindy was standing in front of the mirrors with one hand on her hip, looking pissed off.  
 
    “Hi Cindy.” 
 
    “We start at 7.” 
 
    “Sorry. I’m only 10 minutes late.” 
 
    “And you’re not warmed up.” 
 
    “I ran here. Or at least I walked briskly. That’s all the warm-up I need.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything, but walked to her phone and put on some music. 
 
    “Show me what you learned last week.” 
 
      
 
    I showed her. I had practiced almost every day. This was Cindy, so I knew she’d check my homework. She watched without speaking. When the song ended she walked over and turned off the music.  
 
    “That was good. Honestly, how many days did you practice last week?”  
 
    “Four. But I practiced for twenty minutes on those four days, so I gave you an equal amount of time.” 
 
    “That’s not what I assigned you, but I see that you put the effort in and I’m pleased.” 
 
    It hit me that I should keep a journal titled “Cindy’s most arrogant quotes.” I vowed to remember that one for the first page.  
 
    “Your hips don’t seem like they’re encased in cement anymore. Now they’re just tight.” 
 
    “That’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to me.” 
 
    She smiled, against her wishes it seemed. I was getting better at joking Cindy out of her bitchiness. We worked on arm positioning and stringing moves together. She then taught me the basic steps for salsa, which was difficult and involved moving parts of my body in different directions at the same time. Cindy made sure I got lots of practice. She stood in front of me and showed me the steps as I stared at her butt. 
 
    I couldn’t help it. I was so turned on by my meeting with Jane that even Cindy looked sexy in her form-fitting sweatpants and tight shirt. Very toned. 
 
    I thought about what made someone sexy, and how it could change based on the setting. Cindy, for instance, whose normal Disney princess, never-wrong personality made her so unsexy in the outside world, looked sexy shaking her butt in this room. I wondered what kind of guy she dated. No doubt a nerd like herself. 
 
    “Pay attention, Kevin. Do it again.” 
 
      
 
    After the lesson, Cindy gave me my homework, and I walked her home. On the way I told her about how awesome Jane’s place was.  
 
    “Thank you so much for this, Cindy. I was going to pay almost twice as much to live in that piece of crap at Crestview. What can I do to thank you?”  
 
    She thought for a moment.  
 
    “I need to go shopping at the mall on Saturday, but my car is in the shop. Plus, I’ll need some help carrying things.”  
 
    “Sure. I’ll be your chauffeur.”  
 
    “Great. Pick me up at 9am.” 
 
    “9am?! On a Saturday?!”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “That’s too early. Let’s go later.” 
 
    “No. I want to go at 9, before it gets crowded.” 
 
    “Seriously, Cindy. I’m doing you a favor.” 
 
    “To thank me for finding you a place to live that’s not a dump! I’m taking a risk because Jane called and asked about you as a person. I told her you were trustworthy. She was reluctant to rent to a guy, and she thought you sounded like a frat-boy.”  
 
    “I’m not.” 
 
    “I told her that. I vouched for you; don’t mess up my reputation. And now I want to go to the mall and you’re going to take me. Besides, I’m giving you dance lessons for free. Saturday morning, come pick me up at 9am.” 
 
    “You’re killing my social life.” 
 
    “Oh please. Toughen up, cupcake.” 
 
    We’d reached her house, and I thanked her again.  
 
    “9am on Saturday.” She looked up into my eyes and smiled. “Don’t be late.” She patted me twice on the chest and flounced up her steps and into her house. It was a weird exit, but I didn’t care. I made a bee-line for my bedroom and the lube in the bottom drawer. I masturbated to Jane sitting on her throne, me kneeling naked in front of her, kissing her boots. Before long I exploded. I felt bad about it afterwards, but the next day I couldn’t stop thinking of Jane and her stern orders. I wondered what she’d do if I forgot my chores. I pictured her putting me over her lap, which got me hard, which led to more masturbating. It was a good day for masturbation. 
 
      
 
    Saturday morning I got up bright and early and picked up Cindy from her house. She got into the car without saying hello.  
 
    “Hi Kevin,” I said in as close to a feminine voice as I could get. “Thanks for being such an awesome guy and taking me to the mall.” 
 
    Cindy just stared at me, frowning. My charm, abundant as it was, was not enough for her this morning.  
 
    “Do you need coffee?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    We pulled up to a Dunkin’ Donuts, but Cindy didn’t get out of the car. I suddenly realized she expected me to get her her coffee. I decided I’d wait until she asked. It took about a minute. 
 
    “Kevin. Please get me a cup of coffee. Black.” 
 
    “As you wish.” 
 
    When we got to the mall, Cindy was in a marginally better mood, but she wasn’t very talkative, and she walked quickly to the first store, forcing me to either walk at her fast pace or trail behind. I chose the latter.  
 
    Once in the store, she was completely different with the salespeople than she was with me. She was chatty and friendly and the picture of good grace. She bought a few things, and on the way out of the store she handed me the bag. 
 
    “Is this a present?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Why are you giving me your bag?” 
 
    “I want you to carry my bag.” 
 
    “Yeah, I see that, but I’m going to the book store. I’ll meet you at the car in an hour.” 
 
    “What?!” 
 
    “You heard me.” 
 
    Cindy walked five paces away, stood for a moment facing away from me, then walked back. She seemed genuinely upset. 
 
    “You said you’d help me!” 
 
    “I said I’d drive you to the mall, not be your personal servant.” 
 
    “Kevin, I’m not in a great mood. I put up with you when you were upset about Jen and Mark. I need you to be equally understanding for me today.” 
 
    That seemed like a cheap shot. 
 
    “I didn’t ask you to carry my bags while I shopped. And wait a minute, you didn’t even ask. You just handed me your bag.” 
 
    “I’m giving you dance lessons for free, and you don’t even bother to show up on time! I ask for one favor, to be driven to the mall and for you to help me with shopping, and you can’t do that without making it into a big deal!” 
 
    “What’s the matter with you this morning?” 
 
    We stared at each for a moment. Cindy took a deep breath. I could tell she was swallowing whatever shitty thing she was planning on saying.  
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m on my period, and I feel bloated and crampy. Would you please carry my bag?” 
 
    Her tone was still pretty bitchy, but I agreed since she seemed to be making an effort. 
 
    “Thank you. I appreciate what you’re doing for me.” 
 
    She put her hand on my arm. Against all common sense, my dick stirred.  
 
    We were at the mall for another hour and a half. Cindy never quite got into a good mood, but at least she stopped being the mega-bitch she’d been at the beginning. I helped her carry her bags and followed her around to about six different stores. At the end, I was carrying three bags while she walked with one. Thank God no one from school saw us.  
 
    We got back to her place at around 11:30. I helped her grab the bags from the trunk, but I didn’t carry them in. Cindy placed her hand on my forearm and thanked me again. I wasn’t in the mood to hear it.  
 
    At home, however, I masturbated furiously. I pictured Cindy in her sweatpants and tight t-shirt, ordering me around. What was wrong with me? My God, Cindy Witner, Disney princess. Had she even had sex?  
 
      
 
    Later that day, Cindy sent me an email.  
 
      
 
    Kev,  
 
    I’m really sorry I was so awful today. Thanks for being there for me. Most guys can’t handle me when I’m upset, so I’m happy you didn’t just cut and run.  
 
      
 
    Let me make it up to you. How about dinner on Monday at my place? 
 
      
 
    -C  
 
      
 
    At dinner, Cindy was super friendly. Alcohol helped, but I think she also felt she could trust me now that I had put up with her at her worst. She was goofy and teasing in a fun way. It was surprisingly charming.  
 
    “Cindy?” 
 
    “Yes Kevin?” 
 
    “What’s with all the bunnies?” 
 
    I nodded toward her bookshelf. She turned and looked at her collection of stuffed animals. 
 
    “You don’t like them?” 
 
    “I just think maybe it’s a little odd to be in college and still have an entire shelf of stuffed animals.” 
 
    “Would you like to meet them? Maybe you wouldn’t be so judgie judgie if you knew them better.” 
 
    She walked over to her bookshelf and took down one of the rabbits. She held her up as if presenting her for sale.  
 
    “This is Julia. She plays the oboe and can be moody.” 
 
    “Is that right?” 
 
    She replaced Julia and picked up another rabbit. 
 
    “This is Quentin. He’s really smart, but he thinks too much. He likes reading fantasy novels.” 
 
    “I should probably report this to the mental health office.” 
 
    “This is Asmodeus. She’s very protective of the other rabbits, so watch yourself around her.” 
 
    “Noted.” 
 
    “And this is Janet. She’s kind of like the den mother. She reads people really well. She knows all your dirty thoughts. What’s that, Janet?” She held the bunny up to her ear, then looked at me. “He likes what? Oh, Janet, that’s so weird!”  
 
    She put Janet back on the shelf and came back to the table. 
 
    “Any more questions?” 
 
      
 
    Cindy and my dance lessons continued, as did our work on our social psych project, which was coming along really well. I suggested a slight adjustment to our survey, and — surprise, surprise — Cindy agreed without an argument. The adjustment helped us highlight the wording that made the difference in responses, and our thesis and conclusion fell into place quickly and easily. Cindy and I outlined the paper and then she wrote it up. We knew it was good, but we were surprised and ecstatic to get it back with a huge A+ written on it. The professor was not someone who normally gushed, but she gushed over our work, telling us it had potential to be an actual paper — with a lot more work — and calling Cindy and I ‘the dream team.’  
 
    We celebrated at Cindy’s place. I brought over hamburger meat and we made burgers and vegetables together.  
 
    After dinner, Cindy jumped up and grabbed my hands.  
 
    “I want to go dancing!”  
 
    “I don’t know… I’m feeling really good. I’m not sure I want to go to a crowded club.” 
 
    “It’s Wednesday night, and I know a place that’ll be crowded but not too crowded, if you know what I mean.” She raised and lowered her eyebrows. She was in a goofy mood. 
 
    “I don’t know if I’m ready.”  
 
    “You’re ready. And remember, you promised to come dancing with me whenever I wanted, and I want to go dancing now.” 
 
    “I’m not even dressed for it.” 
 
    “Don’t be ridiculous. This isn’t a Manhattan nightclub; it’s a small club in a small town and I know everyone there. C’mon, you owe me and you’re going to do this.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. Why resist? She’d just keep hammering away at me until I went. Deep down, I knew I’d eventually have to go dancing, and I knew it would take being forced to actually go. And I did owe her for those dancing lessons.  
 
    “Fine. Let’s go.” 
 
    “Yay!” 
 
    She playfully slapped me on the chest with both hands, then hopped and skipped toward her room.  
 
    “Wait for one minute while I get ready.” 
 
    She was back out in a few minutes. She’d put on a tight shirt and sneakers. She started dancing in front of me, doing some type of body roll that I’d never be able to do in a million years. She pulled me to my feet.  
 
    “C’mon Kevin. Kev. My dancing buddy. Let’s go!” 
 
    She was bubbly, and as we walked to the club, she danced around me and sang. I gave in to her goofiness and did some dance moves as well. She cheered.   
 
      
 
    The club was, as promised, crowded but not too crowded. Cindy knew the doorman, who gave her a big hug and waved us in without checking our fake ID’s. The place was dark with a low ceiling and a relaxed vibe: no frills but not dirty. I could dance in a place like this. In the front was a medium sized bar and a bunch of tables, almost all full. In the back was the dj booth and a crowded dance floor. I looked at the dancers and, suddenly, all of my confidence vanished. I’d never seen good dancers in person before. Growing up, I didn’t go to dance clubs. The only place I saw dancing was at school dances, confirmations, and Bar and Bat-Mitzvahs. The dancing there was at best bad, usually horrible. I could get away with my spastic version of dancing in those situations, but these people here were real dancers. I’d look like an idiot! I felt heavy and clumsy, and my mouth felt dry. I took hold of Cindy’s arm. 
 
    “Cindy, I’m going to sit down for a minute.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “I just- can we get a drink, please?” 
 
    Cindy looked at me. Comprehension spread across her face. 
 
    “Wait here.” 
 
    I grabbed an open table and watched her walk to the bar, which was crowded with people two deep. Cindy found an open lane and squeezed to the front. Three minutes later she was back with four shots of tequila, two lemons, a salt shaker and two glasses of water on a small tray.  
 
    “You know, it would have taken me 20 minutes to get a drink here.” 
 
    Cindy shrugged in her ‘yeah-I-know-I’m-great’ way and placed one of the shots in front of me. She grabbed a lemon between her thumb and index finger, then licked her hand and poured salt on it. I followed suit.  
 
    “Drink!” 
 
    We clinked shot glasses. I licked the salt off of my hand and tossed back the tequila. It was warm, and strong, but I was used to shots. I was surprised Cindy was too. She put the other shot in front of me. 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    Cindy drank her shot without flinching. I started to relax a little, though the thought of dancing still made me uncomfortable. Cindy reached over and held my wrist. 
 
    “We’re going to dance now, and I want you to remember something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “No one here cares about you.” She smiled. “They’re not staring at you. They don’t want to make fun of you. They’re doing their own thing. Now lets go.” 
 
    Her grip tightened and she stood up. I stood up with her and let her lead me to the dance floor. We weaved towards the back, mercifully hiding me from the people at the tables. Cindy stood opposite me and started moving to the music. I started with some simple steps, just concentrating on keeping the beat. 
 
    For a moment, I slipped into the old version of me. I waited for everyone to start pointing at me and laughing. When I looked around, though, no one was paying me any attention. 
 
    “Stop thinking. Just dance.” Cindy smiled.  
 
    I added some step and slides. Then shook my shoulders. Things were going well until the music shifted to a slower beat. This wasn’t so easy for me to dance to, and I felt embarrassed again. I looked around at what other people were doing and tried to copy it. 
 
    “Feel the music.”  
 
    She moved forward and put her hands on my hips.  
 
    “Move with me.” 
 
    She started swaying, and I matched her.  
 
    “Put your hands on my hips.”  
 
    Cindy suddenly seemed like a different person. I’d had trouble thinking of her as a sexual being before, but that was crazy now. Here she was in her element and she radiated sexiness. I had the insane desire to take her in my arms.  
 
    Too soon, the song was over and faster music started. Cindy and I moved apart, and I decided to let go and just move. Fuck it. If no one cared what I looked like, I wouldn’t care, either.  
 
    Cindy danced all around. She saw a group of people she knew and danced a little with them. I told her I was going to take a break and asked if she wanted a drink.  
 
    “Just water.” 
 
    I got myself a tequila on the rocks and drank with my back to the bar while watching the dancers. An older man in a driver’s cap next to me leaned over.  
 
    “Is that your girl?” He pointed at Cindy.  
 
    “Just a friend.” 
 
    “Just a friend? Not a girlfriend?!” He seemed incredulous. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    “I just got out of a relationship. And we’re not each other’s type.” 
 
    He frowned and shook his head, as if I’d said something stupid beyond words. “That right there,” he pointed at her, “is what’s called a damn fine woman!” He gave me that serious look that older men give you when they think they’re saying something vitally important. “You better get on that.” 
 
    I nodded and took a drink of my tequila. I didn’t feel like explaining why Cindy and my friendship was platonic and would stay that way. I didn’t think he’d get it. After a little while, she came over. She drank her water, then took my tequila out of my hand and took a sip.  
 
    “C’mon.” 
 
    She dragged me back on the dance floor. I looked back at the old man and he nodded.  
 
    Cindy and I danced for another hour. By the end I was beat. I could tell she could have kept going, but she saw that I was fading and had mercy on me.  
 
    We had another tequila at the bar, then, slightly tipsy, walked back to her place. 
 
    “Did you have fun?” 
 
    “I did. It was scary at first, but after a little while, and some alcohol, it got easier.”  
 
    “You did well for your first time dancing.” 
 
    “Thanks. You were right that people don’t care what I look like.” 
 
    “I’m right about everything.” She said this off-handedly, and it came across funny instead of snotty. We were stopped at a crosswalk waiting for the light to change. She spoke without looking at me. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “Say what?” 
 
    “That I’m right about everything.” She had a mischievous glint in her eye, and I wondered how drunk she was. 
 
    “You’re right about everything, and I’ll never question you again.”  
 
    “That’s right! You just do everything I tell you, and we’ll get along fine.”  
 
    I laughed, but when I looked at her she wasn’t laughing, and I couldn’t tell if she were joking or not. The light changed and she walked ahead.  
 
    At her door we hugged goodbye. She looked up at me. Was she waiting for me to kiss her? The fact that I was even considering it was insane. This was Cindy Witner! She slid her hands down my chest as she pulled away. It felt good. Maybe I should kiss her? But I knew that was a really bad idea, because tomorrow morning she’d say something snotty, and I would regret hooking up with her, and that would ruin what was becoming a surprisingly nice friendship.  
 
    “Good night, Cindy.” 
 
    She smiled. If she were upset that I didn’t kiss her, she didn’t show it.  
 
    “Good night, my dancing friend.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 4 
 
    Finals came and went and it was time for summer break. Cindy and I had a final dance lesson, and then I took her out to dinner as a thank you. Afterward, I surprised her by taking her dancing at the same club we went to before. We had a great time, and I promised Cindy that I would keep dancing over the summer.   
 
      
 
    I was happy to go home. As much as I pretended to be over it, I was still stung by Jen and Mark’s betrayal, and three months away would do a lot to help me move past it. I’d miss my dance lessons, though. Dancing was fun, but it was more than that. I’d always thought that I was the type of guy who couldn’t dance. But Cindy was showing me that that wasn’t true. Not that I was a good dancer, but I wasn’t awful anymore. And I could see a path through to being ok. Admittedly, that path was going to take a lot of effort, but it was a path. And if I could change the way I danced, maybe I could change other things about me, as well. 
 
    At home, I got a job working construction. It was hard work, but I liked the physical labor and the soreness in my muscles at night. I also liked being home and the camaraderie of my friends from high school.  
 
    I thought about going dancing, but I didn’t. It was like I left at college that part of me that felt comfortable dancing. I was honest about it with Cindy, who sent a steady stream of texts demanding updates.  
 
    After three weeks, she called me.  
 
    “Why aren’t you dancing? You made me a promise!”  
 
    “Hello to you, too, Cindy.” 
 
    “Answer me, Kevin.” Oh right, this was Cindy. “I’ve signed you up for salsa lessons at Midnight Dancing. It’s about ten minutes from you.” 
 
    “What?!” 
 
    “I’m not reteaching you everything in September because you’re afraid to dance without me holding your hand.” 
 
    “What the fuck? You can’t just sign me up for things without asking.” 
 
    “Lessons start tomorrow at 8. I’ll know if you don’t go.” 
 
    “Jesus Christ. Do you even-“ 
 
    “Good bye.” 
 
    She hung up.   
 
      
 
    While a part of me wanted to prove a point by not going, a larger part of me knew it was a good idea. Dancing felt good, and if I stopped now I’d have to start all over again back at school. If only Cindy didn’t make it so difficult to agree with her. I thought back to the first time we went dancing and thanked God I hadn’t hooked up with her.  
 
      
 
    The dance lesson was good. Ok, fine. It was better than good. It was really, really fun. It was a beginner’s class, so I was ahead of most people just by knowing the steps. They needed male dancers, too, so they gave me a good deal on multiple classes. The teacher even said that I would pick it up quickly because I had rhythm! Me! 
 
    The next morning there was a text from Cindy: 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    I was feeling good. Class had been fun, and it reminded me of how nice Cindy had been to teach me to dance. It made her easier to take. 
 
    “It was fun. I signed up for more classes.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And what?” 
 
    “Is there something you want to say to me?” 
 
      
 
    She better be joking. It was hard to tell with her sometimes. 
 
      
 
    “No. Why?” 
 
    “I’m waiting :)” 
 
    “You’re welcome for being your friend?” 
 
    “Lol :) Enjoy your classes. Keep practicing your club dancing. We hit the ground running in the fall.”  
 
      
 
    As the summer wore on, I took more and more classes. I learned a little bachata, which was another Latin dance. I helped out in the beginner salsa classes because there were always more women than men. I didn’t mind: more practice for me. In addition, dance class was an awesome place to meet women. How had I missed this before? It was perfect. You didn’t have to think of a reason to talk to someone, you just got paired together and said hi. You got to touch each other, so that first hurdle was out of the way, and women got to see you weren’t a creep. Honestly, I just played it cool and within a week I was sleeping with Veronica, a sexy older woman from Hungary.   
 
    She was in her early thirties but still really hot. She’d just moved to town after getting divorced. She wasn’t ready for anything serious, so the fact that I was a college kid who would only be around another month was a bonus to her. She wanted sex pretty much all the time and she was absolutely phenomenal in bed. I learned a lot from her, especially in how to please a woman.  
 
    Being with Veronica gave me a sexual confidence that other women could sense. Women had always been interested in me, but now I could really feel it, and not just women my age, either, but older women, too. It was awesome, and I slept with four different women my last week in town.  
 
    As good a time as I was having, I was anxious to get back to school to see Jane. The sex with Veronica was amazing, but I knew the passion would fade quickly. And despite all the sex, I still masturbated to femdom porn. But Jane promised the chance for something real. God, I hoped she was as dominant as she seemed! 
 
    At the beginning of August, I reached out to see if I could move back in the middle of the month. Jane said it was ok, but in exchange I’d have to work 20 hours redoing her garden shed. I texted Cindy to let her know I’d be back by the 15th, and we made a date to meet for dance lessons two days after.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 5 
 
    I arrived at Jane’s on the afternoon of the 15th. She was even hotter than I remembered. I’d fantasized a lot about her over the summer, especially during the last two weeks. In fact, I had created an entire relationship between us, complete with heartfelt conversations, confessions, and of course a lot of domination and sex. So I was a little bummed when I showed up and realized that to Jane, I was just some guy she barely knew. But I had a lot sexual confidence now, and I was sure I’d win her over in short time.  
 
    She took me out to look at the garden shed, which was in terrible shape. I don’t think it had had any repairs in 50 years. I would need to remove everything down to the studs and redo it.  
 
    I explained this to Jane in my manly, confident tone. 
 
    “I’ll have to replace all the drywall, and my guess is I’ll need to redo the electrical as well. It may take me more than 20 hours, but don’t worry, I’ll get it done.” 
 
    “Thank you, Kevin. If it does, keep track of your time and I’ll take it out of next month’s rent.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” I flashed her my winning smile. She didn’t smile back. 
 
    “Tools are in the garage.” She walked back into the house.  
 
      
 
    Why did I say “don’t worry, I’ll get it done?” That was stupid! About an hour later, I headed into the house to grab a drink of water. Jane was in the kitchen. I didn’t say anything, but I did my best to radiate sexuality. I knew how to please a woman now, and I let Jane know it by the way I carried myself. 
 
    “Kevin.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Take your shoes off before you come in my house.” 
 
    I looked down and saw that I’d tracked in a bunch of mud.  
 
    “I’m sorry Ma’am, I’ll clean that up.” 
 
    “Do that."  
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    I looked at her and smiled, but it came out kind of weird. She looked confused, then annoyed. What was I doing? 
 
      
 
    I worked hard that day and made good headway. When I came in, I thought I might see Jane for dinner and impress her with how much work I’d done, but she wasn’t there. I went to the store and bought some groceries, then stopped for takeout.  
 
    The next day, after a couple of hours of work, I took Jane out to the shed to show her my work. I started to explain what I still needed to do, but she cut me off. 
 
    “Is there a point to this?” 
 
    “No…I just thought you’d like to know how it’s going.” I tried to smile, but it came out weird again. 
 
    “I don’t need these kind of updates.” She was annoyed. “Come get me if you have a question.” 
 
    She turned and walked away.   
 
      
 
    I kicked myself for my stupidity all day. Why couldn’t I have waited? What did I think was going to happen? And why was she being so cold?  
 
    I went to grab some pizza for dinner. When I got back, I heard Jane upstairs, but she didn’t say anything or come down. On the kitchen table was a list of the chores she had told me about in the Spring. I read them as I ate. I felt a little lonely. At home I’d been surrounded by friends and family, but it was different here. I’d lost my three closest friends in one swoop when Mark and Jen got together. It hit me that — other than Cindy — I didn’t have any close friends. Worse, I'd finally found a dominant woman, and in two days I’d managed to piss her off.  
 
      
 
    It hit me then that I was acting like a turd. I’d let my success with women at home turn me into a cocky shit, and that was the worst way to act around a woman like Jane. I wasn’t going to just flash my smile and get her to fall over me. No, I’d have to earn it, which meant I’d first have to act like a normal human being.  
 
    The next morning I got up early and made breakfast. I made enough coffee for both of us and left a note on the kitchen table that the remaining coffee was hers. Then I started working on the shed.  
 
    I came in for a break at noon and found Jane in her study. I made sure I wasn’t smiling and approached her. 
 
    “I’m going to update the electrical in the shed and I’ll need new light switches. I also need drywall and screws, so I’m headed to the hardware store. Do you need anything while I’m out?” 
 
    “Thank you, Kevin. No. I’m set. Save the receipts.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and headed out. While Jane hadn’t grabbed my penis, or smiled, she didn’t look irritated, which I celebrated as a small win. I got the necessary materials from the hardware store and worked until 5.  
 
    I cleaned up and ate dinner quickly. I didn’t want to be late to meet Cindy, and I got to the studio 20 minutes early. She wasn’t there yet, so I started warming up, then I went through some salsa moves.  
 
    “Not bad!” 
 
    Cindy was leaning her shoulder against the doorframe, her arms crossed over her chest. 
 
    “Do that one where you shake your butt again.” 
 
    I laughed and she ran and jumped into my arms. I spun her around. When I put her down, she gave me a real hug, leaning her head on my chest. She was a great hugger.  
 
    “I’ve missed you,” I said. “I had no one to tell me what to do.” 
 
    “I can so fix that.” She smiled, then stepped back and looked me over. “Look at your big muscles!” 
 
    She squeezed my biceps. I had gotten bigger from working construction. Cindy looked good, too. She seemed, I don’t know, more womanly. I wasn’t sure what that meant other than she seemed sexier, but I didn’t know if that was because of her or me.  
 
    “Tell me about your summer.” 
 
    I told Cindy about construction and the dance studio. She liked that I’d helped out beginning students and lectured me on how that was good practice, even though I’d just said that exact thing to her.  
 
    We danced salsa together. We hadn’t partner-danced much before, but I felt comfortable with her. It was so different than dancing with the beginners at Midnight Dancing. I felt lighter, and the steps were all easier. It was like she could read my mind about what move was coming next. While we stretched after practice, I told Cindy about Veronica. She pressed me for details. 
 
    “Was the sex good?” 
 
    “Very.” 
 
    “Did she teach you how to please a lady?” 
 
    She raised her eyebrows. I thought of a bunch of stupid jokes and decided against all of them. 
 
    “She did.” 
 
    Cindy was taken back by my sincerity, but she recovered quickly. 
 
    “Good. College boys need a lot of training.” 
 
    “That’s why you date older men?” 
 
    “One of the reasons.” 
 
    “Not into training boys.” 
 
    “No.” She thought for a moment,“I’d train someone, if he were special. But he’d have to be really obedient.”  
 
    I raised my eyebrows at that, but Cindy acted like she’d said nothing out of the ordinary. I imagined what obedient meant for her and decided it was singing along to one of her nerdy Broadway musicals. I smiled at that thought. 
 
    “Come over for dinner. I’ll let you make hamburgers.” 
 
      
 
    As I made hamburgers for Cindy, she danced around her living room singing songs from Frozen, a Disney movie I’d never seen. Cindy was incredulous when she heard that and demanded that I watch it with her. I politely declined. Or more honestly, I sarcastically declined and then made fun of her for suggesting it.  
 
    She came into the kitchen and grabbed a dish towel, then twirled it. 
 
    “One of these days, Kevin Bennet, I’m going to make you watch Frozen, and by God, you’re going to thank me.” 
 
    She snapped the towel, cracking me in the butt.  
 
      
 
    Cindy was still demanding, and she still phrased her requests as orders, but it was less irritating now. She was my closest friend at school, which was odd. But even odder was my realization that I was happy about that. After dinner, I helped her clean up. I washed, and she dried. 
 
    “Cindy?” 
 
    “Yes Kevin?” 
 
    “Would you be open to meeting twice a week for dance lessons?” 
 
    “Are you saying you want to see more of me?” I heard the smile in her voice. 
 
    “Once a week isn’t enough Cindy-time for me.” 
 
    She thought about it. 
 
    “That’s extra work for me.” 
 
    “I know. I can make it up to you.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “What if after each dance lesson, I make you dinner?” 
 
    “Do you know how to make anything besides hamburgers?” 
 
    “Yes. I can make hot dogs, too.” 
 
    “Wow. Giving me the hard sell.” 
 
    “I can make a few other things. And I can learn.” 
 
    “You can learn?” 
 
    “Sure. You said you’d train someone if they were special, and I believe I’m special.” 
 
    “Is that right?” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    “We’ll see about that.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 6 
 
    I worked hard on the garden shed, and in a couple days the drywall was ready to be painted. I made sure I wasn’t smiling and found Jane in the kitchen.  
 
    “Thank you for making me coffee, Kevin.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” 
 
    She studied my face. 
 
    “You seem very serious.” 
 
    “Oh, sorry.” I realized that I’d gone too far in the other direction and was now acting like my dog had just died. Why was I acting like such a weirdo around her? I smiled. 
 
    Jane looked at me, but didn’t smile. I felt myself blush a little bit. 
 
    “Is there a color you’d like for the inside of the shed?” 
 
    “A very light grey.” 
 
    “I can go to the paint store and bring you back some swatches. You can pick from them.” 
 
    She nodded but didn’t speak. I started to leave. 
 
    “Kevin.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am?” 
 
    “I see that you’re working hard, and I appreciate it.” 
 
    “My pleasure.” 
 
    I smiled at her, and for the first time, she smiled back. Victory!   
 
      
 
    It was easy to work hard for Jane. She was my femdom fantasy. Even when she wore sweatpants with no makeup it was hard to keep my eyes off of her. She was stern, but since the first couple nights she wasn’t cold, and I made sure I had all of her chores done to the letter. I even did extra work, making sure the bathroom I used was clean and that my dishes were always washed, dried and put away. 
 
    On Sunday night I was reading in my room when Jane appeared in my doorway. It was the first time she’d come to my room. 
 
    “Hi Jane.”  
 
    She looked irritated. 
 
    “What time is it?” 
 
    I looked at my phone. 
 
    “8:06.” 
 
    “Where are you supposed to be at 8 on Sunday nights?” 
 
    I suddenly remembered our weekly meetings. I stood up quickly. 
 
    “I’m sorry! I lost track of time!” 
 
    Jane turned and walked to her study. I followed, stopping in front of her desk. There still wasn’t a chair for me to sit in, so I stood.    
 
    Jane pulled out a small notebook from the desk drawer and flipped through the pages. She didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    She ignored me. I waited. After another minute, she closed the notebook and looked at me. 
 
    “Do you have a chair I could sit in?” 
 
    Jane looked like I had asked for a gold pony. 
 
    “Is there something wrong with your legs?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “You’re so tired that you can’t stand for five minutes?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “But you need a chair?” 
 
    If her tone hadn’t let me know how ridiculous I was being, her gaze would have done the trick.   
 
     “No Ma’am. I can stand.” 
 
    I clasped my hands behind my back.  
 
    “I don’t want these meetings to take a long time, so I don’t have a chair for you. Today’s meeting won’t take long at all.” 
 
    She paused and let me wait for a moment. 
 
    “You did well this week. Your work on the garden shed has been excellent, and you did well with the trash and recyclables. You do your dishes and you’ve kept your room passably clean. The only negative mark is that you forgot about this meeting and kept me waiting for 6 minutes. Set a repeating alarm so we don’t have this problem again.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    She stared at me.  
 
    “Yes Ma’am?” 
 
    “Set an alarm.” 
 
    “Oh, my phone’s in my room.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything. 
 
    “I’ll go get it.” 
 
    I hustled to my room and hustled back with my phone. I set the alarm and showed it to her. She nodded. 
 
    “Very good, Kevin. You may go.” 
 
    I went to my room and masturbated.  
 
      
 
    The next morning I replayed my meeting with Jane as I masturbated again. God, I hoped she got more strict. I made breakfast. As I did, I heard Jane in her study. I cautiously knocked on the door. 
 
    “Yes Kevin?” 
 
    “I was wondering if you’d like some coffee, Ma’am?” 
 
    “Yes. Black.” 
 
    I brought her a cup of coffee and set it on a coaster for her. I left without waiting for a thank you.  
 
      
 
    That night I met Cindy for dance lessons. She was a lot harsher than normal and made me repeat steps over and over until she was satisfied. When I asked what was going on, she replied that she needed to be strict with me on my form or I would develop bad habits that would be impossible to break. I didn’t like Cindy barking at me for an hour, but given that this was our extra lesson, I held my temper in check and only once acted like an asshole to push her buttons.  
 
    After dancing, we went to her house and I cooked her dinner. I’d researched quinoa with mushrooms and onions and added some zucchini on the side. Cindy was appreciative. She’d gotten beer and we ate on her patio.  
 
    “I know I was tough on you today, but trust me, you’ll thank me later.” 
 
    I was going to say that it wasn’t much fun to be yelled at for an hour, but I’d learned that Cindy didn’t tolerate weakness when it came to dancing. You did what you were told and you didn’t complain. I’d played football and wrestled in high school, so I was used to that mindset.  
 
    “How’s your living situation?” 
 
    “It’s great.” 
 
    “Yeah? Tell me about it.” 
 
    “I like Jane. She’s very stern, but in a fair way.” I wondered if I were giving anything away as I spoke. Cindy seemed to be watching me closely.  
 
    “She let me move in early since I’m helping her redo her shed, which isn’t that difficult, just redoing the dry wall and the electrical.”  
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    I had hoped that humble-brag would get more of a reaction.  
 
    “The chores aren’t much, just taking out the trash and mowing the lawn, collecting the recyclables. There is one thing that’s kind of odd, though.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “On Sunday nights we go over my work for the week to make sure everything’s cool. That part I understand, but she sits at her desk, and there’s nowhere for me to sit, so I just stand in front of her like an employee.”  
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    “Well, we’ve only had one meeting. It lasted five minutes. If that.” 
 
    “So what’s the problem?” 
 
    “It’s weird to stand in front of her as she sits behind a desk.” 
 
    “So you want her to walk to the kitchen and bring you back a chair so you can sit for a two-minute meeting, then bring the chair back to the kitchen.” 
 
    “I was thinking I’d get the chair, but yeah. It’s just weird.” 
 
    “Uh-huh.”  
 
    “Don’t give me that cocky smile.” 
 
    Cindy made a half-hearted attempt to force down her smile. 
 
    “Oh, Kevin! Is being a houseboy harder than you thought?” 
 
    “I’m not a houseboy.” 
 
    “Is your landlady being mean to you?” 
 
    “Fuck you. I’m getting another beer.”  
 
    “Grab me one, too, houseboy.” 
 
    When I got back with the beers, Cindy had moved my chair around the side of the house out of view.  
 
    “Funny.” 
 
    “Sorry, houseboy, you have to stand.” 
 
    I found the chair and brought it back. 
 
    “Killjoy.” 
 
    “Sorry Cindy, I only stand for Jane.” 
 
      
 
    The next week I finished the garden shed and did all my chores. Jane worked most mornings in her study, and I got into the habit of bringing her coffee. I stopped asking, since she always said yes. I had the feeling she appreciated it, though she never said thank you. That she didn’t made it feel like an act of service, which turned me on every time.  
 
    That Sunday I was in front of her desk by 7:59.  
 
    Jane came in looking commanding and hot, as always. She sat in her throne-like chair and again kept me waiting while she read through her notebook. Finally she looked up. 
 
    “You’ve done well this week, Kevin.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You may go.” 
 
      
 
    I felt disappointed. I was hoping she would lecture me or find some imagined fault in my work. I thought about purposefully messing something up, but I was still making up for my stupid cockiness when I first got here, and something told me Jane would see through it. Despite my disappointment, I was able to successfully masturbate that evening, and twice the next day. 
 
      
 
    Students came back to campus. On Saturday night, I met some old hallmates from freshman year at a bar. It was good to see them, and my stories about Veronica were a big hit. I was having a great time until I saw Jen and Mark come in. Jen saw me and whispered something to Mark, who looked in my direction. I stared back at him. They talked for a moment, then gathered their things and left. I guess I wasn’t the only one not over the break up and betrayal. 
 
    My hurt and anger from last year came rushing back. I vowed not to let it ruin my evening, but I would need alcohol’s help. I went to the bar and bought two pitchers for the table. We all got really drunk, which helped my mood considerably. Finally I staggered home. My memory is kind of fuzzy, but I may have done salsa moves the last half mile.  
 
    I woke up in the middle of the night and took an epic piss, the crashed and slept until noon. My head hurt when I got up, and I still felt groggy. 
 
      
 
    I made coffee and breakfast. I figured Jane had already had her coffee, but I left some extra in the pot just in case. She wasn’t in her study, anyway. I went to the basement and worked out with weights, then took a bike ride. When it was over, I felt human again. I put my bike away in the garage. When I came into the house, Jane was waiting for me in my bathroom. 
 
    “Kevin, get in here. Now!” 
 
    She pointed to the floor around the toilet. 
 
    “Explain this.” 
 
    I flushed a deep red. There was pee on the floor around the toilet. I hadn’t seen it this morning.  
 
    “I’m sorry, I drank more than usual last night, and I must have…aimed poorly.”  
 
    “I thought you said you didn’t get drunk!” 
 
    “I don’t normally, Ma’am. I’m so sorry.” I couldn’t look at her. “It won’t happen again.” 
 
    “Is aiming that difficult? Do you need to sit down when you pee?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am, I don’t.”  
 
    “Clean it up. Right now. Get the mop and the rest of the cleaning supplies from the hallway closet. Clean the entire bathroom.” 
 
    Some small part of me knew that her response was extreme, and I shouldn’t let her treat me like this, but I was ashamed at having peed on the floor like a toddler.   
 
    I began cleaning the bathroom. Jane stood in the doorway and watched me. 
 
    “No, Kevin, clean the sink and the toilet first before you mop. That’s common sense!” 
 
    “Sorry Ma’am.” 
 
    I was so turned on as I cleaned I could barely concentrate. I had an erection, which I did my best to hide. When I finished, Jane inspected my work. She must have found it satisfactory, because she didn’t say anything. She just left and walked to her study.  
 
    I went to my room. I was going to masturbate, but I wanted to see how it felt not to, at least for a little while. I sat in my chair and went over Jane yelling at me in my mind.  
 
    “Kevin.” 
 
    I hadn’t noticed her in the doorway.  
 
    “Yes Ma’am?” 
 
    “A friend of mine from out of town just called, and I’m meeting him for dinner tonight. Your weekly review will be at four, before my riding appointment.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Don’t be late.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.  
 
      
 
    It was 3pm already. I showered and stretched. I literally couldn’t sit still. I had a feeling Jane would yell at me again, and that thought made my dick hard. Every few minutes I would absent-mindedly grab my dick and start rubbing. Even for a college-aged guy this was extreme.  
 
    At 3:58 I was standing as straight as possible in front of her desk. Jane walked into the room and I almost passed out.  
 
    She was in riding gear — tan jodhpurs and a white shirt. Her hair was pulled into a tight bun. In her right hand she held a riding crop. I just stared at her, open mouthed. How many times had I masturbated to someone who looked exactly like this?  
 
    “Kevin?” 
 
    “Yes. What?” 
 
    “Are you ok?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. I’m fine, just feeling a little dizzy.” 
 
    I calmed down a little. She remained standing. She didn’t look happy.  
 
    “I let you live here, despite my gut warning me against it, because you seemed respectful, and because Cindy gave you a great recommendation. Did I make a mistake?” 
 
    I concentrated on my breath. 
 
    “Answer me!” 
 
    “No, Ma’am. You didn’t make a mistake. I just had to blow off some steam and drank too much.” 
 
    “And peed on my floor.”  
 
    “And peed on your floor a little. It won’t happen again. I promise.” 
 
    “I simply cannot believe that a 20 year old wouldn’t be able to go to the bathroom correctly, and wouldn’t even have the good sense to clean up after himself. Do you think it’s my job to clean up your urine from my floor?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am.” 
 
    I looked at the floor.  
 
    “If this happens again, you will be forbidden from peeing standing up in my house, and you’ll have to pee sitting down. Do you understand?”  
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “You let me down, Kevin. See that it doesn’t happen again.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “While I’m gone, clean the kitchen. Sweep and mop. Clean the counters. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “That won’t erase what you did, but it’s a start.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
     
 
    She strode out without another word.  
 
     
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 7 
 
    The next two weeks were a banner time for masturbation. I replayed Jane scolding me again and again. I desperately wanted her to dominate me, but I didn’t know how to make it happen, and I was afraid to ask or do anything too obvious. I was used to vanilla women my own age, and my foray into older women was limited to those who made the first move. I simply had no idea how to court an older, dominant woman, much less one as sophisticated and intimidating as Jane. Fortunately, school started, which lessened the time I spent jerking off and fantasizing about my landlady.  
 
    I was taking classes and working and volunteering and dancing with Cindy and making her dinner afterward, so my schedule was really full. I loved it, though. My schoolwork was interesting and challenging, and dance gave me physical goals that I hadn’t had since sports in high school. Cindy and I went out dancing again, and I met some people in the scene. They were fun and goofy, and that let me be goofy, too.  
 
    Each morning I checked the bathroom to make sure I hadn’t made another mess. I don’t know why I would have, since I hadn’t gotten wasted since that one night, but I was paranoid. My next two Sunday reviews with Jane were positive, though she let me know that she hadn’t regained full trust in me.  
 
    The fourth week of school was especially intense. I was taking a class in Spanish History, and the teacher was a total hard ass. His exams were known to be grueling and with my workload I didn’t have a ton of time to study. The night before the exam, a Wednesday night, I stayed up until 3am reviewing my notes. That wasn’t normal for me, and it explains why I slept through my alarm the next morning.  
 
    I wanted to wake up at 7am so I could go over the test material once more and eat breakfast, but instead I woke up at 9:15, which was unfortunate because my exam started at 9. I threw on a pair of sweatpants, a t-shirt and my shoes, grabbed my bike out of the garage and hauled ass to school. I got to the exam at 9:32. 
 
    I had just enough time to finish. Afterwards, I grabbed a cup of coffee and some food from the student center before my next class. I felt like I had dodged a disaster, but there’s was a nagging thought in the back of my mind that I couldn’t place: a vague sense of dread. 
 
    I discovered what it was when I biked home late that afternoon. As I turned into my neighborhood, I saw the recycling truck pass the other way. Today was recycling, and I’d forgotten to put the recycling bins on the curb! They’d sit full until Monday’s pick-up. I went inside and tried to find a local recycling center where I could bring everything, but nothing was open. Jane, of course, noticed right away. 
 
      
 
    I started to explain but she silenced me by raising her hand. 
 
    “Quiet. In my study, now!” 
 
    I stood before her desk, feeling idiotic. Should I even explain that I slept through my alarm and had an exam? She wouldn’t care.  
 
    “Do you need a woman to scold you to do your chores?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “Look me in the eye, Kevin.” 
 
    I looked at her. She seemed powerful, and angry. She was also wearing a low cut top that showed cleavage. It was difficult not to stare. 
 
    “This is ridiculous. You’ve been here barely a month and a half and this is the second time I’ve had to lecture you! Can you not follow simple rules?” 
 
    I thought that was a rhetorical question, so I stayed silent. 
 
    “Answer me!” 
 
    “Sorry Ma’am. I can follow rules. I will from now on.” 
 
    “If this happens again, there’s has to be some type of punishment. Don’t you agree?” 
 
    When she said punishment, I froze, thinking of her placing me over her knee. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am what?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am there should be some type of punishment.” 
 
    My gaze kept dropping to her chest. I could barely breathe. 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    “What Kevin?” 
 
    “What type of punishment, Ma’am?” 
 
    “Why? Are you going to ignore me if the punishment’s not bad enough?” 
 
    “No Ma’am. I was just curious.” 
 
    “If you insist on acting like a child, I’m going to punish you like a child. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes what?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.”  
 
    She looked me up and down. My erection was making a tent with my pants. There was no way she didn’t notice. 
 
    “Go to your room. You can come out at dinner, but not before then.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    I knew she had just sent me to my room, but I didn’t care because I was going to masturbate with a fucking vengeance. The thought of her punishing me — that a lifelong fantasy might actually come true, and by my feminine ideal — overpowered every other thought in my head. I was completely infatuated. She could have told me almost anything and I’d have done it. I masturbated three times and then fell asleep at 10pm.  
 
      
 
    The next day I was up early. I made Jane coffee and brought it to her in her office. She didn’t even acknowledge me. I made breakfast, then cleaned and swept the kitchen. I had decided that morning that I would do all of my chores this week and then forget to mow the lawn next week. That was a believable chore to forget. I really wanted to forget something that day, but I worried it would be obvious. Just thinking about it made me horny. Fortunately, I had to work at the library and so was spared a full day of self-abuse.  
 
    I didn’t think I was acting any differently at dance practice, but Cindy started peppering me with questions. I told her nothing was going on, but she kept hounding me. She had this shit-eating grin on her face, too, like she knew it had something to do with romance. She kept asking if I met someone. No way was I going to tell her I had femdom crush on her friend and my landlady.  
 
    “I think you need a girlfriend.” Cindy said over dinner.  
 
    We were in her kitchen, sitting at her circular table eating hamburgers. It had become a running gag that I made hamburgers most of the time I made dinner. 
 
    “Why do you say that?” 
 
    “You seem horny.” 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Who should I date?” 
 
    “That’s up to you. Who do you like?” 
 
    “No one.” 
 
    “You must like someone. Surely Veronica the exotic hasn’t ruined college women for you forever.”  
 
     “You’re one to talk. Who are you interested in?” 
 
    “Don’t change the subject. We’re discussing you. There are a lot of women at this school who would jump into bed with you if given half the chance.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “I’m not going to tell you, but if you looked behind you as you walked around campus, you’d see a trail of women staring at you with puppy dog eyes.” 
 
    “They’re welcome to come talk to me.” 
 
    “That’s not going to happen.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “You seem aloof. And you dated Jen.” 
 
    “What does Jen have to do with anything?” 
 
    “You know nothing about how women think. Jen’s one of the hottest women at school, supposedly. Women think you have an impossible standard. They compare themselves to her and are afraid you’ll reject them. Also, you’re a total asshole.” 
 
    She said this last part straight-faced, just as I was taking a sip of beer, and I laughed so hard I had to run to the sink to spit it out. Cindy was still giggling when I got back to the table. 
 
     
 
    The next day I brought Jane coffee in her office. This time she acknowledged my presence. 
 
    “Get me a glass of water.” 
 
    I went to the kitchen and poured her some water. I put a few ice cubes in it. 
 
    “Did I say ice?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “Take it back and get me a glass of water without ice.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Look at me, Kevin.” 
 
    I looked in her eyes. My heart jumped. 
 
    “Do better.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    There was no way I was going to last another week. Fuck it, I was going to forget to mow the lawn tomorrow.  
 
      
 
    Mother Nature helped me out. It rained all day Sunday, so I couldn’t do it anyway. I let myself be seen constantly checking the weather outside. By some heroic force of will, I kept myself from masturbating.  
 
    At 7pm, I showered for 10 minutes, then waited the longest 45 minutes of my life until 7:55, when I couldn’t stand it another minute. I walked to the study. Jane was already at her desk, reading a book. She was wearing a tight top and her hair was pulled into a tight bun. She was going to dominate me! I could feel it! I was giddy. Jane made no sign that she had seen me. I stood at attention, my hands clasped behind my back. Finally, she looked up.  
 
    “You did well, Kevin. Good job.” 
 
    My face fell. I choked down my disappointment. She had to know I hadn’t mown the lawn: she was so thorough. I looked at her, but she was immersed in her book. 
 
    “You may go.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    Crestfallen, I walked toward the door. At the doorway, I looked back. She was still reading.  
 
    “Kevin?” She spoke without looking up. 
 
    “Yes” 
 
    “Did you want to talk about something?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ma’am?” 
 
    “You seem like you want to talk about something.” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    She put her book down and looked at me. 
 
    “I thought maybe you wanted to talk about how you didn’t mow the lawn.” 
 
    I stood very still. She let the tension build. 
 
    “Come here, around the desk.” 
 
    I walked slowly, carefully toward her. 
 
    “Here. To my right.” 
 
    “I told you that if you acted like a child you’d be punished like a child. I see that wasn’t enough to get you to behave. So now you get punished.” She waited. 
 
    “Pull your pants down.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She didn’t repeat herself. She just stared at me. I felt like I was at the top of a rollercoaster, right before a huge drop. 
 
    My hands were shaking. Part of me couldn’t believe this was happening. I was afraid that any sudden movement would break the spell and I’d wake up alone in a shitty room at the Crestview and realize this had all been a dream.  
 
    I undid my belt and slid my pants down to my ankles. 
 
    “Underwear, too.” 
 
    I slid down my underwear. My erection raged with the power of a thousand suns.  
 
    “Lean forward over my lap.” 
 
    I didn’t move. I wasn’t sure I had control of my body enough to get myself over her lap.  
 
    “Kevin. Right now.” 
 
    I placed myself over her knees so that my cock fell between her thighs. She held me around the waist and moved me up toward her waist. Everything started to go fuzzy around the corners of my vision and I thought I might pass out. I realized I hadn’t been breathing. Jane put her left hand on the small of my back.  
 
    “You may cry out, but don’t move off of me or I’ll start at the beginning and you’ll get twice as many.” 
 
    She spanked me. Hard. Alternating cheeks. First the left, then the right. I hadn’t been spanked since I was a little kid, and I was shocked at how much it hurt. But the pain was secondary. My brain was on overload, and all I could see was the picture in my mind of what it looked like: me over Jane’s lap. Her hand rising and falling. The stern look on her face. Was she as turned on as I was? My erection was pulsing between her legs. I was glad it wasn’t pushing against her thighs or I would have cum. 
 
    She didn’t speak. She just kept up a steady pace as the blows continued. At 20, she stopped alternating and stayed on my right cheek, hitting the same spot for 7, 8, 9, 10 blows in a row. I was bucking and trying to keep from twisting away. I didn’t want to cry out, but I started grunting as she neared the end. Then it was over.  
 
    “On your knees, face me.” 
 
    I quickly got to my knees between her feet. My erection was pulsing up and down. 
 
    “Hands behind your head.” 
 
    She reached down and held my chin tightly. 
 
    “This was light punishment. The next time will be much worse.” 
 
    I tried to say something, but the words got caught. I cleared my throat and in a whisper thanked her. I started to stand. 
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    I froze.  
 
    “Did I say you could stand? Get back on your knees. You can move when I tell you.” 
 
    “Sorry Ma’am.” 
 
    Jane looked me over. She took my shirt and pulled it off of me. She didn’t say anything. I kept my arms behind my head. Everything was moving so fast. Jane had an expectant look on her face, but I didn’t know what to do. I searched her eyes, and she nodded at her boots. I leaned forward and kissed each one.  
 
    When I straightened up, Jane put the tip of her boot against my balls. With the top of her foot, she made my penis bob up and down. A string of precum stuck to her boot.  
 
    “You know what to do.” 
 
    I did. I leaned forward and licked it off.  
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    Jane turned toward her desk, picked up her book and started reading.  
 
     
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 8 
 
    I waited. Jane read.  
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    She ignored me. I knew better than to ask again. I don’t know how much time went by. It felt like both four hours and one minute. Jane finally closed her book and looked at me. 
 
    “In the closet is a spanking bench. Place it in the open area of the room.” 
 
    I hustled to the closet and saw it immediately. It was a padded, purple bench with two thinner, lower benches on either side. There were nylon straps and eye-bolts attached to the legs at the front and back. I placed it in the middle of the empty area in the office.  
 
    Jane got up and walked toward me. As she did, she reached back with one hand and pulled her hair out of its bun. Her hair fell over her shoulders. She looked so beautiful. I couldn’t have stopped staring at her for anything. She guided me to the back end of the bench and gently pushed me forward. She fastened the straps around my lower and upper back. The feel of the nylon tight against my skin was so erotic I thought I might faint. 
 
    “Put your knees up.” 
 
    She fastened my calves to the side benches, then my wrists to the legs. She walked to the back of the bench, trailing her hand over my back, down to my butt.  
 
    “You were dishonest with me, Kevin. You purposefully didn’t mow the lawn this week just so you’d get punished.” 
 
    I didn’t see any point in denying it. 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Did you like your earlier punishment?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “That’s because it wasn’t really punishment. A few light spanks across my knee is more pleasure than anything else.”  
 
    I didn’t know what to say. They hadn’t felt like light spanks. 
 
    “I’m going to give you a slightly more serious punishment. You won’t like it now, but I imagine you’ll masturbate thinking about it like you did your lecture last week.” 
 
    I was in way over my head. I had no idea what to say. I figured I might as well be honest. 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “How many times have you masturbated thinking about me.” 
 
    “A lot, Ma’am.” 
 
    Jane walked to the closet. She pulled out a riding crop and a thin cane. 
 
    “You don’t have classes on Fridays, correct.” 
 
    “That’s correct, Ma’am, but I work.” 
 
    “At what time?” 
 
    “It depends, but I can start as late as 1pm." 
 
    “On Fridays, you clean the entire house with the exception of upstairs. You’ll vacuum in here and sweep and mop out there. You’ll dust everywhere. Clean the windows both inside and out. When you clean the kitchen, clean the refrigerator once a week and all the drawers and cabinets every two weeks.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “In addition, no more secret masturbating in your room. If you want to masturbate, you ask. All of your masturbating will be supervised from now on.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” My dick, which had started to lose it’s erection, got hard again. 
 
    “If you disobey me, there will be real consequences.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    Jane picked up the crop. She walked in front of me and held the tip to my lips.  
 
    “Kiss it.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    She walked behind me.  
 
     
 
    WHAP!  
 
     
 
    “AAAHHHHH!”  
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    Whoa! The crop hurt a lot more than her spankings. Maybe that had been light punishment. 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “OW! Please, Mistress! Please! It hurts!” 
 
      
 
    Jane stopped and came around to the front. With the tip of the crop she lifted my chin.  
 
    “You have seven more coming.” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP!  
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    I almost told her that that was eight, but I realized just in time that correcting her would almost certainly earn me more punishment. I heard her put the crop down on her desk. She walked back to me and held the back of my neck.  
 
    “What are your new chores?” 
 
    “I clean the whole house, except for upstairs, every Friday. I clean the windows inside and out. I clean the refrigerator once a week and the cabinets and drawers every other week. And I dust everywhere.” 
 
    “And your new rules?” 
 
    “No masturbation in private.” 
 
    “You need my permission to masturbate.” 
 
    “I need your permission to masturbate.” 
 
    “I know this sounds fun now, but you’ll be temped to break it when I’m not around. If you do that, you’ll regret it.”  
 
    She moved around to the back of the horse, running her fingertips slowly down my back and thighs. I breathed in quickly. 
 
    “Breathe.” 
 
    She took my balls in her palm. She lifted them up and then down, as if weighing them.  
 
    “Have you masturbated today?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “Yesterday.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “How many times?” 
 
    “Just once.” 
 
      
 
    Jane waited a second, then squeezed my balls, hard. 
 
    “AAAHHHHH!” 
 
    “How do you address me?” 
 
    “Ma’am! I masturbated once yesterday, Ma’am.” 
 
     
 
    She came around in front of me, grabbing the cane as she did. 
 
    “This is a cane. It’s for severe punishment. If you disobey me about masturbating, or don’t do your chores, you’ll be punished with the cane. I’m going to give you four swats. I think that will be enough.” 
 
    She walked behind me. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    “AAHHH. OWWW! Oh my God! Oh my God!” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe how much it hurt! The spankings were erotic. The crop was painful and erotic. The cane was pure pain. 
 
      
 
    CRACK!  
 
      
 
    “OH GOD! Please Ma’am! Please! No more!” 
 
      
 
    I thrashed against my bonds. I would have jumped out of the room if the straps hadn’t held me tight. I’d played football. I’d wrestled. I’d gotten punched in the face, but nothing had ever hurt like that cane. She put the cane down and came around to hold my face in her hands. 
 
      
 
    “Breathe. Are you ok?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am. I’m sorry. It just hurt so much.” 
 
    “It’s ok. We’ll go over safe words in a moment. Do you think you can take two more?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.”  
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Any thoughts I’d had about purposefully not doing my chores disappeared. My boner had completely deflated. This was no joke. This was real punishment.  
 
      
 
    “Be careful standing up. Hold on to the bench.” 
 
      
 
    Jane unstrapped me from the bench and helped me slowly to my feet. I felt a little woozy and strangely good. I’d later learn that my brain was sending endorphins to my body to deal with the pain. When my head cleared, I sank to my knees and kissed Jane’s feet.  
 
      
 
    “If you betray my trust, or disobey me, you get the cane. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    “Up.” 
 
      
 
    She ran her fingers through my hair.  
 
     
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “May I masturbate?” 
 
     
 
    She thought about it. 
 
      
 
    “What will you do for me?” 
 
      
 
    This caught me by surprise. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Then no.” 
 
    “I can give you a massage.” 
 
    “So you can paw my body and then masturbate. No.” 
 
    “A foot massage?” 
 
      
 
    She thought about it. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll allow you to give me a foot massage.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Crawl over to the couch and put your forehead on the floor while I get some lotion.” 
 
    I crawled over and pressed my forehead to the floor. I heard Jane walk out of the study and up the stairs. This was, without a doubt, the greatest day of my life.  
 
      
 
    “Up.” 
 
    Jane handed me the lotion and sat on the couch. She lifted her left foot and I slowly pulled off her boot. I repeated the process with the right.  
 
    “Kiss it.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    “Now lick the sole.” 
 
    I brought her foot to my face as if it were the most precious thing in the whole world. Her feet were sweaty, and I licked every inch of them.  
 
    “Start massaging.” 
 
    I’d researched foot massage for Jen in an early effort to bring out her dominant side. Afterwards, I’d asked if she liked it and in a lifeless tone she said it was fine. Needless to say, there wasn’t a second foot massage. But Jane was different; she made encouraging sounds and directed me where to press and when to use more pressure. My erection, which had been in hiding since the caning started, came back with a fury.   
 
      
 
    “Go behind the desk and get your underwear. Then come back and kneel at my feet.” 
 
    I was back in no time. 
 
    “Turn your underwear inside out. Good. You can masturbate, but there are two rules. First, you must ask me for permission to cum. When I grant it, cum into the crotch of your underwear. Second, you must keep eye contact with me the entire time.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “You may begin.” 
 
      
 
    I started. I knew I would pop in under a minute if I weren’t careful, so I kept my grip light. Jane sat with one knee over the other and her forearm resting on her raised thigh. She looked slightly amused. 
 
      
 
    “I knew what you were the moment you showed up.” 
 
    “How, Ma’am?” 
 
    “The way you looked at me. I know that look.” 
 
      
 
    I thought about how to respond to that. I decided again that honesty was the only way to go.  
 
      
 
    “I was taken the moment I laid eyes on you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I know. You submissive boys always fall for me.” 
 
    “I- Well, I don’t really think of myself as submissive, Ma’am.”  
 
    Jane laughed. When I didn’t join her she stopped. 
 
    “Stop masturbating.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Tell me everything that happened since you came into this study.” 
 
    “We had our review, and at first I was excited because I knew that you knew that-” 
 
    “Skip the commentary. Just tell me what happened.” 
 
    “You told me everything was fine. Then asked if I wanted to talk about the lawn. Then you told me to take off my clothes.” 
 
    “Which you did.” 
 
    “Which I did. Then you spanked me.” 
 
    “Which you accepted.” 
 
    “Which I accepted. Then I kissed your feet. Then I got the spanking bench out of the closet.” 
 
    “You forgot something.” 
 
    “I did?” 
 
    “Yes. And start masturbating again.” 
 
    I began masturbating. It felt amazing. 
 
    “Oh, you put your foot against my…my dick, and some…” 
 
    “I got some of your precum on my boot. And what did you do?” 
 
    I flushed red. 
 
    “I licked it off.” 
 
    “Did you argue with me when I told you to lick it off my boot?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “No, you didn’t.” 
 
    “Then I got the spanking bench from the closet and got on it. And then you strapped me down and spanked me with the crop, which hurt, and the cane, which really hurt.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “Then I got some lotion-” 
 
    “Then you asked me for permission to masturbate, and promised me a foot rub if I said yes. Now you’re masturbating into your underwear and waiting for my permission to cum.” 
 
    A wave of pleasure shot through my body. Everything tingled with pleasure. I stared into Jane’s eyes. I couldn’t take it. 
 
    “Please, Mistress! Please may I cum!” 
 
    “Beg me.” 
 
    “PLEASE!! PLEASE may I cum. Please! Oh God!” 
 
    “Cum into your underwear. Cum now!” 
 
    “OH MY GOD! OH OHHHHH  fuuuuuuuuuuck! Oh God!” 
 
    It was the best orgasm I’d ever had. I was shaking and bucking like a porn star. Jane laughed. When I was done I looked at the floor.  
 
      
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    I felt ashamed. How could I have done all that? 
 
    “I know it feels different now that you came. Put your underwear on. First turn them right side in. Then stand facing the corner. I’ll let you know when you can move.” 
 
    I looked at the underwear in my hand. The crotch was covered in cum.  
 
    “You can put them on or I can put them in your mouth. You pick.” 
 
      
 
    I put them on. It felt disgusting. I walked to the corner. I felt a swirl of conflicting emotions: disbelief, euphoria, shame. I was really grateful I didn’t have to look at Jane. It was boring standing there, but it let me get over my embarrassment quicker. I realized that was probably why she was making me do it. After about ten minutes, she called me and I knelt between her feet. She looked majestic. I imagined spending the rest of my life with her. 
 
    “I want to be clear about something. You called me mistress while you were masturbating.” 
 
    “I did Ma’am?” 
 
    “You did. I’m not your mistress. Keep addressing me as Ma’am. And just so we’re clear, this isn’t romantic. You may be fantasizing about that, but it’s not going to happen.” 
 
    I looked down at the floor. How did she know that? 
 
    “That said, you may continue to serve me for now, but you must do what I say without question. Can you do that, Kevin?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Then we can have fun and I can teach you how to be a better submissive. I know you don’t think of yourself as submissive, but that’s clearly ridiculous, isn’t it?” 
 
    “I, I don’t know, Ma’am.” 
 
    “How in the world was I able to get your clothes off while you resisted?” 
 
    I started at her feet. 
 
    “And how strong I must be to have held you down and tied you to the spanking bench. You were helpless to resist.” 
 
    “I just think of submissive as meaning something else.” 
 
    She leaned forward and rubbed my cheek. 
 
    “Listen to me, Kevin. This is the most important thing I’m going to tell you. There’s nothing wrong with what you want.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Lots of men want this, powerful, successful men. You’re a sexual submissive. It doesn’t mean you’re weak.” 
 
    “I don’t think I’m weak.” 
 
    She looked at me like she knew better, which she obviously did. 
 
    “It takes courage for a man to serve a dominant woman, not weakness. Remember that.” 
 
    Her words were everything I’d needed to hear for the last fourteen years. The urge to hold her was almost impossible to resist. I moved forward and put my head on her thigh. She stroked my hair. 
 
    “If you’re ashamed of who you are, you’ll kill yourself with hatred, and you’ll spend your life miserable and alone. I’ve seen it, men who were never able to get past their own shame. Your fetish is a gift. It allows you to reach great heights of passion and pleasure, but you must accept who you are and love it.”  
 
    How long had I wished I were different? How many times had I been disgusted with myself for wanting what I wanted? I did think I was weak. And there were days I’d hated myself. Hearing that there were powerful men who felt the same way I did made me feel like maybe I wasn’t so broken. God! I just…I just… 
 
    I started to cry. It surprised me at first, the feelings started in my chest and just overwhelmed me and I couldn’t hold them in. I kept my face pressed against her leg as I sobbed.  
 
    Jane didn’t say anything. She didn’t seem put off by my crying or impatient for it to stop. She just stroked my head and neck until I finally calmed down.  
 
    I felt weird. Better. Like all the pressure had been released. Part of me felt like I should be embarrassed, but Jane made it seem ok. I couldn’t believe that I just done that. I hadn’t cried since I was eleven. 
 
      
 
    “Come. I’ll make you some tea. You’ve had a big night, and tomorrow you have a lot of work to do, and a lawn to mow.”  
 
    Jane and I sat together drinking tea. We didn’t talk, which was good. I had so many thoughts going through my head and I wasn’t ready to talk about them yet. When we were finished our tea, I took the cups to the sink and washed them. 
 
    “It’s time for you to go to bed, Kevin.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 9 
 
    The next morning I brought Jane coffee in the study. The spanking bench was still there, reminding me of the pleasures and pain of the night before. Jane didn’t look up or acknowledge me as I put down her coffee. But as I was leaving she called me back to her. 
 
    “You remember the rule about masturbating?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Tonight we begin our lessons.” 
 
    “Lessons?” 
 
    “I’m going to teach you how to serve a dominant woman. Or do you think you know that already?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “After classes, you’re to come straight home and come to the study.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. Just so you know, I have something tonight at 8pm.” 
 
    “You’ll have to call and cancel.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She looked at me sternly. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ma’am. I feel bad about cancelling last minute. It’s dancing, and this woman, Cindy, you know her. She goes out of her way to teach me, and I don’t want to let her down.”  
 
    “In that case, we’ll have a short first lesson; then you can go dancing.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “In exchange, however, you forfeit your right to cum today.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” That didn’t seem fair, but I wasn’t going to argue. This was going to be difficult. I’d been desperate to masturbate that morning. But there was no way I was going to disobey Jane. This was my deepest fantasy coming true, and I would do whatever she said to keep it going. 
 
      
 
    Classes went by in a daze. I kept thinking about everything that had happened the night before and everything that would happen going forward.  My dick kept getting hard. I felt like a 7th grader hiding my erection behind my books. I was afraid to meet anyone’s eyes. A part of me thought that everyone knew exactly what had happened the night before. It was a ridiculous thought, but I couldn’t shake it. 
 
    Finally my classes ended and I raced home. Jane was at her desk, going over some papers. I stood in front of the desk. She ignored me. I waited. 
 
    “Do you think that’s an appropriate way to greet me?” She spoke without looking up. 
 
    “Sorry Ma’am.” 
 
    I started to move around her desk, but she held up a hand to stop me.  
 
    “Clothes off. For training sessions, you wait for me naked, on your knees, staring at the floor, right here.” She pointed to a spot a few feet from her chair.  
 
    I took my clothes off. I knelt where she pointed and stared at the floor.  
 
      
 
    And I waited.  
 
    And waited.  
 
    And waited.  
 
    I don’t know for how long, but long enough to get that the first lesson was that I served at her convenience, not the other way around.  
 
    “Feet.” 
 
    Jane pushed her chair back. 
 
    “One kiss, each foot.” 
 
    I did so. 
 
    “Did I say you could look at me?” 
 
    “Sorry Ma’am.” I looked back at the floor.  
 
    “This is how our sessions begin. You kiss my feet, then wait in the required position until I say ‘up,’ at which point you sit up on your heels. Up.” 
 
    I sat up.  
 
    “Have you heard of the game Go?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am, the Japanese game where you try to capture your opponent’s pieces.” 
 
    “Do you remember the tag line?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “You may be too young for it. It was ‘seconds to learn, a lifetime to master.’ The first lesson of BDSM has the same tagline. You’ll understand it quickly, but it will take a long time for you to master. Repeat after me: ‘submission is about pleasing my dominant, not myself.’”  
 
    “Submission is about pleasing my dominant, not myself.” 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    “Submission is about pleasing my dominant, not myself.” 
 
    “You’ve probably learned everything you know about BDSM from watching porn. If that’s what you think this will be like, you’re going to be disappointed. Most femdom porn is made by males for males; it’s not real submission. For instance, when did I start dominating you?” 
 
    “Last night, Ma’am.” 
 
    “No. I began dominating you the moment we met.” 
 
    I thought about that. She’d been stern with me, but that seemed like it was just her personality. 
 
    “I gave you orders and you followed them.” 
 
    “You’re my landlady, Ma’am.” 
 
    “If I were male, would you have acted differently?” 
 
    I frowned. She had me.   
 
    “Domination is not just leather boots and over-the-knee spankings. It’s a relationship, and it’s fluid. It’s not just what we do when we play, but how we interact, how you address me and think about me, and I you. It demands trust and maturity. You’re mature for you age, Kevin, but you’re not mature, and you have a lot to learn about service. I will be patient at the beginning, but my patience has a limit. If you don’t like something we’re doing or think an interaction isn’t going the way you want, examine whether you’re thinking of your pleasure or mine.”  
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    She handed me a stapled pack of papers. At the top of the first page, it read ‘BDSM Checklist.’ Beneath it was a table with four columns. The first column was labeled ‘activity’ and below it were things like ‘corporal punishment,’ ‘mouthsoaping,’ and ‘serving multiple dommes.’ The second column said ‘Experience Y/N.’ The third column said ‘interest level 0-5’ and the fourth just said ‘comments.’ The list was four pages long. 
 
      
 
    “Fill this out. I assume that last night was your first real experience with BDSM.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “I don’t expect you to know your interest level for many of these activities. You’re not deciding now for the rest of your life, but I need to know your hard limits. If something seems like it could be enjoyable, but you have no idea whether it will be, give it a 3. If something scares you and you wouldn’t choose to do it, but you’re willing to try it because you trust me, give it a 1. If it’s an absolute hard limit, give it a 0. Make all necessary comments.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you know what a safeword is?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    She looked at me. 
 
    “It’s a word I can use when things get too intense, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes. Your safeword when things are getting too intense, but you don’t need to stop, is ‘yellow.’ When you say it, I’ll pull back and make sure everything is ok. Your safeword when something has gone too far and the scene needs to stop is ‘red.’ This immediately ends the scene. I won’t ever be upset with you for using your safewords. Is that clear?”  
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good. Take this.” She handed me a thumb drive. “Watch the three videos on here marked Lesson 1, Intro to Femdom. Write a report for each video. Did you like it? Is this the type of relationship you’d like to have? What turned you on? What turned you off? Be thorough or I’ll punish you and make you redo them. Clear?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.”  
 
    “When do you have to leave for dance?” 
 
    “A couple hours, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Fill out the checklist now. Bring it to me when you’re done.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Do not put on clothes until I tell you.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “When you come back here, how will you greet me?” 
 
    “I’ll kiss your feet, then I’ll wait on my knees while staring at the floor until you instruct me otherwise.” 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    I stood about a foot in front of her, my hard dick pointing in her direction. Jane looked down at my penis. I prayed that she would start masturbating me.  
 
    “Go do your work, Kevin.” 
 
    She turned back to her desk. I hurried to my room to fill out the checklist. Sitting at my desk, I realized how difficult it would be to keep from masturbating. I’d gotten into the habit of jerking off whenever the need became urgent, which was several times a day. Going cold turkey like this was really difficult. My dick kept poking up, wondering what the hold up was. I kept refocusing on the checklist, but then I’d read something that would turn me on and I’d think about Jane doing it to me, and then I’d want to masturbate and reach for my dick before catching myself. Then I’d refocus on the checklist, but then I’d read something that turned me on… 
 
    The checklist itself was exhausting. Some things were an obvious no, such as servicing a real cock and exhibitionism. No way was I doing either of those things. Others were a clear yes, and I just had to pick the interest level, such as spanking (obviously), pussy worship (double obviously), vibrator on genitals. But there were a lot of things that sounded challenging and I wasn’t sure I wanted to do them, but that I didn’t want to shut out entirely. Part of the thrill of serving a domme was being forced to do things I didn’t want to do, or at least didn’t want to admit I wanted to do. I also didn’t want to mark too many things as hard limits, and I was super horny, which made almost everything seem like a good idea. I didn’t think I could eat my own cum or suck on a dildo, though. I marked them both 0’s. 
 
    When I was finished, I went over the list again and thought about what Jane had said about BDSM being for the domme and not for the submissive. I changed cum eating and dildo sucking to 1’s, but in the comments I wrote that I wasn’t ready to do them yet. 
 
    I knelt at Jane’s feet while she read my responses. When she was finished, she dismissed me. I thought she would say something or tell me what she liked or thought we would do, but she just turned back to her desk and told me I could go. I got dressed and headed to dance practice. 
 
      
 
    I was happy to see Cindy. Everything with Jane was so intense. I wanted her desperately, but I was afraid of pushing her away. I had no idea how to act. With Cindy, things were calm and easy. I knew what to do, and if I didn’t, Cindy would just tell me, because she always, always knew exactly what everyone should do at all times. That she expected me to do it immediately and without argument was less awesome. But being a know-it-all was just who Cindy was, and honestly it was kind of endearing at times. Today she looked really good. Her hair had gotten longer, and she wore it in a pony-tail, but with some strands hanging down and framing her face. I had no idea how women got their hair to do that but it looked really good. She wore a tight white t-shirt and her pink sweatpants, which clung to her, and made her ass look even better than normal. A couple times I felt myself getting excited, especially as we practiced dips and I felt her hand pressing into my back.  
 
    Afterwards, I told Cindy that I couldn’t stay long for dinner because I had a lot of homework to do. This was mostly true; it’s just that the homework was watching femdom films for Jane.  
 
    “Is something up?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes, really.” 
 
    Cindy gave me a long look. I knew she wasn’t going to let it go. 
 
    “Yes it is. What’s going on? You’ve been acting really suspicious. Oh my God! You’re seeing someone!”  
 
    She gave me her triumphant-I-can’t-help-but-be-right-all-the-time look, not to be confused with her don’t-be-angry-just-because-I’m-right-and-you’re-wrong look or her of-course-I’m-right-I’m-always-right look. Prolonged exposure had helped me learn the subtle differences.  
 
    “I’m not.” 
 
    “Of course you are. I can tell. You like her, too. Is it another older woman? Is she educating you in the ways of looooove?” She started giggling.  
 
    “Laugh it up, funny girl.” 
 
    “Oh Ke-veen” she put on a thick French accent. “ew arr so awe-sum. I can not keep my French ands off of vou!”  
 
    I scowled. Cindy pouted at me. 
 
    “Oh please. Do you really think you’re hard to read? I can see right through you.” 
 
    “Since I know you won’t shut up until I admit it. Yes, I met someone and I like her, and she’s a little older and I don’t want to talk about it because it’s still up in the air and I don’t want to jinx it.” 
 
    Cindy rolled her eyes.  
 
    “Fine. We don’t have to talk about it.” She picked up her plate from the table and stood up. Then she walked around and grabbed mine. “But just because she’s older doesn’t mean you have to do everything she says.” 
 
    “Thanks.” If Cindy only knew.  
 
    “With me on the other hand…” She kissed me on the top of the head and walked to the sink.  
 
      
 
    When I got home, I sat at my desk and watched the first video on Jane’s thumb drive. It took place in a dungeon. A man was bound face up to a table and a busty dominatrix dressed in latex stood over him. She stroked his erection, then leaned over to tease his nipples, her thick black hair falling onto his chest. It was really hot, and I absentmindedly stroked my dick before remembering the rules. I put my hands on my desk. The dominatrix climbed up on the table; her pussy was exposed. She straddled his face and rubbed her pussy on him while he moaned. She teased his dick, his balls, and his asshole before finally grabbing his dick and stroking it hard. She counted down from 10 and he came on command.  
 
    It was really hot, so I wrote a paper about what turned me on, which was everything. Yes, that was the type of relationship I’d like to have.  
 
      
 
    The next video not so much. The woman was vicious, and she really seemed to hate the guy she was torturing. She kept calling him a loser as she whipped him. He sniveled and begged her to stop and she laughed at him in a really upsetting way. She was really whipping him! His back was covered with red stripes and he was crying. It was awful! Honestly, I only watched about a minute of it at regular speed and then the rest of it on fast-forward. A little later a big dude came in and fucked the woman doggy-style while the other guy watched. Then she put him in a cage and left with the big dude. The whole thing was a turn off.  
 
      
 
    The last video was a man pampering a woman while she was in the bath. He washed her back and shaved her legs. Afterward, he dried her off and brushed her hair. He then stood by the bed while she read. Every once in a while he got her a water or a cup of tea or some chocolate. It was boring. Later on, he went down on her. She sat on the edge of the bed while he was on his knees. Her hands were in his hair. I jotted down a note that this position was particularly erotic. Afterward, she turned over and he worshiped her ass. Then he lay on his back and she stroked his dick for maybe 30 seconds. Then she just stopped. She turned over and went to sleep without letting him cum.  
 
    Honestly, I thought it was boring. I wrote that it was a nice relationship, but that I’d want a little more attention. Then I remembered what Jane had told me about domination not being about me and knew that the term “a little more attention” would not be received positively. I rewrote it and talked about how I thought it was excellent.  
 
      
 
    The next morning I served Jane her coffee and placed my reports on her desk. Then I kissed her feet and waited in position while she read. 
 
    “Up.” 
 
    I sat on my heels.  
 
    “You really liked this first video, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you know who made this video?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “Men did. Do you know who it’s for?” 
 
    “Men?” 
 
    “Yes. That scene is a male fantasy of domination. The woman looks perfect: long lustrous hair, big tits, small waist.” I was going to tell Jane that she looked perfect and had great hair and big tits, but I didn’t think it would go over well. 
 
    “That’s a woman serving a man, doing what he wants to please him. What did I tell you was the first rule?” 
 
    “Submission is about pleasing my dominant, not myself.” 
 
    “Was this man pleasing his dominant?” 
 
    “It looked like he was.” 
 
    “But you’re not so stupid to think porn is real?” 
 
    “Of course not!” I realized then that I had thought it was real. I knew regular porn wasn’t real: obviously people don’t just drive a bus into a beach town, pick up some hot young girl, and get a blowjob. But when I watched femdom porn, I thought it was what dominant women wanted.  
 
    “There’s pleasure in teasing a man, but on my terms, not his. And I’m not squeezing myself into an uncomfortable outfit with my vagina exposed.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “You didn’t like the second film?” 
 
    “No Ma’am. I want a relationship with a dominant woman who loves me. Not someone who hates my guts. It was really upsetting, actually.” 
 
    She reached forward and rubbed my cheek. 
 
    “You’re a sensitive boy, I can tell. This was not a realistic film, either. Some men want humiliation, and some may claim they want this, but you would not survive it. Take this as a warning.” 
 
    “A warning, Ma’am?” 
 
    “I’ve seen a lot of boys who are desperate like you, and it makes you vulnerable.”  
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “I don’t think I’m desperate.” 
 
    “For a dominant woman, yes: you’re desperate. I could have done a lot more to you last night and you would have taken it.” 
 
    She stared at me. I wanted to tell her she was wrong, but she wasn’t.  
 
    “Don’t sulk. Like I said, many boys are like you. It’s not easy to find a dominant woman, and so you’re less careful. That makes you susceptible to unethical women. Not every woman who claims to be dominant is. Some see it as a way to take advantage of someone. Most will just take your money, but some really hate men, because they were abused or hurt by men, and they want to hurt back. Don’t put yourself in that position. Be careful; find someone you trust. Otherwise, you’re going to be taken advantage of.”  
 
    “I’ll be careful.” 
 
    “Were you careful with me last night? You let me tie you to the bench. How well do you know me?” 
 
    “I know you a little! We live in the same house.” 
 
    “Have I ever been married? Have I ever been arrested or charged with a crime? Am I on any medication?” 
 
    I looked at the floor. 
 
    “You do know me a little, and I think you trusted your instincts. But be careful. Men don’t think when they want sex. I’ve seen it end badly.” 
 
    “Were you a professional dominatrix, Ma’am?” 
 
    She ignored my question. 
 
    “I see you liked the third video.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “You don’t mind that the man wasn’t allowed release. I’ll remember that.” 
 
    “Wait, I mean, I thought there was something erotic about it, but it’s not, you know, something I want all the time.” 
 
    She gave me a sideways look. 
 
    “I wanted to cum last night, but looking back, it was hot that you didn’t let me.” I wondered how badly I’d regret what I just said.  
 
    “The third video is real submission. It’s a man serving a dominant female and making her life better. It’s not a man who expects his woman to look perfect all the time or that life will be a non-stop orgy of beatings and handjobs. I’m glad that you liked this one. I don’t think you were totally honest with me about it, though, and that you told me a little of what you thought I wanted to hear. Is that true?” 
 
    No point in denying it. 
 
    “Yes Ma’am. A little.” 
 
    “Tell me the truth.” 
 
    “It’s hot that he’s serving her, Ma’am. It seemed like it would be a little boring at times. But I could see myself doing that. And yeah, I do want to cum.” 
 
    “Do you think you deserve to cum now after being dishonest with me?” 
 
    “I don’t know if I would call it dishonest, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You weren’t forthcoming with me because you thought it would get you on my good side. That’s not submission. That’s you trying to manipulate me into giving you what you want.” 
 
    She made it sound a lot more devious than it actually was. 
 
    “This isn’t just a BDSM issue, Kevin. It’s a relationship issue. If you create a fake persona you think is more attractive, you’re going to have to live that fake persona. And it gets harder and harder the longer it goes on, until it’s completely unbearable and you can’t fake it anymore. And the person you’re with is left wondering why you’ve changed.” 
 
    What she said perfectly described every relationship I’d ever had.  
 
    “You’re right, Ma’am.” 
 
    She looked at me, expectantly. I suddenly got the message and leaned forward and kissed her feet. 
 
    “I’m sorry I wasn’t completely honest with you, Ma’am. I know I have a lot to learn, and I thought…well, I just have a lot to learn.” 
 
    “I’m glad, but what should we do about this lying?” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say. Jane kept looking at me and I got more and more uncomfortable. I thought a spanking was appropriate, but I did not want the cane.  
 
    “I don’t know, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You lied to me like a child, Kevin.” 
 
    “You could- you could spank me with your hand.” 
 
    “I could also get the cane.” 
 
    My eyes went wide and Jane smiled. She leaned forward and held my chin.  
 
    “The cane is for more serious offenses. I won’t give it to you now. But if you lie to me again, you get the cane.” 
 
    She patted her thighs. 
 
    “Come, over my knees.” 
 
    I could barely suppress my smile as I placed myself over Jane’s knees. She adjusted me slightly, then took my outside arm and brought it up behind my back, not high enough that it hurt, but high enough so that my movement was restricted. She began to slowly rub my butt. A feeling of warmth and contentment came over me and I let my body sink into hers. I’d dreamt about this for so long, and here it was, with a beautiful and sophisticated woman.  
 
    The spanking started lightly. 
 
    whap. whap. whap. whap. whap. whap. whap. whap. whap. whap. 
 
      
 
    I loved the feeling of my body against hers.  
 
    WHAP!  
 
    I tensed up. That last one was hard. Jane rubbed me.  
 
    WHAP!  
 
    I gasped. That one hurt. Again, she rubbed the spot she’d just hit.  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
    More rubbing.  
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    Jane continued, two hard spanks, then soft rubbing. I tried to relax and accept what was coming. She increased the tempo. 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
    I squirmed, but Jane held tightly to my arm. 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!  
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
    “Ow, please Ma’am! Please! It hurts!” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m sorry for lying!” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
    “Get down on your knees.” 
 
    I quickly got to my knees. My ass was burning! This wasn’t at all like my fantasies. Jane seemed really angry, and I wasn’t sure what had happened between our talk and right now. I kissed her feet and thanked her.  
 
    “Up.” 
 
    She grabbed my chin and held it tightly.  
 
    “Don’t ever lie to me again! I’m not some college girl!” 
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I was just trying to show you that I learned the first lesson! That submission was ab-“ 
 
      
 
    SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “Go stand in the corner. Hands behind your back.” 
 
    I stood in the corner for about 15 minutes. As I calmed down, I tried to imagine what Jane was thinking. The spanking was extreme for just a small lie. And she slapped me! Was she really made at me, or was this a lesson? 
 
    Jane called me back to her. I kissed her feet and thanked her for disciplining me. I was hoping that I’d get to masturbate, but that seemed out of the question now. I had a little time before class, so I dusted the living room and the study while Jane read. I wondered if she’d call me back to her and tell me everything was ok. I snuck a few looks at her while I worked but she ignored me.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 10 
 
    Classes were fine that day, though my butt hurt and I felt bad for having upset Jane. This was my one shot at a relationship with a dominant woman, and I’d somehow gotten her angry with me. Or maybe this was part of training? It was amazing how different this was from dating a vanilla woman. With vanilla women, I knew how to act, and I never worried too much if they liked me or not. If they did, great. If not, it was better to know so I could move on to someone else. Maybe I just never really cared. But I cared about Jane, and I didn’t know what to do. Concentrating on class was easier than figuring it out, so I buckled down. After class I studied in the library and made it home by 5pm. Jane was out, so I vacuumed the study and swept and mopped the living room and kitchen. If I kept moving, I could keep my thoughts from circling. I was just finishing cleaning the drawers in the kitchen when Jane came home. I heard her walking around and inspecting my cleaning. She came into the kitchen.  
 
    “Finish what you’re doing and come to the study.” 
 
      
 
    Was I in more trouble? 
 
    Jane was sitting on the couch when I entered. She was wearing a leather skirt that stopped just above her knees and a thin blue sweater. Her hair was down, and I could see smile lines around her eyes and mouth. She looked ravishing. At her feet were a bottle of lotion and the bottle of lube. My spirits soared. I kissed her feet and stared at the floor.  
 
    “Up.” 
 
    Jane held up her foot. I pulled off one boot, then the other. She stood. 
 
    “Take down my stockings. Carefully.” 
 
    My heart started racing. Oh my God, I was going to worship Jane’s pussy! I carefully took down her stockings, folded them as best I could and placed them on the couch next to her.  
 
    “Massage my feet and legs. Stop here.” 
 
    She put the flat of her hand halfway up her thigh.  
 
      
 
    I started with her feet, massaging her heel and sole. I could see doing this every day. I found a little knot in the arch of her left foot and concentrated on it, rubbing hard enough to break up the knot but not hard enough to hurt. Jane rewarded me with a contented sigh. 
 
    I moved slowly up her leg, sneaking a look at her face. She was so unbelievably gorgeous that I felt lucky to touch her at all. Her calves and legs were large, but beautiful, like everything else about her. Slowly, I massaged my way up to the imaginary line. I wondered if this might be a test, and I should move above it. Or maybe I should ask her if it was ok to go higher. She certainly seemed to be enjoying the massage.  
 
    I pictured it: her hand resting softly on the back of my head, guiding my lips to her sex. Her moaning as she came, then laying me on the couch and riding me.  
 
    Suddenly, my thoughts flipped: I pictured touching Jane’s upper thigh, her asking me what I thought I was doing, me stumbling over my answer, her slapping me, then getting up and walking out. Never dominating me again.  
 
    Going above her line was the worst idea I’d ever had! It would be a betrayal of trust and earn something much worse than punishment: banishment! What an idiot I was to even think about it!  
 
    I moved my hands down and worked her calves, just to avoid accidentally straying. I went back to her feet. I made a final circuit from toes to thigh, then began lightening my touch and slowing down my strokes.  
 
    “That was very good, Kevin.” 
 
    I leaned forward and kissed her feet.  
 
    “My pleasure, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Take the bottle of lube and pour some in your hand. Now rub your dick until it gets hard.”  
 
    When my dick was hard, which took no time at all, Jane told me to stop.  
 
    “Would you like to cum tonight?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you think you’ve earned it.” 
 
    I thought about whether this was a trap. 
 
    “I believe so, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I do, as well. But where is it going to go?” 
 
    That was a good question. I looked around. 
 
    “Go into your bedroom and get a pair of underwear.” 
 
    When I returned, Jane had me lay on my back and hold the crotch of my underwear against my penis. She placed her feet on my face, over my mouth and nose.  
 
    “Kiss my feet as you masturbate. I’ll let you know when you can cum.” 
 
      
 
    This wasn’t going to take long. I kissed Jane’s feet as I stroked myself. Immediately I felt tingling through my cock and balls, all the way up to my stomach and chest. It was intense, and I tried to move the pleasure throughout my body, to the top of my head then down and out my fingers. It was insane how good it felt. 
 
    “Stop. And stop kissing.” 
 
    I inhaled her feet. They were just the slightest bit smelly.  
 
    “You may start again.” 
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    Again it didn’t take long to get close to orgasm.  
 
    “Stop. Hands at your sides.” 
 
    Jane stood up and walked to her desk. She returned with two clothespins and put them on my nipples. They hurt a little, but they also felt good. 
 
    “Start again.” 
 
    She put her feet back onto my face. 
 
    “Oh, Ma’am. I’m close.” 
 
    “Tell me what you are, Kevin.” 
 
    “What Ma’am?” 
 
    “Tell me what you are.” 
 
    I blushed. 
 
    “I’m a submissive, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Say it again.” 
 
    “I’m a submissive Ma’am. Oh fuck! Ma’am, may I cum?” 
 
    “Shout it as you cum.” 
 
    “I’M A SUBMISSIVE! I’M A SUBMISSIVE!!!!!!!!!!!!” 
 
    Oh my God it felt good! I shot ropes of semen into my underwear. Waves of pleasure surged through me.  
 
    “Thank you Ma’am. Thank you for letting me cum.” 
 
    I got to my knees and kissed her feet.  
 
    “Stop. Put your underwear on and go stand in the corner.” 
 
    The underwear were wet against my crotch. I didn’t care. I stood in the corner, feeling the sting in my nipples. After 10 minutes, Jane walked over. 
 
    “Turn around.” 
 
    She took the clothespin off of my right nipple. It hurt! Who knew taking a clothespin off would hurt more than putting it on? Jane waited until I’d recovered, then took off the left clothespin. It hurt just as much.  
 
      
 
    Over the next two weeks, I kept Jane’s house spotless. There was joy in cleaning for her, knowing that I was doing it because she’d ordered me to. She also found other ways I could amuse her. She had me stand next to her desk as she worked. I was naked and blindfolded, with a leather collar around my neck and a ball gag in my mouth, my hands handcuffed behind my back. She ignored me. My cock was hard the entire time.  
 
    My chores increased: cleaning Jane’s car, running errands. I cleaned out her garage and organized all her storage. I was happy to do it. I felt like she was testing my worthiness and I was passing.  
 
    I had hoped that we would start a real relationship. I knew there was an age difference, but Jane was everything I wanted in a woman, and I thought she saw a lot of promise in me. And I’d been with older women before. Unfortunately, I had yet to pass some necessary test. Every once in a while I grew impatient and wondered if anything would ever happen. I mean, she wouldn’t be doing all this if she didn’t think we’d be together, would she? I really felt something. That didn’t happen all by itself.  
 
      
 
    Jane was harsh when it came to me masturbating. I was used to at least one orgasm a day, most often two, but Jane kept a tight lock on my cumming. In the beginning, I thought I’d get to masturbate every other day, but that never happened. She would often call me to her study and ask me if I thought I deserved an orgasm. I would usually say yes, but then she’d bring up something I’d done wrong, or a lack of enthusiasm I’d had when carrying out one of her orders, and after a few minutes of conversation I’d somehow feel guilty, like I’d done something wrong and was now trying to trick her into rewarding me. 
 
    “Tell me, slave. Do you think you deserve to cum tonight?” 
 
    “I believe so, Ma’am?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I did all my chores, Ma’am. I even ran to the grocery store for you today when you needed more eggs and vegetables.” 
 
    “So doing what I ask deserves a special reward?” 
 
    “No Ma’am, I was just mentioning that I’ve done everything you’ve asked.” 
 
    “You don’t think I notice?” 
 
    “No, I mean, yes Ma’am, I think you notice. It’s not that, but you asked me-”  
 
    “I asked you whether you thought you deserved to cum, and why. Your response was that you followed your orders. I didn’t know that your orders were voluntary.” 
 
    “No Ma’am! I don’t think that!” 
 
    “You clearly think you deserve a reward for doing what you’re told.”  
 
    “I’m sorry if it came across that way, Ma’am.” 
 
    “So you don’t deserve a reward for just doing what you’re told?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes you do. Do you deserve a special reward for just doing what you’re told or not? Do I have to think of special rewards for you every time you do your dishes or don’t pee on my bathroom floor?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure how we got here, but my head was spinning. 
 
    “No Ma’am. I don’t deserve a special reward.” 
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that. I was looking forward to letting you masturbate tonight. Why don’t you rub my feet, instead.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    A few days later, I got home from classes to find Jane in the study.  
 
    “Kevin. Over my knee, now.” 
 
    I didn’t know what I had done wrong. I’d checked that morning that all my chores were done. 
 
    “Ma’am, did I do something wrong?” I knelt and kissed her feet. 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    I stood, and Jane briskly unbuttoned my pants and pushed them down to my ankles. She pulled me over her lap. 
 
    “Do you know why I’m spanking you?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    She began spanking me. Lightly at first, but quickly gaining speed and power.  
 
      
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap!  
 
      
 
    “Guess.” 
 
      
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap!  
 
      
 
    “I forgot to do one of my chores?” 
 
      
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!  
 
      
 
    “No.” 
 
      
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!  
 
      
 
    “I did one of my - ow! - one of my chores but not up to standards.” 
 
      
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!  
 
      
 
    “No.” 
 
      
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!  
 
      
 
    “Unngh! I don’t know. I’ve upset you in some way!” 
 
      
 
    Slap! Slap!  
 
      
 
    “No.” 
 
      
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!  
 
      
 
    “Ow! I don’t know, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!  
 
      
 
    It was almost unbearable, and I squirmed as the blows came down one after another. Finally, she stopped and pushed me to my knees. She took my face in her hands. 
 
    “I’m spanking you because I feel like it.”  
 
    I leaned forward and kissed her boots. 
 
    “Lick them, every inch. Miss a spot and you’re going back over my knee.” 
 
    I was in love. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks later, Jane introduced tease and denial into my life. She had me bring down from the attic a large, flat table with thin padding. It was in sections, and when put together it was just long enough for me to lie on my back. Jane put leather cuffs around my wrists and ankles, then locked me to the four corners of the table. She ran her fingernails lightly over my chest. 
 
    “This is close to your ideal bdsm relationship, isn’t it? I do all the work and you get all the pleasure.” She was referring to the first video I’d watched, which I said I’d liked. I still did, but I wasn’t going to say that. 
 
    “It’s nice that you’re dominating me, Ma’am.” 
 
    “What’s the first rule of submission, Kevin?” 
 
    “Submission is for the dominant’s pleasure, not mine.”  
 
    “Good boy.” She placed a metal clothespin on my right nipple. It was tighter than the normal wooden ones she used. I gasped.  
 
    She flicked my other nipple with her index finger, priming it. She waited for a moment for my fear to build, then placed the clothespin on that one, as well. She rubbed my chest in slow circles, moving down to my stomach. My cock was rock hard.  
 
    “How long has it been since your last orgasm, slave?” 
 
    “Four days, Ma’am.” 
 
    “That’s a long time for a boy, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “You must be desperate.” She trailed one finger down my stomach and then brushed her fingertips over my inner thighs.  
 
    “Yes Ma’am!” 
 
    It felt incredible. I lifted my hips. This was it! The consummation of our relationship!  
 
    Jane traced her hands over my hips. It was happening. It was finally happening! 
 
    “You’re so sensitive.”  
 
    She kept tracing my hips in small circles, getting closer and closer to my cock.  
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am! Thank you.” 
 
    I tried lifting my hips to push my cock against her, but she took her hands away. She grabbed the clothespins and squeezed them harder. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    Jane kept squeezing and watched my cock go from raging hard to mostly hard. Then she stroked my inner thigh softly. I was at full mast in five seconds.  
 
    “How does it feel, to be so close?” 
 
    “Oh Ma’am. Oh my God it feels so good.” 
 
    She ran her finger over my balls.  
 
    I closed my eyes.  
 
    “What would you do for me, so that I keep going?” 
 
    “I would do absolutely anything for you, Ma’am?” 
 
    “Would suck another man’s dick for me?” 
 
    I was tempted to say yes. I so badly wanted her to keep going and stroke me to orgasm that I wanted to agree to anything she said. But I didn’t.  
 
    “I know. That’s a hard limit of yours.” 
 
    She took her finger away. 
 
    “Would you let me fuck you with a dildo?” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “You said you were willing to try it on your checklist.” 
 
    “Oh, Ma’am. I- I don’t know.” 
 
    She wrapped her hand around my cock and gave me two quick pumps.  
 
    “YES! YES Ma’am I would let you fuck me with a dildo, just please keep going!” 
 
    She let me go, then lightly, so I could just barely feel it, rubbed her finger on the top of cock. The friction was so light that I couldn’t get over the hump into orgasm. 
 
    “Oh please Ma’am. Please, you said I could orgasm.” 
 
    “I told you I’d keep going. Not that you’d get an orgasm.” She leaned and brought her lips close to my ear. “Remember that when I’m fucking you with my dildo.” 
 
    She patted my cheek and walked out of the room.  
 
      
 
    The next day I learned what blue balls meant. Your balls don’t actually turn blue, but they ache. A lot! I was afraid all day long that one of my stupid guy friends would tackle me and my scrotum would explode. I don’t know why I thought that: it wasn’t like my guy friends ever just randomly tackled me. But the pain in my balls made me paranoid and super protective. 
 
    That night I told Jane how bad my balls hurt and begged her to let me orgasm. I promised I would make her dinner at least four times that week. She wasn’t interested in that, though. She said not cumming seemed to be good for me. I kissed her feet and begged some more. 
 
    “Up. Enough. I’ll make a deal with you. If you take ten strokes with the cane, you can orgasm.” 
 
    That sounded horrible. The cane brought back memories of intense pain. But at least I would be able to cum.  
 
    “Yes Ma’am.”  
 
    She rubbed her fingers through my hair.  
 
    “I was hoping you’d say that. Come.” 
 
    When I was tied down to the spanking bench, Jane ran her hands slowly down my back and over my butt. She put a bit of lotion on her finger and ran it around my asshole. I tensed.  
 
    “Breathe, slave.” 
 
    She continued to stroke the sides of my asshole. She took her hand away and picked up the cane.  
 
    “You’re a brave boy. I know how much the cane hurts you. And 10 strokes. I thought you would bargain me down. I would have agreed to four.” 
 
      
 
    CRACK!!!! 
 
    “Oh my GOD! OW! OW!” 
 
    “Shhh.” Jane rubbed my back. The pain was so intense.  
 
      
 
    CRACK!! 
 
    “Unnghgh!!” 
 
    Jane laughed.  
 
      
 
    CRACK!!  
 
    “Oh. Oh God!” 
 
      
 
    CRACK!!!  
 
    CRACK!!!! 
 
    “Ow!!!!! YELLOW! YELLOW!” 
 
      
 
    Jane stopped and rubbed my back. 
 
    “Do you want to stop?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” I was panting. “It just hurts so much. I just need a second.” 
 
      
 
    She waited.  
 
    “OK Ma’am. I’m ready.” 
 
      
 
    CRACK!!! 
 
      
 
    CRACK!!! 
 
      
 
    CRACK!!! 
 
    “OWwwww! Oh God! FUCK!! FUCK!!” 
 
      
 
    CRACK!!! 
 
    “FUUUUUUUCCCCKKK!” 
 
      
 
    CRACK!!! 
 
      
 
    I was sweating and shaking. She dropped the cane and gently rubbed lotion on my ass. I had survived. I looked back at Jane and her face was flushed. She liked hurting me. It turned her on. She was a sadist! That was so awesome! And now I would get to cum, and unless I had read the situation wrong, Jane would masturbate me.  
 
      
 
    I had read the situation wrong. I knelt at her feet and masturbated into my underwear. I was disappointed, but it still felt fantastic to cum, and my balls felt better immediately. I put on my underwear and stood in the corner afterwards, wondering if things were going to change, if I would ever be enough to have a romantic relationship with Jane.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 11 
 
    Two days later, I was getting ready to leave for school when Jane called me into the study.  
 
    “Are you in a hurry?” 
 
    “Somewhat Ma’am.” 
 
    “Can spare five minutes?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good. Take off your pants and rub your dick over your underwear until you cum.” 
 
    I stood and removed my pants, then knelt down at her feet and started rubbing my dick over my underwear.  
 
    “You’re going to wear your dirty underwear all day.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am!” I was hard.  
 
    Jane pushed her foot between my legs, so the top of her foot pressed against my balls. 
 
    “Does that feel good?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. Oh my God!” 
 
    “You’ll do anything I say, won’t you, Kevin?” 
 
    “Oh God! Yes Ma’am. Please Ma’am. Please may I cum?” 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    Jane’s eyes were full of lust. I felt like she were about to consume me. 
 
    “Cum for me.” 
 
    “Oh fuuuuuuuuccckkkkkkk!” I came so hard I thought I would pass out.  
 
    Once I calmed down, I kissed Jane’s feet. Then I put on my pants and left for school.  
 
    I was paranoid that the cum stain would seep through and be visible outside of my pants, but it didn’t. I still felt awkward and kept my head down between classes. I felt the stickiness all day, and I practically ran home after my last class. Inside the house, I asked Jane if I could remove my underwear. She said no.  
 
      
 
    Five days later I was tied naked, face down, to the spanking bench. I hadn’t cum since I’d orgasmed in my underwear that day before school. I was panting again as Jane slowly teased me from behind, running her finger over my asshole.  
 
    “I may let you cum today, Kevin.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I’m not promising I will. I’m just letting you know it’s on the table. It’s been a week since you last came, isn’t that right?” 
 
    I knew a test when I heard one. 
 
    “No Ma’am. It’s only been five days.” 
 
    “Is that all?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    Jane walked back to her desk. I heard her grab something from the drawer. She placed it on my back. It was a plastic container of something, then a thin rubber item — very thin, a rubber glove, and something metal. Jane ran her fingernail down my cock. 
 
    “I know this may seem like we’re acting out the scene from the first video you watched, the male masturbation fantasy.” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    “Are you telling me I’m wrong?” 
 
    “No. I mean, you’re not wrong Ma’am. It just doesn’t seem like you’re only thinking about my pleasure!” 
 
    She held my dick but didn’t stroke it. I bucked my hips. 
 
    “If you cum without permission I’m getting the cane.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you know why this isn’t going to be like the first video?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes you do.” 
 
    She was right. I did. I just didn’t want to say it. Jane took hold of my balls and squeezed. 
 
    “AHHH! Because you’re not just doing it for my pleasure.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I- I mean you’re-Ow!” 
 
    I knew I’d have to say it sooner or later. 
 
    “You’re not going to let me cum, Ma’am.” 
 
    “That’s right. Not yet.” She let go of my balls. She grabbed the metal object from my back and walked around in front of me.  
 
    “Have you seen this before?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am. It’s a butt plug.” 
 
    Jane walked slowly behind me, trailing her fingernails down my sides. She placed the butt plug on my back, then put on the rubber glove. She slowly, erotically, rubbed lotion onto me.  
 
    “You like having your asshole played with, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” I blushed. 
 
    She placed her fingertip on my asshole and applied a steady pressure.  
 
    “Breathe in.” 
 
    Her finger popped inside of me. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    I hadn’t meant to make that noise, and Jane and I both laughed. She made small motions with her finger.  
 
    “Take a breath in. On the exhale, concentrate on relaxing your butt muscles.” 
 
    I did. It worked a little. The next breath worked a little better. Jane kept moving her finger around, pushing it in a little farther.  
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    She began to move her finger in and out. I tensed, then relaxed my butt.  
 
    “Keep breathing.” 
 
    She pushed farther in, and I felt her hand against my butt cheeks. She was in as far as her finger would go. She moved it around, then pulled it out all the way. She took off her glove. 
 
    She spread lube on the butt plug and pressed it against me. I felt the cool metal tip. 
 
    “This is a little wider than my finger, but keep breathing. Again, breathe in.” 
 
    As I breathed in, then out, Jane kept a steady pressure. On my next breath in, my asshole magically opened and the butt plug slid in all the way to the base. 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    Jane pressed on the base of the butt plug. It felt tingly, and good. It also felt a little weird, almost like I had to pee.  
 
    “This is specially made for pressing on the prostate. It should feel good and a little odd.” 
 
    “It does, Ma’am.” 
 
    She brought a chair up behind me and ran her fingertips over my balls. Every once in a while she ran a fingernail down my cock. With her other hand she played with the butt plug, pushing it and moving it left and right. Before too long, I was slobbering. 
 
    “Please Ma’am! Please! Oh God please can I cum?” 
 
    She continued to ever so lightly tease me. 
 
    “Anything, please anything! I’ll do anything. Just please let me cum!” 
 
    Jane stopped and came around front. She looked me in the eyes. 
 
    “No.” 
 
      
 
    An hour later I was getting dressed for my dance lesson. My dick had gone down after a cold shower, but now it was popping up again. I imagined how embarrassing it would be to get a boner while dancing with Cindy.  
 
    A year ago that would have been a ridiculous thing to worry about. Yes, Cindy had a great body and was ok looking, even pretty. But she was so off-putting that she served better as boner repellant. Now though, things were different. It hit me how strange that was. I used to really dislike Cindy, but I’d gotten to know her pretty well over the last six months, and she’d been really nice to me. It was like the Cindy I was hanging out with now was a different person than the Cindy from a year ago. That Cindy was arrogant, annoying and asexual. This Cindy was arrogant, fun to be around, and kind of sexy, in her own way.  
 
    I wondered what kind of guy she dated. I hadn’t seen her with anyone, ever, and she had never talked about liking anyone. When I pressed her about it she just waved it off and changed the subject. She probably liked the asshole actor type, someone who broke into an English accent all the time. Some 24 year old who dated college girls because all the women his age saw through his bullshit. Soft, too. I pictured a guy who flirted with women but didn’t talk to dudes. Someone that looked at other guys as competition. What a douche! Why did women fall for such assholes? And she wouldn’t even see that he was a total tool. I hated guys like that. 
 
    Jesus, I really needed to cum! 
 
    As I rode my bike to the dance department, I thought about Jane. She wouldn’t spend all this time on me if she didn’t like me, right? And she’d touched my dick. That had to mean she liked me. But a part of me, a part I didn’t want to believe, told me it wasn’t true. I tried to shake it off, but I couldn’t get rid of the thought that she just didn’t think of me that way. Maybe if I just kept doing what she wanted I’d prove myself worthy. She was so beautiful, and so dominant. She was everything I ever wanted.  
 
    By the time I got to dance practice my head was all over the place, but at least my dick was soft and I was feeling more confident about getting through practice without embarrassing myself.  
 
      
 
    Of course Cindy picked that day to wear a scoop neck t-shirt that showed a lot of cleavage. And of course she wore her pink sweatpants that clung to her ass. Why would I expect anything different? It’s like the whole world was getting in on my tease and denial. 
 
    “I planned a lesson for us today with bachata.” 
 
    Of all dances, bachata was the one that pushed us closest together. In bachata, you hold your partner’s lower back, basically pushing your groins together. After we warmed up, Cindy picked a song. It was slow and sensual. Not knowing what else to do, I held her close and started dancing. I felt her hand resting on my lower back and felt a stirring in my groin. I tried to keep my hips back as we danced. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She stopped and took a step away from me. 
 
    “You’re thrusting your butt back, like if we touch each other below the waist we’ll explode.” 
 
    She exaggerated my position, holding on to my waist while keeping her butt as far back as possible. She looked ridiculous.  
 
    “C’mon. I don’t bite.” 
 
    We started again. Cindy seemed intent on pushing herself into me. I tried to concentrate on my steps and my breath. I felt her breasts on my chest and her hips against mine. I thought about an article I had read in the paper about the economics of self-driving cars. I counted the beat in the song that was playing. It reminded me of my early sexual experiences trying really hard not to cum. Cindy was very slightly swaying her hips as she pressed into me. It felt incredible! I pulled out the big guns and thought about dogs dying. It wasn’t pleasant, but I did not want to get erect while dancing with Cindy. 
 
    “Whoa! Hello little guy.” 
 
    Cindy raised her eyebrows at me. She didn’t pull away, though. If anything, she thought it was funny, which just made me more embarrassed. I flushed a deep red and pushed away from her. I started apologizing but she waved it off like it was no big deal.  
 
    “It happens. Do you want to go take care of it?” 
 
    “What do you mean, take care of it?” 
 
    “Go to the bathroom and you know.” She made the masturbation motion with her hand.  
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I can’t just go and masturbate in the dance department bathroom!” 
 
    “Of course you can. Other guys do.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re not the first guy to get a boner while dancing. It happens a lot, so guys go to the bathroom and take care of it.” 
 
    “I don’t want to do that.” 
 
    “Why not? You’re clearly a serial masturbator.” 
 
    I looked at her sharply, but she just smiled. 
 
    “It’s true.” 
 
      
 
    “I just don’t feel like doing that right now, ok?” 
 
    “Why? What’s up with you? Oh! I get it. You found God.” 
 
    “No-” 
 
    “God doesn’t want you to masturbate. You won’t get into heaven. And every time you do it, a kitten dies.” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    “Would you like to take some time to pray to your anti-masturbation God so that he makes your boner go away?” 
 
    “Seriously, shut up, Cindy.” 
 
    “Ok, wow. What’s up with you tonight?” 
 
    “Nothing! I don’t feel like masturbating now.” 
 
    “Guys feel like masturbating all the time. Don’t lie to me. I can tell something’s up.” 
 
    I’d been here before with Cindy. There was only one way out and that was through. 
 
    “I’ve been masturbating a lot, so I made a vow to go a week without masturbating.” 
 
    “A whole week.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, it’s a long time for a guy.” 
 
    “It’s a long time for a girl, too.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “Anyway, I’m not going to masturbate and it’s the last day, so I’m just going to be cool about.” 
 
    “And poke me with your dick for the whole practice?” 
 
    “I’m sorry about that.” 
 
    “Sorry enough to tell me the real reason you won’t masturbate? Because that story you just told me is total bullshit.” 
 
    “God! Do you have to have everything your way! What the fuck is wrong with you?! Do you realize what a pain in the ass you are? Do you?! Just let something go for once in your life!! Can you fucking do that?!” 
 
    I hadn’t meant to yell, and right away I knew that I’d gone too far. I was just embarrassed and super horny and frustrated. Cindy looked at me angrily. Despite knowing I’d been an asshole, I wasn’t ready to apologize. She grabbed her things and walked out.  
 
      
 
    I was furious as I biked home. Why the fuck did Cindy have to choose bachata for us today? And why did Jane have to tease me like that right before practice?! If I could’ve cum earlier I’d be fine now, or at least I could have controlled myself! It’s like Jane and Cindy were communicating with each other. I saw it in my mind, Jane calling Cindy and telling her how frustrated I was, that I wasn’t allowed to cum. Cindy picking out an outfit to tease me. What the fuck was I doing, anyway, letting someone tell me when I could or couldn’t masturbate? When I got home I was going to march up to Jane’s room and tell her this was off; she could find some other sucker to dominate. I was going to do what I wanted.  
 
    Of course by the time I got home I had changed my mind. I was still keyed up, but I knew better than to ruin everything with Jane. Instead I went to the basement and worked out. Then I went for a run. When I came back, I felt like a human being again. I texted an apology to Cindy, then talked to Jane. She wasn't pleased that I treated Cindy so poorly, and she reminded me that Cindy had given so much of her time and effort to teach me to dance. She suggested punishment for my rudeness. 
 
    “Actually, Ma’am, I was hoping I could drive over with a bottle of wine and some chocolate.” 
 
    Jane agreed and I was out the door.   
 
    I bought some wine that looked decent and then picked up some chocolate. I rang Cindy’s bell.  
 
    She opened the door. She crossed her arms across her chest and stared at me.  
 
    “I’m sorry Cindy. That wasn’t fair of me, and it had nothing to do with you. Can I explain?” 
 
    She thought about it for a moment, then stepped back and motioned me inside.  
 
    “I thought alcohol and chocolate would help.” 
 
    I walked into the kitchen. Cindy followed. 
 
    “I thought about bringing beer, but wine is a more appropriate as an apology liquor. I even got the good kind, you know, in a glass bottle instead of plastic.” 
 
    “Stop it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You can’t just make me feel like shit, then come in here with your charm and make it all disappear.” 
 
    This caught me off guard.  
 
    “What you said tonight hurt my feelings. It really hurt." 
 
    “I didn’t mean it, Cindy. And I feel terrible about saying it. I took out my own issues on you, and I know that wasn’t fair.” 
 
    “Do you even care about me?” 
 
    “Of course I do! You’re my only friend at school. You’ve always been there for me.” 
 
    “Tell me something nice about me.” 
 
    Her sincerity was throwing me off balance. I’d never seen this side of her.  
 
    “Ok. Where to start? You’re fun. You’re talented. But more than that, you see what you want and you do it, and you don’t let what anyone thinks stop you.” 
 
    ‘That’s kind of a backhanded compliment.” 
 
    “I don’t mean it that way. You’re brave, and there aren’t a lot of brave people around. It’s inspiring.” 
 
    What was odd was that I meant it: Cindy was inspiring. I smiled at her, and very slowly, she smiled back. 
 
    “Give me a hug.” 
 
    I hugged her. Her body felt good against mine.  
 
    “You’re really wonderful, Cindy. But I still haven’t masturbated, and if we keep hugging I’m going to get a boner and then we’ll have to start this whole cycle over again.” 
 
    “You asshole.” 
 
      
 
    We separated and started on the wine. I told Cindy about my crush — though not who it was on — and my confusion over whether my feelings were reciprocated. Cindy suggested I come clean to her.  
 
    “You’ll never know if you don’t ask.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to push her away and stop something from happening organically.” 
 
    “How long have you been hanging out with her?” 
 
    “About two and a half months.” 
 
    “If she were our age, I might say wait, but she’s an adult. She knows if she wants something with you or not. It’s time to ask.” 
 
    “What if telling her I like her pushes her away?” 
 
    “She already knows you like her.” 
 
    “How? I didn’t tell her.” 
 
    Cindy gave me one her pitying looks. 
 
    “Boys are so stupid. You’re giving her a million signals that you like her. Trust me, she knows.” 
 
    I thought whether that was true. 
 
    “Trust me Kevin, you’re very easy to read. She knows. Tell her.” 
 
    “You might be right.” 
 
    “I’m always right.” 
 
      
 
    Riding home I felt — not better — but at least like I had some type of plan. Cindy was right. Jane either liked me or she didn’t, and I needed to find out.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 12 
 
    I was nervous about coming clean with Jane. What if she said no? But Cindy was right: I couldn’t keep living in this type of uncertainty. As I put my bike in the garage, I made my decision: I would talk to Jane tonight, before I lost my nerve.  
 
    Unfortunately, she was upstairs, and disturbing her was a big no-no. Instead, I went to my room and imagined the conversation roughly 500 times.  
 
    I chickened out the next day. I thought about doing it, but the moment never seemed right, and the next day I was leaving for Thanksgiving break, anyway. I’d talk with Jane about it when I got back. 
 
      
 
    For the holiday I visited my Mom’s sister’s family outside Boston. I didn’t see them that much, but we got along well. They had twin boys, aged 12, who were fun and super energetic. I basically played football with them non-stop, which their parents really appreciated. My aunt fed me constantly. I think it’s some kind of law that aunts have to tell their nephews that they’re too skinny. We also played a lot of Scrabble. I’m terrible at Scrabble, so I spent the holiday getting pummeled. It was great.  
 
    At the same time, I had to keep a large part of my life secret. I couldn’t tell them about Jane and my explorations into femdom. I’d always kept my desires a secret, but it was different now that they weren’t just desires. I told them I had a crush on a slightly older woman, but not how old, and not that it was my landlady. My aunt and uncle gave me advice that would never work, and I nodded and thanked them and said I’d try it.  
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 13 
 
    I spent the bus ride back to school rehearsing what I would say and imagining Jane’s reaction. I imagined her pulling me to her and giving me a long slow kiss. It felt good, but deep down I couldn’t believe it. I told myself I was just being pessimistic. I pictured us laying in each others’ arms on her couch, but then I pictured her turning me down. My brain see-sawed from one extreme to the other. I needed to do something.  
 
      
 
    That night, I was on my knees, massaging Jane’s feet. 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Is this…” l paused. I was nervous. 
 
    “Is this what?” 
 
    “Is this going anywhere?” 
 
    Jane sat up. She pulled her foot away and placed it on the ground. 
 
    “What do you mean, Kevin?” 
 
    My heart was pounding. 
 
    “I just…I was hoping, wondering…I’m sorry, this is all coming out wrong.” I took a deep breath. No turning back now. “I just, I need to know if this has a chance of being romantic.” 
 
    She sighed. That wasn’t the response I was looking for.  
 
    “I’m in love with you, Ma’am.” 
 
    She looked at me, and I knew without her having to say it that my feelings weren’t reciprocated, but I carried on. 
 
    “I know there’s an age difference, but I think we can get around that-” 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    I stopped.  
 
    “Sit next to me.” 
 
    I moved next to her on the couch. I knew what was coming, but I still held out hope it wouldn’t come. She took my hand in hers. 
 
    “You’re a wonderful man, and you’re learning to be a good submissive. But we’re not going to be lovers. You’re 20; I’m 38. I understand you think you love me; that’s normal for your first entry into bdsm, but we both need someone closer to our own age.” 
 
    “That doesn’t matter to me!” 
 
    She looked at me with compassion. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter to you now, but it will.”  
 
    I looked down. I wanted to disappear through the floor. She lifted my chin up so my eyes met hers. 
 
    “You think you want to be with me forever, but you can’t know that now. What happens if we get emotionally involved, and then you decide you want a family, or that you don’t want to live in this small town forever? What happens to me then?” 
 
    “That wouldn’t happen.” I knew I wasn’t being truthful, but I didn’t know what else to say.  
 
    “This is training. It’s us having fun. I can’t give you more than that. It’s the right thing for both of us.” 
 
    I knew she was right, but I was still upset. My chest hurt and I felt like crying. What an idiot I was, thinking this woman would ever love me. I was so stupid!  
 
    Jane didn’t say anything, but she put her arm around me and softly rubbed my back. It was such a tender move that I started sobbing. I really did love her, and it hurt so badly that she didn’t love me back. All my life I’d been looking for her, and now I found her and she didn’t want me. It just seemed so cruel. And where would I find another woman like her?  
 
    “I’m sorry, Jane. I know it’s not fair to you.” 
 
    “You don’t have to apologize.” 
 
    “Can I get dressed?” 
 
    She nodded. I put on my clothes.  
 
    “I feel like an idiot.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “To think you could like me. I mean, how stupid am I?” 
 
    “Hey.” 
 
    She held my chin and turned my head toward her. 
 
    “You’re a wonderful man, and a courageous one.” 
 
    I looked down. 
 
    “Look at me. I told you this before: it takes courage to go after what you want, especially when what you want isn’t seen as “normal.” What we did, that was brave of you.” 
 
    “I loved it though.” 
 
    “Lots of men do, but they never act on it. They’d rather die unhappy than take the risks you did.” 
 
    Her words were like a salve on my bruised ego. I went to her desk and grabbed a tissue. I blew my nose and sat back down. We sat that way for a little while. 
 
    “You need to find someone closer to your own age.” 
 
    “How? Where do I find a dominant woman?” 
 
    “They’re around.” 
 
    “But I don’t know how to find them! It’s not like I can just walk up to someone on campus and ask if they want me to kiss their feet.” 
 
    Jane sat silent for a moment. “Would you like me to introduce you to one of the dominant women I mentor?” 
 
    I hadn’t known she mentored anyone. It was an exciting offer, but I wasn’t ready to jump on it yet. My heart hurt. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I understand. Give it some time.”  
 
      
 
    The next morning I looked back on the night before with embarrassment, like I’d gotten drunk and hit on a close friend. I did remember, though, how kind Jane had been to me, and how protective she was of my ego. There were a lot of ways that conversation could have gone worse. I shook off the thought and got dressed. I made coffee and brought it to Jane her in her study. 
 
    “Good morning Jane.” 
 
    “Good morning.” She searched my face for how I was feeling. 
 
    “I know you’re not my mistress, but I can still make you coffee.” 
 
    She smiled.  
 
    “Thank you, Kevin.” 
 
      
 
    My chest hurt for most of the week. But I was young, and I recovered quickly. I told Cindy about it and she took me out for beers and listened to me talk. She told me I’d find someone else. I didn’t argue with her. What was I going to say?  
 
    I knew Jane was right about the age difference. The more I thought about it, the more I knew I had to find a dominant woman around my own age. On Friday I approached her in her study. 
 
    “Ma’am. Jane. I was thinking about your offer, and I’d really like to meet your dominant friend. Your mentee.” 
 
    Jane smiled.  
 
    “I was hoping you’d say that. There’s one condition, though, and if you can’t do this then forget it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “If I convince her to try you out, and she says yes, then you have to be her slave for a month. That’s how you’ll see if you can be together.” 
 
    “I thought we’d just meet and see if we got along? Like a date.” 
 
    “No. You’re going to judge her against me. And you’re going to get in your own way and decide that she’s not right for you for some reason that doesn’t make sense.” 
 
    This seemed like a stiff initiation fee. 
 
    “What if we don’t get along?” 
 
    “Then you tough it out. I don’t care if you hate her guts, or decide on the second day that it’s not for you, you’re serving her for 30 days.” 
 
    “30 days is a long time.” 
 
    “It’s not. And for the first half of it, you’ll resent her for not being me, and you’ll compare everything she does to the way I do it, neither of which is fair to her. I don’t want to see one of my mentees getting hurt because you have unrealistic expectations. And this is a training opportunity for her, too. She’s has more experience than you do, but she’s still somewhat new to this, so she’ll need time to get to know you and vice-versa. Either you sign up for a month or it’s off.” 
 
    “What about school and work?” 
 
    “What about them?” 
 
    “What if she wants me to do something I can’t do because I have class or work to do?” 
 
    “You talk to her about it. She’s still a human being. And she knows you have a busy schedule. Nothing will interfere with your classes or with work.” 
 
    It still seemed unreasonable, but it wasn’t like I had a lot of options. 
 
    “What’s she like?” 
 
    “She’s awful.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes. Horrible in every way.” 
 
    “I think this is the first time you’ve ever been sarcastic with me.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “I wouldn’t train anyone I didn’t think was great.” 
 
    “Does she go to my school? What if she tells people about me?” 
 
    “She won’t.” 
 
    I was quiet for a moment. 
 
    “It’s a risk for her, too. You’re not the only one stepping into an insecure situation. I’ll make her promise to give you 30 days, as well. And she might not like the way you look. Or your cock might be too small for her. But she’ll give you a chance, just like you’re giving her a chance.” 
 
    I blushed when she talked about my cock. I had always thought of it as a little above average, but I wasn’t porn-star hung. What if it didn’t work out? And what if she told everyone at school? I’d be an outcast. I’d probably lose the one friend I still had left.  
 
    I sat for a moment staring at the floor. Then, suddenly, my head cleared. Jane was offering to set me up with a dominant woman my own age! I had fallen for Jane, but realistically it had no chance of ever being a real relationship. She was almost twice my age, and she was obviously happy in this small town. What if I wanted to move? I understood why she wouldn’t even entertain the idea of being with me. But someone my own age was different. What the fuck was wrong with me? Of course I was going to say yes!  
 
    “Thank you Jane. Yes, I’m in. And I really appreciate you doing this for me.” 
 
    “Good. I think you two will get along. I’ll set up the meeting for Sunday evening at 8pm.” 
 
      
 
    Sunday I got a haircut, then I lifted weights so I’d look more muscular for Jane’s mentee. Around 3pm, I realized I’d been pacing my room for the last 30 minutes. I read and did homework. Then I cleaned the house, both to keep myself busy and because it felt natural and good to serve Jane. The day crawled along until 6pm. Fortunately, my training with Jane had taught me a lot of patience. This day certainly tested it.  
 
    Unfortunately, Jane’s mentee called to postpone. Something had come up, and could she meet me on Monday night at 8pm instead?  
 
    Jane said yes without asking me, not that it mattered. I would have said yes, even though I was supposed to meet Cindy for practice then. I would just postpone it. There was no way I was going to ask Jane to push back the meeting another day. My patience had limits.   
 
      
 
    I texted Cindy that something had come up and that I wouldn’t be able to make practice tomorrow. She immediately texted “call me” which was an annoying little habit of hers: telling me to call her instead of just calling me herself. I ignored her, and two minutes later she called. She demanded to know why I had to cancel and was upset that I hadn’t told her earlier.  
 
    “I just found out.” 
 
    “I just spent an hour planning the lesson. Remember this later.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    She hung up.  
 
    I’d known Cindy long enough now to know that she was just going through one of her bitchy states. Every so often, roughly every month, she’d turn into a raging bitch for some reason. Then she’d bark orders at me and be a royal pain in the ass. Obviously, this was one of those times. Fuck her, though; I had more important matters to attend to.  
 
      
 
    I went to my room to read, but Jane called me into her study. 
 
    “Have you masturbated today, Kevin?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.”  
 
    “You know you don’t have to call me Ma’am anymore.” 
 
    “I know, but I think you’re about to tell me not to masturbate, so I thought it was only proper.” 
 
    She smiled.  
 
    “I think It’s better for you to be excited tomorrow night, don’t you think?”  
 
    I thought about telling her that I could cum a half dozen times tonight and still be excited for tomorrow, but I knew that wouldn’t go over well. 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.”  
 
      
 
    The next day could not have gone slower, but I expected it and leaned into the torture. It was nice to be so excited. Classes were fine. Lunch was fine. Walking between classes was fine. It seemed like everything that day was specifically designed to test my patience, but hopefully it was all the slow build up to something spectacular. When I got home, I worked out again and then took a shower. At 7:30pm, Jane called me into her study.  
 
    “Clothes off.” 
 
    I looked at her quizzically.  
 
    “My mentee and I talked about the best way for you to meet her, and this is what we came up with.” 
 
    I took off my clothes. Jane patted her thigh and I got over her knees. She picked up a hairbrush.”  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    It really hurt! It was more painful than her hand or even the crop. 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
    “Ow, Jesus. FUCK!” 
 
    “I have a special affinity for the woman who’s coming over tonight. You are to be on your best behavior.”  
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    I gave in and stopped fighting. 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    Finally it ended. Jane put the hairbrush back on her desk and pointed to the floor. I went to my knees and kissed her feet. My ass felt like it was on fire. Jesus, the hairbrush hurt! 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Come, get on the table, on your knees.” 
 
      
 
    Jane put a leather collar on my neck and leather cuffs around my ankles. My ass was still burning. She then brought out two round balls.  
 
    “Put your hands in here.”  
 
    Looking closer, each ball had a hole for my hand. I put my hands in the holes, which curved around, forcing them into a fist. Jane pulled up the flaps around my wrist and tightened a strap around them. The result was that my arms ended in mittens that rendered my hands effectively useless. I couldn’t grab anything or even get the mittens off me. What the hell? 
 
    Jane attached a foot-long chain between my wrists and a six-inch chain to my ankle cuffs. Walking would be tough. In fact, I’d have to crawl. 
 
    “She wants me as a dog?!” 
 
    Jane ignored me. She put a band over my head with dog ears. 
 
    “She likes puppy play. So you’re going to be her puppy tonight. Is there a problem with that?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    For the first time since agreeing to Jane’s terms, I seriously examined what I had agreed to do, and I remembered the warning she had given me about desperate men. I didn’t know anything about this woman. I hadn’t even asked! She could have a history of mental issues, or be violent. I thought that Jane probably wouldn’t put me in that type of situation, but what did I know? This person could be in my classes; she could out me to the school or blackmail me!  
 
    “There are a couple more pieces.” She rummaged around in her bag and pulled out a thick rubber bone with straps on the end. She put the bone in my mouth and fastened the strap behind my head, pulling the bone tight against my lips and between my teeth, gagging me. Then she pulled out a bottle of lube and a butt plug with a bunch of hair at the end.  
 
    “It’s a tail. It’s going in your ass.”  
 
      
 
    I couldn’t calm down. I kept looping on the thought of this woman handing out pictures of me dressed as a dog. I saw my social psychology professor holding a picture. Oh my God! And I was going to talk to her about graduate school!  
 
    Jane sensed something was wrong. She came around to face me and undid the gag. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “I don’t know who this person is. I don’t know if I can trust her or what if she blackmails me! I just- I.” 
 
    “I get it.” She rubbed the back of my neck. “Breathe. In and out. Good. Keep doing that. I’ve been mentoring this woman for almost two years. She’s very qualified, and she’s a good person. I wouldn’t ever put you in a situation of pairing you with a woman I didn’t know and trust.” 
 
    She looked in my eyes. She could tell I was still nervous.  
 
    “Do you know I did a background check on you?” 
 
    “No. When?” 
 
    “Before you moved in. I also have connections at the University, so I read your file. I knew you weren’t crazy. I did the same thing with this woman before I took her on. You can trust her. Ok?” 
 
    “Ok.” 
 
      
 
    I felt better. I guess it was natural to freak out. Jane reinserted the gag and with a little finessing, got the butt plug tail in my ass. I looked down at my hands, which I guess looked kind of like paws. There wasn’t a mirror in the room, but I knew I must look ridiculous with my dog ears and tail. The bone gag prevented me from closing my mouth, and drool was leaking onto the table. 
 
    “Down.” 
 
    I got down on the floor. Jane attached a metal leash to my collar and walked me to the center of the room with my back to the door. I waited on hands and knees. Despite my earlier fear and present embarrassment, I started to get excited at the prospect of having a mistress with the chance for a real relationship. I hoped it would work out. 
 
    “Remember your promise to me. I don’t care if you hate this woman and decide she could never be your full-time mistress, you’re going to serve her for 30 days.” 
 
    I nodded.  
 
      
 
    A car pulled up the driveway. My heart beat faster. I heard the car door slam and footsteps crunch on the gravel, then walk up the porch. Time slowed down, and I felt like I had that first day in the study, as if waiting at the top of a rollercoaster, ready to drop.  
 
    “Keep your head down.” 
 
    The doorbell rang and Jane answered it. Every sound seemed amplified: Jane’s heels along her floor, the door opening and closing. I heard talking but couldn’t make out any words. If I were going to run, the time had passed. I swallowed nervously. As they came into the study I head Jane say, “as you requested.”  
 
    I saw red high heel shoes enter my peripheral vision. Something deep in my gut tensed, and I felt a twinge of dread. My senses told me to run. Something was wrong. I wasn’t able to say why right then, but I would in a moment, because of course the woman who was going to be my new mistress was Cindy Witner.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 14 
 
    Cindy bent down and held my cheeks, forcing me to make eye contact with her. 
 
    “Hello, puppy.” 
 
    My eyes went wide in panic. Cindy! Oh God no! I looked around for the exit. I tried to say something, but I couldn’t with the bone in my mouth. I closed my eyes in shame and twisted my chin out of her hand. Oh Jesus Christ! What had I done?! I had one close friend at the entire school and now she was going to think I was a total freak! 
 
    I assumed she would take out the gag and we would admit that this couldn’t work and we’d both feel really embarrassed and never talk about it again as long as we lived. But if Cindy were surprised that it was me, she didn’t show it. She put her hand on my back and started stroking me. She ran her fingertips over my body, exploring my ribs, my back, and my butt. She grabbed my tail and gave it a shake.  
 
    “Can you wiggle your tail, puppy?” 
 
    I flushed a deep red and kept my eyes on the floor. Oh my God, what had I done?! She got up, grabbed Jane’s crop from her desk, and brought it down hard on my already bruised butt.  
 
    CRACK!!! 
 
    I screamed into my gag.  
 
    Cindy came around front and squatted down. She took my face in her hands.  
 
    “You’re mine for the next month. So when I say wiggle your tail, you wiggle your tail.” 
 
    I looked at her in shock. She was going through with this! I turned to look at Jane, but she just looked back at me impassively. Cindy Witner was going to be my mistress for a month! This wouldn’t work. I knew her too well! We were peers! I couldn’t just do what she said.  
 
    “Puppy. I won’t ask you again.” 
 
    “Ellow…! Ellow!” 
 
    Cindy turned and looked at Jane, who was standing up. 
 
    “He’s saying ‘yellow,’ that’s his safe word.” Jane walked over. “Will you give us a minute, Cindy?” 
 
      
 
    Cindy waited in the kitchen. Jane shut the door and I knelt at her feet. She took out my gag. 
 
    “I can’t do this.” 
 
    “You made a promise to me. And I made a promise to Cindy.”  
 
    “I can’t. She’s…” 
 
    “She’s what?” 
 
    “She’s a friend…we’re friends. It’s too weird.” 
 
    “It’s weird that your domme is someone you’re friends with? I wouldn’t call that weird; I’d call that fortunate.”  
 
    “It’s more complicated than that. It’s-“ 
 
    “Stop it. You’re freaked out because you’re getting dommed by someone you know. That’s your ego. This is why I made you promise to give her 30 days.” 
 
    “I don’t think I can do that. I have a relationship with Cindy that doesn’t include being her dog.” 
 
    “You had a relationship with me that didn’t include me putting you over my knee and spanking you, and then you did. Relationships change.”  
 
    “It’s just that I don’t see Cindy as dominant.” 
 
    “You don’t think she’s bossy?”  
 
    The utter confusion in her voice made me smile. And when she put it that way it was hard to dispute.   
 
    “It’s not that. I mean, yes, Cindy is very bossy. And she definitely believes everyone should do what she was says. It’s different with her, though.” 
 
    “Of course it’s different. Remember I said that you’d compare everyone to me and that that wouldn’t be fair? You’re doing it now. And you’re being selfish, and you’re getting in your own way.”  
 
    She stroked my cheek.  
 
    “Remember how I said you were courageous? I need you to be courageous now. Also, you’ve been erect since you first saw her.” 
 
     I sighed. What the fuck was I doing?  
 
    “I’m worried about what happens when we see each other at school.” 
 
    “So talk to her about it.” 
 
    “Still.” 
 
    Jane inhaled slowly, a sign that her patience was nearing its end. 
 
    “You can say no. You don’t have to do this, obviously: you’re not a real slave. But if you back out, that’s it. I will never help you get another dominant woman.” 
 
    I thought about how badly I needed a dominant woman in my life. I didn’t want to go back to dating vanilla girls and losing interest in a few months. I wanted this, and on top of that, I couldn’t see a way out without alienating the two people I cared most about at school.  
 
    I couldn’t believe I was going to agree to do it. 
 
    “Ok Ma’am. I’ll do it. Please tell Cindy I’m sorry and I’ll do it.” 
 
    “I’ll go get Cindy and you can apologize to her yourself.”  
 
      
 
    She left. I heard her talking to Cindy in the other room, then two sets of footsteps walking toward me. I sank to my knees. They both sat on the sofa. I crawled to Cindy. She was sitting with her arms crossed and looked at me with the same irritation as when I’d yelled at her at dance practice. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Cindy. I freaked out.” 
 
    “I saw.” 
 
    “I’m worried.” 
 
    “About?” 
 
    “About what happens at school.” 
 
    “What are you worried about?” 
 
    “That you’ll embarrass me in front of other people, like I’ll have to wait on you in the student center and you’ll out me in front of everyone.” 
 
    “First of all, outing you means outing myself too. And you being outed is just embarrassing. Me being outed is dangerous. Men can’t handle women who are in charge of their sexuality. They get violent.”  
 
    That surprised me. I hadn’t thought of that. 
 
    “Second, what we’re doing is private. I won’t include anyone else without talking to you about it first. And you don’t have to wait on me at the student center or agree with me in class. If you act like an asshole you’ll be punished later, but as far as anyone else knows, we’re just friends. And maybe you’re a little scared of me, but that’s ok because most guys are.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “That makes me feel better. It’s still strange, though.” 
 
    “Shut up.” She stood up. “I get it. It’s weird for you. It’s weird for me, too. But you already do everything I say, so what’s the big difference?” 
 
    “What? No I don’t.” 
 
    “Of course you do.” She looked at me like I’d just said something ridiculous. “When’s the last time I told you to do something that you didn’t do?” 
 
    She gave me one of her signature haughty looks. I tried to think of an example to refute her point, but I couldn’t think of one. 
 
    “You love me bossing you around; you just act like you don’t. I thought that was part of it for you.” 
 
    I searched my memory, trying to find some example to refute her point. I could think of times I’d been rude to her and teased her, but I couldn’t think of a single time I’d refused to do what she said.  
 
    “I told you to drive to the mall at 9am on a Saturday, and you did! Then you ran in and bought me a coffee, then carried all of my bags for me even though I was a total bitch to you.” 
 
    “I was trying to be nice. You’d been nice to me.” 
 
    She gave me another snotty look. I looked down. Now that I thought about it, that was weird the way she treated me at the mall.   
 
    “I told you I could see through you.” 
 
    She leaned down and took my chin in her hand.  
 
    “I get that this is a shock, but I won’t have you disobey me whenever you feel like it and then say it’s because we’re friends and it feels weird.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I’m not Ma’am. Jane is Ma’am. I’m Mistress.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.”  
 
    “Turn around.” 
 
    I turned. 
 
    “Shake your tail.” 
 
    I shook my hips and wiggled my tail.  
 
    “Keep doing it.” Cindy walked around me. “Roll over, on your back. Paws in the air.” 
 
    I did so, bending my arms and legs to appear more dog-like. I blushed. Cindy ran her hands slowly down my chest and around my sides. My cock got hard. 
 
    “You should have rubbed one out the other night at dance practice. Now you’ll be waiting a long time before you cum.” She grabbed my cock and shook it back and forth. “Who’s dick is this?” 
 
    I stared at her.  
 
    Cindy looked at Jane, who looked back at her and sighed. 
 
    “He needs a lot of work.” 
 
    Cindy reached down and grabbed my balls.  
 
    “Here’s a little help, since you seem confused. You’re my puppy; I’m your Mistress, and you’re going to do everything I say. If you don’t, I’m going to beat you until you’re a crying heap.” 
 
    At school, Cindy’s bossiness had always seemed a little ridiculous, this girl expecting everyone to do what she wanted. She didn’t seem ridiculous now. She grabbed around the base of my scrotum and pulled my balls upward. With her other hand she gave my balls four quick, hard flicks with her finger. It hurt.  
 
    “When I ask you a question, you answer.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Who’s dick is this?” 
 
    “It’s your dick, Mistress.” 
 
    “That’s right. And if you ever want to use it for anything besides peeing, you’ll do what I say, when I say it. Open your mouth.” 
 
    Cindy collected a bunch of saliva, then leaned over and spit into my mouth.  
 
    “Are you my puppy?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    She flicked my balls. 
 
    “Is that what a puppy would do? ‘Yes mistress.’ How does a puppy respond?” 
 
    I let go a soft, embarrassed woof.  
 
    Cindy flicked my balls twice more. It really hurt. 
 
    I barked louder.  
 
    “Good puppy.” She let go of my balls and stroked my dick, which if anything had gotten harder throughout everything that was happening. 
 
    I moaned.  
 
    “You’re excited, aren’t you little puppy?” 
 
    “ARF!” 
 
    “Yes you are!” She gave my dick another stroke. It felt heavenly. She let go and stood up.  
 
    “Up. On your knees.” 
 
    When I got on my knees, Cindy felt around my collar, testing its tightness. She pushed two fingers between the collar and my neck and made a ‘hmm’ sound. She tightened it a notch, then put the gag back in my mouth. 
 
    “Stay” 
 
    Cindy joined Jane on the couch, where they talked about me as if I weren’t there. I stayed on my hands and knees, looking at the floor, wondering what I’d just gotten myself into.  
 
    “Puppy, come here.” 
 
    Cindy patted her thigh with her hand. I crawled over.  
 
    “Down.” She pointed to the floor. I assumed she wanted me to lie down, so I did. This earned me a “good puppy” and a pat on the head.  
 
    “He learns quickly,” Jane said, “but he’s still a beginner. And he has a big ego.”  
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    “He thinks about his own needs too often, but that can change. He does want to serve.” 
 
    “It seems like he needs a firm hand.” 
 
    “He does.” 
 
    Cindy stood up and I got to my hands and knees. She took my leash and gave it a pull.  
 
    “Is puppy thirsty? Come puppy.” 
 
    I crawled awkwardly after her to the kitchen, which was the best I could do with the butt plug and chains. Cindy filled a dog bowl with water and placed it on the ground.  
 
    “Drink.”  
 
    I looked at her.  
 
    “Oh, sorry puppy, your gag.” She squatted down and took my face in her hands. She stroked me tenderly, then reached around my head. As she did, she pulled my face forward, into her cleavage. Her breasts, which had always been firm, seemed extra perky today. She smelled fantastic.  
 
    “When I take this gag out, you’re not to speak, puppy. When we’re together you can speak only when spoken to. Understand?” 
 
    “ARF!” 
 
    She laughed and rubbed my head. “Good boy! Who’s a good boy?” 
 
    I didn’t respond. 
 
      
 
    SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “Who’s a good boy?” 
 
    “ARF! ARF! ” 
 
    “Drink.” 
 
    I bent forward and lapped at the water. As I drank, Cindy grabbed my tail and pushed it into me, then moved it side to side.  
 
    “Do you like that, puppy?” 
 
    “ARF!” 
 
    “Come!” She pulled on the leash, and I followed her back into the study as she took a seat next to Jane. 
 
    “Puppies love feet, don’t they puppy?” 
 
    “Arf!” 
 
    Cindy unlaced her shoes and pointed and flexed her feet. “Lick my feet.” 
 
    I bent down and licked her feet. I was still coming to terms with the idea of Cindy as my Mistress. Cindy was…she was…I don’t know. I liked her as a person. But serving her? This felt wrong. When I fantasized about serving a dominant woman, it wasn’t someone like Cindy. It was someone who felt being served was her right. I guess Cindy kind of felt like that, but in a different way. I guess I was hoping for someone who wasn’t so…I don’t know. Someone different. 
 
    “Puppy, what are you doing?” 
 
    I had spaced out. Shit. 
 
    “ARF!”  
 
    I bent down to lick her feet, but she yanked me up with the leash. 
 
    “Come. Over the spanking bench.” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “Over the bench, now!” 
 
    I crawled to the bench and climbed up on it, which took some finessing. Cindy picked up Jane’s crop and stood in front of me. She cupped my chin in her palm and lifted my eyes to meet hers.  
 
    “If I have to ask twice, you get punished.” 
 
    She moved behind me. 
 
    WHAP!  
 
    The first blow was harder than I expected. I screamed “OW!”  
 
     
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
     
 
    “Do better, Kevin, or this will be a common occurrence.” 
 
     
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
     
 
    I screamed. Cindy hit hard, and my butt already hurt. 
 
     
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
     
 
    I was sweating when she stopped. She helped me off the bench and led me back over to the couches. She put her feet in front of me. 
 
    “Lick.” 
 
    I enthusiastically licked her feet, even between her toes. She lifted her foot and I licked her soles. First one foot, then the other.  
 
    “I think you should lick Aunt Jane’s feet, too, to thank her for training you.” 
 
    When I was finished, I lay at their feet while Jane and Cindy chatted. It was clear they knew each other well.  
 
      
 
     “Come puppy. It’s time to go to the bathroom.” Cindy stood and pulled the chain. I followed behind her as she led me outside to the fenced in backyard. It was really cold outside, and I could see my breath. She pulled me along until we came to a tree along the edge.  
 
    “Go ahead puppy.” She looked down at me. If she had any thought that this was insane, or that I was going to refuse to piss like a dog in the backyard of my house right in front of her, she didn’t show it. I tried to communicate the thought “are you nuts?” with my eyes. Her expression darkened. She yanked on the leash and started walking inside.  
 
    I followed as best I could, every once in a while fighting back against her steady pull. She led me back to the study and back over the spanking bench. Jane, who was reading on the couch, looked up only briefly.  
 
    “I warned you about having to ask twice.”  
 
    I heard her rummage around and pull something out of Jane’s fun box. It was the hairbrush. This was going to hurt. 
 
     
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
     
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    She was clinical in her precision, hitting the same spot over and over again. I screamed and screamed. When it was over, Cindy dragged me back outside, where I pissed against the tree.  
 
    Back in the study, Cindy taught me basic commands and had me practice them while she and Jane watched and laughed. It was humiliating, but I knew what hesitating would get me. Finally they let me rest as they had tea.  
 
      
 
    Cindy then led me to my room. She attached my leash to the foot of the bed, wrapping it around several times until there was just enough slack for me to lie down without hitting my head. She then undid the chain connected to one of my wrists and looped it around the same leg before reattaching it. She left and returned soon after with an overnight bag.  
 
    “Eyes down, puppy!” 
 
    I heard her change. Then she walked over to where I lay and stroked my head and back. I tried to fight it, but I got hard again. 
 
    “Such an excited little puppy.”  
 
    Cindy gave my cock a few light pats. She removed my butt plug and took off my mittens. The cool air on my sweaty hands felt great, and the relief from having the butt plug out of my ass was wonderful. She then retrieved a blanket from the closet and draped it over me.    
 
    She then got into my bed.  
 
    After a little while, I heard heavy breathing. Then a moan. She was masturbating! I guess she did have sexual needs after all. It didn’t take her long to orgasm. She came loudly, unselfconsciously. After a minute, she got out of bed and knelt down next to me. She rubbed her finger under my nose. Her scent was sweet. She then reached her hand down her pants. Her finger was wet when she pulled it out. She pushed it into my mouth. 
 
    “Suck.” 
 
    I sucked. She leaned over and kissed me on the head. 
 
    “Good night, puppy.” She got back into bed. “And you’ve still got a punishment coming for cancelling dance practice with me tonight.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 15 
 
    I awoke slowly the next morning. I felt the collar around my neck and wondered why I wasn’t in my bed. The night before came flooding back. I tried to stand up, forgetting about the leash, and was yanked back down to the floor. 
 
    “Go back to sleep, puppy. It’s not time to get up yet.”  
 
    I thought about some of the things Cindy made me do the night before. This was a lot different from serving Jane. With Jane, everything we did was something I was wanted. Yes, the beatings hurt, but getting punished by a beautiful older woman was a fantasy. I didn’t like not being able to masturbate, but having a dominant woman control my dick was a huge turn on. In one night with Cindy, I’d done more weird and unpleasant things than I had in my entire time with Jane. I didn’t want to act like a puppy. I didn’t want to piss outside and drink from a bowl. It was embarrassing. But at the same time, I couldn’t ignore that it was also exciting to submit my desires to someone else. My hard cock just proved it.  
 
    I heard Cindy rustling, then getting up and using the bathroom. I was going to call out to her when I realized what that would get me. I knew what I had to do and flushed, but I felt my full bladder and did the math.  
 
    “Woof!”  
 
      
 
    Nothing. 
 
      
 
    “WOOF! WOOF!” 
 
      
 
    Footsteps. 
 
    “What is it, puppy?” 
 
    I made a whining sound and tried to get up. 
 
    “Do you have to go the bathroom? 
 
    “Woof!”  
 
    “Ok puppy. Let’s get you outside.” 
 
    Shit. This was going to continue. Cindy put the mittens back on my hands. She seemed to be taking her time. I really had to go. Finally, she unlatched me from the bed and led me out into the backyard. It was freezing, and I could feel goosebumps all down my arms and legs. Plus I had a piss boner and my dick was pointing at my stomach and chest. If I pissed now, I’d piss all over myself.  
 
    “Let’s go puppy. You have five seconds to start or we’re going back inside.” 
 
    I tried arching my back and sticking out my groin, but I still pissed all over myself.  
 
    “Oh my God!” Cindy laughed. When I was done, she pulled me over near the garden and sprayed me with the hose. It was so insanely cold. She thoroughly sprayed every inch of my back and legs. 
 
    “On your back.”  
 
    She sprayed down my front, too. I was shivering as she led me back into the house. Jane was in the kitchen, making breakfast. Cindy got a towel and patted me dry.  
 
    “How did you sleep?” Jane asked Cindy. 
 
    “Wonderful. I had such exciting dreams about the fun puppy and I are going to have.” 
 
    “And how did your puppy sleep?” 
 
    “I think he slept well, didn’t you puppy?” 
 
    “Woof.”  
 
    “He peed all over himself and I had to spray him with the hose, so he’s a little grumpy. I bet he’s hungry, though. Are you hungry puppy?” 
 
    “Woof!” I was.  
 
    “Do you want a piece of bacon, puppy?” 
 
    “Woof!” 
 
    Cindy walked over to where Jane was cooking and grabbed a piece of bacon. She came back and held it above my head. 
 
    “Beg, puppy.” 
 
    I sat back on my heels and raised my hands. I made what I thought was a begging sound.  
 
    “Up!” 
 
    I went for it, and of course she pulled it away.  
 
    “C’mon puppy, you can do it!” 
 
    I went for it again, and she pulled it away again, laughing. The third time she let me have it.  
 
     
 
    Jane brought over two plates of food. Cindy pointed to a spot to her right. 
 
    “Sit.” 
 
    I stared at the floor as they ate. They talked about Cindy’s classes, then about riding horses, one of Jane’s hobbies. When they were done, Cindy brought their plates to the counter and scraped the remaining scraps into a dog bowl. 
 
    “Puppy, come here.” 
 
    She put the bowl on the floor between her feet. 
 
    “Go ahead puppy. Eat.” 
 
    I bent my head down and started eating with just my mouth. It was harder than I thought. Cindy stood over me, watching. I realized halfway through that there was no way to eat gracefully. If I was going to get anywhere, I’d have to mush my face into the bowl, onto the food.  
 
    Cindy filled a bowl with water. She placed it next to me and I lapped it up.  
 
    “Sit.” 
 
    Cindy retrieved a wet washcloth and wiped my face.  
 
    “Hold still puppy.” 
 
    When she was finished, she led me to my bedroom.  
 
    “Stay.” 
 
    She grabbed a rubber glove, some lube and my tail from the desk, then sat on the bed. 
 
    “Over my knees.” 
 
    I heard her put on the rubber glove, then open the bottle of lube. She placed her left hand on my lower back as her right hand moved between my cheeks.  
 
    Cindy seemed very confident, and I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d done this before. She steadily applied more pressure, until her finger pressed inside me. She pushed in and out, going deeper every few thrusts. I stared at her ankle. She pulled her finger almost all the way out of me, then placed a second finger against me and pressed. 
 
    “Relax puppy. Relax.” 
 
    I tried. Cindy moved her fingers in and out, taking her time opening me up for my tail. Jane didn’t take this long. Cindy pushed all the way in, then slowly withdrew and brought the ball-end of the tail against me.  
 
    “Deep breath in.” 
 
    Cindy pressed the tail into me. Once it passed the wider opening, my sphincter clenched around it. 
 
    “Down. Knees.” 
 
    Cindy peeled off her glove, then stood over me.  
 
    “Let’s see you wag that tail, puppy.” 
 
    I did.  
 
    “Loosen your butt. Try to shimmy.” 
 
    I tried. It didn’t go so well. 
 
    “Looks like puppy needs more practice. Come.” 
 
    She patted her thigh and walked toward the kitchen. I followed her outside to the backyard. It was so cold. What were we doing out here? 
 
    “It’s 9:30 puppy. I have class at 11. You have class then, too, right?” 
 
    “Woof!” 
 
    “Good boy! We’re going to play for a little while, then you get to be a human boy for a little while to shower, shave and go to class. What time are your classes done today?” 
 
    I wondered if I should bark out the answers. 
 
    Cindy looked at me expectantly. I had the feeling she wanted me to speak so she could punish me. 
 
    “Woof, woof, woof!” 
 
    “Three?” 
 
    “Woof!” 
 
    “At three, come right home. Put on your collar, cuffs and gag and do all your homework. I’m back at 5:30. If I hear from Jane that you acted like anything other than a puppy, you’re going to regret it. Understand?” 
 
    “Woof!” 
 
    Cindy pulled a tennis ball from her pocket. She held it up to my face.  
 
    “See the ball puppy! See it!” 
 
    “Woof!” 
 
    She threw it, “Go get it! Get it puppy!” 
 
    I moved as well as possible with the butt plug in my ass. It was humiliating, just like everything else she’d made me do. The grass was a little wet, and I felt my knees getting muddy. I finally got to the ball and picked it up with my mouth. I tasted grass and dirt. I crawled back to Cindy and dropped it at her feet. 
 
    “That was slow, puppy. Let’s see if you can go faster.” 
 
    She picked up the ball and threw it. This was going to be a long 30 days.  
 
     
 
    I rode my bike to school. It felt great to be out of the leather collar and cuffs and upright like a human. I had a million thoughts running through my head and I was determined to ignore all of them. I just couldn’t process that I was going to be Cindy’s slave for the next month, and I realized after trying and failing a few dozen times to stop thinking about it.  
 
    In class, I felt like people could tell that I’d spent the last 12 hours acting like a dog. I knew it was ridiculous. I also knew it wasn’t the first time I had given the rest of the student body superpowers they didn’t possess. If you’ve ever eaten your food out of a bowl on the floor, you understand.  
 
    I got home at 3pm and put on my collar and cuffs. I put in the gag and started on my homework. After a couple minutes I got a towel and placed it under my mouth because I was drooling everywhere. I got a drink of water and used the bathroom. When I finished it was 5:15. I was rereading a portion of my Spanish History text book when I head Cindy come in the door. I waited for her to come to my room, but instead she went into the study to talk to Jane. I heard Jane walk upstairs. Cindy called me into the study. She didn’t sound happy.  
 
    I crawled in to meet her. She pointed to the floor by her feet. I knelt. She removed my gag. 
 
    “What were your rules?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure I was allowed to talk, so I looked at her quizzically. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “Can I talk?” 
 
    “Could you answer without talking?” 
 
    “Put on my collar, cuffs and gag. Do my homework before you got home.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And…act like a dog?” 
 
    “Did you do that?” 
 
    “I think so?” 
 
    “You do? Really?” 
 
    I kept quiet.  
 
    “Did you go the bathroom?” 
 
    “Yes mistress.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    Oh shit.  
 
    “I’m sorry, mistress. I forgot. I went in the bathroom.” 
 
    “And there’s a water glass in the sink. I haven’t seen many dogs fill a glass of water before. Have you?” 
 
    “No mistress.” 
 
    “I gave you very simple instructions and I trusted you to follow them. I can’t believe you would disobey me the first moment I wasn’t looking over your shoulder! I can’t believe you would be so selfish as to just ignore my rules!” 
 
    “I didn’t-“ 
 
    “Shut up. Don’t ever interrupt me. And when I came home, did you greet me at the door?” 
 
    “No mistress.” 
 
    “A good dog greets his owner at the door. I didn’t think I’d have to tell you that. Apparently I have to be much more strict with you.” 
 
    “I’m sorry mistress.” 
 
    “Over the bench. Now.” 
 
     
 
    Cindy used the cane on me. She hit me six times.  
 
    “That’s for disobeying me. You have six with the crop for not greeting me at the door.” 
 
    When it was over, Cindy put on my mittens and put in my butt plug. She then made me practice greeting her at the door. When I heard her, I was to quickly crawl to her and hop around at her feet. When she held out her hand I was to lick it. If she pointed to her shoes I was to lick her shoes. She went outside and came in. I hopped around like an idiot, pushing my head into her thigh. Cindy pointed to her shoes and I licked them.  
 
    “That was ok, puppy. Let’s try it again.” 
 
    Cindy went out and came in three more times to ensure I had it right. It was tiring and painful on my knees. When she was finished, she led me to my bedroom. She took off my mittens and sat on the bed. 
 
    “Jane says you’re good at giving foot massages.” 
 
    “Woof!” 
 
    “Take off my socks with your teeth. Then get the lotion and give me a nice long foot massage.” 
 
    Cindy lay back on the bed as I rubbed her feet. She was very appreciative. 
 
    “Oh, puppy. You’re really good at that!”  
 
    After massaging her feet, I started to work up her legs. With Jane, I knew that trying to seduce her was a bad idea, but with Cindy it was different. Here was someone my own age, and who was horny — if her masturbation session last night meant anything. I’d often wondered if Cindy had a crush on me. I know she dated mostly older guys, or said she did anyway, but I wouldn’t have been surprised if she were in love with me. Maybe she was waiting for me to make the first move.  
 
    Cindy moaned and squirmed as I slowly worked my way up her legs. She didn’t tell me to stop me. My dick was hard. Cindy’s body was great from far away, but up close it was fantastic. She was firm and tight, but still soft. When I got up to her upper thighs she sat up. Why hadn’t I made a move on her before? She was clearly up for it. 
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    I pulled my hands away.  
 
    “Do you think you can touch me intimately?” 
 
    I looked at the ground. She reached forward and lifted up my chin to look in my eyes. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “Sorry Mistress.” 
 
    “This morning you peed all over yourself right in front of me. You have a butt plug tail in your ass. Do you think I’m going to let you touch my pussy? You get to lick my feet and massage me, and if you’re lucky I’ll let you smell my ass. But we are not a couple. You’re my slave.”  
 
    She slapped my face, then put the mittens back on my hands and attached a leash to my collar. She led me downstairs and tied my leash around the railing. She went upstairs without a look back.   
 
    I stayed there for about an hour. It was boring, and humiliating. Cindy finally came and got me for dinner, which I ate out of a bowl at her feet. Afterward, she took off all my dog accessories and led me to the bathtub. She removed the shower head and fiddled with the hot and cold until she got the right temperature, which was cold. 
 
    “Ah! Fuck!” 
 
    “Relax, puppy. And I’ll remember that little outburst later.”  
 
    She doused me with water, then soaped up a rag and roughly rubbed it over my back, arms and head. It felt antiseptic and impersonal, like being disinfected from radiation poisoning by the world’s most cynical nurse.  
 
    After cleaning my stomach and neck, she soaped up her hands and carefully washed my face. She was much more gentle, even loving. She put more soap on her hands. 
 
    “Almost done, puppy.” 
 
    She began to clean my balls and cock. I squirmed. It’d been a full week since I’d masturbated, so I was desperately horny anyway, but her touch was so wonderful. When she touched me, it felt like all her attention was on that one area. I can’t do it justice other than to say that some people are just naturally sexy and their touch is intoxicating and Cindy was one of those people.  
 
    From Cindy’s expression, it didn’t look like she was doing anything out of the ordinary, but her fingers told a different story. I lay back and said a prayer that she would masturbate me to orgasm. It went unanswered. Cindy moved away from my cock and ran a soapy finger around my asshole before pushing her way inside. My dick started to leak precum. She didn’t stay long, and after washing off her finger, she rinsed me off with cold water, then toweled me dry.  
 
    She chained me to the foot of the bed. Again she got into my bed and masturbated, then let me sniff and lick her fingers clean.  
 
    “Good night puppy.” 
 
     
 
    The next evening I was strapped to the spanking bench. Cindy stood with the crop over her shoulder and read a list of my offenses.  
 
    “Yesterday in the bath, you talked like a human: five lashes. You moved too far up my leg while massaging me: ten lashes. Poor attitude: five lashes. And of course, canceling our dance practice on short notice…ten lashes. That’s 30 lashes. Do you have anything to say in your defense?” 
 
    That was a joke. The gag was tightly secured.  
 
    Cindy rubbed my butt with her hand, then gave me some light slaps. She used her hand and then a wooden paddle, slowly warming me with harder and harder strokes.  
 
    “This is warm-up puppy. None of these count.” 
 
    She came around and removed my gag, then picked up the crop. 
 
    CRACK!  
 
    I jerked against the straps.  
 
    “That’s one!” 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! 
 
    I counted as Cindy beat me. Eventually, I let my muscles go slack. After 20 cracks, Jane came into the room. She placed her hand on my back as Cindy gave me my final 10 cracks. 
 
    “Your turn.” 
 
    Jane took the crop. 
 
    “For being ungrateful and doubting me about Cindy, I’m giving you 10 lashes.” 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!  
 
      
 
    I screamed and pulled against my bonds. But once the beating was done, my muscles relaxed, and I felt the familiar rush of post-discipline endorphins flood my body. I closed my eyes and turned my head to the side.  
 
    Cindy grabbed my balls and fastened something around their base. Then I felt something hard and plastic cover my dick. There was more fidgeting, and the click of a lock.  
 
    They unfastened me from the bench and Cindy helped me to my knees. I was wobbly from the pain but a little giddy. I looked down at my dick, which was encased in a pink chastity tube.  
 
    Cindy spoke “That lock can’t be cut with regular bolt cutters, and you don’t want to try cutting into the plastic. There is only one way in.” 
 
    She lifted her necklace to show me the key. 
 
    “You’re not allowed to jerk off or touch my dick without my permission. This makes sure you keep your word. Jane tells me that you were supposed to cum three nights ago. Obviously you don’t get to cum today, which is too bad, because I’d planned something you would have really liked. Let’s see how you do the next two days and we’ll revisit this discussion Friday night.” 
 
    Friday night! It had already been, counting today, eight days since I last came. That would make it 10 days without cumming! I hadn’t gone that long since I started masturbating.  
 
    “Come, it’s time for dinner.” 
 
    Cindy led me back to the kitchen, where I ate from a bowl at their feet. The plastic tube around my dick made me feel completely owned, completely subservient, and I liked it more than I wanted to admit.   
 
      
 
    If I was worried before about classmates knowing what I was up to, the next day I was downright paranoid. I kept checking to see if my chastity tube was making a bulge in my pants. I was certain someone would run into me and I’d be exposed for the pervert I was. It was a long day, made longer by the intermittent pain of my restricted erections.  
 
    I walked with my books in front of my crotch, which I realized afterward probably drew attention to the area. When classes were over and I was off campus, I felt like I’d dodged a bullet. Not much later, I was back on my knees in front of Cindy.  
 
    “Ok puppy, another thing that puppies do is try to smell people’s butts. Now I don’t have a particular affinity for having my butt sniffed, but I can tell you want to do it.” 
 
    The corners of her mouth turned upward as she tried not to smile at her dumb joke.  
 
    “For the next 5 minutes, you’re going to try to smell my butt whenever possible. When I say ‘enough,’ you stop. If I say anything else, you keep going. Clear?” 
 
    “Woof!” 
 
    Cindy laughed as I moved my head around to try to sniff her butt. She turned and shuffled out of the way every time I got close.  
 
    “Stop it, puppy!” 
 
    I ignored this, as instructed, and without much enthusiasm tried to smell her butt.  
 
    “If I don’t see more effort, I’m getting the cane.” 
 
    And so I humiliated myself again for Cindy, leaping at her and trying to wedge my nose into her ass. Sometimes she would let me get close. Sometimes she even let me succeed and get a few sniffs before pushing me away. 
 
    “Bad puppy! Down puppy!” 
 
    5 minutes can be a really long time.  
 
    “Enough!” 
 
    I stopped.  
 
    “That was terrible. I’d hoped we would only have to do this once, but unfortunately we’ll have to revisit this exercise later. We have dance practice in 30 minutes, so go get ready. Before you go, though, you should give me a couple nice kisses to say thank you.” 
 
    She turned her back to me. I gave her a slow kiss on one butt cheek, then the other.  
 
      
 
    The next day the torments continued. I ate and drank out of my dog bowl and peed outside. Cindy gave me another sponge bath.  
 
    The only positive was that it was Friday, and Cindy had said that maybe I would get a chance to cum tonight. Just thinking about it made my dick strain against its cage.  
 
    Around 9pm, Cindy clapped her hands. 
 
    “Puppy! Come here puppy!” 
 
    I crawled into the bedroom, where she was sitting on my reading chair. She pointed to a spot between her legs.  
 
    “You’ve been a good boy, haven’t you puppy?” 
 
    “Woof!” 
 
    “And good boys get rewarded, don’t they?” 
 
    “Woof!” 
 
    “Yes they do!” She rubbed my head. “What’s the best reward for a puppy?” 
 
    I didn’t know how to answer this question with barking, so I tilted my head to the side and stared at her. 
 
    “No answer?” 
 
    “Woof!” 
 
    She just looked at me. I blushed in embarrassment but pushed through it. 
 
    “Woof! Woof!” 
 
    “What’s that puppy?” 
 
    “Woof! Woof!” 
 
    “An orgasm! Does puppy want an orgasm?” 
 
    “Woof! WOOF!” 
 
    “He does! Oh puppy. Do you think you’ve been that good?” 
 
    “Woof! Woof! Woof!” 
 
    She sat and thought about it. I could tell she was pleased with herself. 
 
    “Ok, puppy. You get to have an orgasm!” 
 
    “Woof! Woof! Woof!” 
 
    “That’s a good boy. Hold on, let’s get you ready. Down.” 
 
    I put my forehead to the floor. Cindy grabbed the handcuffs from the desk and locked my hands behind my back. She attached a leash to my collar. 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    Cindy slowly took off her necklace, keeping eye contact with me the whole time. She took my dick in her hand and brought the key to the lock.  
 
    “On second thought…” 
 
    I looked at her in panic. She started laughing. 
 
    “Oh my God! You should have seen your face!” She fell back against the chair laughing. “It was like your eyes went super wide!” She could barely get the words out she was laughing so hard.  
 
    “Ok. Here we go.” Cindy unlocked me, then slowly removed the plastic tube. I got hard instantly. She took the plastic ring off from around my balls and placed everything on my desk, then sat down and held my dick in her palm. She didn’t stroke me. She just looked at me, then let my cock go.  
 
    “Knees.” 
 
    I got on my knees. Cindy slid her left foot between my legs until her shin pressed against my groin. 
 
    “Hump my leg, puppy.”  
 
      
 
    She couldn’t be serious. Actually, yes, she could. Something in the back of my mind told me that if I continued humiliating myself like this, there’d be no going back. We were only a week in. What would happen in 30 days? I looked to see if she were joking, but she had the same haughty look she always wore, no different from when she was teaching me dancing or arguing with me over our social psychology reading. 
 
    “This opportunity ends for you soon, puppy. I suggest you take advantage of it.” 
 
    A voice in my head warned me not to do it, but another, louder voice in my cock screamed at me to get going. I’d only been serving her a week, but it was clear that Cindy didn’t bluff. If she said the opportunity ended soon, it ended soon. I was desperate for release. And as much as I hated the humiliation, I was insanely aroused, and had been since this started. I moved my hips back and forth, grinding my dick against her leg. I felt like an idiot, but it felt so good. I couldn’t imagine what I looked like right now, a collar and leash, dog ears and a butt plug tail. Humping a woman’s leg.  
 
    “Look at me, puppy.” 
 
    Cindy’s eyes were bright and her cheeks were slightly flushed. I looked down and focused on where my dick was rubbing against her shin. She pulled my leash and I almost fell forward. 
 
    “No puppy. Look at me.” 
 
    She giggled. I felt my humiliation swell and then fall away. Yes. This was embarrassing, and it was everything I’d ever wanted! This was a dominant woman —  well, it was Cindy, but she was making me her slave, and I was humiliating myself for her and serving her. It wasn’t ideal, but it was a lifetime of fantasies coming mostly true. I stopped worrying about what I looked like and abandoned myself to the feeling.  
 
    “That’s the way, slave. Hump my leg like a little puppy. Maybe I’ll let you eat your cum when you’re done.”  
 
    I moaned. 
 
    “Soon, I’m going to dress you like a girl and make you suck on my rubber cock. I’m going to tie you to the bed and sit on your face until I cum. You’re going to do everything I say, no matter how humiliating, because I tell you to.” 
 
    She reached forward and put her hand on top of my dick, pressing it into her shin. I made loud grunting noises, sounds of abandon that I’d heard faked in porn but that I’d never come close to making in real life. Now I made them over and over. Cindy’s giggling only made it more intense. I was right on the edge. 
 
    “Cum for me, puppy. Cum for me!” 
 
    I came. Oh my God I came! Spurt after spurt. It was the best orgasm of my life, even better than with Jane, which until then had been — by far — the best of my life.               I leaned my head forward in Cindy’s lap and caught my breath. I was shaking. Cindy ran her fingers through my hair. In a minute or two, I would feel embarrassed, maybe even angry. I would wonder what it all meant and was going to happen next. Would Cindy keep me as her puppy the entire 30 days? Would she really do those things she said she was going to do? Where was this heading? 
 
    But for now I just breathed and surrendered to the moment as her hands gently stroke me. Cindy gently removed my butt plug. She uncuffed my hands and took off my mittens, ears and leash. She pushed me onto my back and pulled the covers over top of me. She patted me on the cheek.  
 
    “Go to sleep, Kevin.” 
 
    A torrent of thoughts went through my head, ranging from humiliation and anger to excitement, infatuation and contentment. I shut them out and rolled over. I could think about what everything meant later. Now I was tired and happy to be sleeping in a bed. Before long I fell asleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 16 
 
    On Saturday, I worked most of the day in the library. I thought about the last week and whether I could continue as Cindy’s slave. Strangely, some of the things I’d most disliked in the moment seemed really hot now, like having to eat my food from a dog bowl. But I didn’t want to be a dog all the time. I didn’t want to crawl on my hands and knees and pee outside. I knew that submission was about my domme’s pleasure, but there had to be some room for my needs.   
 
    I looked down at the book I was reading. I’d been on the same page for 10 minutes. I still couldn’t believe I missed seeing that Cindy was a domme. Sure, she was bossy, but in a different way than I thought dominant women were bossy. Maybe it was that the dommes I fantasized about seemed more self-aware. They knew they were being dominant. But wait, most of that was from porn, so of course they knew. Did Cindy believing that everyone should do as she said count as awareness, or the opposite? And if it was the opposite, was that more dominant? Or better? How would I even know? I’d always thought of Cindy as spoiled, but maybe she was dominant, or maybe the difference between being spoiled and being dominant was a matter of perspective? That didn’t seem right. The only thing I knew for sure was that I had vastly underestimated her. I looked down at my book: I was still on the same page.  
 
       
 
    After breakfast the next day, Cindy removed my mittens and ordered me to clean the house and mow the lawn. 
 
    “Woof!” 
 
    “What is it puppy?” 
 
    “May I speak?” 
 
    She narrowed her eyes. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s really difficult to clean with the butt plug in, Mistress. Is it possible to take it out just for cleaning?” 
 
    “Oh, is it difficult? I had no idea. Then sure, sure.” She smiled brightly. “Of course, Kevin. I’m glad you asked. Let’s get that out of you. Just hold on one second.” 
 
    This didn’t bode well. She left, then came back into the room with a glove, lube, and a bigger butt plug. 
 
    “Over my knees.” She sat on the bed and patted her thigh. “Let’s get that butt plug out and this one in.” 
 
    I grunted as Cindy pushed the new butt plug into me. It was both wider and longer. I carefully stood up afterwards.                
 
    “Just be happy I’m not making you wear a maid’s costume.” 
 
     
 
    Cleaning and mowing took around three hours. I would have finished a lot quicker if I had just kept my mouth shut. Afterwards, I found a note on my bed. 
 
    “Kneel in the corner until I get back. Hands behind your back.” 
 
      
 
    Cindy came into the room about 10 minutes later. She didn’t say anything, though. She just checked on me and left. I waited. My knees hurt.  
 
    About 10 minutes later she came back.  
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    I went over her knees again and she removed the butt plug. She then pointed to a pair of light blue gym shorts and a pink tank top.  
 
    “Put those on and meet me downstairs.” 
 
    The shorts and tank top were about a size too small, which I knew was the point. At least she took the butt plug out. I met Cindy in the weight room. 
 
    “I like my slaves fit, so you’re going to work out regularly. I trust you know what to do.” 
 
    It felt great to move my body. Cindy watched me. Every once in a while, she’d snap her fingers and order me to get her a drink. About halfway through she told me to take off my tank top. 
 
    Afterwards, she took me to the shower and rinsed me off. She dried me, put on my collar and cuffs, and brought me to the study, where Jane was working.  
 
    “Aunt Jane, I have to prepare my apartment, will you watch my slave for a few hours.” 
 
    “Of course, dear. He’ll be in good hands.” 
 
    “If he gets out of line, feel free to punish him.” 
 
    “Of course.”  
 
    Cindy left, and I waited on my hands and knees. Jane ignored me and continued working.  
 
    “Kevin?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “I’d like some dinner. Make chicken with baby bok choy and rice.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
     
 
    Jane ate first while I stood a few paces away and served her when needed. When she was finished, she filled my dog bowl with food and placed it on the floor in front of me. I was really hungry. In no time, I was finished. 
 
    “Kevin, you’re doing much better.” 
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    “It may get tougher, but remember that this is a test. You may not get rewarded like you have this week, so remember that your one goal is to please your Mistress.” 
 
    I didn’t feel like much this week had been a reward. Even my orgasm was humiliating. But if there was one thing I’d learned in the last few months, it was to keep thoughts like that to myself.  
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    Cindy returned after 9pm and found me in the study. Jane had gone upstairs a half hour before and had tied me to the spanking bench to keep me from getting into trouble. Cindy untied me and led me over to the couch. When I knelt, Cindy patted the seat next to her. 
 
    “Sit on the couch. Every Sunday night we’ll have a discussion. This is your chance to talk to me honestly and openly about what’s going on. I won’t punish you unless you’re an asshole.” 
 
    I sat. I was hesitant to say anything. 
 
    “Do I call you Mistress or Cindy?” 
 
    “Mistress. Always Mistress when we’re here or at my house, or alone. Cindy in public.” 
 
    “Mistress, am I always going to be a puppy?” 
 
    “Maybe. If I feel like it.” 
 
    I was quiet, thinking how to put my next thoughts into words. Cindy sensed as much and waited. 
 
    “Is this weird for you?” 
 
    “What part?” 
 
    “The part where we were close friends and now I’m humping your leg and smelling your butt.” 
 
    She thought for a moment. 
 
    “It’s a little odd. Yes, we were friends, but now we’re domme and sub. If we were vanilla, and we started a relationship, would it be weird that we were friends before?” 
 
    “Maybe a little. Not as weird as this.” 
 
    “But a little weird?” 
 
    “A little weird.” 
 
    “Ok, so if we were vanilla, it would still have been weird. But we’re not vanilla; we’re kinky, so this is what we have instead.” 
 
    I thought about that. Suddenly, I felt good. Really, really good, and I couldn’t figure out why. Then it hit me: I’d always thought of myself as damaged for wanting to be dominated, but in one sentence Cindy had reframed it as just kinky, like it was no big deal. For the first time it entered my head that maybe it was ok to want this. Maybe I wasn’t broken. I couldn’t fully buy into it, not yet, but it felt like an important piece — the most important piece — had just shifted into place. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted badly to take her in my arms, but I worried it wasn’t the right time for that. 
 
     
 
    “Thank you Mistress.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “For doing this with me.” 
 
    She reached out and touched my cheek. 
 
    “Oh, slave, we’re just getting started.” 
 
      
 
    Cindy pulled the covers off of me at 7am the next morning.  
 
    “Get up slave, you’ve got packing to do.” 
 
    I looked at her quizzically.  
 
    “Pack your clothes. You’re staying at my place for the next few weeks.” 
 
    I knew what she was saying, but it was early, and the words weren’t finding meaning in my head. 
 
    “This is not a drill. You have fifteen minutes to pack and shower. Then come downstairs for breakfast.” She jumped on the bed and grabbed my shoulders. She shook me back and forth, then gave me two quick pats on the cheek and walked out of the room.  
 
    I found my duffel and stuffed it full of clothes for the week. Finals were coming up, so I grabbed my books and computer. Then I showered and shaved. It felt wonderful to pee in the shower like a civilized human being.  
 
    I made it downstairs just as Jane was spooning eggs onto a pair of plates. She added spinach and toast and brought the plates to the table. She then filled my dog bowl and put it on the floor at Cindy’s feet. I guess I was still going to eat like a dog. When I was finished, I washed all the dishes and wiped down the table, then I swept the kitchen.  
 
    “Slave!” That was Cindy’s voice. I found her and Jane hugging in the front hall. 
 
    “You know where to find me if you need anything.” Jane said.  
 
    “Thanks Aunt Jane. Slave, take our bags to my car, then sit in the front seat and wait for me.”  
 
    Jane came over and gave me a warm hug. I loaded the suitcases in the car, then sat in the front seat and waited. Cindy and Jane took their time. I wondered if this were a test. Or if not a test, a part of training. Finally, Cindy came and got into the driver’s seat. She didn’t smile. 
 
    “Don’t say a word. You can talk to answer questions, but that’s it. Otherwise keep your fucking mouth shut.” 
 
    I didn’t know what got into her. She had seemed in a pleasant enough mood at Jane’s. We drove in silence. Cindy ignored me until we pulled into her driveway. She spoke only to order me to bring our bags inside.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 17 
 
    Week 2 
 
    Once we arrived at Cindy’s apartment, she had me strip and kneel at her feet. I looked at her face. She didn’t seem happy.  
 
     
 
    SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “Don’t look at me! Keep your eyes down unless I tell you otherwise.” 
 
    “Sorry, Mistr-“ 
 
      
 
    SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “Don’t speak unless I ask you a direct question!”  
 
      
 
    I looked down.  
 
      
 
    “Put my bag in my room and your bag in the guest bedroom, then come back here. You can stand to do chores, otherwise you’re on your knees with your head down.” 
 
    I put the bags away. The bed in the guest room was small, and the mattress was thin. I came back and waited at Cindy’s feet with my head down.  
 
    “There’s a list of chores on the table. Read it and get to work.”  
 
    The list was similar to Jane’s list, but it extended to chores outside the home, such as shopping for groceries. Every day I was to dust the entire house and sweep the floors. I was also given a workout regiment, study times and dancing homework. It started now. I found cleaning supplies under her sink and a broom and mop in the hallway closet.  
 
    Cindy put her computer and some books into a backpack and left. She didn’t say anything on her way out. I wondered what I had done to cause this change in her. Maybe during the massage? But this was an extreme reaction. I had feelings for Cindy now, and I had hoped that my service to her would become more personal. This was a step in the opposite direction.  
 
     I got to work cleaning the apartment. While Cindy was neat, there were parts of the apartment in need of repair: poorly applied caulk and doors that had been painted over so many times they struggled to close. I would finish everything on the list and impress her with some side projects.  
 
    Cindy was gone until early afternoon. I was studying when she came back. She didn’t acknowledge me, but I heard her walking around the apartment and checking my work.  
 
    “Slave. Get in here!” 
 
    I hurried on hands and knees to the bathroom.  
 
    “What is this?”  
 
    I looked up quickly. She was holding my toothbrush.  
 
    “May I respond, Mistress?” 
 
    “Can you respond to a direct question, is that what you’re asking me?” 
 
    “I wasn’t sure I was allowed to talk, Mistress.” 
 
    “I said no talking unless responding to a direct question. Was that not clearly a direct question?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress, I just wanted to be sure.” 
 
    She grabbed my collar and dragged me into the guest bedroom to the desk against far wall.  
 
    “Stand. Lean over the desk.” 
 
    She went to another room and came back with leather belt, folded in half.  
 
     
 
    WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! 
 
      
 
    “Arrrgh!”  
 
     
 
    WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! 
 
      
 
    “Ow! I’m sorry Mistress!” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “I don’t know!” 
 
     
 
    WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! 
 
      
 
    “For my toothbrush?” 
 
     
 
    WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! 
 
     
 
    “Keep your shit out of the bathroom. You’re lucky I let you use it at all. And when I ask you a yes-or-no question, you answer yes or no. I don’t want to hear your bullshit excuse about just wanting to be sure. Here’s a test. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress!” 
 
     
 
    WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! 
 
     
 
    She dropped the belt on the floor. 
 
    “Put that on the desk. Then go back to studying.” She walked out. 
 
      
 
    After a half hour of studying, I made Cindy lunch. I prepared rice and vegetables. As per her written instructions, I waited two steps behind her and stared at the floor while she ate. I cleared the table after she was done and did the dishes. Then I ate while standing in the kitchen. Afterward I went to my room and prepped more for finals.  
 
    At 5pm, Cindy called me into the living room, where she sat reading on the sofa.  
 
    “Wait here, hands and knees, look at the floor.” 
 
    Cindy went back to reading. I snuck some looks at her feet, encased in white sandals. Her toenails were painted red. Her feet were dancers’ feet: well worn and strong. I remembered how nice it had been to massage them.  
 
    “Get up slave, you’ve got dance practice.” 
 
    Cindy put on some music and barked orders at me as I went through footwork for salsa, rumba and the fox trot. Then I practiced isolating different parts of my body. Cindy sat frowning on the sofa with her arms crossed. 
 
    “Relax your shoulders. Chin up. Do it again.” She wasn’t happy with anything I did. Every once in a while she showed me how to do something and what I was messing up. She was much more impatient than normal, and we didn’t do any partner dancing. I had to keep repeating steps and combinations until she was finally satisfied and released me to do more homework.  
 
    At 10pm I got ready for bed. My pillow was small and thin, and my blanket scratchy. But I was exhausted, and almost instantly I feel asleep.  
 
    At 6am, my alarm went off and I went for a short run. Afterward, I showered and prepared breakfast: eggs, spinach and toast for Cindy, cold cereal for me. I waited on her as she ate, then ate standing in the kitchen. After that I cleaned the kitchen, showered and went to class.  
 
    It was nice to be in public and be able to talk to and look at people. I hadn’t said more than ten sentences the day before. After class I came straight home and cleaned Cindy’s room. I dusted everywhere and swept the living room. I studied and then waited on my hands and knees by the door for Cindy to come home.  
 
    She came back at 6pm. She dropped her bag and coat on the floor and checked my work. I hung up her coat, put her bag in her room and came back to kneel in the living room. 
 
    “Make dinner.” 
 
    I made hamburgers with sweet potato fries. Afterward, I practiced dance for another hour while Cindy barked at me. I was exhausted, and my concentration was flagging. We moved to hand and arm positioning. She was instantly irritated.  
 
    “Stop. Can you really not tell your left hand is in a fist?” 
 
    “No Mistress.” 
 
    “Wait here.” 
 
    She came back with her leather belt. I started dancing while Cindy stood nearby. 
 
    “Stop. Put your hands in front of you. Palms up.” 
 
    Crack! Crack!  
 
    Crack! Crack!  
 
    The belt stung against my palms. I bit my lip to keep from yelling. 
 
    “Do it again.” 
 
    I danced, concentrating on my arms and hands. It was going fine until I had to concentrate on a tricky combination. 
 
    “Stop. Hands.” 
 
    Crack! Crack!  
 
    Crack! Crack! 
 
    I got a lot more whacks with the belt before the lesson ended, but by the end my hand positioning really was better. I’m not saying corporal punishment should be implemented in schools, but its effectiveness was undeniable.  
 
    “Into your bedroom. Over the desk.” 
 
    Cindy gave me 10 whacks with the belt.  
 
    “That’s for having a bad attitude.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t have any classes the next day, so Cindy gave me a list of chores: cleaning, working out, studying, dance practice. She was gone most of the day, and I practiced my hand positioning on my own.  
 
    She came home at 7. After inspecting the apartment, she called me to the living room, where she sat holding her phone. The crop was to her right. 
 
    “Put your arms out. Palms up.” 
 
    I lifted up on knees and held my arms out with palms up.  
 
    “Arms straight. Eyes down!” 
 
    She was timing me on her phone. After 30 seconds, my arms felt tired. I’d worked out earlier and I’d been cleaning all day. I took a deep breath. After a minute, my arms started shaking. At two minutes, my arms dropped.  
 
    “Bend over. Head on the floor.” 
 
    Cindy walked behind me. 
 
     
 
    Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack! 
 
     
 
    “Up. Again. Arms out.” 
 
    I didn’t last even two minutes this time.  
 
     
 
    Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack!  
 
     
 
    “You’re using the wrong muscles. Use your core and your chest. Again.” 
 
    I don’t know how long I lasted, but I got another four cracks. 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    I went to bed that night bruised and sore. Serving Cindy was humiliating when I was her dog, but at least she showed me warmth. At least she touched me. This was awful, and it reminded me a little of the second video I had watched for Jane. No love, just anger and brutality. 
 
     
 
    The next few days were the same. I cleaned up after Cindy. I made Cindy breakfast. I waited on my knees if she needed anything. But she never touched me, nor I her. When she punished me at Jane’s, she rested her hand my back, or pushed her thighs against me. But now I never got to feel her body. She stood apart from me as she rained down blows with the belt or crop. When she was finished, she walked out. She never talked to me. She’d even started ignoring me when she needed things. While I was kneeling beside the couch the night before, I’d heard her get up to refill her wine glass. Why not tell me to do it? 
 
    Friday was no better. Cindy didn’t even bother teaching me dance or assigning me practice. Saturday I didn’t see her at all. She was gone when I got up at 7. She’d left a note ordering me to clean from 7 to 10am, then head to the gym and the library and not come back until 8pm. She wasn’t home when I got back, and a new note on the table told me to be in bed by 10.  
 
     I didn’t want to focus on it, but a part of me worried that Cindy didn’t want to be my domme and was just riding out the 30 days. I wanted to brush it aside as paranoia, but something had undeniably changed in her feelings toward me. She clearly wanted nothing to do with me other than as some type of service slave. 
 
    A great feeling of unfairness rolled through me. It was one thing for Jane not to want me: she was older. But Cindy? She’d liked me before! And now that I thought about it, was age the real reason Jane didn’t want me? Or was it because I was pathetic in her eyes for being submissive? Would it have been different if I’d been aggressive? Would she have slept with me if I’d made a stronger move? Maybe. 
 
    She had called me courageous, but was that true? Was I courageous, or just courageous for a loser? And now this. Cindy and I had so much in common. We argued sometimes, but we had good chemistry. I’d thought she had a crush on me. I remembered that night we said goodbye after dancing, when she’s hugged me and slowly trailed her hands down my chest. I could have kissed her. I was sure of it. Now I clearly disgusted her. How terrible it was to be submissive, to crave domination, and because of that craving to push everyone away. 
 
    For a brief moment, I wondered how I would respond if Cindy brought a guy home, but I couldn’t bear to think about it. That night I slept poorly, restless and worried, my chest heavy and hot with self pity and self loathing.  
 
     
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 18 
 
    Sunday morning I woke up at 8am. I crawled out to the kitchen. Cindy was sitting on the sofa, reading. 
 
    “Slave, come here.” 
 
    This was the most she’d said to me in three days. I crawled to her. I had slept poorly, and I was still upset from the swirling thoughts of the night before. If she wanted to get rid of me, I wish she’d just say so. 
 
    “Kiss my foot.” 
 
    She extended her right foot. I stared at it. She must have had a pedicure the day before, because her nail polish looked new. Her foot was beautiful. I lowered my head and gave the top of her foot a soft, slow kiss. I inhaled her scent. When I was finished, I rested my forehead against her shin. I thought she might get upset, but I did it anyway. 
 
    “Keep going.” 
 
    I continued to kiss her foot, moving from her ankle to the tip of her toes. I had no idea what I’d done for her to treat me differently, and I wasn’t going to ask. I moved to the other foot.  
 
    “Stop. Come closer.” 
 
    She guided my head to rest on the top of her thigh. She ran her fingers through my hair. I felt it all through my body.  
 
    “I need to go to the mall today. You’re going to drive me and carry all my bags. We leave at 9. Make us breakfast.” She leaned forward and sniffed, “and then shower. You stink.” 
 
    I smiled as I made Cindy her eggs and toast and me my cold cereal. The steel bar of worry in my chest began to soften, just a bit, as I debated the idea that the last week had been a test. Maybe Cindy hadn’t given up on me as a slave. Maybe I could still win her over.  
 
    I came out of the shower to find Cindy in the guest room holding measuring tape and a notebook. 
 
    “Turn around. Arms out. Legs apart.” 
 
    She measured my neck, chest, waist and the length of my legs. I was curious what exactly she was going to have me wear, but I’d find out soon enough. 
 
    “Get dressed. It’s time to go.” 
 
    I was happy as I followed Cindy around the mall. She had me walk a few spaces behind her, which gave me a lot of time to stare at her butt. She was wearing tight pants that fit her ass perfectly. Was that for me? 
 
    After the mall, we drove to a shitty little strip mall with a dry cleaner, a Chinese restaurant and a costume store. I waited in the car while Cindy went inside the costume store. She came out 15 minutes later and put a bag in the trunk.  
 
      
 
    At home, I started on my daily chores, dusting everywhere and sweeping the living room and kitchen. Cindy found me when I was finished.  
 
    “Slave, I need you to get some things from the grocery store. There’s a list on the table.” 
 
    As I past her, she reached out and took my hand in hers. She rubbed my palm with her thumb. I kept my eyes downward and my face neutral, but that small bit of kindness had me on the edge of tears.  
 
     
 
    I made sure I got everything on her list. They were out of the type of milk she wanted, so I hurried to the other grocery store a mile away and found it there.  
 
    At home I stripped off my clothes and made Cindy lunch. I waited behind her while she ate. 
 
    “That was a wonderful meal, slave. Get me the mint chocolate chip ice cream you bought for dessert.” 
 
    I froze. Mint chocolate chip ice cream wasn’t on the list. Did I forget it? No, that was impossible. I crossed items off the list as I found them, and I knew for certain that I had crossed off everything on the list. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mistress, mint chocolate chip ice cream wasn’t on the list.” 
 
    “What did you say to me?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mistress, it wasn’t.” 
 
    “Get me the list and show me.” 
 
      
 
    I looked for the list, but it was gone! Where was it? It was in my jeans pocket when I got home. I had come straight to my room and taken off my clothes.  
 
    Cindy wasn’t happy. 
 
    “So you didn’t buy the ice cream I told you to get, and conveniently, the list is gone?” 
 
    I knew I was trapped. She’d obviously taken the list. 
 
    “Over the desk. Now!” 
 
    I walked to the guest bedroom and leaned over the desk. I heard Cindy come back in.  
 
    “You get five for not getting me ice cream and five for arguing with me.” 
 
    She stepped back, and I felt something thin and wooden trail lightly over my butt. It was a cane! Cindy had a cane! Fuck! Was I really going to get ca- 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “Owwww! Oh God! Ow” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
    “Unnngh!” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    CRACK!  
 
    “AAAAHH! Yellow! Yellow! Oh please Mistress!” 
 
     
 
    Cindy stopped and rubbed my back.  
 
    “Breathe, slave. Breathe.” 
 
    After a minute, I felt I could take more. 
 
    “Ok.” 
 
      
 
    CRACK!  
 
     
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    “OW! Please, yellow! I’m sorry, yellow!” 
 
    Cindy put down the cane rubbed the back of my neck. 
 
    “It’s ok.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mistress. It’s just extra painful right now.” 
 
    “You don’t have to apologize, slave. You did well.” 
 
    “I think I can take the rest, Mistress.” 
 
    “Let’s try something new. Stand in the corner.” 
 
    Cindy left the room, then came back with a handful of change.  
 
    “Put your hands on the wall, fingers spread.” 
 
    She put a coin under each of my fingers. After a couple minutes, my arms started to get tired. I concentrated on my core and my breath. After five minutes, I realized that if I moved my body closer to the wall, I could bend my arms and rest my triceps against my ribs. That took some of the pressure off, but not all. Cindy walked back to the room to check the coins were still in place, then walked out.  
 
      
 
    A coin dropped. I lost my focus, and my hand twitched, sending two more coins to the floor. A fourth I trapped by the very tip of my finger, and after another minute it fell. Cindy came back into the room.  
 
      
 
    “Over the desk.” 
 
    She picked up the cane.  
 
      
 
    CRACK! CRACK!  
 
      
 
    She rubbed my back. 
 
    “Two more.” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! CRACK! 
 
      
 
    She put down the cane and patted her thigh as she walked out. 
 
    “Come.” 
 
    I knelt between her feet as she sat on the couch. She leant forward and held my face in her hands.                
 
    “What did you learn?” 
 
    “What you say goes?” 
 
    “You knew that already. Try again.” 
 
    “Don’t argue.” 
 
    “There you go.” She leaned forward and gave me a kiss on the forehead. It was the first time she had ever kissed me, and even though it was on my forehead, and after a beating, it felt amazing. I hesitantly looked her in the eyes. She didn’t get angry. 
 
    “I’m sorry again about the ice cream, Mistress. I can drive back to the store now if you’d like?” 
 
    “No slave. You can get it tomorrow. Mint chocolate chip.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Now get dressed. We have dance practice.” 
 
      
 
    My ass and arms hurt, but my chest felt light and happy. We were back to dancing together. Feeling her in my arms, after thinking I’d lost her, was so wonderful. We practiced salsa, rumba and fox trot. All told, we were there for two hours, but I never got tired. I could’ve danced all night.  
 
      
 
    Later, Cindy called me into her bedroom. I knelt at her feet and kept my eyes down.  
 
    “You can come up on the bed. It’s time for our Sunday night talk.”  
 
    I sat next to her on the bed.  
 
    “You’ve been a good slave this week. I know it’s been hard for you.” 
 
    “It has.” 
 
    “Is there anything you’d like to ask or say?” 
 
    I thought about it. There were a thousand things I wanted to say and ask, but I didn’t feel like saying any of them. Cindy was going to do what she wanted, and I was going to follow.  
 
    “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    “For what, slave.” 
 
    “For being my Mistress.” 
 
    She took my face in her hands and gave me another slow kiss on my forehead.  
 
    “Back on your knees, slave.” 
 
    I knelt.  
 
    “Since you’ve been such a good slave this week, I think you deserve a reward, don’t you?” 
 
    “If you think so, Mistress.” 
 
    “You don’t want a reward?” 
 
    “I do, Mistress. I just, you know, it’s your decision.” 
 
    “Christ slave, I know that. Stand up.” 
 
     
 
    Cindy slowly removed her necklace from around her neck. My dick twitched in anticipation.  
 
    “I think the little guy should get some attention, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Are you purposefully holding back a smile right now or is this not a happy time for you?” 
 
    “No! It’s a very happy time! I just…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I just don’t want to seem like I expect anything.” 
 
    “Really? Or are you afraid that if you seem like you want something too badly I’ll keep it from you.” 
 
    “There’s a little of that, Mistress, yes.” 
 
    “You think I don’t know that you want your dick free?” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say to that. 
 
    “I hadn’t really thought it through, Mistress. Now that you say it, it’s obvious.” 
 
    “So maybe we should wait another week before we unlock you.” 
 
    Another week! I could barely stand one week! 
 
    Cindy laughed. It was a bright and unselfconscious laugh.  
 
    “Oh, puppy! I’ll tell you what, I’ll let you cum, but you have to be completely honest with me for my next question.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Hold on, let’s free Little Kevin first.” 
 
    The relief of having the chastity tube off of me was indescribable. I took a deep breath. Cindy was looking at me with a smile on her face. 
 
    “Ready for your question?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Do you want to eat your cum for me?” 
 
    My face fell again. 
 
    “No Mistress. Not really.” 
 
    “That’s not very sporting, slave.” 
 
    “I know Mistress, but it’s honest.” 
 
    Cindy reached out and took my dick in her hand. 
 
    “Jane told me you asked to eat your own cum. Isn’t that true?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” 
 
    She gave my penis a slow stroke. I was instantly hard.  
 
    “Really? Didn’t you fill out a checklist with the things you absolutely wouldn’t do?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “And was cum eating a hard limit?” 
 
    “No Mistress. I said it was something I didn’t want to do but I would try later on.” 
 
    Cindy continued slowly and lightly stroking me. It was difficult to think. 
 
    “That’s what you said on your checklist? You’d try it later on?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “When did you fill out this checklist?” 
 
    “A couple months ago, Mistress.” 
 
    “So isn’t now later on?” 
 
    This was going to be tough to get out of. Her hand felt incredible. 
 
    “I’m not sure, Mistress.” 
 
    “You said you wanted to do it later. It’s later. Isn’t that asking to eat your own cum.” 
 
    “I guess so, Mistress.” 
 
    “I guess so doesn’t get you an orgasm, slave.” She took her hand off of my dick and looked me in the eyes. “‘Yes Mistress, please let me eat my own cum’ gets you an orgasm.  But I’ll let you decide. You don’t have to do this, in which case there won’t be anything to eat, and we can have this discussion next week. Or you can ask me to eat your own cum, and you can have an orgasm right now.”  
 
    Cindy smiled as if she were offering me a wonderful gift. The logic was easy to figure out: I was going to have to eat my own cum regardless. I could either do it now or go another week without cumming and then eat it.  
 
    “I’ll eat my own cum, Mistress.” 
 
    “That’s not asking, slave. That’s telling. I want you to ask me if you can eat your own cum.” 
 
    “May I eat my own cum, Mistress?” 
 
    “Beg me.” 
 
    “Please Mistress, please let me eat my own cum! I really want to!” 
 
    “I don’t know, slave. That’s not great begging.” 
 
    “Please Mistress, I’m so thirsty for cum!” 
 
    She laughed.  
 
    “Ok, slave. You can cum. But you do it my way.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress. Thank you Mistress.” 
 
    “Go to the hamper in my bedroom and pull out one of the tube socks with the blue stripes. Bring it here.” 
 
    I found the tube sock and hurried back. Cindy sniffed and lurched back. 
 
    “Oh wow! I jogged in those three days ago and they stink.” 
 
    She held it up to my nose. I sniffed. She was right. It stunk. 
 
    “On your knees. Come closer to me.” 
 
    I did. Cindy stretched out her leg so that her shin pressed against my crotch. She placed the sock over my dick.  
 
    “Hands behind your back.” 
 
    She pulled me forward so my chest rested against her legs and reached over me. I felt the handcuffs click against my wrists.  
 
    “Hump my leg.”  
 
    I started humping her shin.  
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    I looked at her. God she was beautiful! How had I not noticed it before? I pumped my hips, grinding my dick against her shin. I was so horny from a week without masturbating. Oh Jesus it felt good!  
 
    “We’re going to have a lot of fun this week, aren’t we slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “I can’t wait for all the things we’re going to do. If you think this is pushing it, just wait until tomorrow!” 
 
    I pumped away. Cindy’s words washed over me. I didn’t have the bandwidth to consider what horrible things she had planned for me. I was overloaded with pleasure — physical pleasure but also emotional pleasure at being able to look at and talk to my Mistress again. 
 
    “Oh God! Oh God! Mistress, may I cum? May I cum?” 
 
    “Who owns you?” 
 
    “You do, Mistress. You own me!” 
 
    “And what’s going to happen with your cum?” 
 
    “I’m going to eat it, Mistress!” 
 
    “Yes you are. You may cum.” 
 
    I exploded. Wave after wave of pleasure shot through me as I doused her sock with cum. I felt like I might pass out. I slowed down my pumping, then stopped. 
 
    “Good boy, slave. Good boy.” She fondled my cheek, then grabbed the sock and slowly pulled it off, squeezing it to wipe up every drop of cum. 
 
    “Open.” 
 
    It’s a much different world after you cum. Before, I would have happily done anything my Mistress told me to do. Now, though, the thought of eating my cum was disgusting. But what could I do? If I went back on my promise…I didn’t even want to think about what would happen. Plus I was in handcuffs. I opened. Cindy turned the sock inside out and stuffed it in my mouth. 
 
    “Oh, don’t make such a face. Women eat cum all the time.” 
 
    It was so revolting. Cindy’s sock wasn’t the problem. My cum was. It was like rancid oil, mixing with my saliva and coating my entire mouth. If she’d just caught my cum in her hand and poured it in my mouth, I could have swallowed it quickly, which would still have been gross but at least quick. This way ensured I sucked it down slowly over time. It was devious and cruel and humiliating, and it made me want her all the more.  
 
     
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 19 
 
    Week 3 
 
    I woke up the next day refreshed and in a great mood. I made breakfast and coffee for Cindy and brought them to her bedroom, then knelt by her bed as she ate and occasionally fed me scraps of food from her hand.  
 
    Afterwards I made myself oatmeal, which I ate sitting at the table — another nice reward from Cindy. I cleaned and then reported to Cindy’s room, where she was sitting in a reading chair, wearing only pink underwear and a night shirt. My dick twitched in its cage. Just over twenty-four hours ago I hadn’t even been allowed to look at her, and now here she was, almost naked, as sexy as I’d ever seen her. Cindy smiled at my ravenous look.  
 
     
 
    “Eyes down, slave.” 
 
    I sadly lowered my eyes.  
 
    “Come,” she stood, and I followed her into her bathroom. She pointed to a box of epsom salt.  
 
    “Draw me a bath. Put a cup of Epsom salt in it. Then put in five drops of this.” 
 
    She handed me a small bottle of scented oil. It was jasmine, and the smell reminded me of her. I filled the bath and alerted Cindy. She pointed to the ledge at the back.  
 
    “Sit. Put his on.” 
 
    I sat with my feet in the water. Cindy handed me an eye shade. 
 
    “I’m going to teach you how to bathe me. Then you’re going to shave my legs and comb my hair. When you shave my legs, you’ll obviously take off your eye shade, but keep your eyes on my legs. If you look at me without permission, you’ll regret it. Trust me.” 
 
    I believed her. Cindy got in the bath and leaned back between my legs.  
 
    “Massage my shoulders.” 
 
    I worked my fingers around her back, finding any tight muscles and gently massaging them. She sighed contentedly. 
 
    “That feels good, slave. You can use a little more pressure.”  
 
    I moved up to her neck, then massaged her scalp with my fingertips. This won me another sigh. I wondered if I would eventually be able to bathe her without the eye shade. 
 
    “That’s enough, slave. Take off the eye shade. Eyes down. Come around to the side of the tub and pick up the razor.” 
 
    I shaved Cindy’s legs while she sang a song from Frozen. With considerable effort I kept my eyes below her waist.  
 
    When it was over, I put my eye shade back on and softly toweled her dry.   
 
    “Knees.” 
 
    Cindy attached the leash to my collar and led me into her bedroom. She sat in her reading chair. 
 
    “Up. Eyeshade off. Stand behind me. Take this.” 
 
    She handed me her hairbrush.  
 
    “Start at the bottom. Hold my hair so you’re only brushing a little bit at a time. Yank on my hair and I’ll show you what else that brush can do.” 
 
     
 
    I combed her soft, full hair, carefully working out any knots. The sound of the brush going through her hair was hypnotic and soothing, and the feel of her hair was wonderful. I wanted to sink my face into it. One day in the future I hoped to get that opportunity. 
 
    “Stand in front of me. Eyeshade on.” 
 
    I felt Cindy take hold of my cock. She put the key in the lock and slowly pulled the cage off of me. My cock hesitantly examined its freedom, like a prisoner freed after a long incarceration. 
 
    “Slave, you understand I have needs, right?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “And because of the sad state of men at this school, I don’t have a lover. Isn’t that sad?” 
 
    That she wasn’t seeing anyone was the opposite of sad, but I kept that to myself.  
 
    “I think it’s sad you can’t find someone worthy, Mistress.” 
 
    “You can’t expect me to go without pleasure, can you slave?” 
 
    “No Mistress.” 
 
    “Especially training a new slave who needs constant supervision. That’s hard work.” 
 
    “I can only imagine, Mistress.”  
 
    I said a silent prayer that I would get to fuck her or eat her pussy. 
 
    “I’m all pent up and I need a release.” 
 
    I doubled my prayer. 
 
    “And you’re going to help me, slave.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” I struggled to keep from smiling.  
 
    “I’m going to masturbate, and it’s going to turn me on to have you close by, able to smell and hear me, but unable to see or touch.” 
 
    I stopped having to struggle to keep from smiling.  
 
    “Get on your knees and rest your chin on the chair between my legs.”                
 
    She put her feet on my back. I could smell her scent. I was inches away. I felt her moving. 
 
    “I’m playing with my pussy now, slave, just touching around it softly.” 
 
    My cock was hard. I kept very still. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, slave. It feels so good. I’m putting two fingers inside of me and rubbing my g-spot.” 
 
    I could smell her arousal.  
 
    “Now I’m rubbing my clit.” 
 
    Her feet pressed down harder. 
 
    “Oh…FUCK! That feels so good! Oh, God, slave, I wish you could fuck me. Oh my God!” She slowly exhaled. 
 
    “OH!” 
 
    She pushed her heels down hard on my back.  
 
    “I’m going to- Oh! YES! I’m going to do such dirty things to you, slave! OH MY GOD!” Her pelvis spasmed and bumped against my head.  
 
    “I’m going to humiliate you and you’re going to — Unnnnnnngh! You’re going to thank me. OH MY GOD! YES! YES! YES!” She thrashed.  
 
    “SAY IT! SAY YOU’RE MY SLAVE! OH YES!” 
 
    “I’m your slave, Mistress! I’m your slave!”  
 
    “OOOOHHHHHH FUUUUUUUUUCCCCKKK!” 
 
    She slowly calmed down. She exhaled deeply, then laughed. 
 
    “Oh my GOD that was good! Oh, slave, having you right there really sent me over the edge quickly! We’re going to do that again for sure! Was it good for you, too?” She reached her foot down and tapped my cock, which had only gotten harder as she masturbated. “I guess it was.”  
 
    “Can I get you anything Mistress?” 
 
    “Yes, your chastity cage is on my dresser. Clean it and bring it back to me. You can take off your eyeshade.” I grabbed the cage and headed to the bathroom. “And bring a bag of ice.” 
 
     
 
    “This must feel cold on your penis, slave?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    I stood before Cindy with my legs spread and my hands behind my back. She held the bag of ice around my balls and cock, which were rapidly trying to find shelter inside my body.  
 
    “I could get the cane instead. 10 lashes would probably do the trick, don’t you think?” 
 
    “It would Mistress, but the ice is working well.” 
 
    “Maybe we should try both?” 
 
    I kept my voice neutral. 
 
    “If you want, Mistress.” 
 
    She made a face.  
 
    “That attitude’s not any fun. Remind me to discipline you for that later, slave.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    She unwrapped my now shriveled cock and looked at it. 
 
    “I think we’re ready.” 
 
    She pulled my balls forward and slid the circular ring around the base of my cock and ball sack.  
 
    “Say goodbye to freedom for a while, slave’s cock and balls.” 
 
    “Goodbye freedom.” 
 
    She pushed the pink plastic tube over my cock and locked it to the base. Goodbye erections. She patted the top.  
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    She looked up at me. 
 
    “What do you say?” 
 
    “Thank you Mistress.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “For locking my cock up?” 
 
    “For helping you resist your urge to defile yourself. Masturbation is a sin, you know.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Now you can get into heaven.” 
 
    “I guess I really owe you, Mistress. Thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, slave. You have a final today, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress, English Lit at 2pm.” 
 
    “Go to the library and study. After your exam, go back to the library and study for your Spanish History exam, then meet me in the dance studio at six for practice. Then tonight,” She tapped on my dick, “we’re going to have some fun.” She smiled her devilish smile, and I wondered if I’d really find it so fun.  
 
    “Thank you Mistress.” 
 
     
 
    I felt energized all day. Each time I felt the cage restrict my cock, I thought of Cindy and her sexy grin, Cindy masturbating in front of me, Cindy putting me in chastity, Cindy owning me, and I smiled.  
 
      
 
    At dance practice, Cindy unlocked me from my chastity cage. It was too difficult to rehearse with it on. The result was I had a boner within ten seconds of dancing with her.  
 
    “Do you want to go to the bathroom and take care of that?” 
 
    “Can I Mistress?” I whispered. We were alone, but still.  
 
    She whispered back, “no.”  
 
    It was impossible not to be turned on. The feel of Cindy’s back against my hand, her arm on my shoulder. Her body so close to mine. After a week of not being able to touch or even look at her, any contact was erotic. I felt like there was an invisible force pulling us toward each other, as if we could close our eyes and dance perfectly in synch. My heart ached for her, but I was afraid to tell her, that it would push her away. I was afraid that she saw me as merely a submissive, worthy to serve but not to love. That fear hurt worse than any beating, even as her touch and her nearness brought me such joy. I’d never felt so good and so bad at the same time.  
 
      
 
    That night, I stood in the living room in front of Cindy, naked except for my collar 
 
    “Slave, I have a present for you! Guess what it is?” 
 
    “A million dollars and a lifetime supply of blowjobs.” 
 
    “Close! It’s a French maid’s outfit!” 
 
    I wasn’t sure I heard her correctly. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She cocked her head to the side as if she hadn’t quite heard me.  
 
    “How do you address me?” 
 
    “Oh, shit! Sorry Mistress. What is it, Mistress?” 
 
    She laughed.  
 
    “Good slave. Too late, but good anyway. Get the belt and lean over your desk.” 
 
     
 
    I leant over the desk.  
 
    WHAP!  
 
    “Address me properly, slave.” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “Or this will be a very” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “frequent” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “occurrence. Now what’s my name?” 
 
    “It’s Mistress!” 
 
    WHAP!  
 
    “Louder!” 
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
    “IT’S MISTRESS! YOU’RE NAME IS MISTRESS!” 
 
     
 
    I kissed her feet and we returned to the living room. 
 
    “Like I said, I got you something better than just a million dollars and a lifetime supply of blowjobs. I got you your very own French maid’s outfit. I know you’ve been asking me for a French maid's outfit for a long time to help you clean better.” 
 
    I knew my cue. 
 
    “Yes Mistress. I’ve wanted one forever.” 
 
    “Well then this is a lucky day for you. Wait here while I get it.” 
 
     
 
    If the word ‘emasculating’ were an outfit, it would be this one. I’d seen French maid’s outfits in femdom porn, but I hadn’t lingered on them because crossdressing didn’t turn me on. This one was a little different in that it was pink and white instead of the normal black and white.  
 
    The top of the dress was short sleeved, with lacy white fringe around the arms and neck. The bottom skirt came down to my mid thigh and was rimmed in white fringe, as well. There were pink crotchless underwear, white stockings and pink shoes to complete the look.  
 
    “Your face is turning pink, slave. It matches the dress.” 
 
    “That was the plan, Mistress.”  
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    I put on the underwear, then I rolled on the stockings, apparently a little slowly for Cindy. I stepped through the dress and pulled it up. My muscles made the top super tight around my shoulders and arms. I knew I must look ridiculous, and Cindy’s laugh confirmed it.  
 
    “You don’t look very feminine slave.” 
 
    “I’m sorry Mistress. I’ll work on that.” 
 
    “Come see!” 
 
    She led me by the hand to her bedroom and positioned me in front of the mirror. She stood behind me.  
 
    “Look at how pretty you are!” She smoothed down the outfit, then rubbed her hands down my chest to my thighs. “So frilly and pretty! What a lucky maid with her pretty stockings. And here’s the best part.” She lifted the skirt to reveal my caged cock, hanging free in the crotchless underwear. “Anytime I want to see my cock, I can. It’s really too bad you have to wear that cage, slave. It’d be so nice to have access to that dick.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “I thought about sucking your cock about five times today, but each time I remembered that it was locked up and I couldn’t. That’s really a shame.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Come. You need to practice cleaning in your new outfit.”  
 
     
 
    I cleaned the living room as Cindy watched me, every once in a while reminding me to keep my legs straight and to bend at the waist. She had me clean her bookshelf, the one containing her stuffed rabbits.  
 
    “Move the rabbits to the couch while you dust the shelf.”  
 
    “Yes Mistress.”  
 
    I grabbed three of the rabbits. 
 
    “What are you doing?!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t just grab them like that! What kind of a monster are you?! Hold them gently and bring them to the couch one at a time.”  
 
    I transferred the rabbits one at a time, gently, so as not to hurt them. 
 
    “Slave! You put Asmodeus next to Quentin! They don’t get along. Don’t you know anything?” 
 
    “I’m sorry Mistress” 
 
    “Idiot.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress. I thought it might give them a chance to work out their issues.” 
 
    “That’s not Asmodeus’ way.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mistress.” 
 
    “Don’t apologize to me, apologize to Asmodeus and Quentin.” 
 
    “I’m sorry-” 
 
    “Why are you looking at me? You’re apologizing to them.” 
 
    I turned to Quentin and Asmodeus.  
 
    “I’m sorry Asmodeus. I’m sorry Quentin.” 
 
    “For being an asshole…” 
 
    “For being an asshole.” 
 
    “Please forgive me.” 
 
    “Please forgive me.” 
 
    “Is something funny?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Continue cleaning.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    After five more minutes, Cindy ordered me to stop. She walked over to me, looking me in the eyes the entire time. She rubbed her hands over my stomach. It felt amazing. 
 
    “You look so sexy, slave.” 
 
    “Thank you Mistress.” 
 
    “I can’t contain myself!”  
 
    She gripped the front of my uniform with both hands and pulled me towards hers. She moved her mouth to my ear.  
 
    “I want you. Right now.” 
 
     She pushed me backwards until I was sitting on the couch. She sank to her knees and pulled my hips forward. Her eyes looked ravenous. She lifted up my dress.  
 
    “Oh, right, the cage.” She stood up and walked to the kitchen. “I guess that’s six times.”  
 
     
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 20 
 
    The next day followed a similar schedule: clean, study, exam, study, dance practice, French Maid’s outfit. Afterward, Cindy had me kneel while she checked my work.  
 
    “Slave, come here.” That was her unhappy voice. I rushed to her and knelt. “Didn’t you buy almond milk today?” 
 
    “No Mistress.” 
 
    “I told you to buy almond milk!” 
 
    She hadn’t, and I almost said so, but I remembered the ice cream incident.  
 
    “I’m so sorry Mistress. I can get some for you now.” 
 
    “I’m afraid that’s not good enough, slave. This is the second time you’ve forgotten to get something for me. What do you have to say for yourself?” 
 
    “I’m sorry Mistress. It won’t happen again.” 
 
    “How can you promise that?” 
 
    “I’ll be more careful in the future.” 
 
    “You weren’t being careful before now?” 
 
    “I was. But now I’ll be extra careful.” 
 
    “So you were careful, just not very careful. And now you’ll give it your all?” 
 
    This wasn’t going well, but I didn’t know what else to say. 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “So you weren’t giving it your all, and as a result I don’t have almond milk, but it’s ok because now you’re going to really try.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “This is unacceptable slave. You need to do much better.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “What would motivate you to do better, slave?” 
 
    “Whatever you think Mistress.” 
 
    “That’s a copout answer, slave. Give me something concrete or I’m going to think of something you really don’t like.” 
 
    I knew where this was going, and I figured we might as well get there.  
 
    “You could beat me Mistress, to give me motivation.” 
 
    “That’s an excellent idea. Let’s get you over the desk.” 
 
      
 
    Cindy beat me with the belt, the crop, the paddle and her hairbrush. By the end I was shaking and covered in sweat. I kissed her feet and thanked her for the motivation. As a reward, she let me kneel between her legs while she masturbated. With the eye shade on, of course. 
 
      
 
    Wednesday afternoon, Cindy had another surprise for me. It was a bondage set that went under the mattress and stretched to all four corners of the bed. She tied me spread-eagle, then sat on my chest and removed my chastity cage. Her perfect ass was mere inches from my face.  
 
    “I know you’ve only been getting one orgasm a week lately, slave, but you can earn a mid-week orgasm now if you’re good.” Her finger traced light circles on my abdomen and thighs. “Would you like that?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Me too. I’m going to give you a quiz. Each time you answer a question correctly, I’ll stroke your penis. If you get three questions wrong, though, we’re done. Does that sound fair?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “I thought so.” She rubbed lube onto my cock, which grew half hard. Cindy looked back at me. 
 
    “That’s starting without me, slave.” 
 
    “Sorry Mistress. He sees lube and gets hard. It’s a Pavlov’s dog kinda thing.” 
 
    She laughed and gave my dick a soft pat.  
 
    “Good doggie. Here we go. I’m rooting for you, slave. Question 1, when did we first meet?” 
 
    “At orientation, Mistress. We were in the same small group learning about public safety.” 
 
    “Correct!” She slowly ran her fingertips down my cock. It felt amazing. She closed her fist around me and gave me a stroke.  
 
    “Question 2, what was the first thing we covered in our first dance lesson?” 
 
    “How to keep the beat. Stepping on the beat.” 
 
    She slowly grabbed my penis and held it, then leaned forward and rested her cheek on my thigh. She blew on me.  
 
    “Oh God!” 
 
    She gave a slow stroke, then let go. 
 
    Question 3, what’s my middle name?” 
 
    She had never told me her middle name. Shit. 
 
    “It’s Kathleen.” 
 
    “Oh my God, that’s right!” 
 
    “Really?!” 
 
    “No. Silly. It’s Amelia. That’s one strike."  
 
    She grabbed my balls and gave each one a hard flick.  
 
    “Owww!” 
 
    “I forgot to tell you, wrong answers get you a punishment to your balls. 
 
    “Question 4, what color are my eyes?” 
 
    “They’re a beautiful brown, Mistress.” 
 
    She gave me another stroke.  
 
    “Question 5, when’s my birthday?” 
 
    “August 10th.” 
 
    “Good.” Another stroke. 
 
    “Question 6,who’s the psychologist who came up with the theory of multiple intelligences?” 
 
    “Howard Gardener.” 
 
    She looked back at me, surprised. She’d thought that was going to be a strike. She ran her hand down my stomach and gave me a slow stroke. It was maddening. Her hand felt so wonderful, but the constant starts and stops, the slowness of it, ensured I couldn’t get over the hump and cum.  
 
    “Question 7, what’s my relation to Jane?” 
 
    “She’s your aunt and your mentor.” 
 
    “No.” She frowned.  “She’s my friend and mentor. I just call her Aunt Jane.” She gave my balls a quick flick. “That was an easy one, too. Question 8, what are you willing to give me if I keep masturbating you until you cum?” 
 
    “Absolutely anything, Mistress!” 
 
    She leaned forward and gave me a slow stroke, followed by two quick ones. I groaned. I was getting close! 
 
    “Question 9, what are your chores each day?” 
 
    “Make you all meals, clean, do my homework, practice dancing, do anything else you require.” 
 
    “Wear your pretty maid outfit.” 
 
    “Wear my pretty maid outfit.” 
 
    She leaned forward again and rested her cheek on my thigh. She held my dick without moving, then gave it a stroke.  
 
    “Question 10, what are you going to do tonight to show your appreciation to me for letting you touch me, let alone look at me?” 
 
    “I’m going to take you dancing, and I’m going to give you a full body massage.” 
 
    “That answer’s worth two strokes, slave.”  
 
    Her hand gripped me and gave two slow, firm strokes. It felt magical. I was getting close. Cindy felt it. 
 
    “Question 11, what’s the capital of Ethiopia?” 
 
    “Addis Ababa.”  
 
    She sat up and looked at me.  
 
    “How the fuck did you know that?” 
 
    “My penis told me, Mistress.” 
 
    She laughed. Then she leaned over again and blew on my dick. She gave me another stroke. I could feel my orgasm coming. Just a couple more strokes and I would cum.  
 
    “Question 12, who was the first woman to be elected senator?” 
 
     
 
    “Please Mistress?” 
 
    “Please Mistress what? Just answer the question and I’ll give you a stroke.” 
 
    “I don’t know, Mistress.”  
 
    “I always knew you hated women.” She gave my balls two flicks each, then got off the bed and walked toward the door. “Hattie Caraway, by the way, was the first woman elected to the senate. In Arkansas in 1932. Crazy, huh? Rest up, we go dancing after dinner.”   
 
      
 
    Dancing was fun, despite my aching balls and trigger-happy cock. We saw some of Cindy’s friends, which I guess were my friends now, too. Before we left the house, Cindy discussed the rules with me.  
 
    “You can have three drinks, maybe four if we stay late enough, but I’ll let you know when. Don’t worry, I won’t embarrass you. If we’re around friends, I’ll just ask you to get us drinks.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “You’re not allowed to drink until I give you the sign, which is me touching your arm.” She touched my arm.  
 
    “And you have to kiss my feet when you bring a drink to me.” 
 
    I looked up at her. She smiled.  
 
    “I’m kidding slave. No one will know.” She gave me a kiss on the head. “Just be thankful I’m not making you wear your maid’s outfit.”  
 
    It worked out fine, and it was a lot of fun. Afterward, Cindy let me massage her back, legs and feet. She was very appreciative and every so often squirmed in pleasure.  
 
    “You’re such a good slave, Kevin.” 
 
    I went to sleep happy.  
 
      
 
    The next night I sat on the couch in my maid’s uniform next to Cindy. She wanted to watch a documentary about a competition in Texas where participants had to keep their hand on a truck for as long as possible. Cindy rubbed my thigh, which made it difficult to concentrate. Halfway through she made me get on my knees and rub her feet. After we were finished, she masturbated while I knelt and looked at her feet. She then tied me spread-eagle to my bed and teased me for a half hour. She left me tied up afterward and sat on the edge of the bed, ignoring me and talking on the phone. It was just an average night in my life now. 
 
    Just five days ago I’d thought Cindy didn’t want anything to do with me. Now I was ecstatic at her teasing and cruelty. And it wasn’t just because she might want me as her real slave. I just liked it. My ego might deny it, but my body gave me away: I liked being humiliated and beaten. Not by anyone, of course, but by a woman I loved. This was who I was and this was what turned me on. It felt so good to admit it after all these years, but it brought with it a new insecurity: if I admitted I liked it, would that push Cindy away? Would my liking it take the fun out of it for her? Or worse, would it lead to her withholding all attention from me, like she had the week before. It reminded me of the joke:  
 
    “Beat me,” said the masochist.  
 
    Said the sadist, “no.”  
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure what to do, so I decided I would show her my appreciation but still pretend I didn’t like the abuse. The next day I bought steaks, spinach and potatoes. I stopped at the liquor store on the way home for champagne. It was expensive, but it was worth it. I got home early, found some recipes online, and made a great dinner for Cindy. I even lit candles. 
 
    She was really impressed. She let me sit next to her at the table and we ate like a couple. She kept reaching over and touching me. We finished the bottle of champagne and were a little tipsy as I served the mint chocolate chip ice cream for dessert. Cindy appreciated that touch.  
 
    “Do you have any more studying, slave?” 
 
    “I only have have my history paper to work on, Mistress. It’s due next Wednesday.” 
 
    “Do the dishes and then get to work on your paper. I expect perfect grades from you this semester.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.”  
 
    Cindy kissed me on the cheek and walked to her bedroom, closing the door behind her. I tried not to dwell on my disappointment. I hadn’t expected to get laid, but I thought a romantic dinner with steak and champagne might warrant a little attention. Had I given it away that I liked being dominated? Was Cindy now going to ignore me? My mind, as it often did, kept stabbing me with angry thoughts: Cindy didn’t think of me as a real man. Subs weren’t worthy of romantic relationships. I was unlovable.  
 
    After cleaning, I worked at the kitchen table on my paper, but I didn’t make any progress. My heart wasn’t in it. My phone beeped. It was a text from Cindy. 
 
    Come to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    When I got to the bedroom, my jaw dropped. Cindy was laying on her stomach on her bed reading. Her hair was in a pony-tail and she wore a tight pink t-shirt, pink knee socks, and nothing else. I stared at her ass. She didn’t look at me. 
 
    “Kneel” 
 
    I came around to the side of the bed and knelt, my forehead on the floor, my dick straining in its prison. I remembered the good old days of getting to masturbate whenever I wanted. Maybe this was better. My orgasms were more powerful now, even though I had way fewer. And times like this I was so turned on I could barely take it. 
 
    “Water.” 
 
    I looked up. Cindy was still engrossed in her book, but she was holding out an empty water glass. I took it, hustled to the kitchen, refilled it, and hustled back. 
 
    “Put it on the nightstand.” 
 
    I knelt. 
 
    “Stand. Up against the bed.” 
 
    I stood with my legs against the bed. Cindy looked over her shoulder at me. Her eye contact felt physical. She licked her lips and looked down at my cock.  
 
    “How is the little guy?” 
 
    “He’s anxious to see you, Mistress.” 
 
    “I can see that.” She turned and gave the top of my chastity cage a slow kiss. My knees almost buckled.  
 
    “How’s the history paper coming?” 
 
    “So-so, Mistress.” 
 
    “Go back and keep working on it.” 
 
    She turned back to her book. I went back to the living room and tried to focus. I couldn’t get the sight of Cindy kissing my cock cage, or her ass, out of my head. Another text came through. 
 
    Come back to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    I was there immediately.  
 
    “Stand by the bed.” 
 
    Cindy sat on the edge of the bed, her legs to either side of me. She slowly took off her necklace, keeping eye contact with me the entire time.  
 
    “What are you going to do for me?” 
 
    “Mistress, I will move heaven and earth for you.” 
 
    “What are you going to do for me, specifically?” 
 
    “I’m going to worship every inch of you.” 
 
    She inserted the chastity key into the lock.  
 
    “Are you going to touch my cock without permission?” 
 
    “No Mistress.” 
 
    “Are you going to rub it against the bed or disobey your orders in any way?” 
 
    “No Mistress.”  
 
    She turned the key and the lock opened. She stood up and walked around me, trailing her hand over my back, then came in front. She unthreaded the lock and placed it on the desk. She she ran her fingernails down my chest and stomach to my thighs, finally coming to rest on the cock cage. She slowly pulled it off. I felt the cool air on my cock. I was instantly hard. 
 
    “Take a step back.” 
 
    She looked me up and down.  
 
    “You have such a nice body, slave. And it looks extra nice with that hard cock sticking out.” 
 
    “Thank you Mistress.”  
 
    “Put your hands behind your back and don’t move.” 
 
      
 
    She kept eye contact as she sank to her knees. She placed her hands softly on my thighs and slowly kissed my stomach. My penis bounced in appreciation. Cindy moved closer to my cock. She gave me a hickey on my inner thigh. She turned her head to the side and her pony-tail brushed against my penis. 
 
    “What would you do if we were equals, slave.” 
 
    “I would do whatever you demanded, Mistress.” 
 
    “That’s not answering the question, slave.” 
 
    “As turned on as I am right now, I would do absolutely anything you asked.” 
 
    She stood. Her face was full of lust.  
 
    “Would you fuck me?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Would you throw me down on the bed and ravage me?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Picture that, slave, me beneath you as you plunged into me over and over. The look of ecstasy on my face as your cock filled my pussy.” She kissed my neck. She took my balls and cock in her hand. 
 
    “Imagine how good that would feel.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Mistress! Oh my God!” 
 
    She released my dick and rested her fingertips against my stomach. 
 
    “Show me what that would look like. Move your hips like you were fucking me.” 
 
    I began pumping my hips.  
 
    “That’s right slave. That’s you fucking me.” She put her hand on my cheek and brought her lips against my ear. She whispered. 
 
    “You holding my wrists above my head, making me yours. I’m moaning, trying to free myself, praying that I can’t. My legs wrapped around your waist. My hips rising to meet yours.” She bit my shoulder. 
 
    Her chest rose and fell with her breath. I was as turned on as I had ever been in my life. 
 
    “That would feel wonderful slave.” She planted a light kiss on my ear. “But we’re not equals, are we?” 
 
    “No Mistress.” 
 
    “I’m your Mistress. You’re my slave, and you’re not allowed to fuck me, isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “That’s sad that you can’t please your Mistress that way, isn’t it slave?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    She brushed my cock with her fingertips.  
 
    “But you can lick my ass, slave. That’s what you can do for your Mistress. You can lick my asshole right now.” 
 
    She climbed onto the bed and lay on her stomach. She looked over her shoulder at me. I moved between her legs and planted a slow, passionate kiss on one butt cheek, then the other. I kissed slowly inward. Cindy ground her hips against the bed. I gave each cheek a small bite.  
 
    I gently spread her cheeks and kissed her. She moaned as I gave her soft French kisses. I looked up. She had her head to the side and her eyes were closed. I gently tongued her, licking around her opening, pressing gently against it. 
 
    “Don’t tease me, slave!” 
 
    I pushed inside her and she gasped. Her muscles clenched around my tongue. She got to her knees and arched her back, bringing her chest to the bed. She reached back between her legs and stroked her clit.  
 
    “Keep licking!” 
 
    I licked harder, spearing her asshole with my tongue, making long, deep strokes inside her. 
 
    “Oh my God! Oh my fucking God!!!” 
 
    She came hard. Bucking against me and screaming into her pillow. Her groin spasmed and shook.  
 
    “On your back. Get on your back!”  
 
    I rolled over onto my back. Cindy straddled my face. She was sopping wet.  
 
    “Keep your fucking mouth closed!” 
 
    She pushed down on my face and started grinding, coating me in her juices. I could feel she was working her clit. She started moaning again, desperate, passionate moans as she pressed against me.  
 
    “Oh my, fuck, oh, fuck, Jesus, oh my FUCKING GOD!” 
 
    She came again, her nails digging into my chest. She slowed down, her spasms getting softer, less frequent. She rolled off of me when she was finished and curled into a ball.  
 
    “Go rinse your mouth out with mouthwash, then water. Then get back here.” 
 
    When I returned she turned onto her back.  
 
    “Clean me up.” 
 
    I licked up her juices, slowly, careful not to touch her clit. She patted the bed next to her. 
 
    “Hold me.” 
 
    I lay against her back, spooning her. She was silent for a while, then stretched her legs. 
 
    “Mmmm, that was wonderful slave. We’re going to have to ice that dick to get it back in the cage, aren’t we?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    She rubbed her ass against me.  
 
    “Mistress, be careful, that’s a loaded gun down there.” 
 
    She moved her ass off of my dick. I put my hand around her waist and rested it on her stomach. We were quiet for a minute. 
 
    “Slave?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress?” 
 
    “Thank you for the wonderful dinner.” 
 
    “My pleasure, Mistress.” 
 
    After a few minutes, I heard deep, rhythmic breathing that told me she was asleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 21 
 
    The next morning we sat next to each other at breakfast. I was eating oatmeal while Mistress had eggs with a side of spinach. She reached over and put her hand on my crotch. 
 
    “You get a reward, tonight, slave.”  
 
      
 
    One of the most important tools for surviving orgasm denial was not thinking about when I would be able to cum next. Cindy had made that near impossible. If I let my mind wander for more than a few minutes I’d start fantasizing about a mind-blowing orgasm. I tried to channel my energy into studying, but I kept torturing myself by imagining sex with Cindy, or going down on Cindy, or worshipping her feet. I was desperate for a release. I had too much energy all day, and by afternoon I felt jittery and pissed off. 
 
    At dance practice, Cindy unlocked my chastity cage and told me the trouble I’d be in if I came without permission. 
 
    “Just wait until we get home.” She winked. 
 
      
 
    After practice, I put my chastity cage back on. When I came out of the bathroom, Cindy reached down my pants to check. I looked around frantically, but we were alone. At home, we had barely gotten through the door when Cindy grabbed me. She kissed me passionately, running her hands over my face and through my hair. 
 
    “Bedroom. Now!” 
 
    I carried her to the bedroom.  
 
    “Strip, slowly.” 
 
    Cindy sat on the bed and watched as I pulled my shirt over my head. I pulled down my pants and underwear and stepped out of them. Cindy watched me, then pulled off her own shirt and unhooked her bra. Her breasts barely moved. We embraced and kissed deeply. I winced as my cock strained against its cage. 
 
    “Please Mistress.” 
 
    “Of course slave, you’ve earned it.” 
 
    She reached up for her necklace. Her eyes went wide.  
 
    “My necklace!” 
 
    Was this a joke? She looked like she was trying to hold down a smile.  
 
    “Slave, I think I left my necklace at the studio!” 
 
    She went to her bag and dumped everything out of it. Then she looked through all her pockets. It wasn’t there. 
 
    “We can go back and get it!” 
 
    We hurried back to the dance studio, but the necklace wasn’t in the room.  
 
    “Mistress,” I whispered. “Is there another key?” 
 
    “Jane has one, but she’s not home tonight.”  
 
    I stared at her. The way she said it…I was almost positive she was lying. 
 
    “We’ll find it, slave. It was probably turned into lost and found. We’ll have to check tomorrow.”                
 
    We walked home. Cindy looked over at me. I think she was waiting for me to say something, but I stayed silent. 
 
    “I’m really horny,” she said. 
 
    At home, I undressed to just my collar and we sat on the sofa in the living room. I was irritable, and had been since late afternoon. I think Cindy had wanted more of a rise out of me from her stupid trick with the key. And now that it didn’t work she seemed sullen. She looked around disapprovingly. 
 
    “Slave, when did you last clean the living room?” 
 
    “Yesterday, Mistress.” 
 
    “It looks terrible. How is it you still don’t know how to clean?” 
 
    “I’ll do it again, Mistress.” 
 
    “Why bother? You’re just going to fuck it up again. How many times have you cleaned and you’re still no good at it! I can’t believe I’m wasting my time trying to train someone so stupid.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I looked down at myself, naked, wearing a chastity cage, listening to someone degrade me. How did I get here? The thought was so mystifying that I smiled, which was the worst possible thing I could have done. 
 
    “You think it’s funny?!” She raised her voice. “You think this is a fucking joke?! Look at you, you fucking idiot! You think you’re God’s gift to women.” She was yelling now. "You think a woman would want to be with you if she knew who you really were?!” 
 
    That hit too close to home.  
 
    “What are you waiting for? Put your maid’s uniform on and do it again, you pathetic piece of shit!” 
 
    “Yellow, don’t call me that.” 
 
    “Whatever, just get your uniform on.” 
 
    I didn’t move. 
 
    “Hurry up!” 
 
    “Yellow. Verbal abuse is a hard limit.” 
 
    “Fine,” her voice was sarcastic. “Pretty please, you awesome man, you winner, would you do your fucking chores?” 
 
    I could feel my anger growing. 
 
    “Kevin, get up and-“ 
 
    “Just give me a fucking second!” 
 
    She stared at me, shocked, then her anger returned. 
 
    “Over the desk, now!” 
 
      
 
    Through my slavery to Cindy, I’d done a lot of things I hadn’t wanted to do. When I’d fantasized about serving a dominant woman, I didn’t think about the tedious cleaning or standing in a corner, and I never fantasized about feeling frustrated or tired or annoyed. But I learned that being in a Domme/sub relationship meant doing things you didn’t want to do to serve your Mistress. The key was to find joy in serving. I’d been pretty good at that, and when I couldn’t find the joy, I’d accepted that this was something I just needed to do. But this felt wrong. 
 
     
 
    “Slave, I’m going to cane you until you cry if you don’t get in there in five seconds.” 
 
    This was too much, and that she didn’t realize it was a problem.  
 
    “We need to talk.” 
 
    “No. We don’t. If I tell you to put on your maid’s outfit and clean, you do it! If I tell you to get over the desk, you do it! I’ve been nice to you all week and this is the thanks I get?! What’s with you tonight? You know what? I don’t want to hear your bullshit reason. Get over your desk, and I’m sorry if this hurts your precious little feelings, but do it now you pathetic fucking loser!”  
 
      
 
    I got dressed, took off my collar and walked out the door, slamming it behind me. 
 
      
 
    What was I doing? Why was I letting someone treat me like this? Cindy didn’t care about me: I was obviously just some joke to her, someone she could abuse for her own sadistic ends. After all I did, that she would be so angry for…what? For not wanting to put on a fucking maid’s uniform, which I never wanted to do anyway.  
 
    I kept walking and replaying the scene from earlier in my head. Cindy didn’t respect me. She said it clearly: I was a loser. Of course she thought that. My chest felt heavy and dark. It was as if everything that I had most feared about myself, all the reasons I was damaged and unlovable, were just confirmed in the bluntest way possible. It was worse than any physical blow.  
 
    I realized I was walking to Jane’s. She was probably home, now that I thought about it. Everything Cindy had said earlier was a lie. She probably had the necklace hidden away in one of her dresser drawers. I was submissive, but I had some limits. I couldn’t let myself get treated like shit.  
 
      
 
    Jane was sitting in the study when I came in. I wasn’t in the mood for a lecture, but I felt I needed to explain why I was there. I was ready to argue, but she didn’t try to convince me to go back to Cindy or remind me that I’d promised to give it 30 days. She listened and nodded. I got angry as I was telling the story and started pacing.  
 
    “That sounds really upsetting, Kevin.” 
 
    “It was.” 
 
    “Cindy’s learning, just like you are. I don’t know how she would explain tonight, but from what you’re saying she crossed a line. I’m glad you stood firm. When you’re ready, talk to her. Explain it gently, though. She’s going to make mistakes, just like you’re going to make mistakes.” 
 
    “What if she doesn’t listen?” 
 
    “She will. But on the off chance she doesn’t, come back and sleep here.” 
 
    I thanked her and went downstairs to lift weights. It helped calm me down, as did Jane’s attitude. She had taken my side without making a big deal about what Cindy did. She had made a mistake. But would Cindy think so? This wasn’t going to work if she treated me like this. 
 
    I cooled down and took a shower. I said goodbye to Jane and walked back to Cindy’s. 
 
      
 
    Cindy was on the couch. She was trying to keep her face neutral, but she was clearly upset. I couldn’t tell if she was upset with me or embarrassed at how she had acted. I sat next to her.  
 
    “We need to talk.” 
 
    “Are you asking to talk or are you telling me we need to talk?” 
 
    “I’m telling you we need to talk.” 
 
    She nodded.  
 
    “I don’t like to be called a loser. It’s more than not liking: it’s a hard limit.” 
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    “You knew it was a hard limit for me and you still did it.” 
 
    She looked at me sharply, but I held her gaze. She looked away. 
 
    “You’re right. I did and I’m sorry.”  She was quiet for a moment. “I was upset. I’m on my period, and I get bitchy when I’m on my period.” 
 
    “I understand, but I need to know you hear me.” 
 
    She opened her mouth to say something, but stopped herself. I continued. 
 
    “My whole life I’ve thought I was damaged because I wanted women to dominate me. I thought I was a loser. It’s only since meeting Jane and doing this with you that I’ve started to change, that I’ve stopped thinking I was broken. I don’t want to be told I’m a loser now.” 
 
    Cindy nodded, then reached forward and took my hand in hers. She looked me in the eye. 
 
    “I hear you. You have a hard limit around verbal abuse.” 
 
    We sat awkwardly next to each other.  
 
    “Kevin.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress?” 
 
    “I don’t think you’re a loser. And you’re not broken. Please don’t think that.” 
 
    “Thank you Mistress.” 
 
    “I mean it. You’re a great guy. And you’re a stud. You know that, right?” 
 
    “I know some women like who they think I am. But that’s not really me.” 
 
    Cindy rubbed my hand with her thumb. 
 
    “It is you, Kevin.” 
 
    I looked away. Why were compliments like this so hard for me to take? Cindy turned to face me, then reached forward and put her hands on my face. 
 
    “They think you’re kind and strong, and you are. This part, us, all it means is that you’re kinky, just like I am.” 
 
    I started to talk, but my breath was ragged. 
 
    “I know, it’s just that for so long-” 
 
    I couldn’t finish. My emotions hit me like a tidal wave and I started crying. What was happening to me? Cindy rubbed my back but didn’t say anything. When I calmed down, she walked to the counter and grabbed some tissues.  
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” 
 
    I took a few deep breaths. It was amazing how much better I felt after crying, like a valve had been opened and all the pressure released. I felt like laughing. I took Cindy’s hand in mine. 
 
    “So I’m a stud, huh?” 
 
     “Yeah. I assumed you knew that already. You always acted like you were hot shit.” 
 
    “I acted like I was hot shit?” 
 
    “Constantly. Besides, like two-thirds of the women at college want you.” 
 
    “I really don’t think it’s that high.” 
 
    “That’s because you’re terrible when it comes to picking up women’s cues.” 
 
    She smiled. She was right: I was pretty terrible at picking up cues. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Kevin. I was wrong, really wrong.” 
 
    “It’s ok. I don’t expect you to be perfect. We’re both figuring out our relationship. It’s not going to be smooth sailing the whole way.” 
 
    She sighed, then leaned over and kissed my shoulder. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    I pulled her to me and we hugged. She turned around and leaned her back against me. I slid my arms around her and kissed her neck. 
 
    “Tonight let’s just watch a movie.” She said. 
 
    “You want to Netflix and chill with me?” 
 
    “We can Netflix, but I think you know we’re not going to chill.”  
 
     
 
      
 
    The next day I served Cindy breakfast. She let me sit at the table. I wondered if it was going to be difficult to get back into our D/s roles after our heart-to-heart last night.  
 
    “Give me your bowl of oatmeal.” 
 
    I slid it over. 
 
    “Watch me.” 
 
    She leaned forward and spit into my bowl. Then she gathered up saliva and spit again. She put the bowl on the floor. 
 
    “No hands. Eat it all.” 
 
     
 
    After I cleaned up, we went hiking at a park outside town. We held hands and talked and joked, kind of like a regular couple. I felt the tension and the awkwardness of the night before slowly fade as the day went on. We hiked up to a secluded spot with a nice overlook and sat on a rock together. Cindy leaned back into me and sighed. 
 
    “This is nice, slave. It’s nice being with you.” 
 
    “Thanks Mistress. I like being with you, too.” 
 
    “You make everything better.” 
 
     
 
    When we got home, Cindy took my hand and led me to her bedroom. 
 
    “Clothes off. First yours, then mine.” 
 
    I took off my clothes, then slowly removed hers. She sat in her recliner. 
 
    “Start with my feet. They’re sweaty. Lick them clean.” 
 
    I sank to my knees and took her foot in my hand. I gave it a slow kiss. I smiled. Not only because I was getting to worship Cindy, but because we were able to talk through our issue, and it hadn’t affected us for more than a night. She had listened when I needed her to. I felt that she respected me. 
 
    “Lick between my toes, slave.” 
 
    I cleaned one foot, then the other.  
 
    “Higher.” 
 
    I began licking her calves and behind her knees. Cindy closed her eyes and leaned back in her chair. 
 
    “Higher.” 
 
    My heart pounded in my chest. I kissed up her thighs. 
 
    “Higher.” 
 
    I kissed her upper thigh. She inhaled sharply and spread her legs. I slowly kissed my way to her sex. I kissed and licked her outer folds, putting my tongue just the tiniest bit inside her. She exhaled. 
 
    “That’s good, slave.” 
 
    I pushed farther inside. I licked steadily, experimenting until I found something she enjoyed and then sticking with it.  
 
    “Lick my clit!” 
 
    I moved up to her clit, kissing it gently and licking around and on top of it. She began to move her hips. I went back down and gave her a long, hard lick from the bottom of her pussy to the top. 
 
    “Do that again!” 
 
    I did, and then a third and fourth time. I went back to her clit and found a spot she really liked. She pushed against me and I licked harder. My face was wet with her juices. She was moaning and pulsing. She grabbed my hair. 
 
    “YES! FUCKING YES!!”  
 
    I kept on that same spot until she came like a rocket. Then I moved down and cleaned her. She exhaled and stretched.  
 
    “That was ok.” 
 
    “With all due respect, Mistress, we both know it was better than ok.” 
 
    She laughed, then stood and pulled me to the bed. We lay in each other’s arms and drifted off to sleep.  
 
    We woke around 6pm and I made us dinner. Afterward we sat on the couch. Cindy stroked my chest.               
 
    “Do you really hate the maid’s outfit?” 
 
    “Honestly, Mistress?” 
 
    “Always.” 
 
    “I don’t like it.” 
 
    “That’s weird.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “You let me put your cock in a cage. I beat you with all kinds of belts and paddles, but wearing a maid’s outfit is too much?” 
 
    “It’s not too much, Mistress. It’s just, you know, emasculating.” 
 
    “I control your dick. How is wearing a sexy outfit more emasculating than that?” 
 
    “I didn’t say I was being rational.”  
 
    “I have something that will help you get over your little hang up.” 
 
    She went to her room and came back with her strap on dildo.  
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    I stepped through the leg holes and pulled the straps tight. The dildo rested just above my real dick. Cindy had me put on underwear, pants and a shirt, then she went through her videos and put on Frozen. She snuggled up against me. 
 
    “Isn’t this nice?”  
 
    She rubbed my chest.  
 
    “I love this movie.”  
 
    She put her head on my shoulder and bit my neck. My dick strained in its prison. Cindy moved a hand down my stomach and rested it on my thigh. 
 
    We watched as some princess or almost princess turned things to ice by touching them, or something. I don’t know for sure, because I was too distracted by Cindy’s hand near my crotch.  
 
    “Oh Mistress! It hurts.” 
 
    “Shhh!” 
 
    She unbuttoned my pants. I looked at her. She kissed my ear, then pulled out the dildo. 
 
    “Do you like me playing with your cock?” She’s whispered. My dick tried to break out of its cage and I winced. Cindy slid down between my legs and pulled my pants and underwear down to my ankles. She looked at me and kissed the tip of the dildo. I looked away. 
 
    “Look at me. Don’t look away.” 
 
    She licked the dildo from its base to its tip, then planted a kiss right below the head.  
 
    “Oh God, Mistress! Please!” 
 
    “Shhh.” 
 
    She held the dildo around the base and took it in her mouth, her lips forming an ‘O’ around the tip. She moved down about halfway, then pulled out and kissed the head. I could barely see straight. She pushed the dildo up and kissed the underside, then sucked it down almost to its base. She crawled up my body and whispered in my ear: 
 
    “In your room is your maid’s outfit. Would you like to put it on so I can suck your dick for real?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress!” 
 
    “Yes Mistress, what?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress, please let me wear my maid’s outfit?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I want to please you!” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Because I love wearing my maid’s outfit and being a pretty maid!” 
 
    She smiled and kissed me on the lips.  
 
    “Go.” 
 
    I ran to my room and put on the maid’s outfit as quickly as I could. When I got back to the living room, Cindy was holding the key to my cage. 
 
    “Turn around, gorgeous. Let me see how it looks.” 
 
    I made a slow turn then struck what I imagined was a model’s pose. Cindy gave me a wolf-whistle. She crooked her finger and beckoned me. I moved to her, and she lifted up my skirt and unlocked me.  
 
    “Sit on the couch. Watch the movie.” 
 
    I sat. The ice princess was walking through the snow. She was going to start signing. I could tell. Cindy knelt between my knees and pulled me forward so my butt rested on the edge of the couch. She kissed my thighs. She pushed my dick against my stomach and kissed my balls, then planted soft kisses up to the tip of my cock. She held me around the base and kissed just below the head.  
 
    “Oh, Mistress.” 
 
    She licked, slowly, until I was so hard I thought I’d burst.  
 
    “Let it go! Let it gooooooo! I am one with the wind and skyyyyyyyyy!”  
 
    My hips spasmed as Cindy took me deep into her mouth. She ran her tongue around my shaft. Her other hand went to my butt, and she pressed a finger against my asshole without entering. It felt electric. I wasn’t going to last long.  
 
    “Here I stand! And here I stay! Let the storm rage onnnn…”  
 
    She slowed down her sucking just as I was approaching the point of no return, then sat back and looked at my dick as it pulsed and bobbed. When I’d calmed down, she leaned forward and took it back in her mouth. 
 
    “Oh God! I love being your slave! I’ll do anything for you!” 
 
    She went down to the base of my cock and slowly sucked back up to the tip. She repeated the process over and over. The feeling started in the base of my balls and spread throughout my whole body. I felt it in the top of my head and the bottom of my feet. 
 
    Let it go! Let it gooo-oooooh, when I’ll rise like the break of da-awn! Let it goooo! Let it gooooo….” 
 
    “Oh my God, cumming! Cumming! Please can I cum?” 
 
    Cindy didn’t say anything, she kept sucking, her finger pressing against my asshole. I screamed as my orgasm overwhelmed me and my hips bucked as I pumped my cum into her mouth. I screamed so loud I was sure the neighbors could hear us. 
 
    “Oh. My. Fucking. God!”  
 
    She climbed up and sat on my lap, facing me, her face above mine. She pried my mouth open and let my cum fall from her mouth into mine. 
 
    “Don’t swallow yet.” 
 
    She gathered up saliva and spit into my mouth. 
 
    “Swish all that around.” 
 
    It tasted rancid. I didn’t care. 
 
    “Now swallow and thank me.” 
 
    “Thank you Mistress. And thank you for letting me watch Frozen.” 
 
    “Do you like it?” 
 
    “Very much, Mistress.” 
 
    “I told you so.” 
 
      
 
    I wore my maid’s outfit all night. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 22 
 
    Week 4 
 
    The next morning I brought Cindy’s breakfast into her room. She was stretched out in her bed, hair all messed up, awake but with her eyes closed. I took a moment to study her. She looked so beautiful. She smiled and stretched like a cat.  
 
    “I can feel you looking at me, slave.” 
 
    “I am, Mistress.” 
 
    She kept her eyes closed.  
 
    “You have my breakfast?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Put it on the nightstand, then get down here and lick me to ogasms, plural.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.”  
 
      
 
    We went dancing that night. I don’t know if I was imagining it, but Cindy touched me a lot more than she had before, and she let her touch linger. She also made a lot more eye contact. We held hands the whole way home.  
 
      
 
    On Tuesday morning, Mistress tied me spread eagle to the bed and sat between my legs. She started to slowly stroke me. 
 
    “What will you do for me,” she said, “if I let you cum?” 
 
    “I will build you a house, Mistress.” 
 
    “Do you know how to build an entire house?” 
 
    “I’ll learn, Mistress.” 
 
    “So it would have been more accurate to say you’ll learn how to build a house and then build one for me.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress, but talking is difficult now.” I inhaled sharply. Cindy removed her hand. 
 
    “You won’t build me a house if I don’t let you cum now? Is that what you’re saying?” 
 
    “I’m not saying that, Mistress.” 
 
    “Just that if I let you cum, you’re definitely building me a house.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Otherwise it’s up in the air.” 
 
    “Where will this house be?” 
 
    “Wherever you would like, Mistress.” 
 
    “And how big will it be?” 
 
    “Big enough for us to be comfortable.” 
 
    “Us?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Us.” 
 
    She pulled her hand away. 
 
    “That sounds like a lot of work, and of course I’ll need to see the house before I let you cum, so I don’t think you want to make that the bar before your next orgasm.” 
 
    She started to lightly stroke me, holding my cock so lightly that I could just barely feel her. It drove me crazy. I moved my hips to try to get firmer contact, but Cindy just moved her hand to keep me frustrated.  
 
    “I’ll worship your pussy, Mistress.” 
 
    “You’ll do that, anyway, slave. And besides, you like it. You should thank me when I let you eat my pussy.”  
 
    “That’s true, Mistress.” 
 
    “In fact,” she stood and pushed down her underwear. “You can do that right now.” 
 
    She climbed on the bed facing my feet and brought her knees to either side of my head. She placed her palms on my chest and looked down at me.  
 
    “You’re welcome, slave.”  
 
    As I worshipped her, she continued to tease my cock, keeping me near the edge until her own pleasure distracted her. After her second orgasm, she lifted off of me.  
 
    “Now I need a nap. Looks like that house will have to wait, slave.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress, for now.”  
 
    Cindy curled up next to me, her head on my arm, and fell asleep. This was everything I had ever wanted, and I just hoped that she would want me to be her slave forever. I wondered if I should talk to her about it, and if so, when?  
 
    She woke up about an hour later. My cock got hard, and it took almost three minutes with the ice pack to fit it back into my chastity cage. When the lock clicked, Cindy gave me a kiss on the forehead and untied me, then I walked to the library, smiling the entire way. 
 
     
 
    The next day, I handed in my final paper. I was officially done for the semester. When I got back to Cindy’s, she was in my bedroom, sitting on my desk. She wore a green plaid, school-girl uniform skirt and a white shirt, its top three buttons undone to show her cleavage. Her hair was in a high pony-tail. Her legs were crossed, and she held her wooden paddle over her shoulder. She seemed cheery. 
 
    “Hey good looking.”  
 
    “Hello Mistress, you’re looking…healthy.” 
 
    “We’re going to role-play. You’re my math teacher and I’m your student. I’ve written out a short summary of what’s going to happen, but you’ll have to ad-lib a little. Can you do that, slave?” 
 
    “I’ll try, Mistress.” 
 
    “You’ll do better than try, or I’ll blister your ass with this paddle.” She slapped the paddle against her palm. 
 
    “I’ll ad-lib like a seasoned…ad-libber?” 
 
    “You have fifteen minutes to prepare. And we’re taking off your cock cage. No touching.” 
 
      
 
    I read the script a few times. I put on a pair of khaki pants and a button down shirt and sat at my desk. I did my best impression of a math teacher, which to me meant keeping my expression neutral and messing up my hair. There was a knock on the door. 
 
    “Come in.” 
 
    “Hello professor.” Cindy came in and stood by the desk. She looked down shyly. 
 
    “Hello Miss Witner. What can I do for you?” 
 
    She pouted. 
 
    “I’m afraid I’m just not doing well in your class, Mr. Bennet. I’m trying my best.” As she spoke, she clasped her hands behind her and pushed her chest out. I stared at her breasts, then quickly looked away. 
 
    “I’m afraid you’re in danger of failing. You haven’t turned in any of your homework assignments.” 
 
    “I was hoping you’d overlook that, professor.” She moved her body like a shy schoolgirl, shifting from foot to foot. 
 
    “I’m afraid that’s not acceptable, Cindy. There are consequences to your actions.” 
 
    “Is there something I could do for extra credit? I’d do anything.” She looked at me and parted her lips slightly. Jesus, she was seductive.  
 
    “I’m sorry. There isn’t.” 
 
    “Really?” She moved to stand right next to me. She leaned over and pressed her breasts against my shoulder. Her lips were close to my ear. “I’ll do anything.” 
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Yes, professor, anything.” She ran her fingers along my arm. “I can’t fail another class; I’ll get expelled.” 
 
    I looked her up and down and licked my lips. That wasn’t in the summary, but I thought it demonstrated strong improvisational skill.  
 
    “Perhaps there is something you could do.” 
 
    “Oh thank you, professor!” She smiled deviously. “I think I know what you want.”  
 
    She sunk to her knees and placed her hands on my thighs. She gave me a mischievous smile. She was absolutely devastating. I prayed that she hadn’t really seduced any of her teachers.  
 
    “Tell me what you want me to do, Mr. Bennet.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Tell me what you want me to do with my mouth.” 
 
    She reached forward and undid the button to my pants.  
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    “I want you suck my cock.” 
 
    “Say my name.” 
 
    “Cindy, I want you to suck my cock.” 
 
    She pulled down my zipper and took out my dick. 
 
    “Say you’ll fail me if I don’t suck your cock.” 
 
    “Cindy, I will fail you, regardless of your work, if you don’t suck my cock right now!” 
 
    She looked up at me and smiled, then got to her feet and showed me her phone. 
 
    “I’ve been recording our conversation, Mr. Bennet. And it’s already on the Cloud. I’m afraid you’re in very deep trouble.” 
 
    “What?!” 
 
    “Forcing me to suck your cock for a passing grade. The local press would have a field day with this, don’t you think.” 
 
    “You- that was your idea!” 
 
    She ran her finger down my cheek. 
 
    “No, Mr. Bennet, I’m just a helpless student, concerned about her grades. You’re the one abusing his power. Now, unless you do everything I say, I’m going to email a cropped recording of this to your boss, the local paper, and the police, and you’re going to jail. Is that something you want, Mr. Bennet?” 
 
    “This is ridiculous! I will not be blackmailed!” 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed my forehead. 
 
    “You already are. Now get down on your knees and tell me you’re my slave.” 
 
    I stared at her.  
 
    “Five, four, three…” 
 
    I sank to my knees. 
 
    “I’m your slave, Cindy.” 
 
    “Ms. Witner.” 
 
    “I’m your slave, Ms. Witner.” 
 
    “I like that, Mr. Bennet. You look good down there.”  
 
    She moved around and sat in my chair. 
 
    “You’re a good looking man, Mr. Bennet. How many women have given you head in your life? Twenty? Thirty?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Ms. Witner. Maybe twenty.” 
 
    “And how many dicks have you sucked?” 
 
    “What?! None!” 
 
    “That doesn’t seem fair, does it?” 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean-” 
 
    “All those times you’ve had your cock in someone’s mouth, without ever knowing what it feels like for the woman sucking it. It’s time for you to suck a dick, Mr. Bennet.” 
 
    She pulled up the front of her skirt to reveal her strap on dildo. She stroked it while looking at me. I didn’t know what to say. The script had ended at this point.               
 
    “Do you like my cock, Mr. Bennet? Do you want to give it a hello kiss.” 
 
    “Please Ms. Witner! Don’t make me do that!” 
 
    “I’m not making you do anything. I’m just giving you the option. If you don’t want to suck my dick, we can just go to the police and show them my recording.” She wiggled the dildo in my face. “It’s like you said, there are consequences to your actions. Now give it a little kiss.”  
 
    She held onto my hair and placed her cock against my mouth. I gave it a small kiss. 
 
    “That wasn’t so hard, was it?” 
 
    “No Ms. Witner.” 
 
    “Do it again”  
 
    I did.  
 
    “Now kiss it all over.” 
 
    I kissed her cock, moving down toward the base, then back up to the head. 
 
    “Give it a French kiss.” 
 
    I kissed it again, then moved my tongue against it.  
 
    “Now suck it.” She held my hair and pushed her cock into my mouth.  
 
    I gagged. Cindy laughed. 
 
    “You can do better than that.” 
 
    She stood, still holding onto my head. She thrust her hips forward. I clamped the dildo with my teeth to keep it from gagging me.  
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    I stopped. Cindy withdrew the dildo.  
 
    SLAP!  
 
    “You’re my slave, and if I want you to gag on my cock, you’re going to gag on my cock.” 
 
    I relaxed my throat as much as possible. Cindy pushed her dildo slowly inside me, until I felt the tip push against the back of my throat. I coughed and gagged. 
 
    “Let’s do that again!” 
 
    She pushed again, not as far this time.  
 
    “How does it feel, Mr. Bennet, to be my slave?”  
 
    When I tried to speak, she pushed her cock down my throat and I gagged and had a coughing fit.  
 
    “Lean over the desk.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “You’re my slave, which means you’re whatever I want you to be. Sometimes you’ll be my chauffeur. Sometimes my chef. Sometimes my benefactor. But right now, you’re my whore, and I want to fuck my whore. Bend over the desk!”  
 
    I couldn’t tell if we were still role-playing or not. I didn’t care. I bent over the desk. Cindy pressed herself against me from behind and unbuttoned my pants. 
 
    “That’s a good slave,” she purred. “You’re my good, pretty slave.” 
 
    She pushed my pants down, followed by my underwear. She stroked my back softly. 
 
    “Be a good girl and stay nice and relaxed for me.”  
 
    She pulled out a jar of lube from her bag and spread it around my asshole. She inserted her finger inside of me.  
 
    “Good girl. Relax.”  
 
    I looked back as she pulled off her skirt. She ripped open a condom wrapper with her teeth and unrolled the condom on the dildo, then lubed it up.  
 
    “I’m going to fuck you. As I do, this cock will rub against my clit, and eventually I’ll cum. I don’t know how long that’ll take, but I’m going to fuck you until I cum. Turn back toward the wall and bend your legs.” 
 
    I bent my legs. Cindy pressed the tip of the dildo against my asshole.  
 
    “Breathe in.”  
 
    She pressed in and the dildo popped inside me. 
 
    “Oh! Oh!” 
 
    “Good slave. Relax.” 
 
    She pressed into me and my asshole relaxed around the dildo. The pressure wasn’t gone, but it felt easier to take. Cindy let me get used to the feeling, then gently pumped her hips.  
 
    “That’s a good girl.” 
 
    I put my head on the desk. Was it wrong to admit it felt good? And not just because it was Cindy, the woman I loved, dominating me, doing what I had feared and wished for as long as I’d known that strap on dildos existed. It felt good physically as the dildo stretched me, moving in and out. I pushed back into her.               
 
    “That’s my little slut!” She laughed. “Tell me you love it when I fuck you.” 
 
    “I love it when you fuck me, Mistress.” 
 
    “Beg for it!” 
 
    “Please fuck me! Please keep fucking me, Mistress.” 
 
    She did. Our bodies moved together, until Cindy started to moan. Her nails dug into my waist. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Oh God! Oh you fucking slut. Oh Kevin! Oh my God I’m cumming! I’m fucking cu- AAAAAHHHHH YES FUCKING YES!!!!” 
 
    She pushed all the way into me as her orgasm tore through her, then collapsed onto me, panting. 
 
    “Fuck. That felt really good.” 
 
    She slowly pulled out of me, then took off the dildo and strap on harness.  
 
    “I’ll clean this up. Take a shower and come to my bedroom.” 
 
    My mind was in overwhelm. I showered quickly.  
 
    “Get in. On your side.” 
 
    I climbed in bed and faced away from her. She pressed against me from behind and wrapped her arm around me. She rubbed my chest. 
 
    “My sweet slave. You did well today.” 
 
    “Thank you Mistress.” 
 
    “We can talk about it later. For now just relax.” 
 
    She kissed my neck, then just held me. I let go of my thoughts and my worries and just felt her soft body against mine. Before too long I fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    I woke up a few hours later. Cindy was serving dinner.  
 
    “Mistress, why didn’t you wake me? I could have made us dinner.” 
 
    “I wanted to let you sleep, slave. And I wanted a little variety for a change, not that I don’t appreciate hamburgers for every single meal.” She smiled.  
 
      
 
    After dinner, I knelt naked and massaged Cindy’s feet. She smiled down at me. 
 
    “Mistress, can we talk?” 
 
    “What about, slave?” 
 
    “Mistress, you know our thirty-day trial ends in a week.” 
 
    “I do know that.” 
 
    “Can we talk about what will happen if we go forward?”  
 
    She looked at me suspiciously, then nodded. I wasn’t sure if she wanted to talk about it, and it hit me — too late — that this wasn’t the right time or the right way to bring it up. But I had started, and it felt like I should continue. 
 
    “I was just curious, if we did, and I’m not assuming we will, and I haven’t thought it through myself, if I want to do it, but if we did, what would be our relationship?” 
 
    She pulled her foot away and placed it on the floor. 
 
    “What do you mean?" 
 
    “I mean, would you always have control of me?” 
 
    “Do you want to look up the words dominant and submissive in the dictionary?” 
 
    I deserved that. 
 
    “Would I be able to have boundaries and limits?” 
 
    “You have boundaries and limits now.” 
 
    “What about making decisions?” 
 
    “What about it?” 
 
    “Would you make them all?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “All of them?” 
 
    She didn’t say ‘duh,’ but she might as well have. “Slave, relationships can only work if one person has total control. Think of it like a dance. A dance can’t work if everyone has equal say. It’s a nice idea, but in reality it leads to a shitty product. That’s why dances have choreographers. Relationships are the same way.” 
 
    “But what if one of the dancers has a good idea about what should happen?” 
 
    “Then he can bring it up to the choreographer and she can decide whether to accept it or not.”  
 
    “What if the choreographer doesn’t agree?” 
 
    “Then it wasn’t as good an idea as the dancer thought and it’s not going to happen. The choreographer is the choreographer for a reason: she knows best.”  
 
    “So you know best what should happen in our relationship?” 
 
    “Yes.” She looked at me like I was a simpleton.  
 
    “So you’d be in control?” 
 
    “She looked down at me, kneeling naked at her feet except for my collar and chastity cage. She raised her eyebrows.  
 
    “Sorry, that was a stupid question. What I meant was, you get to decide always what’s best for us?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And I don’t get a say?” 
 
    “You get a say but I get final say. Is that a problem?” 
 
    “It’s not a problem, but I think you know it can’t be like this month.” 
 
    The temperature in the room suddenly changed. She tilted her head. 
 
    “I’m sorry, what did you just say?” 
 
    “This level isn’t sustainable. It’s not sustainable.”  
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because it isn’t!” I deeply regretted starting this conversation, and I couldn’t think of anything to say. “It’s just not sustainable.” 
 
    “Stop saying that word!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but it’s too intense, you must know that, right?” 
 
    “So what are you still doing here?” 
 
    “I told Jane I’d give it 30 days.” 
 
    She reacted as if slapped.  
 
    “Wait, that wasn’t right. I’m sorry. That came out wrong. I want to be with you. That’s why I’m still here.” 
 
    I waited for her to say something, but she didn’t. 
 
    “I just need to have some say. Now it’s like, you know, like I don’t even count.” 
 
    She squinted at me.  
 
    “I mean, I like it. Or I like most of it. It’s just that you decide everything and that’s more like slavery than submission. Right?” 
 
    I smiled stupidly, which made everything worse.  
 
    “So, in your little fantasy about our relationship, you would decide how I get to dominate you? That’s your idea of a domme-sub relationship?” 
 
    “No. I just want to be sure I at least, you know, get a say.” 
 
    “Well, you can, you know, go fuck yourself, because that’s not submission, that’s topping from the bottom.” 
 
    “Wait. I’m just trying-” 
 
    “Shut the fuck up, Kevin.” She stood up. “You’re my sub, not my boyfriend.  You don’t get a say. We’re done talking. Have a pleasant evening. I’d tell you what to do, but apparently that doesn’t work for you. So do what you want.” 
 
    She walked to her room and slammed the door. Why had I started talking about this? And why did I continue when it was going so poorly? 
 
     
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 23 
 
    The next day Cindy’s door was closed, and she didn’t come out until she left for the library. I was wearing the maid’s uniform and cleaning, hoping I could impress her. She looked at me but didn’t say anything.  
 
    I had dinner waiting for her when she came home. We ate in silence. With each passing moment, I felt my mistake weighing heavier on me. What in the world had I been thinking? 
 
    “Mistress, I’m sorry about our conversation yesterday.” 
 
    “Are you?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Why are you sorry?” 
 
    I hadn’t expected that question. 
 
    “I- I don’t know. It felt like I should’ve waited. I didn’t think about it.” 
 
    “No, you didn’t.” 
 
    She stood up. 
 
    “Slave, we have a week left. We can talk about our future then.” 
 
    She tossed her napkin on the table and walked to her bedroom. Fuck.  
 
      
 
    The next day I got up early and prepared Cindy’s favorite breakfast. I also made a chocolate milkshake and knocked on her door.  
 
    “Come in.” 
 
    I delivered her meal and knelt. 
 
    “This is very nice, slave.”  
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    She ate in silence. It didn’t feel like anything had gotten better. 
 
    “Slave, I have an idea.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “We’re not going to talk about our future for the next week. When the time comes, we’ll talk about it then, but I don’t want to spend what could be our last week together feeling awkward.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Go stand in the corner.” 
 
    When I was in the corner, Cindy came over with 10 pennies and put one beneath each of my fingers. She patted my butt. 
 
    “You know the drill: drop any in the next 10 minutes and you get the cane.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t make it, as Cindy knew I wouldn’t.  
 
    “Hands and knees, on my bed.” 
 
    I waited while she got her cane.  
 
    “Chest down, slave. I call that ‘slut position.’ You know why I call it that?” 
 
    “Because I look like a slut, Mistress?” 
 
    “You always were smart.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    She tapped my ass with the cane.  
 
    “I’m going to beat you with this cane.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “And it’s going to hurt.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
     
 
    I waited. Nothing happened. My shoulders unclenched. 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
    “Oh my God! Ow! Ow! Fuck!” 
 
     
 
    WHACK! 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
      
 
    WHACK!  
 
    “OW!” 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
    “Unnngh!” 
 
    I wanted to call yellow. It hurt so badly! But I went with the pain. I felt it through my body.  
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
     
 
    Cindy waited. I hoped that was the end, but I knew it wasn’t. 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
     
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    Cindy was taking her time between whacks, letting the tension build.  
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    “Oh God, Mistress! Yellow! Yellow!” 
 
      
 
    I was panting. I’d been grabbing the sheets so hard that I’d pulled the fitted sheet free from the corners. Cindy put down the cane and rubbed my back.  
 
    “Are you ok? Breathe.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress. It was just really intense. I didn’t think I could take any more just then.” 
 
    “It’s ok, slave. That was good. You did really well.” She put the cane on the bed.  
 
     
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “Yes slave?” 
 
    “I’d like more, please. If you want.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “You like the cane, slave?” 
 
    “No Mistress. I hate it. But I think you like it, and I want to take more for you.” 
 
    She put her hand on my cheek and turned me to face her. She leant over and kissed me on the mouth deeply, passionately. She picked up the cane. 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    “Yellow! I’m sorry Mistress, yellow! I can’t take anymore! I’m sorry!” 
 
    She dropped the cane and pushed me over, then rolled me over and climbed on top of me. She kissed me passionately, grinding her body against mine. I ran my hands over her breasts, down to her waist.  
 
    “Take my pants off.” 
 
    I slid her pants down, then gripped the headboard. I sunk down beneath her legs and licked her. Everything seemed extra intense: the pain in my ass, her hands in my hair, her pussy against my mouth, her smell. If only it could be like this forever.  
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “Yes slave?” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    Cindy fought to hold back a smile, but couldn’t. She looked at me with what looked like affection. I licked her slowly, delicately, exploring every inch of her. She came explosively, three times.  
 
    When it was over, I rested with my head on her stomach. This was one of the most erotic times of my life. I hoped I hadn’t ruined it.  
 
    I wondered who the older men were who Cindy talked about dating. Was she their mistress, as well, or was it a regular relationship? It hit me that no one knew Cindy and I were doing this. No one had any clue. So if that were true, Cindy could have other men she was dominating and I wouldn’t know.  
 
    We stayed in that position for a while.  
 
    “Kneel at the foot of the bed.” 
 
    Cindy pushed me with her feet until I knelt on the ground. She sat on the edge of the bed and leaned over me.  
 
    “Lift your chin up. Don’t move.” 
 
    She pursed her lips and a glob of spit fell onto my face. She did it again, then wiped it in with her feet.  
 
    “What do you say?” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress.”  
 
      
 
    The caning had hurt, a lot, but it helped us to get past the awkwardness of my failed attempt to get clarity on our relationship. For the next two days, we were like a couple. We held hands and laughed and joked. There was an end of the summer feel to it that was both alluring and terrifying to me. We held eye contact a little longer than necessary, and when we walked together, we held hands as long as possible. I splurged and took her out to a really nice dinner, and we went dancing afterward.  
 
      
 
    Two days before the end of our 30-day trial, Cindy called me into her bedroom. 
 
    “Slave, pack up your things and go back to Jane’s.” 
 
    “Mistress, did I-” 
 
    “No, slave, you didn’t do anything wrong. I just need some time to think, and you do, too, and we’re both going to think a lot better if we’re not seeing each other all the time.”  
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    I was hurt, but I didn’t want Cindy to see. I kept my face neutral.  
 
    “Be back here Saturday at 6pm. In the meantime, I need to decide if I want to continue with you as my slave. And I imagine from our talk that you still need decide if you want to continue with me?” 
 
    “I do, Mistress.” 
 
    She nodded. She didn’t seem happy. 
 
    “Ok, go.” 
 
      
 
    My chest felt heavy as I walked to Jane’s. My mind spiraled. I told myself not to overthink, that it didn’t necessarily mean anything bad, but I had a hard time believing it. I had thought from the last few days that she wanted me, but I guess she wasn’t sure. Why did I tell her I needed more time to think? I knew I wanted to continue with her! Why hadn’t I just told her that, been honest? I felt like I had just failed the most important test of my life.  
 
    Freshman year, Mark had had a crush on a sophomore girl in his Spanish class. They’d worked together off and on, and he’d even gotten her to meet him for dinner under the guise of studying for a test, but she never called him, and she ignored most of his texts. She didn’t outright reject him, but when I saw them together, it was obvious that she didn’t like him. He was just her personal Spanish tutor. He couldn’t see it though. When he asked me what I thought, I gave him the hard truth, “if she liked you, you’d know by now.”   
 
    I worried that the same thing was happening with Cindy. We got along, and she liked having me as a slave, but was it anything more than that? It had to be, right? I mean, I couldn’t be feeling this all on my own. But that’s what I had thought with Jane. I couldn’t help but think that if Cindy wanted me as more than her slave, I’d know by now. I wouldn’t be spinning in circles trying to find some proof that I wasn’t just some fun toy. 
 
    But when I started to get too depressed, an optimistic streak would take over, and I’d go through all the time we spent together, the feel of her hand in mine, the look in her eyes when we danced. There was something there.  
 
    Other than with Jane, this was the first time in years that I was worried whether someone liked me, that I really cared. It would have been wonderful if it weren’t so horrible.  
 
    Jane was home. I explained to her what happened and tried to read by her expression anything Cindy may have told her. She didn’t give anything away. I knew she wouldn’t, but I had to try.  
 
      
 
    I wondered what it would mean if Cindy didn’t want to continue with me. On the plus side, I’d get to masturbate whenever I wanted. But that would be a crappy consolation. Would Jane dominate me again? Would she have someone else to set me up with? I couldn’t imagine doing that. Cindy and I were friends before becoming Domme and sub, and although that was weird at first, it let me trust her in a way I didn’t think I could ever trust someone else. Or maybe not. I didn’t know. The only thing I knew is I didn’t want anyone else to dominate me. Only Cindy.  
 
    I cleaned Jane’s house and mowed the lawn just to keep out of my own head. I worked out. I practiced some dance moves. I felt lonely. I texted Cindy that I was thinking about her and wished her a great day. She didn’t text back. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 24 
 
    On day 30, I showed up at Cindy’s door at 6pm, as requested. She let me in and I handed her a bouquet of flowers. She didn’t smile. We walked silently to her kitchen and sat at the table. The air felt heavy. I would let her speak first. I fidgeted my hands under the table. She looked at me. 
 
    “At the beginning, I wasn’t sure this was going to work. I thought you were too self-centered to be a good slave.”  
 
    This was news to me. I had thought we were friends. 
 
    “Don’t get me wrong: I liked you, once we got to know each other. Even before all this, you were my closest friend at school.” 
 
    “You were mine, too.” 
 
    “But you do think you’re always right, and I wasn’t convinced you could commit to being a sub. I thought you were a fetishist who thought he was a submissive, or that you just wanted a bedroom domme.” 
 
    A part of me felt like she wouldn’t be telling me this if she weren’t interested. I’d felt despondent when I sat at the table; I was starting to feel less so.  
 
    “But you surprised me. You weren’t afraid to submit to me. That’s so rare. You put up with me at my worst, and you were able to talk to me when I went too far. You didn’t just take off. And you’re amusing, kind of.” 
 
    I knew that was my cue to make a joke, but I couldn’t. She looked down.                
 
    “We’re good together, and you’re a good slave.” 
 
    She took a deep breath and exhaled. 
 
    “But if we’re going to be together, I have to be in charge. I can’t have you questioning everything I do, and I can’t have you setting a ton of restrictions. I’m bitchy, Kevin. I’m bitchy and demanding and sometimes I’m going to be in a bad mood and I’m going to take it out on you. I know that’s not always fair and not totally what you want, but it’s what I need. Otherwise it won’t work. Please believe me.” 
 
    She stopped and steeled herself.  
 
    “You have a choice. You can stay with me as my slave, or we can go back to being friends.” She tried to keep her voice steady as she spoke, but it wavered at the end. She looked down and took another deep breath. 
 
    “If you decide to stay, this is what our relationship will be like. It won’t be as intense as this month. I don’t think we could keep that up. But you would be my slave, and my lover. We can talk about parameters, but if I want you to do something, you do it. I make the decisions. I make the rules. You follow them.” 
 
    She looked at me and bit her lip, then looked away. She was nervous. For the first time in our whole relationship, she wasn’t sure of her control. She was trying to hide it, but she couldn’t. She was vulnerable, and she was all the more beautiful for it.  
 
    Feelings of happiness burst in my chest. She wanted me! And not just as a slave! I smiled and took her hand in mine. 
 
    “All my life I’d been ashamed of who I was. I thought if I denied it, I could change and be like everyone else. But I couldn’t. And I’ve been so unhappy. Jane helped me accept I was submissive, but you’ve made happy. I haven’t always liked being your slave, but I’m better for it. And for the record, I wasn’t all that crazy about you either at the beginning.” 
 
    She laughed. Her eyes were wet. 
 
    “I don’t want to go back to just being friends with you, Cindy. I don’t think I could. I’d always want something more. And I’d feel incomplete without you bossing me around. I know I’m not perfect, but I don’t feel broken any more, and I can admit what I want, and who.” 
 
    Our eyes met, and I smiled. I could feel tears in my eyes.  
 
    “I love you, Cindy. And I hope you love me too. If we could be together, and if I could be your slave, I’d have everything I’ve ever wanted.” 
 
    A few tears ran down her face, and she laughed.  
 
    “Of course, my love.” She hugged me. “My sweet slave, I’ll always lead and care for you. I love you, Kevin. I do.” 
 
      
 
    We made love that night for the first time. It was beautiful and sexy and fun and imperfect, like everything in our relationship.  
 
      
 
    I moved in with Cindy. Jane understood, especially since Cindy made me go back twice a week to clean and do chores. Cindy and I grew closer. Some days we were more like boyfriend/girlfriend than Domme/sub. Other days I wore the French maid’s outfit as I scrubbed the floors. She still had her moments, and I had mine, but we loved each other, and there was fun and laughter and a whole lot of discipline. I wouldn’t have wanted it any other way.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
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