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 Pam: One 
 
      
 
    Pam Crane sat at the picnic table behind The Eagle Diner nibbling at the last of a blueberry muffin. The spot in the alley, while not picturesque, provided a quiet place to take a break from the bustle of the restaurant where she worked. She bent over her phone, intent on a how-to book about knitting. Her friends teased her about the grandma-worthy hobby; what twenty-two-year-old young woman actually knits? But she found the repetition and the concentration kept her from worrying about other problems. 
 
    Number one on that list, a job. Okay, waitress was a job, and it paid the bills, but it was only temporary. Six months ago, Pam had graduated from college with a degree in management and still hadn’t found a position in her field. She hoped that would change soon. 
 
    The backdoor of the restaurant popped open and the owner, Rafe, stuck his head out. “Hey, Pammie, lunch rush is hitting early. Can you get back on the floor now?” 
 
    Pammie. Everyone who’d known her as a girl still called her Pammie. As a long-time acquaintance of her grandparents, Rafe was no exception. He’d even printed her nametag as Pammie. She’d been so grateful to be employed that she didn’t complain.  
 
    Pam consulted her watch. “Aww, Rafe. I just sat down.” She was entitled to fifteen minutes off her feet and she needed it. 
 
    Rafe steepled his fingers and smiled big. “Please.” 
 
    Pam gave an answer that would satisfy him. “Okay. I’ll be there in five.” 
 
    “Thanks, kiddo.” 
 
    “Sure,” she said although she wasn’t doing him any favors. Her break was over in five minutes anyway. She wadded the muffin wrapper in a napkin and tossed it in the trash. She was about to slip her phone into her pocket when it chirped with an incoming text. With a tap, the new message flashed on the screen. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Good morning Miss Pamela. 
 
      
 
    Pam smiled. Mick. The latest submissive who had fallen under her spell. But he wasn’t following her instructions. She typed back to him.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I said to contact me at three pm. 
 
      
 
    That was when her shift ended. Six thirty am until three pm. Two breaks, and a half hour lunch. The pay wasn’t great but the tips were usually good, and she could use the afternoons for resume submissions and interviews.  
 
      
 
    MICK: I’m sorry, ma’am. I’m just so anxious. 
 
      
 
    I bet you are. She didn’t write back. He could just twist until she was ready. Pam, or rather, Miss Pamela had a whole string of needy men on the line. They liked to be told what to do, and she was happy to direct them. The power was intoxicating and exciting. Arousing even. So much so that she didn’t carry on any text conversations during work, it would be way too distracting. She put her phone away, returned to the crowded restaurant, and tied her pocketed apron around her waist. Then she was off to serve the masses. Later, the masses would be serving her. 
 
    Pam was looking forward to training Mick. He’d represented himself as middle-aged, long-divorced, inexperienced yet curious. That could be true, or that could be a load of crap. Online anything was possible. She always said she was forty-two. Adding years to her age gave her an aura of experience that was unheard of in a twenty-something. The mistress game was for the fun, not to find a life long mate, so why let a simple number scare potential play partners away. 
 
    And yet, young as she was, the command and control came naturally to her. She’d been the mature one all through school. High school class president. Captain of the volleyball team. In college, she was president of her sorority and chairman of the Campus Advisory Council. With good grades and impeccable credentials, she still didn’t understand why she hadn’t been able to launch her career. She didn’t consider herself in the same category as her giggly, flighty classmates who’d somehow already been hired. She consoled herself with her subs, lined up like fish on a stringer attempting to win her favor. 
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   Mick: One 
 
      
 
    Michael Reeder sat at his desk in the county accounting office tapping a pen against the arm of his chair. On the wall across from him, the second hand of a clock swept in a slow circle. Ten forty-five. Ten forty-six. Ten forty-seven. At this rate, three o-clock would never arrive. He took out his phone and stared at the blank face. 
 
    Last night he’d chatted online with a woman. A mistress. Someone who had reached through the computer screen and penetrated his mind like no one else. By some miracle, she’d given him a phone number with instructions to text after three o’clock. But he was so overwhelmed that he couldn’t wait. Yes, he was supposed to do what she said, but above and beyond would surely be appreciated. He typed. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Good morning Miss Pamela. 
 
      
 
    Michael didn’t send the message right away. He sat and examined it, triple checking the spelling of those simple words. Finally, he grew brave and hit send. As soon as he did, a rush of exhilaration washed over him. 
 
    He’d named himself Mick for his online adventures, but no one called him that in real life. Real life had become boring and predictable. A mundane job in an obscure hallway of the courthouse kept him busy but not fulfilled. He’d dated some since becoming single again, but most women didn’t understand his deep need to appease and comply. He thought his wife, now ex, would appreciate such devoted service, but his meek submission only irritated her. She called him a wimp and divorced him. 
 
    Michael’s phone buzzed. When he saw it was from Miss Pamela, a thrill raced through him. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I said to contact me at three pm. 
 
      
 
    Short. Curt. And calling out his disobedience. The terse reply made his cock tingle a little. Maybe he could pass off the faux pas as misunderstanding. I thought you said before not after. No, he didn’t want to come off as that dumb. Honesty would be the best policy. 
 
      
 
    MICK: I’m sorry, ma’am. I’m just so anxious. 
 
      
 
    Truth. He was anxious. And excited. But he’d just have to stew until three o’clock. He sat at his desk, pushing papers around, but his mind was far away. Instead of thinking about the various requests in his inbox, he let his mind wander to his favorite fantasy.  
 
    Life with a dominant woman. He always imagined it to be a perfect mix of harsh and nurture, training and testing, punishment and reward. He wanted to be held to a high standard, and if he failed, he expected to pay the consequences. So far he wasn’t sure what those consequences might be.  
 
    He usually concentrated on the reward. Taking off her shoes and massaging her feet. Kissing her toes. Sucking her clit and tonguing her pussy until multiple orgasms left her exhausted. When, and only when, she was satisfied would he turn his attention to his own sexual release. He never imagined intercourse. That would be too much to ask. Instead, he thought about masturbating on his knees in front of her. She would watch and direct him.  
 
    How this would play out over text he didn’t know. All he could do was wait and see where the ride took him. He stared at his phone for ten minutes before he realized she wasn’t going to write back. Even that sent an excited zing through his body. Miss Pamela knew what she wanted and what she didn’t want. That was that.  
 
    Michael pushed up from his desk and sauntered to his office door. From there he gazed out at his charges. He was the only CPA on staff, and by virtue of his education and tenure, he’d been promoted to manager, but he had no control over the group of twenty-somethings that filled the department roster. Right now, they were talking, texting, playing solitaire, posting to Facebook, ordering new shoes. The list of time wasters went on and on and he couldn’t figure out how to stop it. In many ways, he didn’t care. 
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   Pam: Two 
 
      
 
    At two-thirty Pam hung up her apron, her shift finished for the day. She collected her tips and walked the three blocks to her apartment. The downtown neighborhood where she lived might not be considered the best, but the cheap rent allowed her to save money for a future venture. She thought a business management degree would open the doors to employment at a large corporation, but lately, she’d turned to smaller companies in her job search. She had resumes to post and letters to write, but that could wait. The hour after work was dedicated to a special type of recreation.  
 
    She undressed and sat on the edge of the bed, gathering toys from the side table. Then she laid back, knees bent and wide. A squirt of lube coated a bullet vibrator, which she pressed into her rectum. Another big glob eased the way for a thick bunny to slide into her vagina, the ears nestled around her clitoris. With the flick of a switch her hour of personal pleasure began. With both holes filled and clit stimulated, she closed her eyes and drifted into happy bliss.  
 
    Right at three o’clock, her phone chimed. The first of many texts that would roll in at the appointed hour. Her minions doing her bidding. That in itself was enough to send shivers through her. Each week she posted an assignment to her online forum, and her cyber subs scrambled to complete it. The photos they sent of their attempts to please her, did please her. That was a submissive’s purpose, after all. 
 
    Pam lifted her phone and through half-open eyes scrolled through the pictures. She’d asked to see freshly spanked butts. Didn’t matter how they got that way, self-administered or otherwise. As long as they were bare, red, and marked. 
 
    Some of her subs had made better attempts than others. Most chose to shoot their photos into the mirror, giving a three-quarters view. She replied to each. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Good job. I am pleased. You may stroke and come and then report. 
 
      
 
    One guy had stuck his phone between his legs for an upview.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Interesting angle. I am pleased. You may stroke and come and then report.  
 
      
 
    Another had a total of three stripes that fell at an angle across his cheeks.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Not good enough. No touching until you do better.  
 
      
 
    Pam closed her eyes and pictured each of her subs going through the motions to please her, and now with her permission, pleasing themselves. Her imagination along with the steady vibration down below made her muscles contract with orgasm, and she gasped as she came. The chime of the phone brought her back from the edge of a second climax. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Good afternoon, Miss Pamela. 
 
      
 
    Mick. The new one. He’d need a little more attention to get him going.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Hello, Mick. 
 
      
 
    MICK: I’m sorry about not waiting before. 
 
      
 
    She smiled. He was getting the idea. 
 
      
 
    MICK: I have a photo for you but I wasn’t sure if I should send it now or what. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: You may do the assignment anytime, then send me the photo after three pm. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Yes, ma’am, I’ll do it now. 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later, a text appeared. Mick, in all his submissive glory. But this wasn’t any half-hearted attempt at compliance. This was a full-fledged commitment to showing not only his body but his mindset. 
 
    Mick was on his knees, legs spread wide, chest down, his ass to the camera. He must have used the self-timer because there were no mirrors or obscuring angles in this shot. His muscular cheeks were pulled tight and bright red all over save for a white strip that ran along his crack. His balls hung low and the tip of his cock showed below his scrotum.  
 
    Pam pushed to one elbow and opened her eyes wider to examine the details. He was on the floor in what could be a storage room. Shelves lined the background and boxes were stacked to one side. A ruler lay near his right hand. The tip of his penis glistened in the light, dribbling with excitement. Her eyes darted, opened wide, and she came again, then fell back with a satisfied sigh. She turned off the juice to the vibes and eased them out before she texted him. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: You are the winner today with the sexiest picture. You may stroke and come, then report. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Does that mean you’re pleased with me? 
 
      
 
    She’d forgotten one part of the standard line. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Yes, I am pleased. 
 
      
 
    MICK: What else may I do for you, ma’am? 
 
      
 
    Pam cocked her head. He certainly was eager. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Nothing now. Take your reward and report to me. 
 
      
 
    MICK: What do you mean report? 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Tell me that you did it. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Yes, ma’am, I’ll do that now, too. 
 
      
 
    Pam smiled. She had no doubt. 
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   Mick: Two 
 
      
 
    Michael returned from the supply closet, his ass burning under his work slacks. His face felt just as hot as his butt and he ducked his head to avoid eye contact with the rest of his team. No one so much as glanced up from the computer stations and he was able to sneak into his office without so much as a nod from anyone. 
 
    He eased into his chair, amazed at what he’d just done, and even more amazed that he hadn’t been caught. The ruler strokes on his skin had echoed loud, but he couldn’t stop. The desire to please Miss Pamela right now had overwhelmed his common sense. Even as he spanked himself, he knew he had to be careful. He had a nest egg saved, but he still didn’t want to lose his job.  
 
    Michael glanced at the photo he’d just sent to Miss Pamela and then turned away. It was embarrassing to see himself in living color like that, but she’d liked it. While he was doing it he liked it too, so much so that he hadn’t been able to wait for permission to take his reward. He hadn’t admitted that to Miss Pamela. No doubt she’d be displeased with his lack of control. But there was no way for her to know of his deficiency unless he told her. 
 
    A new idea filtered into his mind. Should he tell her? In a situation like this, he would never be caught. It was up to him to report honestly to his mistress. He flicked the photo away and typed a new message. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Thank you, Miss Pamela. I appreciate the reward. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: You’re welcome. I hope you enjoyed the exercise. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Yes, ma’am. I did. But I have something else to tell you.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: What is that? 
 
      
 
    Michael gulped. He didn’t want to confess, but he knew he had to. 
 
      
 
    MICK: While I was doing the assignment I couldn’t wait. I already did it. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Did what? 
 
      
 
    He wrinkled his nose. She knew. But she was going to make him say it in graphic terms. 
 
      
 
    MICK: I came. 
 
      
 
    A pause followed. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: That’s not allowed.  
 
      
 
    MICK: I know, and I’m sorry, ma’am.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: We’ll have to work on your control. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Yes, ma’am. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Because who is in charge of your release? 
 
      
 
    MICK: You are, ma’am. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: You need an extra assignment to help you remember that. 
 
      
 
    His insides clenched and twisted. His cock stirred. Could he come again? 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: You will fill one sheet of paper with the sentence “I belong to Miss Pamela”. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Yes, ma’am. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: You will do this assignment naked, on your knees. Do it on a hard surface like wood or tile, no carpet. No other touching until I say you can. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Yes, ma’am. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: When you are finished, send me a photo of your work. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Yes, ma’am. 
 
      
 
    He waited for more instruction, but after a few minutes realized there wasn’t going to be more. The assignment itself was easy enough. He could do it right here at his desk. But to do it the way she wanted required privacy. Rather than push his luck at work, he waited until he got home that evening. 
 
    First thing, he took out a sheet of notebook paper. He shed his clothes and got down on his knees on the bathroom floor. When he leaned over to write, he had to support his body on his elbows. Almost the same position in which he’d taken the photo. Only this wasn’t a quick click and up. He had an entire page to fill.  
 
    He wrote the sentence at the top. I belong to Miss Pamela. He’d done this type of punishment in school. I will not talk in class. I will be on time. His technique to get through it then was to write the sentence once and then complete columns of words. I, I, I, I…will, will, will, will…not, not, not, not…. Somehow that seemed faster and more efficient. 
 
    Today he didn’t want to be fast and efficient. He wanted to absorb the meaning of the words. I belong to Miss Pamela. He formed the letters with care. I belong to Miss Pamela. The idea was comforting as well as exciting. I belong to Miss Pamela. It was already true in his heart. 
 
    Twenty-nine lines later, Michael penned the last Pamela. Perhaps it would be a good idea to fill two pages or even three to show her how serious he was. But that’s not what she’d asked for. As with the text time, too much was just as much a breach as too little. Clutching the page, he staggered to his feet. In his younger days, hopping up after a few minutes on the floor would have been no problem. Now, at almost forty, his body reminded him of the passing time. Sometimes he looked in the mirror and wondered how he got so old.  
 
    But over text, Miss Pamela couldn’t see any of his physical shortcomings. He could be whatever he wanted to be. And so could she. 
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   Pam: Three 
 
      
 
    Pam arrived at the diner at six twenty-five am. She only needed five minutes to stash her purse and tie on an apron before the place opened. Normally she’d review the special, check the muffin varieties, and see if there were any menu items unavailable for the day, then be ready to start pouring coffee. Today, the make-ready crew was standing around the picnic table, hands in pockets, faces blank. 
 
    She joined the group of three. “What’s up? Why aren’t you working?” 
 
    Denny, the prep helper shrugged. “Door’s locked.” 
 
    Gil, the cook shook his head. “Rafe’s not here.” 
 
    “And you’ve been standing here for twenty-five minutes?” Pam glanced at her watch. “Why didn’t you call him?” 
 
    “Tried.” Stephanie, the waitress on early duty chimed in. “No answer.” 
 
    Pam tried the door herself. “What’s the backup plan?”  
 
    The three mumbled ignorance. 
 
    Pam fished for her phone. “We’ve got to do something. It’s almost time to open.” She called Rafe. On the other end of the line, the phone rang. 
 
    “Maybe we won’t have to work today.” Denny sounded hopeful.  
 
    “And then no one makes any money, dip wad,” Stephanie said. “My rent is due soon. I need--” 
 
    Pam plugged her ear with her finger. She waited through Rafe’s voicemail greeting then left a message. “It’s Pam. No one is here to open the diner. Where are you?” 
 
    “Should we just go home?” Gil wasn’t any more interested in working than his helper. 
 
    “No.” Pam checked her watch again. One minute past open time. “There are probably customers out front right now wondering why they can’t get in. It doesn’t take much for them to go elsewhere.” 
 
    “But how are we going to--” 
 
    “Try the windows. Don’t forget that little one in the office.” Pam pointed toward the second floor. 
 
    Gil let out a groan as Pam squeezed past a fence post and hurried through the narrow passage between buildings. Sure enough, a group of patrons milled on the sidewalk in front of the diner. A man in a suit tried the front door. 
 
    “Don’t think they’re open.” A few murmurs reinforced the obvious conclusion. 
 
    Pam joined the group. “We’ll be open in just a few minutes.” She smiled big and stepped to the front door. “A minor technical difficulty, but don’t worry. There will be free coffee for your patience.” 
 
    The promise of free would stem the exodus for a few minutes, but not forever. She turned and peered into the dining room, and caught a glimpse of Denny, a tall, lanky kid, slithering through the window over the bake station. So much for building security. A moment later, Stephanie threw the front door open. 
 
    Pam charged to the back while customers flooded inside and found seats. 
 
    “This is going to be chaos, but we can pull through it,” she told the crew. “We’re going to have to move fast.” 
 
    Denny crossed his arms. “What difference does it make to you? This isn’t your restaurant.” 
 
    Pam met his eyes. “I may not own this place, but I have a stake in seeing that it does well. We all do.”  
 
    They all blinked and stared. Maybe they didn’t realize what needed to be done, but she did.  
 
    “I promised them all free coffee.” She pointed at Stephanie. “Start setting out mugs. Apologize if they complain, otherwise, make extra conversation.” Attention from the attractive woman would pacify the men. Pam pointed to Denny. “Make coffee. Now.” 
 
    “But I don’t normally make coffee.” He complained about the demotion. 
 
    “Do it.” Pam turned to Gil. “See what food we have on hand.” 
 
    He nodded.  
 
    Her troops disbursed. Pam charged up the stairs to the office to call in another waitress and figure out what had happened to Rafe. 
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   Mick: Three 
 
      
 
    Something about the diner was off. Michael could feel it in the air the moment he set foot inside the door. He slid into one of the booths and surveyed the scene. It took a bit longer than normal, but eventually, the waitress with the big chest brought him coffee. 
 
    “Where’s Rafe?” he asked as she filled his mug. The owner was usually roaming the dining room to make sure all his customers were happy. 
 
    The woman frowned. “Rafe’s in the hospital. They said he had a heart attack.” 
 
    Concern welled in Michael. Rafe was a nice guy. “Is he going to be okay?” 
 
    “I don’t think they know yet.” 
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that.” His thoughts jumped to the business. “Are you going to stay open?” He liked the diner. It would be a shame to see it go. 
 
    The woman raised her shoulders. “For now. Pammie is trying to keep things on track, but I don’t know how long it will last.” 
 
    Michael’s eyes swept toward the cash register where a young woman was running tickets. The new girl. He’d seen her in here lately.  
 
    “We don’t have any fresh muffins yet, but we can make any of the grill items.” The waitress pulled the single sheet menu from behind the napkin dispenser and pointed to the breakfast selections.  
 
    “Suits me fine.” He hid his disappointment. He’d prefer a muffin, but it didn’t matter what he wanted. “Western Omelet it is.” 
 
    As he waited for the order, he scrolled through the photos on his phone. He wasn’t comfortable with seeing himself on display and he immediately flicked past that to the image of the lines he’d written. The actual page was in the top drawer of his dresser at home. He’d love to present it to Miss Pamela in person, but that was impossible. He didn’t know the city she lived in, much less her address. And even if he did, he didn’t have the guts to surprise her. He’d have to settle for texting her the photo.  
 
    He loaded the image into his texting app but didn’t send it. Instead, he set the phone alarm for two fifty-nine. At three pm sharp, he’d tap the button and launch the tribute into cyberspace. He didn’t know the significance of three o’clock, but he knew to respect her wishes.  
 
    He scrolled to Miss Pamela’s forum where she posted an assignment about once a week. The rest of the time her various followers engaged in serious debate about the BDSM lifestyle. HA, he wished. They bickered and argued over trivial differences until Miss Pamela stepped in and reprimanded them. Maybe that was why they did it. But Michael couldn’t imagine purposely aggravating a mistress like that. He didn’t want negative attention. All he wanted was to serve and to please. If he could make her happy, he was happy. 
 
    Right now her was Miss Pamela. The type of woman he’d created his fantasy around now had a name. A few short conversations with her had captivated him. She knew what she wanted from him and expected nothing less than his meticulous compliance. That was exactly what he wanted to give. 
 
    The food came and he ate without noticing the taste, more interested in his fantasy existence than the real one. At the register, the girl apologized. 
 
    “We don’t have any change yet. I can take credit cards, checks, or exact cash,” she told him. 
 
    Michael smiled and dropped a twenty on the counter. “Close enough.” 
 
    “Thank you, sir. We’ll be back to normal soon.” 
 
    He nodded and drifted across the street to the county building where he’d spend the rest of the day on autopilot. 
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   Pam: Four 
 
      
 
    It was five o’clock before Pam flopped onto her bed. But she wasn’t naked, and she didn’t reach for her toys. She was too exhausted for that kind of energy expenditure. An extra two and a half hours at the diner didn’t sound like a lot, but the stress level of the unorthodox day had taken its toll. She had a new appreciation for everything Rafe did to keep his business afloat. 
 
    By now, her phone was full of unread text messages. It had started chiming at three and hadn’t stopped. It made so much noise in her locker that she turned it off in order to concentrate on finishing up this day and getting ready for the next. 
 
    With weary curiosity, she paged through the messages. Lots of follow up from yesterday. A few new photos that struck her as tepid. As the time stamp advanced toward five, questions began to appear. Where are you, mistress? And even some complaints. Why are you ignoring me, mistress? The subs were not accustomed to delay. Perhaps she’d spoiled them in that way. 
 
    She typed out a reply - Thank you. I am pleased - then pasted it into a reply to each message. Usually, the sentiment was true. The game did please her. Today her words were merely a token to pacify the hoard. There would be no follow-up banter, no additional strokes, ego or otherwise.  
 
    As she paged back and forth, an image of written lines jumped out at her. The new one. Mick. She’d almost forgotten about the additional assignment she’d given him. She expanded the photo for a closer look.  
 
    One page, neat and precise. Obviously done with care. The first three words printed in block letters. Her name in flowing cursive. Interesting twist. She’d never seen anyone write lines in such intricate fashion. She thought about the spanking photo he’d sent. He’d completed that task with the same extraordinary commitment to excellence. No half-assed job here. She smiled at the pun. 
 
    He was eager, as they always were, and uncertain, attributes she expected in a new sub. Teasing and testing were a way of life for her. Many men proved themselves to be inadequate, some completely worthless. But the quality of Mick’s efforts lifted her mood and piqued her interest.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: That’s a work of art you sent me. 
 
      
 
    It only took a moment for him to reply. 
 
      
 
    MICK: I’m glad you like it, Miss Pamela. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I do. So much so, that I’m lifting the ban on you touching. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Thank you, ma’am. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Right now. 
 
      
 
    She loved throwing the curve ball. 
 
      
 
    MICK: What? 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I want you to do it right now. 
 
      
 
    MICK: I’m just leaving work. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Great. Go to your car. You can do it before you drive home. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Really? Right in the parking lot? 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Yes. I hope you can be discreet. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Yeah, but it feels weird. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Does that really matter? 
 
      
 
    MICK: No, ma’am. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Good answer. Tell me when you’re in the car. 
 
      
 
    She waited, imagining the urgent stress now coursing through him. The hustle to the car, the danger of getting caught, the need to obey would all well inside him in concert. Once his cock came out, his senses would intensify as his focus narrowed and he concentrated on his one objective.  
 
      
 
    MICK: I’m here. 
 
     
 
    She could almost hear him panting. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Good boy. Now sit up straight. No slouching. Set the phone on the steering wheel so that you can read my instructions. You are not required to reply until we are finished. Understand? 
 
      
 
    MICK: Yes ma’am. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Get ready. 
 
      
 
    She switched to voice-to-text rather than typing.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Unzip your pants. I know your cock is hard. I know it got hard the moment you got a text from me. Unzip your pants and take it out. Feel how it strains for attention. For my attention. Right now, that’s all I’m thinking about. Your hard cock.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Wrap your hand around it and stroke. Stroke and think about me. Stroke and think about what you’ve already done for me and about what you might be required to do for me in the future. To be a good boy you have to obey. That means following my instructions. Stroke. Stroke. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Do everything I say, when I say it, the way I say it. Stroke. Stoke. Faster, harder. Stroke that cock for me.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Feel how it throbs for release. But you can’t come until I say you can. Stroke. Stroke. Stroke. Harder. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Squeeze your cock in your hand. Fuck your fist. Stroke because I say so. Stroke because I am allowing it.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Sit up straight, don’t let anyone see what you’re doing. Don’t give yourself away. Stroke. Stroke. Stroke. Up and down. Up and down. Faster. Faster. Faster.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: You can’t come until I say you can. You will learn to control it. You will learn to wait. You will learn that permission is much more satisfying than just exploding at random. Stroke. Stroke. Stroke.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: You will come for me, Mick. You will come on command.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Do it because I say to.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Do it because I allow you to.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Do it now.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Come for me, Mick. 
 
      
 
    The instructions flowed from her lips to the phone, and she sent the texts in short bursts, paragraphs becoming sentences, sentences becoming commands. And then she paused. She held her breath as seconds ticked by. Finally, a reply. 
 
      
 
    MICK: OMG 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Did you do it? 
 
      
 
    MICK: OMG 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I’ll take that as a yes. 
 
      
 
    MICK: OMG 
 
      
 
    She smiled. Success. 
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   Mick: Four 
 
      
 
    Michael watched the instructions march up the screen, reading as fast as he could. His body shook and his breath came faster and faster as he churned toward ejaculation. Normally, he’d close his eyes right about now, but he couldn’t do that and still read. He pressed against the headrest, the muscles in his neck straining, his eyes bugged out.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Come for me, Mick. 
 
      
 
    Yes. Yes! That was all he wanted. He ground his teeth and held back a cry as he ejaculated into a napkin scrounged from the glove box. It was as if his brain also exploded with a shower of tiny stars. Seconds later he drifted back to earth. 
 
    Right outside the window, other workers trudged to their cars, oblivious to his erotic activity. In that instant, they struck him as tired and dejected, probably the way he looked leaving work, too. Until today.  
 
    Miss Pamela’s attention and instruction had sent his mood soaring. He could masturbate and come anytime he wanted to. But that wasn’t the point. Her permission is what made it so meaningful. 
 
    He wadded the napkin and tossed it to the opposite floorboard then drew his jacket across his lap. He reached for the phone propped on the steering wheel. Coherent words escaped him. 
 
      
 
    MICK: OMG 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Did you? 
 
      
 
    MICK: OMG 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I’ll take that as a yes. 
 
      
 
    MICK: OMG 
 
      
 
    He drew a steadying breath and forced his fingers to work at a different task. 
 
      
 
    MICK: How did you do that? 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Do what? 
 
      
 
    MICK: The things you said. Knowing without seeing. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I feel the vibe. 
 
      
 
    It was as if she was watching. No, more than watching. Reading his thoughts.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Don’t miss the next assignment. 
 
      
 
    MICK: I won’t. Can you give me a preview? 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: That would be cheating. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Miss Pamela?  
 
      
 
    If she’d been standing across from him, he’d be clutching her arm to keep her from leaving. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Yes, Mick? 
 
      
 
    He shivered with delight when she used his new name.  
 
      
 
    MICK: Do you have any hobbies? 
 
      
 
    He half-expected a reply along the lines of what she did with naughty subs. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I knit. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Really. 
 
      
 
    No answer. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Miss Pamela? 
 
      
 
    She was gone. Swooping in on him, stirring his passion, and disappearing. She left him needy and aching. A picture formed in his mind. Miss Pamela sitting in an overstuffed chair by the fire. Knitting. He, at her feet holding the ball of yarn, unwinding it as needed. The air of domestic tranquility infused with the right amount of servitude. He wondered if those kinds of relationships actually existed. Probably not beyond fantasy.  
 
    Usually, his fantasy life was static. Looking at pictures, reading stories, even watching videos were all a one-way exchange. None of those forms could ever take his response into consideration. He simply absorbed what was offered, whether it was exactly to his taste or not. But with Miss Pamela, the experience was interactive. Rather than simply consuming the arousing content, he had a role in what happened. He was deep into this shared fantasy with her and it was delicious. 
 
    Once at home, Michael went to his bedroom and lay down. He closed his eyes and thought about Miss Pamela. And then he did what all naughty subs do when left unattended. He touched what was not his to touch. 
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   Pam: Five 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I knit. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Really. 
 
      
 
    It was what most people said to her, with an incredulous lilt in their voices, when she revealed her interest in the soothing pastime. Yes, really. Busy hands took her mind off of the other stressful parts of her life. Like why she didn’t have a regular job yet. At least she had a job.  
 
    She laid the phone aside and picked up the knitting. With yarn in her lap and needles clicking, she shifted her thoughts to the job. They’d made it through today by the kindness of the regulars. If the diner were to stay afloat, things would have to get back to normal right away. It didn’t look like Rafe would be able to return anytime soon and the others were helpless without him. That left her to do what needed to be done. 
 
    She would.  
 
    She could.  
 
    She needed to do some quick study before tomorrow to make that happen. But not right now. Right now she needed a few minutes to relax. She thought she’d earned it. 
 
    Pam woke up with a start, the knitting needles cradled idle in her hands. She rubbed her eyes and glanced at the clock. Seven pm. She’d dozed here for almost two hours. She got up and stretched, then sat at the kitchen counter to read over the notes she’d taken earlier in the day while talking to Rafe’s wife.  
 
    Their brief conversation had been a bare-bones tutorial about running the diner. Pam would have to learn the nuances on her own. At least now she had the keys and they could open on time and ready. But she still had questions. If only she could talk to Rafe directly. Was disturbing him now selfish? No, it was his diner, after all. She reached for the phone.  
 
    Mick’s texts were the first thing that came up on the screen. Immediately, her body tingled and her mind leapt to other vistas. She forgot about the restaurant business and instead contemplated the next assignment for Mick and the rest of her crew. By Monday morning when she posted it, they’d all have hard, dribbling dicks. Trouble was, making them wait made her wait as well. All she could think about was how Mick would respond to her next edict.  
 
    The idea made her wet. She didn’t bother retrieving the toys, just slipped her hand down the front of her pants. With the phone still in her right hand, she closed her eyes and let the left attend to its expert ministrations. She manipulated her clit, then ran her middle finger between her lips where moisture bubbled. She drew the extra slickness upward, making the hard button even more sensitive, and let her legs fall wide. 
 
    Her subs. An ever-changing and eclectic selection of needy men. Usually, about a dozen, give or take, waiting for the chance to do her bidding. All at her service by their own choosing. And when they chose to move on, someone else always appeared to fill the void. 
 
    Right now, that someone was Mick. When his efforts to complete an assignment waned, she’d know the new had worn off. Soon he’d drift on, to be replaced by yet another fresh and anxious face. She smiled. Maybe it would be more accurate to say fresh and anxious cock since that’s the body part she saw most often. 
 
    The phone buzzed with a message, and Pam jumped. She held the screen in front of her face. 
 
      
 
    MICK: I’m sorry, Miss Pamela. 
 
      
 
    What was he talking about? 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Sorry for what? 
 
      
 
    MICK: The parking lot was so hot that when I got home, I touched again. 
 
      
 
    Glutton, this one. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Did I give you permission to do that? 
 
      
 
    MICK: No, ma’am. And I feel so bad that I couldn’t control myself. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Are you sorry that you disobeyed? 
 
      
 
    MICK: Yes, ma’am. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Are you sorry that you touched? 
 
      
 
    MICK: No ma’am. It felt good. 
 
      
 
    At least he was honest.  
 
      
 
    MICK: I was thinking of you the whole time. 
 
      
 
    And now trying to make up. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Get the ruler you used yesterday and give yourself twenty punishment spanks. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Yes, ma’am. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: And CONTROL YOURSELF until I post the next assignment.  
 
      
 
    She couldn’t decide if his persistence was endearing or aggravating. She got up and went to the computer to do research for the next day at the diner. 
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    Mick: Five 
 
      
 
    Michael decided he’d better wait for the next assignment before he contacted Miss Pamela again. Her last directive had made him realize he could become more pest than pleasure, and he didn’t want to tip the scales to annoying. 
 
    That didn’t mean he could control himself, though. But each time he masturbated, he also practiced the punishment ritual. Twenty ruler smacks to make up for his digressions. She’d assigned it once, he’d keep the rule in effect until she gave him something else. It kept his butt tingly and gave his mind something interesting to focus on when the job became boring. Which was almost all of the time. He didn’t blame the rest of his staff for finding other ways to occupy themselves during the day, too. 
 
    The diner returned to normal operation and he was able to have his favorite muffin and coffee each morning before heading across the street to the j-o-b. Sometimes he thought about a change of venue but he didn’t know where he could go. Accountants were everywhere these days, graduating at record rates and all competing for the same positions. Maybe he could change careers, but at his age, that seemed impossible. 
 
    Monday morning Michael woke up before the alarm went off. He rushed to the computer and logged in to Miss Pamela’s forum for the next assignment. 
 
      
 
    Present your cock to me as a gift-wrapped package. 
 
      
 
    One line. Simple directions that left lots of room for possibility. His mind raced. Gift wrapped package. How could he accomplish that? What made a package beautiful? Ribbons and bows. He needed ribbon and he needed it now. He jumped up from the computer and charged to the storage closet in his garage.  
 
    A couple of boxes marked Xmas were buried in there somewhere. He pawed through the junk until he found them, then dug out a crushed spool of curling ribbon. The only color left in the multi-pack was gold. He held the dangling end across his midsection. Not exactly a stand out against his fair skin. That would never do. 
 
    Later, at lunch, Michael visited the fabric store and found so many options for his project that it was hard to choose among them. He settled on royal blue velvet ribbon and a bag of pea sized rhinestones. This was definitely going to be a creation. 
 
    Upon his return, the girls at the office noticed his purchase right away. “What’cha making, Michael?”  
 
    He ducked them like a guilty child. “What? Nothing. Why?” 
 
    The one who’d been buying shoes online pointed at the bag. “You’ve been to Sew Good.” 
 
    He didn’t know this would cause such a stir. “Well, yeah.” 
 
    They turned to each other and giggled. 
 
    “Homecoming mum?” 
 
    “Prom dress?” 
 
    They liked to tease and test. 
 
     He wouldn’t let them fluster him. “No. They’ve got stuff for…” What? Think! “Fly tying. Feathers and bits of colored string and such.” 
 
    The girls stared. “What’s fly tying?” 
 
    “Fishing. You know.” He made a casting motion. 
 
    “Uh-huh.” They shot him unconvinced expressions but turned away, mumbling. “Whatever.” 
 
    Michael escaped to his office. He locked the door and dumped the supplies from the bag. The ribbon unrolled, creating a trail of saturated blue across his desk. Even in the bag, the rhinestones sparkled in the light. He got up and double checked that the door was locked, then returned to his chair and eased his slacks and underwear down on his thighs for access to the package he was to decorate. 
 
    The choice of hard or not hadn’t crossed his mind, but as soon as he began to wrap the ribbon, there was no decision to be made. His cock filled with blood and stood out proud. Just as well. It would be easier this way.  
 
    He started at the tip, leaving an ample tail of ribbon, and spiraled his way to the base. From underneath he encircled his balls in a figure eight, separating and defining them. Then he spiraled from base to tip, crisscrossing the first course to create a diamond pattern. Once he’d worked all the way down, he took the tails and tied a multi-looped bow. 
 
    Next, the rhinestones. He peeled the backing from each one and applied the self-stick jewels in the middle of each uncovered diamond of skin. He hiked one heel to the desktop to get at his balls, covering his entire scrotum with the shiny buttons. 
 
    Once finished, he sat back and admired. Not bad. He got out the phone and took pictures from every angle. Sitting. Standing. From the front. From above and below. Sideways. He left the gift wrap in place and pulled his pants up. When he sat down, the ribbon pulled and the rhinestones scratched. He groaned low as he scrolled through the photos, inspecting each for the best one to send to Miss Pamela. Now all he had to do was wait for three o’clock. 
 
    By then, the crisscross ribbon had become a puddle of blue velvet in his underpants, and some of the rhinestones had popped off, rolled down his leg, and stuck in his socks. None of the deterioration mattered. The glory of his gift would live forever in the photos. 
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   Pam: Six 
 
      
 
    At two o’clock, the posted closing time, Pam locked the front door of the restaurant. A few stragglers finished their meals and left soon after. Once they did, she set the crew to the cleaning tasks. Then she retreated to the tiny office that overlooked the dining space to total receipts and pay out tips. A lot of work remained before she could head home, but at three o’clock when her phone began buzzing with offerings from her subs, the lure was too great to ignore.  
 
    She scrolled through the photos, giving each one a mere glance. The interpretations of her instructions varied wildly, as always. Those who had done the obvious tied a bow around the shaft with ribbon, yarn, even a shoelace. There were a couple of the requisite “dick-in-a-box” creations, a “dick-in-a-bag”, and one guy who had molded wrapping paper directly around his junk. Another had cut a hole in a greeting card. The lazy one stuck a ready-made and obviously well-used bow on the tip. And then there was Mick. 
 
    True to form, Mick had outdone them all. His adequately sized cock was trussed and bedazzled as if ready for a red-carpet appearance. In truly impressive form, it looked as if he’d wrapped his balls, too, but this photo didn’t show that part in detail. 
 
    Heat rushed through Pam as she examined the image. Her hand shot to press against the crotch of her jeans, but here in the office, she couldn’t afford the time or the risk. For the next assignment, she would change the submission time to six. She’d be home by then and able to properly enjoy the fun. 
 
    She crossed her legs and sent appropriate answers to the subs. Mostly praise and permission, but another scolding for the low-effort entry. The sub-par behavior indicated that he’d be the next to drift away, but Pam was long past worrying about what had become a normal cycle of come and go. 
 
    The last message went to Mick. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I am impressed. Truly above and beyond. Send me additional photos at six tonight. 
 
      
 
    That gave her something to look forward to. In the meantime, she focused on closing out the books for today, and the make-ready for tomorrow. In a few short days, she’d developed a routine, and had started the first draft of an operations manual that would ensure that the diner ran as it should no matter who was manager for the day. 
 
    Because The Eagle Diner was a downtown breakfast and lunch spot, there were no hungry people populating the commerce center to fill the booths beyond two on work days. The diner was closed on the weekends. This gave Pam Saturday and Sunday off to knit, job-hunt, and play, refining her technique for each. During those days off, a few more photos trickled in. She’d spend time texting suggestive lines to those poised in eager waiting. By Monday she’d post another assignment and the cycle would start again. 
 
    Tonight, Pam was home by six o’clock, naked on her bed, with her toys and the phone. She went through the pictures, this time studying in detail, orgasms contracting her pelvis at irregular intervals. In between crescendos, she wrote extra replies to those who deserved the attention. In the midst of it all, she almost missed Mick, following her additional instructions. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Here are the photos you asked for, Miss Pamela. 
 
      
 
    Mick the over achiever. She scrolled with satisfaction. Every angle showed the careful attention he’d lavished on completing this assignment. The shot from below of his balls bound and separated made her come again. She squeezed the toys out, and closed her eyes to recover, thinking about Mick.  
 
    Was he this elaborate in everything he did? Did he put this kind of meticulous attention into the rest of his life? What kind of man did that? He was an unusual find, for sure. One she wanted to hang on to. She didn’t want him to wait until Monday for something else to do. He needed a little extra to keep him busy. And to keep him hooked.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I want you to think about me all weekend. 
 
      
 
    MICK: How can I help it? 
 
      
 
    She laughed a little. Good. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Put a rubber band around your wrist. Every time I cross your mind, give yourself a snap. It doesn’t have to be a killer, just a sting to remember me by. 
 
      
 
    He’d start to associate thoughts of her with the hint of pain. His training had begun. 
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   Mick: Six 
 
      
 
    A rubber band. That sounded easy enough. Michael dug through his desk and slipped one of the elastic loops onto his left wrist. Just as Miss Pamela wanted. As soon as her name entered his mind, he gave his arm a snap. 
 
    Ouch.  
 
    A second later a red line appeared across his pale skin. 
 
    Maybe not so hard next time. She did say it didn’t have to be a killer, just a sting. He tried again and instead of stretching the rubber band to its full length of a foot or more, lifted it only a few inches and let go. 
 
    Mmm. Yes, that was more like it. Noticeable, but repeatable, too. 
 
    On Saturday, Michael did errands. He went grocery shopping and wondered what kind of food Miss Pamela liked.  
 
    Snap.  
 
    He did laundry and thought about washing her unmentionables.  
 
    Snap.  
 
    He took in a movie with a buddy from the old neighborhood. Did Miss Pamela care for space opera?  
 
    Snap.  
 
    Sunday, he went to church, an activity that sometimes felt pointless, yet he kept repeating. What would Miss Pamela say about that?  
 
    Snap.  
 
    In the afternoon he watched baseball. Did Miss Pamela have any interest in sports?  
 
    Snap. 
 
    Each snap reinforced the power Miss Pamela held over him. His cock stirred at the focus on someone other than himself. He managed to keep his hands out of his pants in public but around home was another story.  
 
    After each snap, he also gave himself a few strokes. Rather than a quick, intense, explosive experience, Michael floated on a plateau of mild arousal all weekend. He was still there Monday when he stopped at the diner for his morning muffin. 
 
    By now, his left wrist was deep red, caught in a contestant dull ache. The fingers of his left hand were tingly and cold. The condition of his skin had gotten to the point where every snap, even a small one, was a test of will.  
 
    It hurt.  
 
    Could he do this for Miss Pamela? Did he have enough strength and dedication to follow her instructions even when that became difficult? There was no one watching. No one standing over him. No one making him do anything. It was all by his own choice.  
 
    Snap. 
 
    He shuddered as a shaft of pain washed over him. He’d had no idea such a simple action could go from innocuous to absurd. Why did he continue past the point of sane compliance? He inhaled the aroma of the freshly brewed coffee that permeated the diner. He did it because he wanted to. 
 
    Snap. 
 
    His right hand snuck to his lap and he pretended to smooth out the paper napkin placed there to protect him from spills. In reality, the motion stimulated his cock, the pain and the strokes blending together in a haze of obedience mixed with arousal.  
 
    The waitress served his muffin, an interruption that jolted him from the attractive fantasy world where he’d spent the weekend, back to the reality of Monday morning. As boring and unfulfilling as it was, he had to go to work. At least he had another assignment to look forward to.  
 
    He gazed out the window to the increasing crush of traffic in downtown and the hustle of the crowd on the sidewalk. He went to the cash register and paid for his breakfast, then joined the flow of fellow employees as they mounted the courthouse steps. He toyed with the rubber band, wondering how long Miss Pamela would have him wear it. Apprehension about another day of pain prickled him and yet he dreaded the command to remove the torture device. Even though this process hurt, it brought him closer to Miss Pamela. 
 
    Michael gave his wrist one last snap before he went into his office. 
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   Pam: Seven 
 
      
 
    Monday morning, Pam tended the cash register, pleased by the brisk business of the day. The challenge of an assignment for her subs loomed. With the diner foremost in her mind, she hadn’t come up with anything new yet. As soon as the rush slowed, she’d have to post or they’d start going crazy. She might as well give them all the same rubber band task as she’d given Mick. 
 
    A woman in a smart gray suit paid with a credit card. Then a teen used a gift card for his whole table. Next in line was one of the regulars. Pam had dubbed him Muffin Man because he always ordered a blueberry muffin. She was grateful to have him as a reliable customer, but her interest or attraction stopped there.  
 
    “How was the muffin today?” she asked when he stepped to the counter. 
 
    “Delicious, fresh, and satisfying.” He handed her the ticket and reached for his wallet. 
 
    She tapped keys on the old-fashioned machine. It returned a total for the check and the drawer popped open. “That’s four sixty-one. But you know that.” His bill totaled the same every day. He always left a nice tip on the table. 
 
    Muffin Man extracted a five. Pam already had the thirty-nine cents counted out. He reached to receive the change and she noticed a rubber band around his wrist. When he turned his palm up, the skin underneath was red and marked. Her stomach clenched. This was the assignment she’d given Mick. Her head reeled. Coins rained onto the counter rather than into his hand. 
 
    She chased the runaways. “I’m so sorry.”  
 
    He smiled. “That’s okay. Put it in there.” He tapped the oval take-one/leave-one tray. 
 
     “Thank you and…” She scooped up the change, stumbling over the normal farewell phrase. “Have a great day.” 
 
    He nodded and pushed out the door.  
 
    She watched him cross the street, her mouth hanging open. Had she just met Mick? Surely not. There were all kinds of reasons someone might be wearing a rubber band and snapping themselves. It was a known diversionary tactic for anxiety. Or a way to correct a bad habit. Now that she thought about it, a rubber band on the wrist might be a signal of something else but she couldn’t quite remember what. It didn’t matter. As long as the answer was anything but this guy is Mick. 
 
    Pam tried to conjure up his image, or anything else about him. And although she had just been face-to-face with him, and she recognized him as the Muffin Man when she saw him, now she had no clue as to his appearance. Average height. Average build. Average features. That was all she could come up with. 
 
    “Miss?” A voice startled her. “Are you okay?” 
 
    Pam refocused to find another customer waiting to pay. “Oh yes. Sorry.” She forced a smile and rang up the check. “Thank you, and have a great day.” At the next lull, she ran up the stairs to the office and snatched her phone from her pocket.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: How did the rubber band challenge go? 
 
      
 
    She waited. And waited. After a few minutes, she had to get back on the floor to finish the morning rush. That was the problem with texting them blind. Now she was at his mercy. Not the place she wanted to be. It took two hours for him to respond. 
 
      
 
    MICK: I apologize, Miss Pamela. I was in a meeting. End of the quarter is coming up and there are taxes to attend to. 
 
      
 
    Taxes! 
 
    The word sent a chill through Pam. She hadn’t given a thought to the tax obligations of the diner. If she didn’t it would mean big trouble. She’d have to try to get more information from Rafe or his wife.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: What kind of work do you do? 
 
      
 
    MICK: I’m an accountant. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Then give me an accounting of the rubber band challenge. 
 
      
 
    Long blocks of text came her way, explaining what he’d done over the weekend. How pain and pleasure had commingled and confused his brain to the point where he didn’t know if he wanted to stop or not stop. He even sent a photo of his punished wrist. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I’m pleased that you are so obedient. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Thank you, ma’am. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Take the rubber band off. Tomorrow you will wear a yellow tie and one white and one black sock. 
 
      
 
    MICK: To work? 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Yes, to work. That’s how you are to dress in the morning, and then stay that way all day. 
 
      
 
    It would be simpler to ask for a photo that showed his face. But part of the game was to stay anonymous. The subs wanted it that way, and so did she. It had never been a problem, until now. She didn’t want to cross that line with Mick. Not yet, at least. This way, she could determine if the Muffin Man was something more without scaring him away. 
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   Mick: Seven 
 
      
 
    Michael pulled at the rubber band but didn’t snap it. The raw, sore spot on his wrist was a price worth paying, but at the same time, he was glad to be released from the responsibility. He rolled the band off and dropped it into his desk drawer. He’d never look at the lowly office staple in the same way again.  
 
    Miss Pamela infused new meaning into ordinary events. Getting dressed tomorrow would be one of them. Yellow tie. That was easy. He had an assortment for work. Black socks, check. White socks, check. But one of each? One time he’d ended up with one black and one blue sock, but that was by pure accident, and barely noticeable to anyone else. But the contrast of black and white would not go unnoticed. He’d have to be ready for the comments. Feigning inattention or sleepiness was probably his best bet.  
 
    All day he observed his behavior to see if his socks were readily observable. He usually spent a lot of time alone in his office, so that would cut down on exposure. When standing, his pant legs broke over the tops of his shoes, covering every inch of leg. Patrolling his floor wouldn’t give him away. Only when he sat down did his ankles peek out. As long as he didn’t have a meeting with the finance director, he figured he was home free.  
 
    The only other place he had to worry about was the diner. And what did he care if a couple of giggly waitresses noticed the discrepancy? They were sure to whisper and nudge each other, but what difference did that make? They were young, silly girls with no idea of the forces at work in his life. 
 
    Still, as he sat on the edge of the bed the next morning, two pairs of socks in hand, self-consciousness welled inside him. That was probably the point of the exercise. Miss Pamela would derive pleasure from his discomfort. He pulled on the black sock and then the white sock and gazed down at his mismatched feet. If she could see this, it would be much better. He took a photo, then put his shoes on and looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    What idiot would go out like this? Much as he wanted to comply, this might be over the line. He’d beat his own butt, he’d worn the rubber band and snapped his wrist raw, but those were private sacrifices. This was so public.  
 
    He contemplated the capacity of a sub to say no. Those instances would have to be few and far between or it indicated a poor match between mistress and slave. He hadn’t negotiated anything with Miss Pamela, but even if he had, no contract could cover every single situation. Occasionally, he should be allowed to decline.  
 
    Michael looked in the mirror again. He looked at the black sock still in his hand. Then with a flash of inspiration, put the black on over the white. He was following her directions, one black and one white sock. She didn’t say he couldn’t wear anything over the top of the mismatched one. Perhaps he wasn’t honoring the spirit of the assignment, but technically, he was still doing the assignment. That was better than refusing. Better than not doing it and telling her he did. Somehow, he’d always find a way. 
 
    With a new air of confidence, Michael headed out for breakfast at the diner. 
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   Pam: Eight 
 
      
 
    Pam waited for the Muffin Man. She couldn’t picture him, she couldn’t describe him, but when he walked in the door, she never-the-less recognized him. A bright yellow tie shone out like a beacon from beneath his sport coat.  
 
    Again, the word average sprang to mind. Even as she studied him, nothing spectacular stood out. He had a crop of sandy hair that stood up on top. When he sat and unbuttoned his coat, a soft midsection spilled out. He put on a pair of glasses to read the morning news on his tablet and smiled with thin lips at the waitress who delivered his muffin.  
 
    The beauty of fantasy life became clear. There was no reason to dwell upon the physical characteristics of any of her subs, handsome or otherwise. The exterior package didn’t matter. The qualities that attracted her to each of them weren’t visible on the outside. They all had imagination. They were all creative and enthusiastic. They were all devoted, at least for a while. 
 
    She watched Mick as he sipped coffee. Having a sub wasn’t the same as having a boyfriend. She didn’t want to play house with him, she didn’t want to have intercourse with him, she didn’t want a traditional relationship with him at all. When the time was right, there would be someone else for all of those other things. What she wanted from him, what she relished, was exactly what he was. The obedient one. 
 
    It was sexy without being sexual. It turned her on without making her want to fuck him. Her masturbatory release at the end of the day brought satisfaction to a different part of her brain. Mick had plugged into that part, and by some miracle, here he sat. 
 
    Pam circulated around the dining room, chatting with patrons just as Rafe used to do, working her way toward Mick. At the booth next to his, she dropped her pen, and when she bent to retrieve it, snuck a look at his socks. 
 
    Both black. 
 
    Maybe she was wrong. Maybe the rubber band and the yellow tie were weird coincidences. Her imagination must be playing with her mind. The odds that the man sitting in the diner right now and sub Mick were one and the same were astronomical. At the same time, she knew nothing was impossible. 
 
    Thirty minutes later, Pam took the Muffin Man’s money, her eyes following his path across the street to the courthouse. What did he do over there? Attorney? Planner? Elections? 
 
    She slammed the cash drawer. “I’ll be right back,” she called to Gil. 
 
    He waved a spatula her direction. 
 
    Pam slipped out the front door and jaywalked across the street, just as the Muffin Man entered the huge stone building. Once he’d disappeared, she sprinted across the courtyard and pushed through the same door. Inside, she ducked behind a column and scanned the lobby.  
 
    He wasn’t among the group waiting for the elevators, or in line for the coffee cart. She wrinkled her nose at the competition. Another line led to a metal detector where potential jurors waited to check in. No Muffin Man there either. Her eyes darted and she caught sight of him climbing the stairs. She hurried across the domed expanse and tiptoed after him, her work shoes silent on the marble steps. On the third floor, he turned right and headed into the hallway, whistling. 
 
    Pam hung back on the landing until he entered one of the offices. Then she raced down the hall to read the placard on the door. 
 
    County Accounting. 
 
    The name itself sounded comical. The fact that she had stalked him here was absurd. But when Muffin Man went into the accounting office, that was one more piece that fell into place in the puzzle. She clapped a hand over her mouth, about faced, and raced to the diner. 
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   Mick: Eight 
 
      
 
    Once safely ensconced at his desk, Michael tugged at his right sock. The top rolled down revealing the white crew underneath. The double layers squeezed his calf and made the shoe on that side uncomfortably tight. He took it as a sign that he should obey Miss Pamela.  
 
    He scuffed his loafer off and removed the extra black sock. He stuck the limp tube in his jacket pocket and wiggled back into the shoe. He slumped there, staring at his ankles. One black, one white. A ridiculous combination for sure. He could abandon the assignment completely and change into the black sock like regular, but where was the challenge in that? He’d have to be careful how he moved about today so that he didn’t reveal his secret.  
 
    His secret. Their secret. Maybe that was the point of this exercise. He credited Miss Pamela with always having a reason for what she did and he beamed at this discovery. This was to teach him about keeping a secret. Gossip was not an area where he normally had troubles or temptations. He considered himself trustworthy and discreet. 
 
    All day, the idea of concealing his mismatched apparel made him stop and think before he did anything. Careful consideration matched with careful actions brought about the desired result. No one in his department noticed. He could be sure those nosey girls would have said something if they had.  
 
    At home, he changed clothes but left the socks as they were. Every time he caught a glimpse of his contrasting feet, he thought about Miss Pamela and their secret. At six o’clock, he sent her the photo he’d taken that morning. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Assignment as you requested. 
 
      
 
    It only took a moment for her to reply. It was as if she’d been waiting for him. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I see. How did this make you feel? 
 
      
 
    MICK: Silly. And vulnerable to discovery. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Did anyone notice? 
 
      
 
    MICK: No. I was careful. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Are you sure you did the assignment just as I asked? 
 
      
 
    He lifted his chin skyward. How did she know? He had the freedom to lie. He didn’t. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Well, I started out with a variation. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: And what was that? 
 
      
 
    MICK: I put a black sock OVER the white one.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: And why did you do that? 
 
      
 
    MICK: I felt so stupid. And I didn’t know how I’d explain it. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Did I say you were to explain anything? 
 
      
 
    MICK: No, but people were sure to ask. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: You said you started out that way. When did it change? 
 
      
 
    MICK: Once I got to my office, I decided I was cheating, and I didn’t want to. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: At least you realized it. 
 
      
 
    MICK: I spent the whole day making sure no one saw.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Was that difficult? 
 
      
 
    MICK: I had to think about it, but not that difficult. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I’ll have to think of something harder. 
 
      
 
    He laughed. He had something hard for her. Just knowing that she was on the other end of the texts got him excited. He made a bold move. 
 
      
 
    MICK: I’ve got something hard. 
 
      
 
    He hesitated before hitting send. As soon as the words appeared on the screen, he cringed.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: LOL I bet you do. 
 
      
 
    Thank goodness she was amused. 
 
      
 
    MICK: What should I do with it? 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I’m not sure. If you can’t follow instructions exactly, there is no reward. 
 
      
 
    His spirits sunk. She wasn’t as amused as he thought. 
 
      
 
    MICK: I’m sorry Miss Pamela. I got nervous, but then I corrected myself. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: True. I’ll have to address each of your responses. For punishment, snap the head of your cock once with the rubber band. If it’s still hard after you do that, you may stroke and come. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Thank you, ma’am.  
 
      
 
    Relief flooded him. Her permission for release was worth the proposed pain. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: After you do the snap, send me a photo of the red line it leaves.  
 
      
 
    MICK: Yes, ma’am. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: And one more thing. 
 
      
 
    MICK: What’s that? 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: For tomorrow, you will mark yourself with the letter P, for Pamela.  
 
      
 
    Of course P was for Pamela. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Use a pen. 
 
      
 
    Thank goodness she didn’t say a knife. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Draw the letter on the web of your left thumb. It won’t show unless you stretch your fingers out wide.  
 
      
 
    MICK: Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Get busy. 
 
      
 
    Mick dropped the phone and went to find a rubber band. 
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   Pam: Nine 
 
      
 
    Pam set the phone aside and picked up her knitting. The television droned in the background, but her attention was on Mick. Clever boy he was, figuring out how to do the assignment without really doing it. She had to give him credit for that.  
 
    His solution explained the one thing that had contradicted her conclusion. The Muffin Man was Mick. The crazy unlikeliness was not lost on her. In the realm of probability, this occurrence was all but impossible. Yet, it was true. 
 
    She let the knitting fall to the side and slipped her hand inside her pajama pants. With her eyes closed and her mind in neutral, she caressed and stroked her clit until she drifted away on a pleasure cloud. In her fantasy, her subs worshiped and pleased her, each one on his knees offering the gift of submission. Their struggles came to life with groans and grimaces as they completed tasks of her making. A little pain, some humiliation, all added up to a test of will. How far would a man go to please her? 
 
    Most of the time, her attention, and theirs, centered on cocks. What man didn’t think of his cock all the time? What man didn’t constantly seek ways to reach arousal and then orgasm? She exploited this weakness to turn them into puppies. Happy, willing, panting puppies. 
 
    As if in confirmation, the latest photo from Mick arrived. A close up of his cock, with a big red welt across the head. She closed her eyes and let her head drop back, the image fresh in her mind as she rolled to orgasm. Only then did she answer him. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: I like that photo a lot. I see that bright red line. It must have really stung. 
 
      
 
    MICK: Yes, ma’am. It did sting and was scary doing it. But I did it for you.  
 
      
 
    PAMELA: Thank you, Mick. 
 
      
 
    MICK: I’d do anything for you. 
 
      
 
    The phrase brought music into her head. Her high school had performed the musical Oliver! her senior year. The songs stuck. 
 
      
 
    I'd do anything 
 
    For you dear anything 
 
    For you mean everything to me. 
 
      
 
    But Mick didn’t know what he was promising. It was an over-the-top dramatic declaration, full of hope and devotion. She’d heard it many times before but when the going got tough, or even slightly inconvenient, no one followed through. She’d find out soon enough if this one meant what he said. 
 
      
 
    PAMELA: We’ll see. 
 
      
 
    Before another line appeared, her phone rang. Pam jumped. Was Mick so bold as to call her without permission? She was surprised, relieved, and a little disappointed to find Rafe’s wife on the line. 
 
    “Rafe’s coming home tomorrow,” she told Pam after the requisite greetings. 
 
    “That’s great.” Pam refocused her attention. Mick would have to wait. 
 
    “We want you to know how much we appreciate your work in keeping the doors open.” 
 
    “Glad to do it. It’s been a challenge, but I’ve enjoyed it,” Pam said. It had only been a few days but she’d already learned a lot. “If you have time, I need to get some more information from you about taxes.” 
 
    “I’m not sure how much more I can tell you.” 
 
    “Is Rafe well enough for me to talk to him?” Pam asked.  
 
    “Well…maybe tomorrow when we get him settled. Perhaps you could stop by in the evening. Sometimes it’s easier in person.” 
 
    “Sure. I’ll do that.” 
 
    They exchanged pleasantries and disconnected. Pam started a list of questions for Rafe. She probably wouldn’t have much time with him. She’d have to make the best of it. 
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   Mick: Nine 
 
      
 
    MICK: I mean it, Miss Pamela. Just ask. 
 
      
 
    Michael mouthed the words as he typed. He felt it in his heart. Miss Pamela mesmerized him. Although he’d seen nothing more than a few photos posted on her forum, elegantly staged to obscure her face – a hat, a sweep of hair, judicious shadows -- he pictured her clearly in his fantasy. Small, even slight, Miss Pamela still exuded authority with a piercing stare or a flick of her hand. Her voice was low and mellow but she issued commands with confidence. She was in control. He was ready to obey. 
 
    He hit send and waited, eager for her response. Seconds turned to minutes and he realized she’d ended today’s interaction. At least he had another assignment but he couldn’t do anything about it yet. He’d have to do the drawing in the morning after he took a shower so that it would be fresh. 
 
    Michael spread his left hand and examined the web between thumb and finger. The tiny allotment of space required delicate artwork. He went to his desk and found an extra-fine-point marker then doodled several versions of the letter P on the back of an envelope. The design had to be as beautiful yet delicate as Miss Pamela herself. 
 
    In the morning, he got up early to give himself time to draw. He could always forego his muffin if the project took too long. He didn’t consider himself artistic but he did his best to craft a curling, swirling masterpiece. When he was finished, he pressed his thumb in close to his palm. Hidden. He stretched his thumb out wide. Beautiful. He took a photo and was ready for the six o’clock report. 
 
    Thirty minutes later, Michael sat in the diner unwrapping a blueberry muffin, the movement of his fingers creating a fascinating game of hide and seek. The P flashed into view and then disappeared, a small but powerful reminder of the true state of his consciousness. So mesmerizing was the dance, that he didn’t notice one of the waitresses stop at his table until she spoke. 
 
    “How’s your muffin this morning?” 
 
    He startled and his head snapped up to see the new girl. The serious one. She wasn’t unpleasant by any means, it’s just that by comparison, the other girls giggled and flirted, and bounced around the diner every which way like the balls in the lottery barrel. This one seemed to glide on a cloud, her smile calm and serene. She was cute and despite her young age, an air of maturity glowed in her eyes. 
 
    “It’s wonderful, as always,” Michael answered. 
 
    “I’m glad you’re enjoying it.” The girl lingered. Her eyes flicked to his left thumb.  
 
    Had the mark caught her eye? Did it matter? He smiled and nodded, expecting her to move on.  
 
    Instead, she slid into the booth across from him.  
 
    He sat up straight. “Is something wrong?” No waitress had ever joined him like this. 
 
    She folded her hands on the table and leaned forward. “It’s nice to meet you face to face, Mick.” 
 
    A cold chill raced through him followed immediately by a hot wave. His body shook and his eyes darted around the noisy room. No one but Miss Pamela knew him as Mick. Maybe he’d misheard. “Excuse me, w-what?”  
 
    The girl smiled. She took his left hand and spread his thumb and finger in a surprisingly erotic gesture. She pinched the skin over the curly-cue P. “Nice work. I am pleased.” 
 
    Michael blinked. He shuddered and jerked his hand away in spastic shock. How did she know? His face glowed with embarrassment. “W-what…” His lips were paralyzed. “Who…” 
 
    She hooked a thumb under her nametag and pushed it toward him. 
 
    Pammie. 
 
    He gasped. “You can’t…” No. Impossible. This couldn’t be Miss Pamela.  
 
    She nodded. “I am.” 
 
    “But how!” His voice burst out louder than he intended, and other diners looked over at them. 
 
    “Stay calm.” Miss Pamela patted his hand. “Get up and walk to the back of the dining room. Go up the stairs to the office and wait for me there.” 
 
    “What? Where?” His vision had darkened. He couldn’t see the stairs. 
 
    “Toward the restrooms.” She tipped her head sideways but didn’t point. “Walk slowly. No one will think anything about it.” 
 
    “Okay.” He wadded the napkin from his lap and reached to drop it on the table, but the herky-jerky motion caught the cuff of his jacket against the muffin plate. It flipped over once and clattered off the edge of the table, crashing into pieces on the floor.  
 
    Everyone in the place turned and stared.  
 
    “Oh, God.” He brushed at the trail of crumbs on the table. “I’m sorry.” He leaned over to chase pieces of the white china. 
 
    “Mick.” 
 
    “That was clumsy of me.” 
 
    “Mick.” 
 
    It wasn’t his name, not really, but when she said it in that quiet firm tone, he melted into a puddle. He sat up and looked at her, breathless. 
 
    “Don’t worry about the mess. Do as I said.” 
 
    “Okay.” He staggered upright, stepped over the shards, and marched to the back. His chest hurt as he climbed the stairs. He thought he might pass out as he stood and waited in the office. 
 
    It seemed like forever before he heard her footsteps on the stairs. He braced to face her, but when the door flew open, he still slammed against the wall in shock.  
 
    “Are you really Miss Pamela?” He couldn’t quite comprehend it.  
 
    “I realize this is a bit of a shock.” She sat in the office chair and rested her chin against her knuckles. Her face was calm and beautiful. No hint of uncertainty on her part. “I believe I was more prepared than you.” 
 
    No shit! He managed not to blurt out this thought. “It is.” He called up the forum photos in his mind. Of course, she looked different dressed as a waitress than costumed as a mistress. But the Miss Pamela he pictured was older than he, worldly and wise. Before him was a mere girl. How could she possibly wield the skill to possess his very soul? “You’re nothing like I expected.” 
 
    His addled state didn’t affect her. Her expression remained placid. Her demeanor unruffled. “Now you know the real me. And I you.” 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “Is that a problem for you, Mick?” 
 
    Mick. It all came back to that name. No one else would call him Mick. His mind came to full acceptance. Here was his mistress. His goddess. The living incarnation of his fantasy. If he wanted any chance to actualize this miracle, he’d better demonstrate his respect. “No, ma’am.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    One word. Firm and finite. His inner trembling quieted. She enticed him, and enthralled him, left his resistance limp and his cock hard. He’d said he’d do anything. Now he was ready to prove it. 
 
      
 
    #### 
 
      
 
    Thanks for reading! 
 
    If you enjoyed this novelette, 
 
    please leave a review on Amazon. 
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   Read the Sequel: 
 
    Pleasing Pammie 
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   About the Author 
 
      
 
    Please visit my web pages: 
 
    X Rated Reads 
 
     
 
      
 
    I've had kinky interests as far back as I can remember. As a kid, I didn't understand the what or the why, but I knew certain things were exciting to me. It didn't take long to figure out that my attraction to these subjects was—er—different from most of my classmates. And I quickly discovered that such topics were regarded as Taboo. 
 
     
As I tried to understand myself, there was nowhere to turn. That was waaaaaaaay before the internet, but also no open discussion of such ideas was ever allowed. 
 
    
Those who were brave found their answers in back alleys and porn shops, but for a young person with no resources and stranded in a small town, it was a lonely wandering through my fantasy world, always with the nagging thought, "What's wrong with me?".

It took many years to figure out there's nothing wrong with me. It was a long journey, still an open-ended one, and not without its conflicts and trials. But ultimately, I've come to a place of happiness and acceptance. 
 
    
I embrace my kinks and enjoy them! 
 
    
You can, too. 
 
      
 
    Spanx from Monica 
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