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    Chapter 1 
 
    I looked around one last time at my now empty bedroom. I'd lived in this off-campus house for the last two years of college, and now that all the things I hadn't sold or thrown out were packed into my car, I was pretty sure I was supposed to feel something like nostalgia or sadness. I didn’t feel anything, though. I just saw bare walls and floors where my stuff used to be.  
 
      
 
    I was 22 years old and I'd graduated college a few days earlier with a degree in marketing. I wasn’t crazy about marketing, but it came easy to me, and I figured it could get me a job, which it did, in Jackson, Mississippi. My friends wondered why in the world I'd want to go to Mississippi and I didn't really have an answer, other than it would be different. 
 
      
 
    I grew up in the suburbs of New Jersey. I went to college in the Northeast. Mississippi was pretty much the opposite of all of that. And what else was I going to do? I didn't want to move to New York or Los Angeles. Why not try the South? What did one place have over any other? 
 
      
 
    My girlfriend and I had broken up a month ago. She didn’t say much when I told her I was recruited for the job, and after my interview, she didn’t even ask me how it went. She was upset when I accepted the offer, though I think more about the slight than about what it meant for our relationship. I halfheartedly asked if she wanted to move there with me and was relieved when she said no. So we split. It was civil enough. No yelling or crying. It'd really been over for a while; all we did was make it official. 
 
      
 
    The drive from Upstate New York to Jackson, Mississippi took 16 hours, which I covered in two days. I took breaks a couple times each day to move my body around. I thought about stopping at some tourist sites, like national parks, or to grab some peaches from Georgia, but in the end I didn't.  
 
      
 
    My apartment in Jackson was fine. It was spacious, and all the walls had been painted white before I got there. I could fit all of my belongings in less than half of it. I had a few days before work started, so I drove around the city. Apparently, there’s a volcano buried 2,900 feet underground, directly below the Mississippi Coliseum. It hasn’t erupted in around 75 million years, though, and most scientists say it’s dead. Other than the subterranean volcano, Jackson looked like anywhere else: stores, restaurants, bars.  
 
      
 
    It felt different, though. I could smell it in the air and feel it against my skin. There was a different energy – slower and more relaxed than up North. The people were friendly and they smiled a lot. It seemed like as good a place as any to spend a couple years getting experience. My employer – Krenshaw Consulting – had offices all over the country, so I could transfer after a couple years if I wanted.  
 
      
 
    On Monday morning, I put on my new suit and showed up 15 minutes early to meet my boss, Cindy Brennan. I'd only communicated with her over email. My job interview had been done at the Krenshaw office closest to my college. Cindy’s pictures showed her to be an attractive and intense woman around 45. Dark brown eyes, shiny hair to her shoulders, generous make up. 
 
      
 
    She was a lot different in person. I guess she had picked a conservative photo, because she was younger and better looking than her picture. She was also really tall, six feet. And with her heels we were the same height. She didn’t slouch, though, like some tall women did, and her shoulders were broad. She had a powerful grace, like an ex-athlete from one of the rougher female sports like volleyball or soccer. She seemed like the type of woman who got what she wanted.  
 
      
 
    “Here's the new marketing superstar from up North.” Her handshake was firm. “Welcome, Mike.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma'am. It's good to be here.” 
 
    “Ma'am!” She laughed playfully. “You're picking up our Southern manners quickly. How charming! Why doesn't Marie show you around the office and to your cubicle, and then come back and we'll talk about your responsibilities.” 
 
      
 
    I guess I was good at marketing, though I didn't feel like any real skill. To me, it was just a series of steps that were pretty obvious when you applied a few rules. I knew other people didn't see it that way, and I'd won a prize from my department at college. But I couldn't see it as anything more than an award for following directions.  
 
      
 
    Looking at the work I'd be doing with Cindy, it was clear that I could learn a lot from her. I thought of some ideas and wrote a list of suggestions. I wasn't sure how she’d take it. I had an internship between my junior and senior year, and my boss had felt threatened when I made suggestions, so I stopped. But Cindy was happy with my ideas, and one she implemented right away. She even asked my opinion on a couple of other projects she had going.  
 
      
 
    We ended up working together a lot. I’m not sure if that was how it was supposed to be or if Cindy just thought I was helpful, but she asked me for my input often. We ate lunch together, too, and she asked me a bunch of questions about my social life: no, I didn't have a girlfriend. No I hadn’t met many people here. Yes, I like women.  
 
      
 
    Cindy was married, so I knew she wasn't trying to pick me up. I had met her husband, Mark, at the end of my first week. Mark was exactly the type of guy I imagined Cindy marrying: ruggedly handsome, confident, big hands. He was maybe an inch shorter than me but must have outweighed me by 40 pounds. And not fat, either. Looking at someone like that always made me aware of how thin I was. I've always been slim. For a month in high school I lifted weights, but my body type doesn't build muscle or fat easily, so I figured why bother. 
 
      
 
    I wondered if Mark would be standoffish because I was working so closely with his wife, but he was really friendly. I was glad that a woman like Cindy hadn't married some jerk. In fact, it seemed like she made the decisions in the relationship. I was waiting outside her office and heard Mark ask if he could have drinks with his friends that Sunday. She told him that she didn’t think it was a good idea because he had work to do around the house.  
 
    “Don’t you agree?” She said. It didn’t sound like a question. 
 
    “Yes, Cindy.”  
 
    It was an odd exchange, and I felt like I was eavesdropping, so I went back to my desk. 
 
      
 
    As the weeks progressed, I fell into a groove. Things at work were going well, and there wasn't anything about the job I hated. I spent most of my nights watching tv. I hadn’t made any friends and there wasn’t anything around that I wanted to do. I went to a couple bars, but I didn’t meet anybody. I even went to the opening of a new movie at the cinema downtown, but it had been a long day and I fell asleep in the middle of it.  
 
      
 
    I think Cindy figured out I didn’t have any friends, because she invited me over for dinner after a couple weeks. Maybe she did that with all the new hires, but something told me that wasn’t the case. It was interesting to see her house, which was huge. I know she probably made a lot of money at Krenshaw, but her house was a mansion, and in the nicest part of town. She must have come from money. That didn’t surprise me. Mark was his usual, friendly self. He really was a man’s man. He had his shirtsleeves rolled up, and I could see the veins sticking out his forearms. I wondered if he did special exercises or if he got them just from his landscaping business.  
 
      
 
    A strange thing about the dinner was that Mark served us. He ate with us, but he basically acted like our waiter. Anytime we needed anything, he got it. I wondered if that’s how it always was with them. One time, as he was talking about his landscaping company, I went to pour myself more wine, but the bottle was empty. 
 
    “Mark.” Cindy’s voice cut him off. 
 
    He looked at her and she nodded at the wine bottle. He immediately got up and retrieved another bottle from the kitchen and filled my glass. Then he sat down and glanced at his wife. He looked worried.  
 
    “Go on.” She said.  
 
    It was weird, but it wasn’t any of my business. After dinner, I thanked them for their hospitality, and they said they liked having me over and that we should do it again soon.  
 
      
 
    That Friday, Cindy told me I could kick off early.  
 
    “Go get a drink, Mike. Have you been to The Wheel yet?” 
 
    “That's a bar?” 
 
    “It's a library.” She smiled. “Of course it's a bar. It's laid back, which seems your style. And it's got pool tables. You shoot pool?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Great. Check it out tonight. You'll like it. It’s a nice crowd.” 
 
    “Ok.”  
 
    She opened her mouth to say something, but stopped, as if debating whether to say it. She must have decided yes. 
 
    “Mike, I don’t meant to pry, but do you not like people?” 
 
    “I like people. They’re ok.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “You’re hard to read. You’re friendly with me, and you’ve got a calm, accepting way about you, but you certainly don’t go out of your way to talk to people. And you’re not very receptive to the advances of your co-workers.” 
 
    I thought about who she might be talking about, but I couldn’t think of anyone. Cindy was amused by my cluelessness. 
 
    “Linda.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “She’s been hanging around your desk all week. What did you think was going on?” 
 
    “She needed information about some of my accounts.” 
 
    “You do know our system is automated and that that information is online, right?” 
 
      
 
    I hadn’t thought about that. 
 
      
 
    “She likes you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “I figured as much.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m not great at realizing when people like me.” 
 
    “You’re a lot worse than not great.” 
 
    I laughed. I liked Cindy’s bluntness. I always knew where I stood with her. 
 
    “I haven’t spent a lot of time up North, so I don’t know what it’s like there, but here, women wait for men to make the first move. So if you’re at The Wheel tonight and some pretty woman is by herself and she smiles at you, she wants you to go over and talk to her. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “She won’t come to you.” 
 
    “Ok.” I didn’t know why she was being kind of insistent, but it was good to know.  
 
    “Don’t date Linda.” 
 
    “Ok. Why not?” 
 
    “We don’t talk about those kinds of things down here. Let’s just say that I know her and I know you a little and it wouldn’t go well, and then there’d be drama here at work, and I don’t like drama in my office.” 
 
    “Me neither.” 
 
    “Good. Go to The Wheel around 8. I expect a full report on Monday.”  
 
    “Ok.” 
 
    “Good talk.” 
 
      
 
    I headed to The Wheel a little after 8. Cindy was right, it was laid back. There were a couple pool tables, a dartboard and some pinball machines. The bartenders were friendly. I sat at the bar and ordered a beer. I looked around. It didn’t look all that different from the bars at school. Lots of wood panelling. Guys in polo shirts and baseball hats.  
 
      
 
    I noticed a pretty woman shooting pool by herself. At first, I thought she was just kind of pretty, but the more I looked at her, the better looking she got. She was short, with long, chestnut-colored hair and a firm, full body. She looked like she smelled good. In between shots, our eyes met and she smiled. It sounds weird, but it was like I felt her smile. I couldn’t have not smiled back if I tried. Her eyes were really bright, too. I was about to head over, but a couple guys beat me to it. She made it clear she wasn’t interested, though. When they left, she looked up at me again. I smiled, and she smiled back. I grabbed my beer and headed over. 
 
      
 
    “Hi. You up for a game?” 
 
    Her eyes quickly scanned my body. “Sure! Are you good?” 
 
    “Sometimes.” 
 
    “Is today one of those times?” 
 
    “Maybe. We’ll find out.” 
 
    “I'll play you for a drink. Loser buys.” 
 
    “Ok.” 
 
    “And don't be chivalrous and let me win. I hate that. I'm Colleen.” 
 
    “Mike.” 
 
    “Set ‘em up Mike.” 
 
      
 
    She was easy to talk to, and we made each other laugh. She was a good pool player, but I was a little better. She took her loss in stride, and I watched her ass as she walked to the bar to get our drinks. She was really sexy.  
 
      
 
    I racked the balls for the next game.  
 
    “Michael, how old are you?” 
 
    “22.” 
 
    “Oh Jesus!” She put her hand to her forehead. “I’m robbing the cradle!” 
 
    “How old are you?” 
 
    “26.” 
 
    “That’s not that much older.” 
 
    “Yes it is! When I was a senior in high school, you were only in eighth grade.” 
 
    “Yeah, but when you’re 150, I’ll be 146. It’ll be totally negligible.”  
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “I hadn’t thought of it like that. You’re right.” 
 
    “Life’s all about perspective.” 
 
    “Is that something you picked up in your 22 years on earth?” 
 
    “It was in a fortune cookie.” I stepped back from the table. “Same stakes?” 
 
    “Let's up them,” she said. “Loser buys dinner Wednesday night.” 
 
    That was surprising.  
 
    “You're on.”  
 
    “And one more thing…I see you looking down my shirt.” 
 
    I flushed. I thought I’d been more subtle, but apparently not. Colleen had firm breasts, and her v-neck t-shirt hung down when she leaned over to take a shot. It was pretty much impossible not to stare. 
 
    “Sorry. I’m…sorry.” 
 
    She smiled and gave me a pat on my butt. 
 
    “Relax. I know they’re nice.” 
 
      
 
    The next game she crushed me. I missed one shot and then she ran the table.  
 
    “You hustled me!” 
 
    “Just be happy I'm only taking dinner. I could have bled you dry all night.” 
 
    “Thanks…for only kind of hustling me?” 
 
    “Don't you want to go to dinner with me?” She pouted, though she knew the answer already.  
 
    We tried not to smile for a couple seconds, but then both broke down and laughed. 
 
    “I’d love to take you to dinner. I’m new in town, so you can help me explore your fine city.” 
 
    “You’re not from around here? I could’ve sworn you were local.” 
 
    I looked to see if she were joking. She was.  
 
    “I’d be happy to show you around. But first, I’m going to spank you in pool. I hope your ego isn’t tied up in winning.” 
 
      
 
    As we played, Colleen occasionally touched my arm or back. I didn't know what I'd done to make her like me, but that’s how it always was with me and women. I’d had two girlfriends in my life, one in high school and one in college, and both had made the first move. I never asked them why. I really had no idea why certain women liked me, or anyone for that matter. There isn’t anything particular about me that’s all that appealing or different from anyone else. I’m not flashy or athletic. But Colleen seemed to like me. From her looks and personality, I assumed she had her pick of guys, so it must have been something. Maybe she just liked Northerners.  
 
      
 
    Neither of us wanted to drink too much, so around 10:30 I walked her to her car. She touched my cheek with her hand and kissed me slowly, pressing her body into mine. Her kiss was soft and sensual. I could feel the warmth of her body through her shirt.  
 
      
 
    “Come home with me.” 
 
    “Slow down, Mike. Don’t move so fast.” 
 
    “Sorry. You’re just a really good kisser.” 
 
    She patted my cheek.  
 
    “You’re not so bad yourself. And you still owe me dinner. How's 7?” 
 
    “Perfect.”  
 
    She ran her hands down my arms. She then took a step back and looked me in the eyes. As she spoke, she rubbed my wrists with her thumbs. 
 
    “It’s nice being with you. You’re very calming.” 
 
    “Thanks. It’s nice being with you, too.” 
 
    “I know.”  
 
    She smiled her wide smile. We took out our phones and exchanged numbers. 
 
    “I get the feeling I can be who I am with you, Michael. Is that true?” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    “Good. I have to go, but text me on Wednesday to confirm, ok?” 
 
    “Ok.” 
 
     We had one final kiss and said good night. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    On Wednesday, my mind constantly drifted back to kissing Colleen outside the bar. I remembered the way her body had sunk into mine and the feel of her lips. I’d never fantasized about someone like this. I kept checking the time, which seemed to go extra slowly. It felt like I’d been at work forever and it was only 3. My phone beeped and Cindy called me into her office. 
 
    “Mike, I hope you don't have plans tonight, because we're going to be working late.” 
 
    “Seriously?!” 
 
    “Yes. Seriously.” 
 
    She looked at me without smiling. 
 
    “Sorry. How late?” 
 
    “I don't know. 10pm, 11. It's Dunn's, they need a strategy kick off for this weekend and of course they waited until the last second to tell us.” 
 
    It figured. I was excited about a date for the first time I can remember, and I had to work late. 
 
    “From your face, you look like you have plans tonight.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Sorry Mike. There’s a small chance the account will be picked up by our people in Atlanta. If that happens, I'll let you know by 5.”  
 
      
 
    I spent the next 90 minutes praying for Atlanta to come through. I didn't know how Colleen would react to me canceling our first date, but I worried she’d take it the wrong way. I debated texting her, but figured it was better to wait until I knew for sure. At 4:30, Cindy came to my cubicle. 
 
    “Good news, Mike. Atlanta picked up Dunn's. You're out of here at 5!” 
 
      
 
    I felt a surge of relief.  
 
      
 
    “Must be a hot date.” She smiled. “Why don't you leave now. Get yourself all prettied up. Buy her a rose. Southern girls like that.” 
 
    I grabbed my things and headed home to shower and get ready.  I took Cindy’s advice and stopped at a flower shop to get a rose. I arrived at Colleen’s place right at 7. She opened the door wearing a robe.  
 
    “Right on time, Mike. I like that. A rose! How chivalrous!” She stepped aside to let me enter. As I walked by her, she grabbed my shirt and pulled me in for a kiss.  
 
    “I have a few things to finish up, obviously.” She looked down at her robe. “Have a seat. I’ll be down in a minute.” 
 
    I sat in her living room and waited. Her house looked professionally decorated. There were framed posters and a large painting on the wall, and all the colors went together. I thought back to my apartment. I didn't have one thing on the walls.  
 
      
 
    I looked through the books on her coffee table, some about photography, some about design, one about cats. They had a bunch of interesting pictures in them. I decided I needed some coffee table books. Colleen was taking her time. I wondered if she were testing me.  
 
      
 
    After 20 minutes she came downstairs and any irritation I had vanished. She was beautiful! She wore a tight-fitting, dark blue dress that showed a lot of cleavage, and her hair looked straight out of a shampoo commercial. I felt underdressed in my khaki pants and blue and white striped oxford, but Colleen either didn't mind or was nice enough not to show it. She gave me a quick peck on the lips and we headed out.  
 
      
 
    At dinner, Colleen didn't want to talk about the normal things people talk about when they first meet. She didn't want to hear about my childhood or why I came to Jackson. Instead, she asked me lots of questions about my values and how I thought other people saw me. I hadn’t really thought about any of that stuff before. Colleen even talked about sex and asked if I was open minded or a prude.  
 
    “You're holding up well, Mike. A lot of guys would've run by now.”  
 
    “Who would run out of a dinner with you?” 
 
    “You’d be surprised.” 
 
    “I like this. So much of early relationship conversation is just small talk, you know? Like trying to convince the other person you’re not crazy by talking about super boring stuff for hours. I don’t see the point.” 
 
    “So this is a relationship now?” 
 
    “Oh, no- I mean, it could eventually be one, but that’s not- I wasn’t implying…” 
 
    Her eyes were bright, and I could tell she was enjoying my stumbling.  
 
    “I like being with you, and I like talking with you. I guess we’ll figure the rest out as it goes.” 
 
    “We will, Mike.” 
 
    She smiled and I smiled back.  
 
    “I still don’t understand who would run away from you.” 
 
    “You’re so sweet! You really don't mind if I talk about sex?” 
 
    “No. Talk away.” 
 
    “And you don't mind that I ask for what I want? A lot of guys are intimidated by women who ask for what they want. They think it's not ladylike.” 
 
    “I want you to tell me what you want. I want us both to be satisfied. Think of our conversations as safe zones. You can say whatever you want, and if it comes out wrong, you can have a do-over. I won’t hold it against you.” 
 
    “Really?”  
 
    “You can be who you are with me. I want that.” 
 
    Her eyes lit up. As we finished our chocolate cake, she slid her hand over mine and gave me a mischievous look.  
 
    “Let's get the check.” 
 
      
 
    At her place we kissed passionately. I ran my hands down over the curves of her waist and thighs. Her body radiated heat. I felt her hand on the back of my head and her teeth on my neck. I pulled her into me. I wanted to rip her clothes off right there. She undid my belt and top button, then reached down my pants and grabbed my dick.  
 
      
 
    “C'mon,” she winked. She led me upstairs by my penis to her bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Her room was straight out of Southern Belle Quarterly. It had pink walls and a four poster bed with a lot of lace. The room smelled faintly of jasmine. She stood a few feet in front of me and ran her hands slowly down her body, over her breasts and stomach. She slipped off her dress. In just her bra, panties and high-heels, she looked like a Victoria's Secret model. She walked past me and dimmed the lights, then came and lifted my shirt over my head.  
 
    “Are you good at eating pussy?” 
 
    “Y-yeah, yes. I am.”  
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    She kissed me, running her fingers over my chest. She pulled down her underwear, then pulled me to her. I gave her a slow kiss, finding the clip at the back of her bra and unhooking it. Her breasts barely moved. I lifted her and placed her gently on the bed onto her back. I sank to my knees and kissed her stomach, her waist, her thighs. I licked around her pussy, not quite touching it. 
 
    “Oh my God! You are such a tease!” 
 
    I licked her, keeping my pace slow. I listened to her breathing to find her sensitive spots. When I found one I stayed on it. She moaned and turned her head. She was really wet. When she gripped my hair, I moved up to her clit. 
 
    “Oh my God!” 
 
    She started to buck. 
 
    “Right there! Keep doing that. Just like that!”  
 
    Colleen wrapped her legs around my head. My face was coated with her juices. I kept licking her clit slowly. She pressed against me. I licked her harder.  
 
    “Oh Jesus! Oh Mike! Fuck! Fuck!” 
 
    She came loudly, thrusting her hips up and down. I held her thighs to steady myself as she screamed. She arched her back as she let out a few final cries, then collapsed back on the bed. She lay with her eyes open, breathing heavily through her mouth. I sat back on my knees.  
 
    “That was ok.”  
 
    She held it in for a second and then laughed. She rolled onto her side. 
 
    “Oh my God! Oh my God! Where’d you learn to do that?” 
 
    “In health class. They don’t teach that in health down here?” 
 
    “You liar! Wow! That was fantastic!” She sat up. “Look at my arms; I’ve got goosebumps. Whew!” She shook her head to gather herself, then looked at me. “Why are you still dressed? Take your pants off right now and get up here!” 
 
    I didn't need to be told twice. I kicked off my shoes and shucked off my pants and underwear. I climbed on top of her, but she rolled me to my back. 
 
    “Lie there and I'll take care of you, ok?” She rubbed my cheek softly as she said it. I lay back and she climbed on top of me. She smiled, then kissed me softly on the lips, then the neck. She ran her fingertips in figure eights around my eyes, then down over all of my face, as if reading me with her hands. It felt otherworldly. She moved down to my chest and traced circles around my nipples, then squeezed them. I tried to sit up and move our hips closer, but she put her hand on my chest and pushed me back to the bed. 
 
    “Uh-uh. You have to earn that. And you haven't earned it yet.” 
 
    She climbed onto my stomach, then grabbed my wrists and pinned my hands down over my head. She stayed there for a moment, looking down at me, a wicked smile on her face. 
 
    “Don’t move!” 
 
    I didn’t. She ground herself into me. I could feel her wetness. She brought her mouth close to my ear.  
 
    “I want to taste you.”  
 
    She kissed down my chest and bit me softly on my stomach. She took my penis in her hand and slowly licked it from the root to the tip, then gave it a kiss on its head. She repeated the process, slowly licking up the underside of my penis and sealing it with a kiss. In no time I was bucking my hips, crazy for her to take me in her mouth.  
 
    “So sensitive,” she said.  
 
    She kissed my balls, then pushed her hand beneath my butt and pressed her index finger against my asshole. I jumped a little. 
 
    “Shh, relax baby.” 
 
    She took me in her mouth. Oh my God! I'd never felt anything so wonderful! And while she did it, she kept a firm, steady pressure on my asshole. No one had ever done that to me before, but it felt amazing! I sank back into the bed and stared at the ceiling. I felt her hand around the base of my cock. I knew if I looked down at her I would cum instantly. It was by far the best blowjob I'd ever gotten. 
 
    I felt my orgasm approaching, and Colleen felt it too. She increased her force and I tried to stay as still as possible, until the feeling overwhelmed me and my muscles clenched and I exploded in her mouth. She kept sucking as she swallowed every drop. I lay there, panting. She was incredible! Colleen moved up and whispered in my ear. 
 
    “I'm also good at sports.” 
 
    I laughed and hugged her close. She reached down and rubbed my wrist. 
 
    “Oh, Mike. I want more of you. What are you doing Friday evening?” 
 
    “Hanging with this amazing new woman I met at The Wheel.” 
 
    “Amazing new woman? Wow! She sounds great. I bet she'd love to - oh shoot!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I forgot. The Salvation Army is coming early Saturday morning. I need to clean out my basement Friday evening. Damn. I’m busy Saturday, too” 
 
    “I can help you with the basement.” 
 
    “You just met me, you don't have to clean my house.” 
 
    “I want to.” I kissed her. “Let me help.” 
 
    “You're a great guy, Mike.” She brought her lips to my ear and whispered, “Afterwards I’m going to suck your dick until you beg me for mercy.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    I showed up at Colleen's house after work on Friday. She kissed me on the lips and I got an instant erection. 
 
    “Easy boy. C'mon in the kitchen.” 
 
    I followed her into the kitchen and she threw a piece of clothing to me. It was a pink, frilly apron.  
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “It’s to protect your clothes.” 
 
    “I don't need it.” 
 
    “Yes you do, it's dusty and dirty downstairs.” 
 
    “I wore these clothes because I don't care if they get dusty or dirty.” 
 
    “No, you wore those clothes because they look good on you and you wanted to impress me. Now put the apron on.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Are you worried about your masculinity? Is that it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You're afraid if you wear a pink apron that you won't be a man? That's ridiculous! Have some confidence.” 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    I didn't care enough to get in an argument with her. I did feel slightly ridiculous, though. The apron couldn't have been more girly. Colleen sensed my discomfort and teased me about it, calling me “princess” or “Michelle” and patting my butt whenever I carried a box upstairs.  
 
    While she hadn't wanted me to help before, today she didn't have any problem letting me do all the work. She chatted on the phone as I brought all the boxes out to her garage. When I came back to the kitchen after putting out the last one, she handed me a broom and dust pan. She put the phone against her chest. 
 
    “I'm sorry, baby, but this is an important work call. Sweep up downstairs, ok?” 
 
    She kissed me on the cheek as I nodded, and when I turned around, she pinched my butt. After sweeping, I brought the broom upstairs. Colleen gave me a kiss on the lips.  
 
    “Thanks angel. Let me check your work.”  
 
    She smiled.  
 
    “I should probably check here, too.” 
 
    She unbuttoned my pants and pulled down my zipper. She reached her hand into my underwear and grabbed my dick. I got hard immediately. She stroked me slowly, firmly.  
 
    “Everything seems fine.” 
 
    She buttoned up my pants and went to the basement.  
 
      
 
    “Michael! Come here.” 
 
    I went downstairs. 
 
    “Honey, I asked you to sweep. Look over here. You missed a big spot, and you need to get in the corners better. Do it again and then come upstairs for your reward.” 
 
    She caressed my butt on the way out. I knew it was odd that she would tell me to redo my sweeping. I hadn’t even promised I’d do that. But her hand on my dick had felt magical, and that she had just casually reached down my pants put her into a special category of one of all the women I’d been with. I could sweep again for that. This time I really got in the corners and made sure I did a good job. Colleen approved of my work and led me up to her bedroom.  
 
    “Take off your clothes, Michelle.” 
 
    She sat on the edge of her bed and pulled me between her knees. I looked down at her. She was grinning widely.  
 
    “Thank you for helping me clean my basement, princess.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” 
 
    “Would you like to see how else I say thank you?” 
 
    She began stroking me with her right hand.  
 
    “Doesn't that feel good, Michelle?” 
 
    It felt incredible.  
 
    She turned me sideways, then pushed her index finger against my asshole.  
 
    “You like that, Michelle, don't you? You like when I push against your boy pussy.” She stroked me harder, but I pulled away. 
 
    “What's the matter, princess?” 
 
    “Will you just call me Michael? It’s weird when you call me princess or Michelle.” 
 
    She set her face and stared at me. Then she stood up.  
 
    “This has been nice. Thank you for your help today. I'm sorry it didn't work out.” 
 
    “What? Colleen…what?!” 
 
    “Just go!” 
 
    She sat back on the bed and folded her arms across her chest. I didn't think she really wanted me to leave, so I pulled on my clothes and sat on the bed near her. 
 
    “Colleen. I just helped you clean out your basement.” 
 
    “And now you want your reward, I get it.” 
 
    “No, I mean that I normally don't help people I just met clean out their basements. Talk to me. Let me know what happened. I thought I just asked for something normal.” 
 
    She took a deep breath. I saw her relax just a bit. 
 
    “Ok. I overreacted. I’m sorry. But you hit a tender spot. Come closer to me.”  
 
    She patted the bed next to her. She turned to face me, so I did the same. She held my hands.  
 
    “I used to be a total prude. And I used to be terrible in bed. Do you know why?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “My first boyfriend was a real asshole. And every time I let loose or did anything out of the ordinary in bed, he would laugh at me or call me weird. When you hear that enough times, especially as a teenager, you start to believe it. So I thought all my kinkiness and my passion was wrong and I just closed up. It took me years of work just to actually enjoy sex, much less let myself go during it. And you calling me weird just brings all that back.” 
 
    “Oh my God! I’m sorry, Colleen. It just caught me by surprise and I didn’t know if you were making fun of me.” 
 
    “I can’t go back to that, Michael.” She looked at me with wide eyes.  
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    “Is it really that bad that I call you Michelle? Really? Enough that you don't want to be with me? You liked it when I pushed my finger against your asshole on Wednesday. I felt it. And you seem excited now. You’re not one of those guys who's afraid to admit something feels good, are you? You said the other night that you were different. Was that just a line?” 
 
    “No! And what we’ve done has felt great. I just . . . I don't know. I meant it when I said I want you to be open with me. I just don’t have that much experience with dirty talk. I’m sorry. Will you give me another chance? 
 
    “I will, sweetie.” She rubbed her thumb against my palm. “But I want to say a lot of dirty things when we're together and I can't be worried that I'm always being judged. I want to be wild in bed and I want you to be wild with me. I want us to let loose and really enjoy sex. Don’t you want that?” 
 
    “Yes. Of course!” 
 
    My dick was hard again. I leaned in to kiss her, but she pushed me away. 
 
    “I don't feel sexy right now. Let's just go downstairs.”  
 
    She heated up some chicken she had made the night before and sautéed some zuccini. We drank wine and ate and tried to pretend everything was ok. I wanted to tell her how I would try whatever she wanted, but I knew it wasn't the right time.  
 
    “Colleen, can I talk to you about something serious?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You know I need my revenge at pool, right?” 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “Yes. I suppose you do.” 
 
    “Let me take you out tomorrow night.” 
 
    “Tomorrow I'm busy.” She rubbed my cheek. “But I'm free Sunday. Come pick me up at 6.” 
 
    She walked me to the door and we kissed. She grabbed the back of my neck and we pulled each other closer. I wanted to touch every part of her. But instead I just said goodnight and went home and masturbated.  
 
      
 
    Saturday I spent most of the day in my apartment. I wanted to call Colleen, but I knew it wasn’t the right thing to do. I felt restless, which was weird, since this was pretty much what I’d been doing every Saturday since I got to town. My apartment felt really empty. I finally decided to go into town and get ice cream and look for a poster or something to put on my wall. I found a good spot for ice cream and bought a map of the world to put above my sofa. 
 
      
 
    On Sunday night, I kissed Colleen hello, then took her hands in mine. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “For the beating I’m about to give you in pool.” 
 
    She laughed and kissed me on the lips.  
 
    “Neither of us believe that.”  
 
    She pulled me inside by the shirt and kicked the door closed. I tried to kiss her, but she put her hand on my chest and pushed me back. She ran her hands down my body and over my hard cock. She turned around and thrust her ass into me. She spoke without looking at me. 
 
    “Go down on me. Right here. I want you to smell me on you all night.”  
 
    She turned and leaned against the wall as I sank to my knees. I lifted up her skirt and pulled down her panties. She was already wet, and before long I could hear her ragged breathing that told me she was close to cumming. She gripped my hair hard as she came.  
 
    “Oh Michael! You’re going to make me tongue-whipped if you keep that up.” 
 
    I started to stand up, but she held me down by my shoulders. 
 
    “Not yet. Stay.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure why she wouldn’t let me get up, but I stayed on my knees for about a minute. 
 
    “Ok, you can wipe off your face, but don’t use soap or water. I want my smell on you.”  
 
      
 
    We headed back to The Wheel and drank and played pool for two hours. Colleen took every opportunity to fondle me. She stood right in front of me, shielding me from view, then reached back to stroke my dick. If I was taking a shot facing the rest of the bar, she stood next to me, pressing her thigh against mine, and reached down to fondle me from behind. I felt like I was hard the entire time we were there. It was impossible to concentrate. I desperately wanted her, but when I tried to kiss her, she told me to wait until we were in private. I stopped pushing and just let her control things. Finally, she had mercy on me and brought me home. 
 
      
 
    At her place, we sat on her bed kissing as she unbuttoned my shirt. I pulled it off and threw it on her chair. 
 
    “I’m going to make you cum so hard.” 
 
    I moved in to kiss her neck, but she grabbed my hair and pulled my head back. 
 
    “Lie down. On your back.” 
 
    Her tone was rough. 
 
    “Don’t move.” 
 
    She unbuckled my belt and unzipped my pants. She rubbed my cock over my underwear. I rubbed her side. 
 
    “I said don’t move!” 
 
    She sat on my chest and held my wrists. Her hair fell down and framed her face. She looked powerful, and insanely hot. She leaned over and whispered in my ear. 
 
    “Picture it in your mind” Her fingers gripped my wrists as she ground into me. “My mouth on your cock. You’re writhing, unable to control yourself because of the pleasure. And I’m keeping you right on the edge of cumming, until you beg me for release.” 
 
    “Oh God!” 
 
    “Can you see that? You begging me.” 
 
    She poured lube into her hand and moved down my body. She pushed her index finger against my asshole.  
 
    “Tell me you want me inside your boy pussy.” 
 
    I wasn't about to make the same mistake twice. 
 
    “I want you inside me.” 
 
    “That's not what I said. I said tell me you want me inside your boy pussy.” 
 
    “I want you inside my boy pussy.” 
 
    She began to push against my asshole. I tried to relax.  
 
    “Open for me, Michelle.” 
 
    I was trying, but I couldn’t.  
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    I’d broken the mood. Colleen looked up at me. 
 
    “Have you had anything up there before?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Really? Wow!” 
 
    “Is it that unusual?” 
 
    “Most guys discover prostate play in college.” 
 
    “What's prostate play?” 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You have a group of nerve endings inside your ass called your prostate. It's from the same group of tissue that makes the g-spot in women. I know you’ve heard of the g-spot.” 
 
    “I have.” 
 
    “Good. Anyway, stroking the prostate gives you incredible orgasms. It’s good for your health and it makes your erections harder. Relax your butt and I'll show you.” 
 
    She put more lube on her finger and rubbed it around my asshole. I breathed deeply and concentrated on staying relaxed.  
 
    “Here we go.” 
 
    She pushed and her finger popped inside me. I reflexively tightened. 
 
    “Just relax, Michelle.” 
 
    I tried to clear my mind. I knew it probably wasn’t so weird to have a finger up your butt, but I still felt strange. She felt around. 
 
    “Annnnd . . . there it is!” 
 
    Suddenly I felt tingly all over. It felt…odd, and then it felt great! 
 
    “See what I mean?” 
 
    “Oh my God!” 
 
    “And if you combine prostate play and a blow job, I've heard it's insane.” 
 
    “I'd like to find that out firsthand.” 
 
    “Do you like me playing with your boy pussy?” 
 
    “I like you playing with my boy pussy.” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    She was right. It was insane. It felt like my first ever full-body blowjob. I’m usually pretty good at controlling when I cum, or I thought I was, but I was helpless against this onslaught of pleasure. My whole body jerked and spasmed as I came. I couldn’t control it. She swallowed my cum, then crawled up my body and kissed me, forcing her tongue into my mouth. I tasted my own cum for the first time. She lay down next to me. 
 
    “Like it?” 
 
    “That was the best blowjob I've ever had in my life.” 
 
    “See how much fun you can have when you let go and trust me?” 
 
    We cuddled for a while on her bed. She rubbed her hands all over me, varying the firmness of her touch. She squeezed my nipples and tickled my ribs. Soon I was hard and pressing myself into her. She took my dick in her hand and stroked me slowly.  
 
    “Honey, can I ask you to do something for me?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “I've never asked anyone to do this before, and…well, I like you and I want you to be the first.” 
 
    “I would love that.” 
 
    “I want you to lick my ass. It would make me feel sexy. You want that, right?” 
 
    “I’ve never done that before either.” 
 
    “You don't want to.” her voice fell. 
 
    “No! I do! Please, baby, let me.” 
 
    She kissed me on the lips and turned over on her stomach. I brushed her hair out of the way and kissed the back of her neck. She sighed contentedly and turned her head to the side, resting her cheek on her arms. I kissed my way down her back. I planted a few kisses on her butt cheeks, then kissed the slightly darker area near her asshole. 
 
    “Oooohhhhhh, that feels goooood. Lick it!” 
 
    I kissed her again, then began to lick her. She pushed herself up on her knees, then reached between her legs and started to stroke herself. I licked her steadily. 
 
    “Oh, Michael! Lick inside me, honey. Please sweetie, please lick inside me!” 
 
    I pressed against her opening until my tongue popped inside her. Colleen gasped, then moaned. I licked her in a slow, steady rhythm. Her breathing sped up and she started to rock forward and back.  
 
    “Oh, baby, just like that. Just like that.” 
 
    I kept licking. Her moans grew until her body was jerking wildly on the bed. The headboard shook and rattled as she pulled on it with both hands until she exploded with a thunderous orgasm. When it was over, she pulled me close and hugged me. She grabbed my wrist again and stroked it. 
 
    “Oh, baby, you’re such a treasure. You're so sweet to do that for me. You make me happy. Do I make you happy, too?” 
 
    “You do. Definitely.” 
 
    “Go rinse your mouth with mouthwash and come back. I have a surprise for you.”  
 
    When I came back to bed, she was holding a small plug. It had a cord that ran to a battery box.  
 
    “This is a butt plug. Guess where it goes?” 
 
    “My ear.” 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “It goes in your butt and it vibrates. It will stimulate your prostate and let me have both hands free, which I promise you'll be thankful for,” 
 
    She leaned close and spoke into my ear. 
 
    “Because I'm also great at hand jobs.”  
 
    She coated the plug in lube and, after a little difficulty, got it into my ass. She switched it on. I felt a tingling vibration that spread up and down my body. I laughed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re amazing.” 
 
    She kissed me. She put lube on her hands and started slowly, softly rubbing my penis. She worked her hands up and down the shaft with such a light pressure that I thought I would go insane.  
 
    “Doesn't that feel good?” 
 
    “Oh my God! Yes it does.” 
 
    “My Michelle likes having things in her ass, doesn't she?” 
 
    I didn't respond. Colleen took her hands off my dick. 
 
    “Doesn't she?” 
 
    “Yes, I do.” 
 
    “Yes she does?” 
 
    “Yes, she does.” 
 
    Colleen put her hands back on me. She slowly, lightly, traced her fingers along the veins up and down my cock. She rubbed right below the head in a small circle. It felt like she was touching each and every nerve ending in my body. Colleen sensed I was getting close and slowed down. 
 
    “Not yet sweetie. I want this to last. Don't you?” 
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    She kept bringing me closer to the edge and backing off just in time. The pleasure overloaded my senses and I just lay back and stared at the ceiling. I felt drool run down my cheek. I opened and closed my hands. I don’t know why, but I kept doing it.  
 
    “You're being such a good girl, aren't you?” 
 
    I didn't answer. Colleen stopped stroking.  
 
    “Yes. I am.” 
 
    “Yes you are what?” 
 
    “Yes, I'm being a good girl.” 
 
    My erection pulsed. She put her hands on me again and stroked slowly and delicately. But this time, she didn't stop when I got close to cumming. 
 
    “Cum for me. Cum for me, now!” 
 
    I exploded. For the first time in my life, I screamed while cumming.  
 
    Colleen kept stroking me as I bucked my hips and made strange moaning sounds, until the pleasure turned to pain. She kept stroking me. 
 
    “Ow, please Colleen, stop!” 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” 
 
    “Yes! It hurts!” 
 
    “I’m going to give you five more strokes. You’ll take that for me, won’t you?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I said so. Ok?”  
 
    “Ok.” 
 
    She gave me five fast hard strokes. I jerked and writhed. Colleen laughed. When she was done she threw herself on me and kissed me all over my face. 
 
    “That was so nice! You really let go and allowed yourself to feel pleasure.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Colleen! You’re the best!” 
 
    “You get extra pleasure when you do what I say. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes what?” 
 
    “Yes…Colleen?” 
 
    “Good girl. Now don’t move. I’m going to get a washcloth.” 
 
    When she had wiped me clean, she turned me on my side and spooned me. She rubbed my chest and told me to go to sleep. As I lay there, I felt weird about letting her call me a girl. And why did I say I was a good girl? Just thinking about it made me blush. I thought maybe I should say something, but decided it was best not to. It wasn’t a big deal: her calling me a girl in bed. I just wouldn’t let it go further.    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4  
 
    On Tuesday at 4:30, I got a text from Colleen. 
 
    I’m picking you up from your place in an hour. Have a swimsuit ready and wear old sneakers. 
 
      
 
    I got home with just enough time to grab a swimsuit and sneakers, brush my teeth and throw on another layer of deodorant before I heard Colleen’s car honk outside. I got in and gave her a kiss. 
 
    “I’m not telling you where we’re going, so don’t ask.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    She laughed. Her laugh was wonderful, deep and confident.  
 
    We didn’t speak much as we drove. She sang along to music from the radio and I watched her: her mouth, her eyes, her hands resting on the steering wheel. After twenty minutes, she took an unnamed exit that led to a small dirt road. We drove through woods until we came to a quarry filled with water. It looked like a film set.  
 
    “We’ve got about an hour left of light, so let’s swim a little and then we’ll make a fire and cook dinner. Come, I’ll show you the best place to jump.” 
 
    She led me down a steep path in the rocks until we came to a platform that jutted out about twenty feet above the water.  
 
    “Go ahead. I want to watch you.” 
 
    I’m not crazy about heights. I don’t have a big fear of them, but this was pretty high. 
 
    “No rocks down there?” 
 
    “Of course not. You think I’d let you jump in somewhere with rocks?!” 
 
    “I had to ask.” 
 
    “Are you afraid Michelle?” 
 
    “Watch me.” 
 
    I turned, and before I could get nervous, I jumped. It was really far to the water, and I almost screamed. Fortunately, I hit the water first. When I resurfaced, I swam out a bit, and Colleen hit the water not long after. No fear of heights there. She came over and I took her in my arms. We swam around as the sun slowly set and the air cooled. We built a fire and cooked the hot dogs she’d brought. She sat between my legs and leaned against me as we stared silently at the flames. The stars came out, and the fact that I had moved to Jackson seemed like the smartest thing I’d ever done.  
 
      
 
    The next day I jumped out of bed without hitting snooze once. I made myself breakfast and went for a walk. I even thought about exercising. At work I felt like I was seeing things with greater clarity. Cindy noticed as well, and after some prodding got me to talk about Colleen.  
 
    “She must be something. This is the first time I've ever heard excitement in your voice. It's attractive.”  
 
    I realized as I left her office that I couldn't remember feeling as excited for…for a long time. I hadn’t felt this way about either of my past girlfriends. I'd just ended up with them because they liked me and they made the effort to get to know me. But Colleen was different. I felt energized just being with her. I wondered if this was what other people felt when they talked about love. I’d always thought they were just saying it. 
 
      
 
    Colleen seemed into me, as well. She sent me text messages telling me she was thinking about me. When we talked at night, she was interested in my day and asked me lots of questions about what I wanted and where I thought I’d be in five years. I hadn’t really thought about most of that stuff, but she pushed me to think about it, and she was patient when I had trouble figuring it out. She was funny, too, and she had a way of teasing me about things that felt good. I told her I was thinking about working out and to my surprise she told me not to.  
 
    “I like you the way you are.” She said.  
 
    I'd always thought women wanted their men to have muscle, but she liked me thin. 
 
    “I do like guys with long hair, though,” she said, running her fingers through my hair, “so don't get a haircut without asking me first. Promise?” 
 
      
 
    We saw each other often. She really liked cooking, and she guessed, correctly, that most of my meals were just pizza or hamburgers and fries. When I couldn’t remember the last vegetable I’d made at home, she insisted on me eating over at least three times a week. Why would I say no? 
 
      
 
    It was amazing being with Colleen. It was like everything was interesting because of her. I started noticing things more, too, like the old guy who was always sitting on the bus stop bench near work, or that the barista at the place I got coffee had a tattoo of poem on her forearm. I asked her what it was and she told me it was someone named Rumi. When she saw that I didn’t know who that was, she told me to get The Essential Rumi.  
 
    “Do you have a girlfriend?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Read some poems to her. She’ll love it.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen wanted to know every part of me. Her hands lovingly explored all over my body. Just her touch on my hand or the back of my neck would get me excited. I never knew how good it could feel to have someone rub your forearm or your shins. It was like she was magic. I had no idea what I’d done to deserve her, but I think I made her happy, too. At least she told me as much. The only weird part was in bed. She still wouldn’t have sex with me, though she went down on me a lot. She ordered me to go down on her a lot, too, both front and back, which I liked, but she kept calling me Michelle and calling my ass my pussy. It wasn’t that bad, I guess. I mean, I didn’t like it, obviously, but I was so horny that her calling me a girl made my dick pulse anyway. She was the sexiest woman I’d ever met and I wanted her all the time. My late night masturbation sessions did little to reduce my need for her.  
 
    Over dinner about a month in, we drank a bottle of wine. She kept refilling my glass every time it got half empty. I was kinda drunk by the time we finished. After clearing the plates, she sat down on my lap and hugged me, rubbing her cheek on mine. I felt her hair tickling my shoulder and her hand on the back of my neck. Her breath was hot on my ear. 
 
    “I have something dirty planned for us tonight, sweetie.” 
 
    “I like that.” 
 
    “I want you to watch porn with me, and I want us to have sex.” 
 
    I shrugged. 
 
    “If you want.” 
 
    Her eyes almost popped out of her head. I laughed. She slapped me on the chest. 
 
    “Jerk!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, baby. Of course I'll watch porn and have sex with you.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    I leaned in for a kiss, but she but a finger on my lips. 
 
    “Sweetie, would you not call me baby? I have a bad history with that word.” 
 
    “Of course, I’m sorry. And I’ve wanted to have sex with you since the moment I saw you in that bar. And I’m glad we waited.” 
 
    She kissed me. 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    “So what should I call you?” 
 
    She thought about it. 
 
    “I don’t know yet. Stick with Colleen for now. C’mon.” 
 
    She led me by the hand to her living room and sat me on the couch. She climbed on top of me, holding my cheeks. She kissed me softly, then gripped my hair and kissed me hard. I tried to lift off her shirt, but she stopped me.  
 
    “Not yet, love.” 
 
    She moved beside me and pressed play on the remote, then she undid my pants and took out my penis. I was rock hard. She started slowly stroking me as the movie started. Suddenly, the screen was filled with a guy sucking another guy's cock.  
 
    “Whoa! Colleen, this is gay porn!” 
 
    She continued stroking me. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Well . . .”  
 
    “Well what?” 
 
    “I don't like gay porn.” 
 
    “Have you watched a lot of gay porn?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Then how do you know you don't like it?” 
 
    “I've seen enough of it to know I don't like it.” 
 
    “I'd watch lesbian porn with you.” 
 
    “That's different.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I don't know. It just is.” 
 
    She stopped stroking me.  
 
    “It sounds like you're calling me weird!” 
 
    “No, no! I'm not! It's just what turns on women is different from what turns on men. I don't get aroused watching gay porn.” 
 
    “Your dick is hard.” 
 
    “You're stroking it.” 
 
    “I haven't been for the last 20 seconds.” 
 
    “That doesn't mean anything.” 
 
    “Yes it does. It means you could get into it if you stopped letting other people tell you what's sexy and just listened to your body. You can watch gay porn and not be gay!”  
 
    “I know. But…” 
 
    She pressed pause on the remote and took my face in her hands. 
 
    “Honey, I like this, and I want us to have shared turn-ons. I want us to have shared interests. That's what makes relationships last. I know this is great for you now, but what happens in a year if we don't have things in common? I want this to last, don't you?” 
 
    “Yes, of course!” 
 
    “Good, then do this for me. I'd do it for you. If you wanted me to watch lesbian porn, I wouldn’t pretend I didn’t like it because I was insecure. C'mon sweetie, meet me halfway on this.” 
 
    I didn't know what to say. Watching gay porn with her didn’t seem like meeting her halfway. But as usual, she made me feel like all my protests were just my own selfishness or personal hang ups.  
 
    “Here,” she said. “Let's do it this way.” 
 
    She put a pillow on the floor and knelt on it. She aimed the remote over her shoulder and restarted the movie. 
 
    “You watch. I suck. You stop; I stop. Got it?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She flashed me a look. 
 
    “Yes, Colleen.” 
 
    “Good. Watch” 
 
    I looked at the television. It was a close up of the man's huge cock and the other man bobbing up and down on it. I looked at Colleen. She stopped and leaned back.  
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    I looked at the screen as Colleen took me back in her mouth. The top man, I'll call him Tom, was holding the other man’s head with both hands as he sucked him off. Tom was rugged, with muscular hands and forearms. The other man, Bob, was skinny and kind of feminine. God, Colleen was good! I leaned my head back and closed my eyes.  
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Shit.  
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “Do you want me to do this?” 
 
    “Yes, of course!” 
 
    “Then eyes on the screen.” 
 
    I looked back. The scene had shifted to Tom fucking Bob from behind. Both of them were grunting and groaning. Colleen pushed her finger against my asshole. I fought to keep my eyes open. I felt my orgasm stirring and focused on the screen to keep it away.  
 
    Colleen sped up her pace. I didn't want to cum looking at gay porn, but Colleen was too much for me. I watched Tom spearing Bob repeatedly as I exploded into Colleen's mouth. She kept on sucking as I let forth three more spasms. She stood up. 
 
      
 
    “You weren't supposed to cum yet.” 
 
    “You knew I was close! You sped up!” 
 
    “I was turned on! That's what happens. And you were, too.” 
 
    “I was not.” 
 
    “Yes, honey, you were. We were going to have sex tonight, or did you forget once you saw those sexy men going at it?” 
 
    “I'll be ready in a little while.” 
 
    She pouted at me.  
 
    “I promise. Here. Sit down. I know what we can do until then.” I undid her pants and pulled them down to her ankles.  
 
    “There's a blue towel hanging behind the door in the bathroom. Go get it.” 
 
    When I came back, she had taken off her underwear and was sitting with her knees against her chest. I put the towel on the sofa and she scooted forward. I brought her to two orgasms. When I looked up, her head was back and her eyes were closed. I snapped my fingers. 
 
    “Eyes on the screen!” 
 
    She laughed and patted my cheek.  
 
    “Princess, you are one in a million. Now get up. We’re going upstairs to fuck.” 
 
      
 
    She led me by the hand to her bedroom, her thumb rubbing my palm. Inside, she pushed me backwards onto her bed and climbed on top of me, her wet pussy against my stomach. Her hair was forward, framing her face, and she stared down at me with her bright brown eyes. 
 
    “Do you want to fuck me?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I want to fuck you.” 
 
    “Say my name.” 
 
    “I want to fuck you Colleen.” 
 
    “You’re going to wear the butt plug.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I said so.” 
 
    “I’d rather this firs-” 
 
    “Or do you not want to fuck me?” 
 
    We faced off, staring into each other’s eyes. I waited for her to crack. She didn’t. 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    She grabbed the lube and slowly inserted the plug in my ass. She climbed back on top of me and ground on my crotch. She looked down at me without smiling. 
 
    “Beg to fuck me!” 
 
    “Please let me fuck you.” 
 
    “Louder!” 
 
    “Please, please let me fuck you! Please, I'm begging!” 
 
    “Better.” 
 
    She reached between her legs and guided my dick into her. She sat still for a moment and just breathed, then she slowly moved her hips in figure eights. I felt her vaginal muscles squeeze me. I wondered if all Southern girls knew how to fuck this good. My guess was no.  
 
    She sped up her pace and dug her nails into my chest. She closed her eyes and shook.  
 
    “Fuck me Michael! Fuck me! Oh, God! That's right, you love watching gay porn. Oh, right there. That feels really good. Oh, sweetie, you’re so wonderful. Oh, fuck! I know you liked watching gay porn, Michelle. That’s your fucking name from now on. You're going to be my girl and I'm going to teach - oh, fuck – I'm going to teach you how to suck cock. You're going to suck a real cock for me and love it you fucking sissy. You faggot!”  
 
    I was too far gone to register what she was saying. I was half insane from the feel of her around my dick and the control and strength of her muscles. I wanted to wait until she came so we could cum together, but I couldn't hold out.  
 
    “Not yet baby, I'm so close” she said. But it was too late, and I came with a yell.  
 
    “I'm sorry, Colleen. I wanted to wait.” 
 
    “It's ok,” she said, but I had a feeling it wasn't.  
 
    She pulled the butt plug from my ass and dropped it in the bathroom sink. When she came back to bed she told me to turn on my side, and she climbed in and spooned me, rubbing my chest.  
 
    “Don't worry baby. It's ok. You just need to work on your control, ok?”  
 
    I fell asleep feeling guilty. I usually had good control, but I just couldn’t control myself around Colleen. I’d need to do better. 
 
      
 
    The next morning I awoke to the feel of Colleen stroking my dick. She was lying with her elbow on the bed and her hand supporting her head.  
 
    “Oh,” she said casually, “you're awake.” 
 
    She went back to stroking. I kept quiet.  
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Yes, Colleen?” 
 
    “Ask me to put my finger in your boy pussy.” 
 
    “Put your finger in my boy pussy.” 
 
    “Not like that. With emotion! Isn't this a turn on for you?” 
 
    “Of course. But I'm not a big talker during sex.” 
 
    “I know. You keep everything trapped inside. But last night you screamed. That was nice, wasn't it?” She sat up and moved between my legs. She started stroking me again and playing with my asshole. 
 
    “Yes. It was amazing.” 
 
    “Good, then talk to me now. Tell me to put my finger in your pussy.” 
 
    “Please, Colleen, I want your finger inside me.” 
 
    “No, honey, say in my pussy.” 
 
    “Please Colleen, I want your finger in my pussy.” 
 
    She sat up and moved between my legs. She rubbed her finger over my asshole, just lightly stroking it. 
 
    “Oh God!” 
 
    “That's right, princess.” She pushed her finger inside me. It went in easier this time. I was getting better at staying loose. Colleen slowed down her stroking. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yes Colleen.” 
 
    “Yes, Colleen?” 
 
    “Do you masturbate when we're not together?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “How much?” 
 
    “A normal amount.” 
 
    “That's not an answer.” 
 
    “I don't know. It depends.  
 
    She slowed down even further. 
 
    “Every day?” 
 
    “No. Not every day.” 
 
    “Every other day?” 
 
    “You make me really horny all the time, so I masturbate. I guess I masturbate when we're not together.” 
 
    “Every night we're not together?!” 
 
    “Almost.” 
 
    Colleen stopped stroking. She looked hurt.  
 
    “I want you to stop.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why?! Do you know what you're doing?” 
 
    “I think so, I’ve had a lot of practice- OW!” She had squeezed my balls. 
 
    “It's not fair to me! You're masturbating about some fantasy woman. I can't compete against a fantasy woman who never has a bad day and never feels self-conscious. It takes you away from me.” 
 
    “No it doesn’t.” 
 
    “You say that, but you just don't realize it.” 
 
    “Guys masturbate. It's what we do.” 
 
    “That's a bullshit answer. I'm sorry, honey, but it is. How would you like it if I masturbated about some muscular football player? Someone with a huge cock who never came too quickly?” 
 
    That stung. She put her hand on my thigh. 
 
    “Honey, I'm asking you for us. I'm asking you to take a chance on us. You can do that, can't you?” 
 
    She started stroking me again. Speeding up as my dick quickly got hard. 
 
    “You can do that, can't you sweetie? For us?” 
 
    She pulled her finger out of my butt, then climbed on top of me and sank down onto my dick. Her pussy was so hot. I felt her muscles softly squeeze me. I looked up at her. She was so beautiful. She put her hands on my shoulders. 
 
    “Look at me, Michael.” 
 
    She was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen in my life. 
 
    “Tell me you won't masturbate when you're not with me. Say Miss Colleen, I won't masturbate without your permission.”  
 
    The pleasure was driving me so crazy that I would have agreed to almost anything. 
 
    “I promise, Miss Colleen, I won't masturbate without your permission.” 
 
    She sped up her pace, pumping up and down. 
 
    “Louder!” 
 
    “MISS COLLEEN, I PROMISE NOT TO MASTURBATE WITHOUT YOUR PERMISSION!!” 
 
    “Good girl. Now cum for me!” 
 
    I screamed as I came.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    At work that day I wondered if I should feel guilty. Colleen kept calling me girl, and lately she'd been even more demanding of me, of how I spoke to her. I wondered where it was going and if I was only seeing the tip of a really strange iceberg. Why did I let her call me a girl and use a butt plug on me? And why did I agree not to masturbate? I shouldn’t have done that. Other guys didn’t, I don’t think. It had seemed like the right thing to do when I was with her, but now it seemed ridiculous. I was really distracted during our morning meeting, which Cindy noticed. I said it was nothing, but she wouldn't believe me, and I finally admitted it was about my relationship. She half-offered, half-demanded to take me to lunch to talk about it.  
 
      
 
    “I don't want to pry into your personal business, Mike, but you do great work for us, and I want to make sure you’re happy down here. I know it's a change from where you're from, and that you don’t have a lot of people you’re close with. If you have anything you want to talk about, ask me. I'm on your side.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    I usually don’t open up to people. I don’t have any urgent need to tell people my business, and I don’t think people really want to hear it anyway, despite what they say. But with Cindy it seemed different. Or maybe I was just changing since I met Colleen.   
 
    “Actually, yeah…it’s…I’m just unsure about this woman I'm dating. We’re not agreeing on everything.” 
 
    “It's a lot of compromising, being in a relationship.” 
 
    “I know. It's just…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I couldn’t tell Cindy about what we did. She would never talk to me again! I tried to find a way to say it. 
 
    “Is she asking too much?” 
 
    “Maybe?”  
 
    “I think I know. She has a way of doing things that's different from what you're used to, and you're having little power struggles to see whose way will win out.” 
 
    “Kind of. I mean, I feel like she wins every power struggle we have.” 
 
    Cindy rolled her eyes. 
 
    “I doubt that. Mark thinks he did all the compromising when we first started dating, but there were so many things I adjusted to that I didn't talk about. Women do that for men. They change without making a big deal about it. Men want a parade when they make any small sacrifice. What’s your girlfriend’s name?” 
 
    “Colleen.” 
 
    “Do you think Colleen has done anything for you? I mean, you seem pretty happy.” 
 
    “She’s definitely done a lot for me. I don’t know about compromise, though.” 
 
    Her eyes widened. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do you hear yourself?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She’s done a lot for you. Do you really think that’s an accident?” 
 
    “But I don’t ask for that stuff.” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “Michael! She’s figuring out what you like and doing it! You don’t have to ask because she’s paying attention to your nonverbal cues. That’s a gift! You’re not doing that, so she has to ask.”  
 
    “Oh…I never thought of it that way.”  
 
    “Clearly.” 
 
    “Yeah…” I thought about Colleen calling me a good girl. “It’s still odd though.” 
 
    Cindy was silent for a moment.  
 
    “This isn't my business, Mike, but when you first started working here you seemed lost, like someone going through the motions of life instead of living. I got the impression that you came to Mississippi because you didn't have anything you cared about, and you were hoping to find something down here.” 
 
    It was unnerving how accurate she was. I didn't want to meet her gaze, so I just looked down. 
 
    “Yeah. That's about right.” 
 
    “And now you're a new man. You're smiling. You have energy. If you ask me, that's worth a bit of compromise. So she stretches your boundaries? That's a good thing. That's how people grow and expand. I do a lot of things that the younger me would never have done: things I thought only weirdos did. But that younger version of me was judgmental and scared. It took me a while to get over my beliefs, but when I did, I was really grateful. We all have things like that, things that, once we actually do them, aren't such a big deal, and that bring us joy. If you ask me, I'd say you're lucky to have found Colleen.” 
 
    I felt guilty. All this time I'd been so happy, and I'd never given credit to the person responsible. Yes, she had some weird kinks. But they were bedroom kinks, and she was fantastic in bed, so what the hell was I complaining about? She didn't want me to masturbate, so I wouldn't. I could do that for her.  
 
    “Thanks, Cindy. I feel a lot better about it.” 
 
    “Of course. Mark and my relationship swung all over the place before we learned how to be together, so I have a lot of experience talking about these issues. Come to me whenever you want.” 
 
      
 
    It wasn't that hard to not masturbate on Thursday, but Friday was a different story. I felt like someone had slipped me a Viagra while I slept. I woke with a huge erection, and I kept absentmindedly stroking it until I realized what I was doing. It got so bad that I finally just got out of bed and took a shower.  
 
    I tried to bury myself in my work, but Colleen kept sending me texts telling me what she was going to do to me that night. I could barely stand it, and I thought about making up an excuse to leave early. At 4:30, Cindy dropped a folder in front of me.  
 
    “Sorry, Mike. This one's an emergency. It's Bandler Wholesale. You're going to have to stay late tonight.” 
 
    “What!?” 
 
    “I got you out of the last one, but this one I can't.” 
 
    “I have a date!” 
 
    She stared down at me. 
 
    “Michael, you work here. And part of your job involves staying late if you have to. Is that clear?” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    “Yes. It's clear. Sorry Cindy, I just really wanted to see Colleen.” 
 
    “I can see that. She'll understand.” 
 
    I called Colleen, who wasn't happy.  
 
    “I'm already in my lingerie. We were going to have such fun!” 
 
    My dick got hard just hearing about it.  
 
    “I’m sorry Collleen.” 
 
    “So what am I supposed to do with my Friday night?” 
 
    “I don't know. I should be out of here in not too long. Maybe 8 or 9.” 
 
    “Michael! That's four hours from now! I'm going to call some girlfriends. I'm sorry honey, but give me a call when you're done. Hopefully we can meet then.” 
 
    I worked through the folder. It was a nightmare. Whoever had been on this job before me was completely disorganized and the entire marketing strategy would have to be redone. This was going to take forever.  
 
    At 8, I still had at least two hours to go, so I texted Colleen not to wait up and asked if she were free tomorrow. She said told me to come over at 7pm.  
 
    “Don't forget your promise.” 
 
    As if I could.   
 
      
 
    I slept terribly Friday night, and Saturday was pure torture. I thought about Colleen constantly, which made me hard, and when I wasn't thinking about Colleen I was thinking about masturbating, which also made me hard. I didn't have any friends in Jackson, so I didn't have anything to distract me. I took a walk around downtown and went into a couple stores. If I stayed in public, it was easier to ignore my urges. I went to a movie. I don't remember much of it.  
 
      
 
    Finally, 7pm came. Colleen smiled wickedly when she saw my expression.  
 
    “You look like you've kept your promise.” 
 
    “I have!”  
 
    I moved to kiss her but she stopped me. 
 
    “Take your pants and underwear off.” 
 
    “Here?” 
 
    “Yes, here. Why? You can't get naked in the front hall?” 
 
    I took off my shoes and socks, followed by my pants and underwear.  
 
    “Take your shirt off, too. Guys look ridiculous in just a shirt.” 
 
    When I was naked, Colleen walked slowly around me, moving her fingertips over my chest, shoulders and back.  
 
    “I can tell you didn’t masturbate. You look like you're about to burst. Let's go upstairs and get that taken care of.” 
 
    She grabbed my cock and started walking, pulling me behind her. In her room, she sat on the edge of her bed and beckoned me forward with her finger. 
 
    “Stop! . . . On your knees. I want you to crawl to me like I'm your queen.” 
 
    I got down and crawled. When I got close, she lifted up her skirt. She wasn’t wearing any underwear.  
 
    “I want to feel the desire on your tongue. Lick me.” 
 
    God! Her pussy tasted good! I was on fire, and she could feel it. She started moaning right away. Her hands gripped my hair. 
 
    “Oh my God, Mike! Oh my God it's never felt so good! Oh, keep doing that! Keep doing it just like that!” 
 
    Within five minutes she came: my all-time best! She pulled me up on the bed and kissed me furiously.  
 
    “Oh, honey, that was so good! That was the best I've ever felt it. Oh, baby, lick my ass. Lick my asshole with that same feeling!” 
 
    She turned over on her stomach without giving me a chance to answer, as if we both didn't know what I'd say. I crawled down between her legs and started licking the crack of her ass from the bottom to the top. Her body shivered.  
 
    “Oh, sweetie, don't tease me. Put it inside.” 
 
    I was so aroused I felt like I was going to cum just from licking her. I put my tongue against her asshole and pushed inside. She gasped.   
 
    “Oh, sweetie, that's so nice. You're such a good girl. Oh, keep doing it. Like that. Like that, like that like that.” 
 
    After she came, she curled on her side and hugged herself. She lay there for a moment with her eyes closed, then gave a small shudder. Her face broke into a wide smile. She pulled me to her and hugged me. She rubbed my back, then moved a hand up to hold the back of my neck. I exhaled and relaxed as she rolled me over onto my back. She kept her hand on my neck. With the other hand, she rubbed her fingertips over my chest so softly that I could barely feel them.  
 
    “Close your eyes.” 
 
    Her touch was so light that I could barely feel it. She traced around my ribs and down to my inner things. I jerked each time she came close to my dick, but she didn't touch it. She kept circling, moving from my thighs to my stomach, down around my groin, until she took her hand away. She leaned down and licked my ear. She planted soft kisses on my cheek and lips, then my chest.  
 
    I felt like I was breathing through every pore of my body. I arched my back and tried to rub against her, but she pushed me back to the bed. 
 
    “Be patient.” 
 
    She continued kissing down my stomach and my thighs, then brought her mouth close to my penis and just breathed. I felt her exhalations against my hard cock.  
 
    “Sweetie, I want you to wear the butt plug.” 
 
    Instead of waiting for me to answer, she licked up the underside of my cock, then kissed the tip.  
 
    “Oh, shoot! Baby I'm sorry, I forgot. That butt plug fell on the ground and got dirty, so I disinfected it. And when I did I remembered that I've had it for a long time and should throw it out. So, instead of the butt plug, I'm going to put my dildo inside you, just for tonight. You're ok with that, right?” 
 
    She licked my cock again. This time, she put it in her mouth and sucked on it briefly before letting go. I nodded. I would have agreed to anything. I could barely understand her I was so aroused.  
 
    “Good. Wait here.” 
 
    She came back with lube, a rubber glove and a seven-inch dildo. It was shaped like a real cock, with veins and everything.  
 
    “Colleen, wait. That looks like a dick.” 
 
    “Yeah. That's the point.” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    Colleen stopped and looked at me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s just…” I didn’t want to say “gay,” but I couldn’t find another word, so I just repeated that it looked like a real dick. 
 
    “Having something shaped like a plug in your ass is ok, but having something that looks like a dick isn’t? That makes no sense.” 
 
    She ran her fingertips up my cock. I jerked. 
 
    “A sexy woman putting something in your ass isn’t acceptable? Are you fucking kidding me?! Sweetie, this is going in your ass and then I'm going to give you the most amazing orgasm you've ever had. If you don't want that, let me know and we can stop.” 
 
    I remembered what Cindy said about compromise. I looked down at the dildo. It was a little weird, but it was just us, and I was so fucking horny. I could do this. 
 
    “It's fine. I just got freaked out for a second.” 
 
    “We talked about you letting go and trusting me.” 
 
    “I know. I’m good.” 
 
    She put her finger against my asshole.  
 
    “Breathe out for me baby and relax those muscles. I promise. You’ll like this.”  
 
    She quickly found my prostate. Oh God, it felt fantastic! She sensed it, too, and kept a steady pressure while massaging slowly. I turned my head to the side and let everything else fade away. She slowly pushed in a second finger. If I didn't know better, I'd have sworn it was more.  
 
    “You're doing wonderful, Michelle. Stay open for me.” 
 
    She slowly moved her fingers in and out.  
 
    “Stay with me, sweetie. That's a good girl. Open your pussy wide for me.” 
 
    She pumped my penis three quick times. I arched my back in response.  
 
    “Oh my God!” 
 
    She removed her fingers and put a condom on her dildo before pouring lube onto the tip. 
 
    “This is a little wider than my fingers, princess, so just relax; it may be uncomfortable at the beginning. Just let me know if it hurts.” 
 
    She pushed the tip of the dildo against my asshole and began pushing and rotating at the same time. The dildo went in a fraction of an inch and then stopped.  
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    “Sweetie, relax for me.” 
 
    She kept applying steady pressure. 
 
    “Breathe for me, sweetie, in and out. In-” 
 
    On my inhale she pushed the dildo farther inside of me. Then she grabbed my dick and slowly stroked it. 
 
    “Relax sweetie, it's only in about three inches. You can take it. Your pussy's big enough.” 
 
    “Oh, Colleen, it hurts!” 
 
    She pulled it out and rubbed my stomach. 
 
    “Shhh. It’s ok. Just breathe for me. Breathe.” 
 
    As I breathed, she ran one finger up and down my dick. It felt amazing.  
 
    “I’m going to try again, sweetie, so breathe deep and relax for me. Ok?” 
 
    “Ok.” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    She pushed slowly, coaching me to keep breathing. After a little while, I relaxed and the dildo slipped farther inside me. 
 
    “Doesn't that feel good, princess? Don't you want me to keep doing that?” 
 
    I nodded. She grabbed the dildo with her hand and began slowly moving it in and out. She stroked my dick with her other hand. 
 
    “Doesn't that feel good with my dick in your pussy?” 
 
    I didn't answer. She stopped stroking me. 
 
    “I said, doesn't it feel good with my dick in your pussy?” 
 
    “Yes, please, keep stroking me.” 
 
    “Yes what?” 
 
    “Yes Colleen.” 
 
    “From now on I want you to address me as Ma'am when we're in bed. It's very Southern, and you could use some more Southern manners.” 
 
    “Yes Ma'am.” 
 
    “Better. Now, tell me it feels good with my dick in your pussy.” 
 
    “It feels good with your dick in my pussy.” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “It feels good with your dick in my pussy, Ma'am.” 
 
    She started again, slowly, agonizingly, running one finger up the underside of my cock while pushing the dildo in and out of me.  
 
    “Sweetie, I'm going to fuck you now. But I want you to wait until I say you can cum. Can you do that?” 
 
    “Yes Ma'am.” 
 
    “You promise?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma'am. I do.” 
 
    “And what happens if you cum before I say?” 
 
    “Um . . . I don't know . . . Ma'am.” 
 
    “That's not a deterrent. How about this. If you cum before you’re allowed, then you don't get to cum again for a week?” 
 
    “No, Colleen- Ma'am, please no. I couldn't take that!” 
 
    “You can't keep your hands off your dick for seven days?!” 
 
    “No. Please Ma’am!” 
 
    “Fine, wimp. Five days, but I get to ensure that you don't cheat and masturbate.” 
 
    She grabbed my dick and started stroking. 
 
    “Deal?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma'am.” 
 
    She climb on top of me and guided me into her. She started rocking slowly back and forth while gyrating her hips. I sank back into the pillow. We stayed silent, moving together. I felt her thighs against me, her hands resting on my chest. I could hear her breath, and my own. Soon I was moaning and clutching my muscles. 
 
    “Ok, sweetie. I know it’s been so long for you and you’re about to burst. I'm going to count down from 5, and when I get to zero you can cum. But hold on until zero before you cum. Don't cum for me just yet. I'll let you know when you can cum for me.” 
 
    I was gripping my dick with all my might. 
 
    “Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am!” 
 
    “Five…” 
 
    She took a deep breath in as she squeezed her eyes shut. She exhaled slowly. 
 
    “Four…don’t cum yet. Don’t cum.” It seemed like she was waiting a long time between numbers. 
 
    “Three…” 
 
    I came. Wave after wave went through me as my back arched and I lifted Colleen a foot off the bed. It felt incredible! When I was done, Colleen eased herself off of me and slowly pulled out the dildo. She walked into the bathroom without saying a word.  
 
    Shit! This was the third time I’d cum too quickly. Was Colleen mad? I closed my eyes and just lay there as the relief of orgasm mixed with my guilt and worry. And then I fell asleep.  
 
      
 
    “Wake up Michael.” 
 
    I came to I don't know how much later. Some time had passed because it was dark outside. I looked at the clock. It was 9pm. Colleen sat next to me on the bed.  
 
    “I'm sorry, Colleen. It just felt so good. And I hadn't cum in three days. That's a long time for me.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “I'll do better. I promise.” 
 
    “You made another promise to me, you know.” 
 
    “I know. I promise, I won’t masturbate for five days.” 
 
    “Uh-uh, I know men. You’re just going to do it anyway.” 
 
    “Colleen, Ma’am. I won’t.” 
 
    “I know you won’t, because you’re going to wear this.” 
 
    She held up a clear plastic tube and with a ring at the end. I stared at it, then her, then back at the device as it slowly occurred to me what it was.  
 
    “You can’t be serious!” 
 
    “Michael, until you learn to respect me and stop thinking of only yourself, you’re going to wear this!” 
 
    I stared at her wide-eyed. 
 
    “You promised that I could ensure you won't masturbate. This is how I do it. It's called a chastity cage. Now spread your legs.” 
 
    This felt too far. But what could I do? I told her she could ensure I kept my promise. How could I have known she meant this?  
 
    “Michael, I’m going to count to five. One…” 
 
    What was I doing? Why had I agreed to this?  
 
    “Two…three” 
 
    I spread my legs. Colleen moved forward and fit the ring around the base of my balls. It felt tight, and it pushed my balls up and out. Then she pushed the tube over my dick and lined up the small opening at the top of the ring with the opening on the tube. She threaded a small cylinder through them both and locked it in place with a small padlock.  
 
    “There! Safe and sound.”  
 
    I tested the cage by trying to pull off the tube, but it was locked tight to the ring which was trapped behind my balls. Who thought of this? Colleen leaned over and with one finger pulled forward her necklace. On it was a small key. 
 
    “This is the only key to that lock. I'll take it off in five days and we can try again. In the meantime, you need to get better at cum control, so look online or something and start practicing. I have needs, too. This isn't just all about your pleasure.” 
 
      
 
    I was too stunned to think straight, or I might have brought up how I had brought her to a bunch of orgasms earlier that evening. Or maybe not. I felt guilty about cumming so quickly with her, and I was afraid that she was used to guys with huge dicks who could fuck all night. My dick wasn’t small, but it wasn’t huge. And I couldn't seem to last very long with her. 
 
    “Please, don't keep me in this thing.” 
 
    “Where are we?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Where are we?” 
 
    “In bed.” 
 
    “And what's the rule in bed? How do you address me?” 
 
    “Please, Ma'am, don't keep me in this thing.” 
 
    Colleen leaned forward and ran her hand down my face and under my chin. Her touch was light and soft. 
 
    “You made me a promise and you're going to keep it. Five days. Maybe after that you can show me that you respect me enough to keep your word. In the meantime, you're going to have to earn your release.”  
 
    She rubbed my cheek. 
 
    “Oh, darling, don't be upset. I want to be with you! But I've learned the hard way that I have to stick up for myself in a relationship. And if I say don't cum, and you cum anyway, I have to do something about it. And honestly, Michael, that was the best head I've ever gotten in my entire life earlier tonight. Not cumming made you better in bed. Don't hate me because I want that again. We both get to be satisfied, right?” She rubbed my wrist with her finger. 
 
    I had no answer for her. It all made sense when I was with her. It was only later that I wondered how I ever agreed to do what she wanted. It was like she had some type of spell over me. But I was hooked. She was everything I'd ever wanted in a woman – save for her bedroom eccentricities – and I felt alive when I was with her. 
 
    “What about during work, Ma'am?” 
 
    “What about it?” 
 
    “People will see I'm wearing it!” 
 
    “No they won't. Don't be ridiculous. You don't wear spandex pants; you wear loose khakis. And people aren't staring at your crotch all day long, for the record, though you do have a nice crotch.” 
 
    She patted my encased dick.  
 
    “Ma'am, please.” 
 
    She gave me a stern look. 
 
    “Stop this. Right now. I told you how it was going to be and now you have to live with it. If that's too much for you and you can't respect me, let me know.” 
 
    “Ma’am…” 
 
    “Do this for me, Michael. For me. It’s only five days. You’ve already done almost that long.” She leaned forward and kissed my lips. She smiled wickedly. “And it makes me hot thinking of you under my control, dependent on me for your release. We'll have super dirty sex on Thursday.” 
 
    She kissed me again, moaning as she did. My dick tried to get hard, and that's when the difficulty of the next five days hit me. It hurt. It felt a little like my penis was getting crushed. I groaned and reached towards my dick. 
 
    “Yeah, you're going to have to get used to that. No more boners.” 
 
    “Ma'am please. It hurts.” 
 
    “I know it hurts. I'll tell you what. I want you to start spending more time here. If you sleep over, I can tie your hands so you can't masturbate, then your dick can be free at night. OK?” 
 
    She rubbed my wrist. It felt good. And hearing that she wanted me to spend more time with her eased a worried knot in my chest. Colleen was worth a little suffering. I could live with this. I would just make sure it didn’t go any further. 
 
    “Yes Ma'am.” 
 
    “But during the day or when you're not with me you stay locked. I know men. You'll just sneak into the bathroom and jerk it.” 
 
    “Ok, Ma'am, but can it come off now?” 
 
    “What? No. No way! You just have to get used to it. Monday night you can sleep over and I'll take it off until the morning. Tonight and Sunday, though, you're keeping it on and sleeping in your own bed. Now up, it's time for you to go.” 
 
    Resigned, I got up and put on my underwear and pants. Admittedly, it didn't look like I was wearing anything on my dick. Only when I pressed against my groin could I feel the plastic cage.  
 
    “Before you go, there's one more thing I want from you.” 
 
    “What, Ma'am?” 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    I walked toward her as she moved to the edge of the bed. She spread her legs and pointed to the floor. 
 
    “On your knees.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    It was a rough night of sleep. I now know that I get erections in the middle of the night, because the pain in my dick woke me up at two and six in the morning. At six I got out of bed and did some research on cum control. If I was going to get this thing off of me, I'd have to show Colleen I could handle myself in bed. I found some exercises and did them.  
 
      
 
    That day was a blur. I was tired and my mind kept circling about my relationship with Colleen. I mean, this wasn’t normal. Right? But I knew if I said something, she'd just tear through my arguments and I’d end up feeling like a jerk and apologizing. I’d just have to tough it out. I started picturing when she put the cock cage on me and showed me the key, but I had to stop because my dick tried to get hard. Every time I felt the cage on my dick, which was all the time, I’d think of Colleen, and how much I wanted to be with her.   
 
      
 
    I slept better Sunday night. But at work I was terrified that people would find out about the chastity cage. I tried to think of something to say if someone did, but I couldn’t think of anything. I thought about saying I’d hurt myself, but I immediately realized that that would just create more questions than it answered. I was worried I’d bump into someone, or they’d bump into me, and they’d feel it and tell everyone, so I walked extra slowly, especially around corners. I probably looked insane. Cindy didn’t say anything though, and she was the one I was most worried about. We still worked together a lot and she was so sharp. I thought for sure she’d notice I was acting odd, but apparently, she didn’t. 
 
      
 
    That night I showed up at Colleen’s place with enough clothes for a couple days. She smiled, kissed me and led me to the dining room, where she'd prepared a steak dinner.  
 
    “I know what you're going through is difficult, Michael. I want you to know I'm not blind to that.” 
 
    “I was hoping we could talk about it.” 
 
    “We are.” 
 
    “Well, is there any way we could . . . shorten my sentence?” 
 
    “You mean, is there any way you can break your promise without it upsetting me? No, there isn't. You promised me something and you’re going to honor it, or are all your promises subject to change?” 
 
    “No. It's just hard to sleep with this on. I wake up in the middle of the night!” 
 
    “I know it's hard now, princess, but it’s just for a little while, until you can control yourself in bed. Aren’t I at least worth that much?” 
 
    “Of course you are.” 
 
    “Then trust me, sweetie. Trust that I know what's best for you.” 
 
    She sat on my lap and gave me a hug. Then she moved her hand down and rubbed my wrist softly.  
 
    “I like, you Michael. A lot. I wouldn’t do this if I didn’t. Do you understand that?” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s just th-”  
 
    “Shh.” She put her finger on my lips. “Just listen, baby. If I didn’t care about you, I’d let you do whatever you wanted because I’d know this was just a fling and it’d be over in a month or two, and it wouldn’t be worth the effort to help you grow. I know you think this is hard for you, but it’s a lot of work for me, too. You think I don’t want to have sex? I do. But you’re worth it. Don’t you feel that way about me?” 
 
    Could she really not know? 
 
    “Of course, Colleen. You make me happy…happier than I’ve been in a long time, maybe ever. I know I don’t show it a lot, but I do.” 
 
    Colleen had this great thing where her smile slowly spread across her face, lighting it up. It did that know. She kissed my forehead, then hugged me. 
 
    “Tell me you want to be with me.” 
 
    “I want to be with you.” 
 
    She made a face.  
 
    “That’s all I get?” 
 
    I went to kiss her, but she pushed me back. 
 
    “Have you always been this reserved?” 
 
    “I guess so. I’ve always been like this, if that’s what you mean.” 
 
    “You don’t think you’re reserved?” 
 
    “I guess I am. It’s not like I have all these feelings that I struggle to hide, though. I just don’t normally have strong reactions to things.” 
 
    She squinted at me. 
 
    “Even when you were a kid?” 
 
    “I don’t remember that much from when I was really young. I know I wasn’t emotional.” 
 
    “What were your parents like?” 
 
    “They were busy.” 
 
    “Busy?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She shook her head, confused. 
 
    “Busy how?” 
 
    “With work, I think." 
 
    “Did you talk a lot or play games?” 
 
    “No, we didn’t play many games.” 
 
    “Did you, I don’t know, have family dinners?” 
 
    “Sometimes. But they both worked a lot, so often I’d just heat up frozen pizza.” 
 
    “Did they tell you they loved you?” 
 
    “Maybe once or twice. They weren’t very affectionate people.” 
 
    “Did you tell them you loved them?” 
 
    “I remember once, with my mom, but I think it made her uncomfortable. I remember hugging her and feeling her stiffen. I felt kind of bad about saying it.” 
 
    Colleen was staring at me with her mouth slightly open. She looked upset.  
 
    “That’s terrible! Who does that?!”  
 
    “They weren’t bad people.” 
 
    “Why are you defending them?! That’s borderline abusive how they treated you!” 
 
    “It wasn’t that bad. I just don’t think they actually wanted a kid.” 
 
    “Aren’t you upset with them?” 
 
    “No. They weren’t very loving to me. But I don’t think their parents loved them, either. They just did the best they could with what they knew.” 
 
    That surprised her. 
 
    “That’s a very evolved view.” 
 
    I shrugged. I took her hands in mine. 
 
    “I normally don’t talk about myself like this, but you make me feel comfortable. I feel like I’m at my best when I’m with you.” 
 
    She looked away, and when she looked back her eyes were wet. I wrapped my arms around her lower back. She leaned forward and put her arms around my neck. She kissed me, then rubbed her forehead against mine. 
 
    “That explains a lot about you.” 
 
    “Yeah, I just…don’t know what to do sometimes.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “I do like you…a lot.” 
 
    “I know you like me. But it would be nice if you were a little more loving.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    She thought about that for a minute. 
 
    “Tell me that you’re happy to see me when we’ve been apart. Bring me something nice every once in a while, something thoughtful. Make me feel like I’m special to you.” 
 
    “You are special to me! You’re the one I care about more than…more than anyone. I only ever want to be with you! Moving to Jackson was the smartest thing I’ve ever done, because of you.” 
 
    I wondered if I said too much, but when I look at Colleen she was smiling. She leaned forward and kissed me.  
 
    “That’s a start.” 
 
    She wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tightly. She brought her mouth to my ear.  
 
    “It’s safe to be open with me, Michael. I won’t ever make you feel bad about who you are. I know you and I like you, a lot.”  
 
     
 
    The next day at work was easier than the one before. I still felt paranoid that people would notice my cage, so I made sure to walk slowly and avoid the crowded kitchen area. 
 
      
 
    That night I was back at Colleen’s. She made another dinner for me. Colleen used a lot of spices, so everything tasted really good, and different from when I made it. We drank a lot of beer. Colleen was getting buzzed.  
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Move your chair around here and sit next to me. I want to hold your hand.”  
 
      
 
    We ate silently, holding hands. It was a little awkward, but totally worth it. As we were finishing up, Colleen brought her bottle down with enough force that it banged on the table. 
 
    “I’m going to help you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Figuring out what to do.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You didn’t have good models for showing affection, so it makes sense you don’t know what to do. I can help you. Do you want that?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She nodded. I smiled, but she stayed serious. 
 
    “Ok. But remember that you asked for this.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    She opened another beer and took a drink, looking at me the whole time. 
 
    “First, no more questioning me all the time in bed. You’re going to be wild with me! Got it?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She narrowed her eyes. 
 
    “I would love that Colleen. Definitely.” 
 
    “And when I tell you to do something, you do it. You don’t tell me why you don’t want to or how you’ve never done it before. You just do it. Clear?” 
 
    “Clear.” 
 
    “Take your clothes off. You’re going to do the dishes in the nude.” 
 
    I took off my clothes. 
 
    “Come here, stand in front of me.” 
 
    I stood there, wearing nothing but my chastity belt. Colleen eyed me hungrily.                
 
    “Turn around.” 
 
    I turned. She smacked my ass. 
 
    “Get to it!” 
 
    I cleared the dishes in the nude. Colleen giggled each time I walked by. At the sink, she came up behind me and fondled my ass.  
 
    “Oh, please don't do that, baby. It hurts.” 
 
    “Who’s in charge?” 
 
    “You are. But it hurts when I try to get hard and the belt won't let me.” 
 
    “Well, then, maybe you should come upstairs and I'll take it off you. Finish the dishes and then meet me in my room.” 
 
    I was finished and upstairs in no time. Colleen was sitting on her bed, waiting for me.  
 
    “We’re trying something kinky tonight, sweetie.” 
 
    Everything we did was kinky. What more could she do? I looked at her. She looked like she was waiting for me to complain.  
 
    “Great!” 
 
    “That’s my girl! I'm going to handcuff you to the bedposts. I want to bring you to the edge of orgasm without letting you cum. It's called edging, and it's supposed to feel amazing. But I can't let your hands get in the way.” She patted the bed beside her. “Come here and lie on your back. I need to take off your cage.” 
 
     
 
    I lay on my back and Colleen handcuffed me to the bed. She took off her necklace and dangled my chastity key in front of my face. 
 
    “What are you going to do for me, Michelle? What are you going to do to get your dick unlocked?” 
 
    “I'm going to give you many orgasms.” 
 
    She reached down and grabbed my balls and squeezed. 
 
    “What's my name when we're in bed?!” 
 
    “Ma'am! Your name is Ma'am! I'm going to give you many orgasms, Ma'am!” 
 
    “What else?” 
 
    “I'm going to lick your pussy and your ass, if you want, Ma'am.” 
 
    “I do. What else?” 
 
    “I – what would you like, Ma'am?” 
 
    “Just what I said before: you’re going to show excitement when I try something new with you in bed. No more pretending you’re not into it. No more making me feel guilty for what I want.” 
 
    “I won’t, Ma’am. I promise.” 
 
    “Good.”  
 
      
 
    She leaned down and unlocked my chastity belt, then slowly lifted the plastic tube off of my cock. It was such wonderful relief! The air felt cool and wonderful. Oh my God it felt good! Colleen took my dick in her hand and just held it. Within 10 seconds I was hard. 
 
    “Well, your dick still works.” 
 
     
 
    She disappeared into her bathroom for a few minutes. When she came out, my mouth dropped open. She was completely naked except for a strap on dildo around her waist. She crawled onto the bed and straddled my chest. She looked down at me and smiled. Her dildo was pointing at my face, inches away. 
 
    “Like it?” 
 
    “Um, sure? Ma’am.” 
 
    “Sure? That’s you showing excitement?” 
 
    “Yes Ma'am. I like it.” 
 
    “Give it a kiss.” 
 
    “Please, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You literally just promised you'd be a good sport today.” 
 
    “I didn’t think you meant sucking on a dick.” 
 
    “I didn't say suck it. I said kiss it. Give it a quick kiss on the head.” 
 
    I did. I felt weird.  
 
    “I called the butt plug place today, and they said the order must have gotten lost. They’re ordering me another one, but it could take a week. In the meantime, I need something to keep you filled that allows both my hands free to play with you, so I went to a store and bought a strap on harness.” 
 
    “Why do you need a strap on, Ma'am?” 
 
    “I told you, silly, so I can play with your balls and cock at the same time. Don't you like me playing with you?” 
 
    “Yes, but-” 
 
    “And don't you like that I give attention to your balls?” 
 
    “Yes Ma'am.” 
 
    “So I need my hands free.” 
 
    “But why didn't you just buy a butt plug instead, Ma'am?” 
 
    “Why would I buy another butt plug when one's coming in the mail?” 
 
    “If the order got lost, and you were going to the store, why not just get one then instead of ordering another?” 
 
    “Are you really interrogating me for buying a harness? After you just promised to do what I say and be wild with me? Is this really who you are?!” 
 
    “I’m sorry Ma’am. No. It’s fine.” 
 
    She studied my face.  
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “It’s…it just seems strange, Ma'am. I mean, it's not weird, but I guess, well, for me it seems kind of…gay…Ma’am.” 
 
    Even before it left my mouth, I knew I’d made a mistake. 
 
    “Oh, it's gay?” 
 
    “Not in a bad way. Not that gay is bad. It's just something that- it's shaped like a real penis, Ma'am.” 
 
    “We already went through this before, but let me just get this straight, a woman puts her finger or a butt plug in your ass and you love it. But if that same woman puts something that's penis-shaped in the exact same place, that means you're gay?!” 
 
    “It's not that! It’s just . . .” 
 
    She turned around and looked at my cock, which for some strange reason had gotten even harder. 
 
    “It’s just what?” 
 
    “I don't know, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes, you do. You just don’t want to admit it. Oh my God, your dick is pulsing!” 
 
    She turned back around.  
 
    “You like this, and you should see your face when I’m inside you. You think you’re not supposed to like it because of some outdated mode of thought that you should be over by now. Seriously, I feel like I'm dating a teenager. I know you're young, but you need to grow up if you want a relationship with a real woman.” 
 
    “Ma'am, it’s just…I feel strange.” 
 
    “And I'm trying to help you get past it. You know who really gets their joy cut off by your hang ups? You do. Why are you so afraid to admit that you take pleasure from your prostate, even if what gives you pleasure is a penis?” 
 
    I tried to think of something to say, but I couldn't. Again, I felt like all of my arguments fell apart when I was with her. Colleen rubbed my cheek. 
 
    “Sweetie. Listen to me. I’m in charge, right?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good. I’m going to do this, and you're going to love it. I promise. After that, we can talk again about it, but just relax and enjoy it now. Don't kill our fun because you're insecure, ok?” 
 
    I nodded. Colleen straddled my head and sat on my chest. She leaned forward and brought the dildo to my lips. 
 
    “You promised not to make me feel bad about this, and that's exactly what you did.” 
 
    I turned my head so I could talk without the dildo being pushed in my mouth. 
 
    “Stop turning your head! Turn it forward!” She grabbed my hair to hold me in place. 
 
    “Now if you're really sorry, you'll take my dildo in your mouth and give it a nice big suck.” 
 
    I opened my mouth and she guided the dildo into my mouth. A part of me felt wrong, like I was going against some promise I had made to someone. But my dick pulsed again. A part of me worried that I was crossing a line I’d never be able to uncross. I looked up at Colleen. She was so beautiful. 
 
    “You're not sucking! Suck!” 
 
      
 
    “You're still not sucking. You just closed your mouth around it. Suck it, Michelle. Suck my cock!” 
 
      
 
    “Again. That was barely anything. No guys going to get off on that horrible blow job! Really suck it!” 
 
    Colleen leaned forward and started gently thrusting her hips. I tried to turn my head. She laughed and pulled out. 
 
    “Oh, come on! Lighten up!”  
 
    She then grabbed the lube and sat between my legs. 
 
    “Your cock is dripping, you know. You must like giving head.” 
 
    I didn't respond. Colleen grabbed my balls and squeezed. 
 
    “AAHHH! I'm sorry Ma’am!” 
 
    “Tell me you like sucking cock.” 
 
    “I like sucking cock, Ma'am.” 
 
    She squealed and rolled to her side. 
 
    “I knew it!” 
 
    She rolled over took me in her mouth. I moaned as she worked her tongue around my cock. Oh my fucking God was she good! She sat up and patted my thigh. 
 
    “See what you get when you admit you like things?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma'am.” 
 
    She lubed up her dildo, then walked her knees forward until they pressed against me. She spread some lube on my asshole and pressed the tip of the dildo against it.  
 
    “You know the drill sweetie. Relax and just breathe.” 
 
    She pressed, but the dildo head kept slipping.  
 
    “I know what we need.” She leaned forward and grabbed some pillows. 
 
    “Lift your butt. Good girl.” 
 
    She put the pillows under me and climbed back on the bed. The dildo was now pressing straight against my asshole. She pushed her hips forward. I breathed in and concentrated on staying relaxed. After a couple breaths, the dildo went inside me.  
 
    “Ohhh!” 
 
    “That's right sweetie. Take it like a good girl. Take my cock in your ass just like a good girl!” 
 
    She poured lube on my cock and started stroking it. 
 
    “Tell me it feels good.” 
 
    “It feels great, Ma'am.” 
 
    “I know you little slut. You like having your ass fucked. I can tell.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma'am.” 
 
    “Beg me to fuck you.” 
 
    “Please fuck me, Ma'am.” 
 
    She stopped stroking me. 
 
    “That's not begging and you know it.” 
 
    “Please Ma'am! Please fuck me! Please!” 
 
    “Say you love cock!” 
 
    “I love cock, Ma’am!” 
 
    “Beg for my cock in your pussy!” 
 
    “Please Ma’am! Please put your cock in my pussy!” 
 
    She started to slowly move her hips forward and back, pushing the dildo a little farther into me and then pulling it almost all the way out.  
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    I looked at her. She was holding me by the waist. Her mouth was open. She looked very serious. 
 
    “Oh, sweetie, the look on your face is so wonderful!” 
 
    She kept fucking me. Every once in a while, she would give my dick a few strokes. But she kept me well short of cumming. 
 
    “Oh, sweetie! Oh, I'm going to cum from this! Oh God!” 
 
    She dug her nails into my side and threw her head back. She opened her mouth, but no sound came out. She shook, then let get go with a loud groan.  
 
    “Oh my fucking God!” 
 
    She sped up as she came, and my body moved forward and back with each thrust. I’d hoped she would lose control and stroke me to orgasm, but she didn't. She stopped stroking and leaned forward, resting her head on my chest. 
 
    “Oh, sweetie. That felt a-maz-ing! No one's ever made me feel like that before!” 
 
    She bit my nipples, then gently pulled out, took off her strap on and deposited it in the sink. She came back to bed and straddled my stomach. She kissed me passionately. She kissed my cheeks and my eyes and my ears. She traced her fingertips around my eyes and then held my cheeks. 
 
    “Please, Ma'am!” 
 
    “Please Ma'am what?” 
 
    “Please will you make me cum?” 
 
    “Seriously?! It's been, what? Three days? Oh my God, it's been less than seventy-two hours! Sweetie, if you ask me again to get you off when you know you promised to wait five days, I'm going to tack on another twenty-four hours before you get to cum again.”  
 
    She placed her hand over my mouth. 
 
    “This isn't a negotiation. It's a rule. Mention it again and your waiting period increases a day. Got it?” 
 
    She removed her hand.  
 
    “Yes, Ma'am.” 
 
    She untied me so I could go the bathroom and brush my teeth. When I came back to the bed she held up the handcuffs. 
 
    “Chastity belt or handcuffs. What's it going to be?” 
 
    Easy question. 
 
    She handcuffed my wrists to the headboard. I smiled up at her. But she didn’t smile back. In fact, she looked sad. She hugged me, hard. Then she sat up cross-legged and put her head in her hands. When she looked up, her eyes were wet.  
 
    “Colleen, sweetheart! What’s wrong?” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “Ma’am, you can tell me anything. Remember? Safe zone?” 
 
    She sat without speaking for a minute, staring down at her hands. She finally took a deep breath. 
 
    “Most of my life I’ve felt like I was a freak for wanting what I want, so I hid it. You’re the only guy I’ve ever really felt comfortable with in bed. Everyone one else was either too closed off or they ran away when I showed them who I was. You’re the only one who hasn’t made me feel bad about myself. You make me feel like it’s ok to be who I am, but I’m worried you’ll run away, too.” 
 
    “Oh Colleen. Ma’am. I’m not going anywhere.” 
 
    I looked at my hands. 
 
    “Is that a handcuff joke?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am. It’s the truth.” 
 
    “I like you and that’s scary. I haven’t felt this way in a long time.” 
 
    “Colleen, I think about you all the time. When I wake up, at work, before I go to sleep. I can’t wait to be with you. Everything is better when I am. It’s scary for me, too, but I’m here, and I’m going to stay.”  
 
    She looked at me for a moment without speaking. Then took my face in her hands and kissed me deeply. She put her head on my chest. 
 
    “You make me so happy, Michael. Please don't ever stop.” 
 
    “I won't, Ma'am.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    The next day, Colleen made me breakfast, then gave me a book. It was The Razor’s Edge, by W. Somerset Maugham.  
 
    “Have you read this?” 
 
    “No. What’s it about?” 
 
    “It’s about someone very brave, who follows his heart. It’s one of my favorite books and I want to know what you think of it, so you’re going to read it.” 
 
    “Ok.” 
 
    I didn’t normally read books, but this one was pretty short. 
 
    “You’re going to read 20 pages during your lunch break, today. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    Colleen looked at me without speaking, then smiled her sly smile.  
 
    “You like when I boss you around.” 
 
    I shrugged. 
 
    “It’s ok.” 
 
    She imitated my voice  
 
    “It’s ok.” 
 
    I looked down. 
 
    “Look at me. I think that you feel excited when I boss you around because you finally know what to do, because I tell you.” 
 
    “I mean, I like you a lot, and it’s nice not to wonder.” 
 
    She stared at me, waiting. 
 
    “And it’s a little exciting when you tell me what to do.” 
 
    “Uh-huh. I’m going to tell you something else.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I like it, too. It makes me wet when I order you around. From now on, I’m in control. I make the rules, both in and out of bed. That’s how it’s going to be.”  
 
    “I don’t know, Colleen.” 
 
    It sounded ominous. At the same time, I didn’t know how she could be more in control than she already was. I did everything she said. 
 
    “Have you ever had a relationship like that?” 
 
    “No. I’ve only had two girlfriends. They were both a little bossy, but not like you’re talking about.” 
 
    “I’m talking about something more than bossy.” 
 
    I looked down. It was always so hard to think clearly around her. What would it be like if she was even more controlling? I groaned as my dick tried to get hard and the cage stopped it. Colleen moved closer. She spoke into my ear as she started rubbing my wrist.  
 
    “You can do this for me, Michael, can’t you? Submit to me. I’ll make you feel so good. And it would make me happy. You want us to be happy, don’t you? Can’t you see that? Us laughing, kissing. Doesn’t that feel good, when you picture us happy together?” 
 
    “It does, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Say you submit to me. Make us both happy.” 
 
    I wanted to say yes. It was exciting when she told me what to do, because she was the most exciting thing in the world. How bad could it be? 
 
    “I submit to you.” 
 
    “Say it again, with my name.” 
 
    “I submit to you Colleen.” 
 
    The smile that spread across her face was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen. She kissed me tenderly.  
 
    “After work, come right back here. I want you to meet two friends of mine. They’re coming over for dinner and drinks.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    She snaked her hand down my pants and patted my chastity cage.  
 
    “I know your cage is difficult. It means a lot that you’re wearing this for me.” 
 
    She rubbed my cheek.  
 
    “I love that you’re trusting me like this. I finally feel like you’re showing me that you care. Thank you.” 
 
    “You’re wel-” 
 
    “Shut up. Starting now, what I say goes. Prepare yourself, because I’m going to push you.” 
 
    She pulled me in and gave me a long kiss. Her hands rubbed over my body, my face. She kissed me harder and her hands sped up. She grabbed me, then dug her nails into my back. She gasped and then just as quickly pushed me away and stood up. 
 
    “Whoa! You should go before I drag you upstairs and sit on your face for an hour.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled the whole way to work. 
 
      
 
    During my lunch break, I started reading The Razor’s Edge. It was a lot better than I thought it would be. It was about a writer and his relationships with different people, especially a younger couple from Chicago. One of them, Larry, was really interesting. He didn’t care what people thought of him. He just did his own thing. I’d been accused of that a lot in my life, not caring, but not in the same way. Larry was really charismatic, and he didn’t follow people because he wanted to do something else. I didn’t follow people because I didn’t see the point in anything. Or at least, I didn’t see the point in what most people thought was interesting. Going to parties, joining clubs, getting upset about politics or the world or anything, it just never made sense to me. All that energy and time and effort, for what? What did people get out of sitting in a room with a bunch of other people, talking about things they all agreed with and getting mad at things they all disagreed with? Maybe it was me. Maybe I was just defective. 
 
    It was really only since I met Colleen that I started to change my mind about a lot of those things. Issues that didn’t even concern us really affected her, like the state of the oceans and global warming. And it mattered to her that her living room was neat, and that there were books to read and that the pillows matched the couch. And when I saw how important all that stuff was was to her, it became kind of important to me, too. I even took some steps to make my apartment a little nicer. I got a book of photographs that the guy at the local bookstore recommended to me, and I ordered a rug. I also started to buy only free-range meat, because Colleen told me about the conditions at factory farms. I didn’t want to support that. It was hard to describe, but things just seemed to matter now.  
 
      
 
    One of the accounts I’d started with when I first got to Meridian had implemented some of my marketing ideas, and they saw an 12% rise in profits the very next month. In appreciation, they sent Cindy a $250 gift certificate to the nicest restaurant in town. I was surprised when she gave it to me.  
 
    “Why do you look so shocked? This is your account. Those were your ideas.” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Do you really not think you deserve this?” 
 
    “I guess I do.” 
 
    “Perhaps there’s someone special you’d like to take out to dinner?” 
 
    “Perhaps.” 
 
    “Mike, are you smiling?” 
 
    “A little.” 
 
    “I take back what I said earlier about compromise. Whoever Colleen is, you should do whatever she says.” 
 
    “Done and done.” 
 
      
 
    When I got back to Colleen’s at six, her friends Joanne and Ben were already there. Ben was really friendly and laid back. He seemed like the kind of guy you would call if you were in trouble and needed help. Joanne was pretty in a President of the sorority kind of way. She was even wearing a pearl necklace over her pink sweater. She was kind of aggressive, teasing me about my accent and warning me that I better be good to Colleen. I could tell she was a total nightmare to waitstaff. We went into the living room, and Colleen half asked/half told me to get everyone some wine. I said ‘yes, Ma’am’ without thinking and immediately looked at Ben and Joanne in a panic, but they didn’t think it was strange. Thank God we were in the South!  
 
      
 
    They were fun, Joanne and Ben. Joanne did most of the talking. She wanted to know all about me and wouldn’t accept short answers.  
 
    “Oh, come on, Michael! I know there’s more to it than that!” And she’d keep on me until I told her more about what it was like where I grew up and what I did at my job and what I hoped for in the future. I hadn’t really thought of the last question at all. I just figured what happened would happen. When I told Joanne that, she seemed utterly confused. She looked at Colleen. 
 
    “Is he serious?” 
 
    “He is.” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
      
 
    Joanne was very bossy with Ben, too, but it didn’t seem to bother him. He seemed like one of those guys who was always in a good mood, for whom any obstacle or rudeness was just cause for amusement. I wondered how he ended up that way, and how he ended up with someone as controlling as Joanne. It made me wonder if all southern women ordered around their boyfriends like servants. 
 
    Ben knew how to cook, and he asked me to help him in the kitchen making dinner. It was clear Colleen and Joanne wanted to catch up, anyway. I was happy to spend time with him. He was really mellow, especially compared to his steamroller girlfriend.   
 
    “Colleen really likes you.” 
 
    “You think?” 
 
    “Yeah. You can’t tell?” 
 
    “I guess so, yeah.” 
 
    “She’s a special woman, Colleen. Can you dice the onion?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Ben pulled out another cutting board and quickly cubed some zucchini and squash. “And don’t worry about Joanne. She’s just protective of Colleen. She hasn’t always made the best choices with boyfriends.” 
 
    “She told me how her first one wasn’t very nice.” 
 
    “Yeah, that was before I met her, but I heard about him. Her recent ones have been only slightly better. They weren’t assholes, but they bailed when things got serious. Will you grab some butter from the fridge?”  
 
    He put the butter in a pan and added the onions and a little garlic.  
 
    “Some men can’t take a woman who asks for what she wants.” 
 
    “Yeah. She is a little…demanding.” 
 
    He smiled, then laughed. 
 
    “Just a little?” 
 
    It was impossible not to smile back. 
 
    “Maybe more than a little.”  
 
    “Good women are like that. They expect a lot, but they’re very loving, and loyal. Joanne’s bossy, as I’m sure you noticed. That took some getting used to, but it’s the best relationship I’ve ever had.” 
 
    He stirred the garlic and onions, then tapped the spatula on the side of the pan. 
 
    “What I’ve learned from being with Joanne is that the person that makes you happiest is sometimes the one who pushes you the most.”  
 
    I thought about the chastity cage I was wearing. Ben placed the chicken in the pan and mixed in some sauce that he’d brought. It smelled like mushrooms. He had a confident ease in the kitchen. He must cook a lot.  
 
    “You have to be secure in yourself to handle a woman like that, though. Insecure guys can’t do it. Their egos get in the way. They worry about whether they’re winning or losing arguments, or what other people think of them, instead of whether or not they’re happy.” 
 
    He and Joanne had brought a couple of bottles of wine with them. He opened one and poured us each a glass. 
 
    “We’ll just drink this here and not tell the girls.” He winked. “I don’t mean to lecture you. It’s just that I got the sense that Colleen was settling with her last few boyfriends, and I don’t get that with you. Plus you seem more secure than them, and younger. What are you, 24?” 
 
    “22.” 
 
    “Wow! If I’d met Joanne when I was 22, I would have ruined it. I wouldn’t have seen what she was giving me, and I’d have pushed her away with my insecurities.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just nodded. 
 
    “Well, anyway, it’s nice to see Colleen with a guy who deserves her, who can handle a strong woman. And at 22. Damn! I’m impressed. Cheers.”  
 
      
 
    We drank a lot at dinner and had a lot of fun. The conversation got progressively louder and sillier as the night progressed. Ben knew how to temper Joanne’s blunt nature, softening her hard edges and adding funny asides. She told me that I was lucky to be with Colleen. Then, 10 minutes later, she told me again. I made a silent bet that she would tell me a third time before she left, and I won that bet as they were leaving. She gave me a hug, then put a finger in my chest. 
 
    “Colleen is my friend, and I take care of my friends. So you better treat her right. You’re lucky to be with her.” She swayed a bit, then recovered. “Lucky!” 
 
    Ben smiled as he came forward and gently guided his girlfriend out the door. Colleen and I waved from the doorway, which felt strangely paternal. Colleen closed the door, then turned and hugged me. 
 
    “I like you, Michael Tucker.” She rested her head on my chest. “I like you a lot. I know I can be a handful. But stick with me. We’re good for each other.”  
 
      
 
    That night I gave Colleen head, then she handcuffed me to the bed and brought me right to the edge of orgasm. I begged her to let me cum. I don’t even remember what I said I was so desperate.  
 
    “Oh princess, what kind of girlfriend would I be if I let you break your word? That would be bad for you my love.” 
 
    “I know, but it’s so much…it’s so much.” 
 
    I was never very good with words, but I got a lot worse after a teasing session. I normally babbled the same thing over and over. 
 
    “I know sweetie. You’ll get used to it, though. Training is hard.” 
 
    “Ok. I’m ok.” 
 
    “Wait here, Michelle. I’m just going to get ready.  
 
    She retreated to the bathroom while I stared at the ceiling. There was almost nothing in the world I wouldn’t do for Colleen if she asked.  
 
    The bathroom door opened, and Colleen came out wearing her lingerie and her strap on dildo.  
 
    “Are you ready for me, lover?” 
 
    She walked toward me, slowly stroking her dildo.   
 
    “I’ve been thinking about you and that gorgeous little pussy.” 
 
    She climbed onto the bed and crawled upwards.  
 
    “Tell me you want it.” 
 
    She paused, waiting. I looked into her eyes. I remembered what Ben had said about strong women, and what Colleen had said about feeling comfortable with herself in bed.  
 
    “I want it, Colleen.” 
 
    “What’s my name?” 
 
    “Ma’am. I want it, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I know you do, you little slut. Your little cock is dripping precum.” She lowered her head and licked my cock. 
 
    “Arch your back for me, Princess.”  
 
    She slid a pillow beneath me and sat between my legs. She brought the tip of her cock to my asshole but didn’t push inside. She just held it there, pressing against me.  
 
    “I’ve been wanting to fuck you all week. You’re such a hot little thing. I imagine all the men at work think about fucking you. They don’t get to, though. You’re mine, and only I get to fuck your asshole. Isn’t that right?”  
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “That wasn’t very convincing, Michelle. Maybe you don’t want that to be true. Maybe you want me to get some big studs to come over and fuck you. Is that what you want?” 
 
    “No Ma’am!” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am!” 
 
    “You sure like watching gay porn. I thought maybe you wanted to suck on a real cock.” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am. I just want you.” 
 
    “Just me?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. I only want to be with you.” 
 
    “Say it again.” 
 
    “I only want you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “And who do you want to fuck your pussy?” 
 
    “Only you, Ma’am.” 
 
    She pushed inside me. I closed my eyes. It was a lot less uncomfortable now when Ma’am fucked me. I guess I’d learned to relax.   
 
    “Beg me to keep fucking you!” 
 
    “Keep fucking, Ma’am! Please keep fucking me!” 
 
    And she did, slowly moving in and out. I wanted to reach up and hold her, but the handcuffs stopped me. I concentrated on the feel of her things against me, her hair hanging down and touching my chest, the sound of her breath.  
 
    “Oh Michelle. It feels so good!” 
 
    I felt the sweat forming between us, and I heard Colleen’s breath as it sped up. That was me bringing her that pleasure. I wrapped my legs around her and pushed my heels into her butt. She rolled her back, then pushed into me all the way. I threw my head back and moaned.  
 
    “Yes baby. I know you love it. You fucking love it. I want to hear you say it. Say you love me fucking you. Say you…fuck…you…oh, oh Oh fuck!!” 
 
    Her orgasm swelled and crashed all around me. When it was over, she lay on top of me and caught her breath. 
 
    “What do you say” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am, for fucking me.” 
 
      
 
    Thursday morning I got up, gave Colleen head, showered, shaved and tried to get dressed, but I couldn't find my underwear. 
 
    “Ma'am, have you seen my underwear?” 
 
    Colleen put her hand on her chest, “Oh, no! I did a wash for you yesterday afternoon and I forgot to put them in the drier! Damn! I'm sorry baby.” 
 
    “That’s ok. I'll just go without underwear.” 
 
    “Um, sweetie? Have you noticed how much more you drip with that cage on?” 
 
    She was right. It was embarrassing, but when I peed through the cage, some always caught around the piss slit, and then it dripped in my underwear. Plus, I was so aroused that I leaked pre-cum constantly. 
 
    “You'll look like you peed your pants. Here, let me get you a pair of my panties.” 
 
    “No, I’ll just run home before work.” 
 
    “No you can't. You'll be late.” 
 
    “It's ok if I'm late once in a while.” 
 
    “Michael. You’re going to wear a pair of my panties.” 
 
    She went to her dresser and came back with a pair of frilly, light blue panties.” 
 
    “Those?!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “What if people see?” 
 
    “Do you normally show people your underwear at work? I thought you worked in marketing, not in a strip club.” 
 
    She held out the panties, but I didn’t take them. 
 
    “Really? This insecure shit again?!” 
 
    “Don’t you have anything less . . . girly?” 
 
    She grew serious. 
 
    “They're all in the wash. You're welcome, by the way, for trying to help you.” 
 
    “How is this hel-” 
 
    “Quiet! I’m in charge. I make the rules. You’re wearing these. Clear?” 
 
    I looked at the floor. Shit. 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good. Come here. I’m going to do something to make you think of me all day. Sit on the bed.” 
 
    Colleen took her panties and rubbed them over her pussy. She brought them to my face. 
 
    “Smell.” 
 
    She hadn't showered since I'd eaten her out, and her scent was strong. She knelt down in front of me and guided my feet through the leg-holes, then pulled them up around my waist. They were really smooth, and silky. I didn’t want to admit that I liked how they felt.  
 
    “Do this for me, princess, and I'll give you a nice reward tonight. You know tonight you’ve earned a release, right?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    She leant forward and kissed my dick through the panties and the cage. She then stood and put her hand beneath my chin.  
 
    “Kiss me.”  
 
      
 
    On the way to work, I felt the cage against my dick and the panties on my skin. I imagined horrible scenarios where somehow, everyone noticed I was wearing them. I constantly checked to make sure my shirt was tucked into my pants and my pants were pulled up. I cinched my belt one notch tighter to avoid them suddenly falling down, even though that’d never once happened. It wasn’t comfortable, but it lessened my emotional distress.   
 
      
 
    Around 11am, I got a text from Colleen: “don't eat too much today. I'm making you a big dinner!” 
 
    When I got to Colleen's around 6, I could smell chicken with what smelled like curry. I was starving. She greeted me with a big kiss, then undid my pants and pulled them down.  
 
    “Just checking.” 
 
    She walked around me. 
 
    “Lift your shirt up . . . you look good in panties. They show off your ass.” 
 
    I started to pull my pants up, but she stopped me. 
 
    “I want you to just wear panties during dinner.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because it makes me hot to see you that way, and I have some things planned for you tonight that you're going to like. And because I said so.” 
 
    She leaned in closer.  
 
    “I'll take your cage off, too.” 
 
    I pulled off my pants.  
 
    “And the shirt.” 
 
     
 
    At dinner, I sat at the table with nothing but panties, sporting a huge hard on. Colleen sat across from me and rested her foot between my legs. Every once in a while she stroked me with her foot.  
 
    “Do you think you're brave?”  
 
    The question caught me off guard. 
 
    “I don't know. Not really.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I guess I don't do anything that's considered brave. I'm not a fireman. I'd rather avoid conflict than get in a fight with someone.” 
 
    “That's just not being a moron, the not fighting.” 
 
    “Yeah, but . . . I don't know. I guess I just don't think of myself as all that brave.” 
 
    “I think you're brave.” 
 
    I smiled.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “What do you mean why? Look at you. How many men are brave enough to do what you're doing? My first boyfriend was a big football player, but he was too chicken-shit to have any fun in bed, and now he's in a loveless marriage with this woman I know. She tells me she's caught him masturbating twice and they almost never have sex, all because he's too afraid to try anything that might not be considered masculine. And look at you. You're not afraid to try things. Admit it, sweetie, you like wearing my panties.” 
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
    “Oh please. They're soft and they're rubbing against your cock. Your dick's been hard for the last half hour and you're leaking pre-cum. Admit it.” 
 
    “Fine. They feel ok.” 
 
    Colleen smiled and pressed her foot against my dick.  
 
    “How do you like your book?” 
 
    “I like it a lot. It’s really interesting, especially Larry. He just does what he wants and doesn’t care what people think.” 
 
    “You’re like that.” 
 
    “What? No I’m not.” 
 
    “Of course you are! You don’t do anything you don’t want to do.” 
 
    I looked down at myself, naked except for a pair of frilly blue panties, five days since I last masturbated. 
 
    “Um…?” 
 
    “Oh, you like it! Don’t pretend you don’t. You love being my sweet little princess, and you’re man enough to let me do it. That’s what Larry would do.” 
 
    She stroked my cock with her foot. 
 
    “I really can’t see him doing that.” 
 
    “If he had those desires, he would. He wouldn’t care what anyone said and he’d enjoy life more than anyone else. That’s what you’re doing in your frilly blue panties. Now admit it, you’re brave to be so open with me in bed.” 
 
    “I don’t know…” 
 
    “Admit it.” 
 
    “But it-” 
 
    “Say that you’re brave! Say it!!” 
 
    She was smiling and as her foot went up and down my shaft. 
 
    “Fine, I’m brave.” 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    “I’m brave.” 
 
    “Good girl!” 
 
    She stood up and came around to my seat. She held my cheeks and leaned forward to kiss me. 
 
    “My sweet, brave girl.” 
 
      
 
    After dinner, I donned Colleen's pink, frilly apron and did the dishes. My cock was straining the entire time. Afterwards, we sat in the living room.  
 
    “Sweetie?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am?” 
 
    “I walked all over today with my high heels, and my feet are killing me. I want you to rub them.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “There's some lotion in the bathroom.” 
 
     
 
    I massaged Colleen's feet as she told me where and how to rub. At one point she leaned her head back and sighed. 
 
    “You’re a treasure, sweetie. You really make me happy.” 
 
    I kissed her knee. 
 
    “Come up here, princess, and sit between my legs.” 
 
    She pulled me towards her, my butt scooching back between her legs as she wrapped her hands around my waist and softly rubbed my stomach.  
 
    “Hold on.” 
 
    She reached over and grabbed the remote. Gay porn came on. It was a different one from last time.  
 
    “Look at the tv, sweetie.” 
 
    Colleen squeezed my nipples. I arched my head back.  
 
    “Michelle. Watch the tv.” 
 
     
 
    She ran her fingertips softly over my chest and stomach, then around my thighs. She lightly touched my cock and a wave of electricity rolled through me. I felt her hot breath on my ear. 
 
    “My brave girl. Such a sweet girl.” 
 
    She ran her fingers down my chest as she whispered to me. 
 
    “Look at how he loves sucking that big cock, Michelle. Isn’t he lucky?” 
 
    Her fingers lightly massaged my dick.  
 
    “Isn’t he lucky?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good girl.” She kept stroking me lightly. 
 
    “Why is he lucky?” 
 
    I didn’t respond, and Colleen stopped stroking me.  
 
    “I asked you a question, Michelle.” 
 
    “He’s lucky because he gets to suck cock.” 
 
    “He gets to suck a nice big cock. Say it.” 
 
    “He’s lucky because he gets to suck a nice big cock.” 
 
    “Good girl.” She began stroking me again. My entire body started tingling. 
 
    “Look at what he’s doing baby. See how he’s holding the base of the cock and running his tongue around the head?” 
 
    “Yes Colleen.” 
 
    “And listen to him moan. He’s really getting into it. That’s a big turn on when you’re getting your cock sucked. It turns you on when I’m turned on, doesn’t it, Michelle?” 
 
    “Yes Colleen.” 
 
     
 
    Colleen sensed I was getting close to cumming and lightened her touch. As one of the men on screen started licking the other guy’s balls, she moved her fingertips down to my balls and gently stroked them. 
 
    “And you can’t forget the balls, right sweetie?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
     
 
    The man getting his dick sucked put his hand on the other man’s head and pushed him down farther onto his dick. The younger guy gagged but kept going. Colleen gasped. Her hand gripped my thigh. 
 
    “Oh, baby, that makes me so hot! Look how dominant that man is. I want to do that to you! I want to force your head down as you suck my cock! Oh, God, I’m going to cum just thinking about it! Wait here.” 
 
    She got up, then grabbed my chin. 
 
    “Watch the tv. Don’t take your eyes off of it. I’ll be right back!” 
 
    She patted my cheek and then hurried upstairs. I watched as the younger man continued sucking. When Colleen came back downstairs, she was wearing a pair of loose khakis and a ribbed tank-top. She stood with her legs spread, then put a cushion on the floor between her feet. 
 
    “Get on your knees, Michelle.” 
 
    I started to speak, but she cut me off.  
 
    “If you don’t do this, you’re not cumming tonight, and you’re not cumming tomorrow, so either get ready to go back in your cage or get on your knees on the cushion, now!” 
 
    I knelt. She leaned forward and held my head. 
 
    “Undo my belt and unzip my pants. Do it real slow.” 
 
    She ran her fingers through my hair as I unfastened her belt, then unbuttoned her pants and slowly pulled down the zipper. Her strap on was pressed up against her body by her underwear. 
 
    “Take it out.” 
 
    I pulled down her pants and her cock lowered to my face.  
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    She caressed my face. 
 
    “Kiss it.” 
 
    I leaned forward and gave her dildo a quick kiss. She grabbed my hair, hard, and gave it a pull. 
 
    “Kiss it slowly!” 
 
    I kissed the head slowly, letting my lips linger. 
 
    “That’s better. Now lick it from the base to the tip…good. Now again, and at the end of each lick put a kiss on the head.” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    She slid her hand around to the back of my head. 
 
    “Now take me in your mouth. That’s right. Not all the way yet. Just part of the way. That’s so nice, Michelle. This turns me on so much! Oh, wow!” 
 
    I moved forward, taking the dildo farther down my throat, then pulled out slowly. 
 
    “I want to see your head bob up and down. That’s the way. Really suck it. Let me hear you moan. That’s a good girl. You love sucking dick, don’t you Michelle, you fucking slut!” 
 
    Her hands pressed down harder on the back of my head. I gagged. 
 
    “That’s right, choke on my big cock. Choke on it!” 
 
    She let go. I pulled off and coughed. Colleen grabbed the back of my head again and guided her cock back to my mouth. 
 
    “C’mon baby. Right back in. Just like on the film. Grab the base with your hand and pump…Ohhhh, that feels really good. Let me hear you moan, Michelle. Moan.” 
 
    “mmm” 
 
    “Louder!” 
 
    “MMMMM!” 
 
    “Better. Keep sucking my cock. Oh! I’m going to cum soon. Keep sucking! Just like that Michelle! Just like that you whore. You fucking faggot! Oh! Oh! Ohhhhhh!” 
 
    She twisted as her hips bucked. She kept her hand on the back of my head, and her bucking sent her dildo deep into my throat. I gagged, my chest heaving forward. Colleen let go of my head and sat down on the couch. 
 
    “Ohh, wow! Wow! Princess, you are one of a kind. Come and sit between my legs.” 
 
      
 
    She took off her harness, and I crawled up between her legs, my eyes teary. She started to slowly stroke me, and against everything I was thinking, I got hard. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to thank me?” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “For letting you suck a nice big cock, silly. People are lucky who get to suck nice big cocks. You said so yourself earlier.”  
 
    I didn’t want to respond, but I knew she’d just stop stroking me if I didn’t say something. 
 
    “Thank you letting me suck your big cock, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You’re welcome princess. I’ll let you do it again, soon. In the meantime, you were so kinky and openminded tonight that I’m going to make you cum. Is that something you want?”  
 
    “Yes, Ma’am!” 
 
    “I thought so. Do you know why you’re getting to cum?” 
 
    “Because it’s the end of the five days?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Because I was a good sport about sucking your cock?” 
 
    “No, though that did help. You get to cum because I say so, and I make the rules. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “You make the rules, Ma’am.” 
 
    “And who decides when you cum?” 
 
    “You do, Ma’am.” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    She started stroking harder. It felt sensational.  
 
    “But there’s one rule. Once we’re done, the chastity belt goes back on. You still have work to do before I can trust you not to masturbate.” 
 
    “Oh, please, Colleen!” 
 
    “Or I could stop right now.” She pulled her hand away. 
 
    “No, no. It’s ok. I can wear the belt again.” 
 
    “Look at the tv.” 
 
    A guy was getting double-teamed, fucked in both his ass and mouth.  
 
    “Look at him, Michelle. Isn’t he lucky?! Imagine that was you.” Colleen started stroking again. I grunted and twitched. 
 
    “That’s right. Imagine you’re getting fucked in both ends by big strong men. Imagine yourself sucking a big, hot cock while you’re getting fucked hard. Those strong hands holding your waist and your head. Imagine how it feels.” 
 
    I didn’t want to cum watching gay porn. But it had been so long, and Colleen was an absolute wizard at hand jobs. I did some of the cum control exercises I’d been practicing online, and they really helped, but Colleen was relentless, and her voice in my ear, telling me all the dirty things I would do for her…it was too much. I felt the pressure building and this time I was helpless to stop it. I screamed as I came. It felt so good! Colleen kept milking me. 
 
    “That’s my good girl. That’s my sweet good girl.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    The next morning, I was up early. I stared at the ceiling. Memories of the night before assaulted me. Things I said, what I did. I cringed as each memory surfaced. I sucked on her dildo! I watched gay porn! How could I have done that? What was wrong with me?  
 
    Colleen rolled over and put her arm across my chest. 
 
    “Good morning princess.” 
 
    I moved her arm off of me and sat up.  
 
    “Don’t get up yet.” Her voice was still sleepy. “I want to cuddle.” 
 
    She spoke without opening her eyes, then put her hand on my leg. I flinched. I got out of bed. 
 
    “Baby, what are you doing?” 
 
    I didn’t answer. 
 
      
 
    She opened her eyes and looked at me. I looked for my clothes. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m fine." 
 
    “You’re fine?” 
 
    “Yeah. Fine.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means I’m fine.” 
 
    She made a face. 
 
    “You don’t sound fine.” 
 
    I felt the chastity cage as I bent over and grabbed a pair of underwear from my bag. Colleen pushed herself up on her elbow. She didn’t say anything.  
 
    “Aren’t you showering?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I grabbed a shirt and a pair of pants from my drawer and hastily put them on. 
 
    “I feel like you’re not telling me something.” 
 
    “I’m going home before work.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I need to get something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Something.” 
 
    “Something like what?” 
 
    I didn’t answer. I had to get out of there. I’d find some way to get this lock off once I got home. I’d buy some bolt cutters.  
 
    “You seem pretty determined to get out of here as quickly as possible without telling me why.” 
 
    “I don’t need to tell you why!”  
 
    It came out too loud, and too forceful. Colleen sat up. 
 
    “Michael. Stop. What’s going on?” 
 
    I looked at her. And then something came loose. 
 
    “This is you! This is your thing!” 
 
    “My thing? What’s my thing?” 
 
    “This! The dildo, and the gay porn. This cage. That’s you! It’s not me!” 
 
    “Yes it is.” 
 
    “No it’s not!” 
 
    “I thought you liked it.” 
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
    “Your body likes it.” 
 
    “No it doesn’t!”  
 
    “Don’t yell at me!” 
 
    “It doesn’t Colleen! I do it for you! Because I love you and you’ll break up with me if I don’t do everything you say!” 
 
    “I never said that!” 
 
    “Yes you did! You only like me because you can boss me around! And then you laugh about me to your friends!” 
 
    “Ok, whoa! Whoa! Calm down.” She held up her palms.  
 
    “I want this fucking cage off of me!” 
 
    “Michael. Calm down. We can talk but calm down. I do not laugh about you to my friends. Ever.” 
 
    “Fuck it. I don’t care. I’ll get it off myself.” 
 
    I finished getting dressed and grabbed my bag. 
 
    “I just wanted something normal.” 
 
    “Normal?” 
 
    “You know what I mean! You’re the one who wanted this. Not me.” 
 
    She stared at me, her mouth slightly open. She looked stunned, and vulnerable. Somewhere deep inside me a voice was screaming that I was making a big mistake. But I wouldn’t listen. I walked out of her bedroom and slammed the door behind me. 
 
      
 
    At the office, I buried myself in my work. The more I concentrated on clients and how they could improve their businesses, the better I could keep my mind off of Colleen. Was I being unreasonable? I couldn’t think about that. I had to focus on my clients. I could think about everything later, or never. I pulled up all of my files on my computer. I didn’t get up for water. I didn’t get up to go the bathroom. I just worked. At one point, Cindy came over and commented on how focused I was. 
 
    “Look at you go.” 
 
    “Hi Cindy.” I didn’t look up. 
 
    “I’m going to order in lunch. Tacos. You want to join me in the office?” 
 
    “I’m going to just eat at my desk today.” 
 
    “Everything ok?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She studied me for a moment. She probably knew I was lying, but I wasn’t in any mood to hear it. Part of me wanted her to say something so I could tell her to mind her own business, show her that she couldn’t push me around. Maybe she saw that, because she didn’t say anything. She just went back to her office.  
 
      
 
    I got a text from Colleen at around one. 
 
      
 
    Please come over tonight. We need to talk. 
 
      
 
    I’m not sure why she was saying please and not just ordering me to come over, since she was apparently in control of everything.  
 
      
 
    I’m working late. Not sure when I’ll get done. 
 
      
 
    Ok. Just come over though.  
 
      
 
    I finished working at 6:30. My eyes were bleary and my back hurt. I guess I’d been slouching a lot of the day. I didn’t want to go to Colleen’s yet, though, so I sat at my desk. I’d burned off a lot of my anger from the morning. I picked up The Razor’s Edge. I only had about 20 pages to go. Part of me didn’t want to finish because I didn’t want to say goodbye to the characters. Who knew reading could be this enjoyable? I wondered if Colleen had another book like this. Or maybe the author, Maugham, wrote another book. Maybe he wrote a sequel.  
 
      
 
    Before I knew it, I was thinking about Colleen and our relationship. Before I met her, I never did anything. But now I was reading, and I was even looking at paint swatches to paint my bedroom at home. And I’d never been that animated in an argument before. I usually stayed calm, which drove my girlfriends crazy, but I just didn’t see a reason to get upset. But with Colleen I couldn’t control myself. I mean, she was asking for some extreme things. But I never thought I was the type of guy who yelled. I felt passionate. I couldn’t believe I was using that word to describe myself. I’d always been the opposite of that.  
 
      
 
    But I couldn’t keep doing the things Colleen wanted me to do. I blushed as I thought about what we did. Did I need to end this? I pictured that. Suddenly I didn’t want to be in the office anymore, not for another minute. I hastily packed my things and all but ran to the elevator. 
 
      
 
    I went to a diner and ordered a Coke and some fries. I wasn’t even hungry, and the Coke tasted too sweet. I used to drink Coke all the time, but because of Colleen I’d cut way back. 
 
      
 
    I showed up at Colleen’s at 8. She greeted me with a hug. 
 
    “We can talk in a minute, ok? Will you just hold me?” 
 
    I did. Her body sunk into mine. I felt terribly, horribly sad.  
 
      
 
    She pulled back and looked at me. 
 
    “What you said this morning hurt me.”  
 
    She looked hurt. I felt awful. I couldn’t stand the thought that I had hurt her. I should be making her life better all the time. She took my hand. 
 
    “Let’s sit in the living room.” 
 
    We walked together. Everything felt very fragile, like the wrong step would cause the world to shatter. I sat next to her on the couch. She turned and faced me.  
 
    “Did you mean what you said this morning? About not liking what we do?” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say. This morning everything seemed so clear. But I didn’t feel that way anymore. And sitting here, talking to her, I suddenly couldn’t remember why I was so upset. I tried to figure out what I thought, but I couldn’t.  
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “You don’t know?” 
 
    “No, I don’t” 
 
    “How do you not know?” 
 
    “It’s not that easy! Everyone else seems to always know what they want, but it’s not that way with me! I just don’t know! I wish I did, but I don’t.” 
 
    “Do you even know if you want to be with me?” 
 
    “I do want to be with you, it’s just some of the things we do…” 
 
    “You said you liked it.” She spoke softly.  
 
    “When we do it, you get me so excited, and I don’t cum that often anymore so…” 
 
    “So it’s for the sex?” 
 
    “No! No. It’s for you that I’m with you.”  
 
    “All that is me. Everything we do is me.” 
 
    “Why do I have to change and you not have to change? Relationships are about compromise. We both have to meet in the middle.” 
 
    She looked up at me. She was upset, more upset than when we started talking. I wanted to hug her so desperately right then that it made my chest hurt.  
 
    “Colleen, can we just relax this stuff for a bit? Can we just do…traditional couple things?” 
 
    She didn’t say anything. 
 
    “I don’t want to lose you. My life is better with you in it.” 
 
    She nodded slowly.  
 
    “Fine, we’ll do it your way. Just the traditional couple things.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t feel good. It was the first time I’d ever gotten my way with her, but for some reason I felt worse than when I gave in and did what she wanted. She didn’t seem all that happy, either. She took off her necklace and handed it to me.  
 
    “You don’t want me in chastity?” 
 
    “That’s not traditional. You should be able to masturbate when you want.” 
 
    I took the key. Why did I feel so guilty? I didn’t feel like taking off the cage now. I’d do it later.  
 
    I tentatively put my arm around her shoulder. She stiffened. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “For not being who you want me to be.”  
 
    She squirmed away from me and stood up.  
 
    “Go home, Michael.” 
 
    “Wait-” 
 
    “Just leave. I need to think, and you need to think, too.” 
 
    “Colleen.” I stood and took her hands in mine. “You make me better. I’m a better man because of you. I want to compromise with you and find a way that works for us.” 
 
    She pulled her hands away.  
 
    “Michael. Go home.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    I spent Saturday alone on my shitty couch in my shitty living room. I still didn’t have any friends in town, and it felt weird to just call up someone from work and ask to hang out. So I watched tv. I felt like my old self: detached and separate from everybody else, except this time it felt worse because I knew there was a better way to feel. Why did I have to tell her I didn’t like any of those things? Was it that hard to just do what she wanted? That night I texted her. 
 
    Going to bed. I miss you. 
 
    She didn’t text back. 
 
      
 
    On Sunday I went to the library. The woman behind the desk was really helpful. She knew The Razor’s Edge and told me I had good taste. She smiled when I asked if there was a sequel to it. There wasn’t. She gave me a list of books to choose from and I decided on Nobody’s Fool by Richard Russo. I’m not sure why.  
 
    At home I tried to read, but after every few paragraphs I thought about Colleen. What had I done? Why couldn’t I have been more accepting of her? I had to do something, I just wasn’t sure what to do to set it right. Or if it even could be set right. I called but it went straight to voicemail. I sent her another text. 
 
    Thinking about you. I feel terrible. I’m sorry.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t text back to that one, either. I kept checking my phone throughout the day. But apparently she didn’t want anything to do with me.  
 
      
 
    The next day at work, Cindy called me into her office.  
 
    “What’s wrong with you? You look like your dog just died.” 
 
    “Nothing. I just had a bad night of sleep.” 
 
    Cindy stared at me for a moment. 
 
    “I hope you never have to lie to your girlfriend, Mike. You’re terrible at it.” 
 
    “My girlfriend and I are having issues.” 
 
    “Oh…I’m sorry to hear that. About what?” 
 
    “It’s complicated. We just don’t see eye to eye.” 
 
    She looked at me without speaking. I looked away. 
 
    “I feel like you’re not telling me something important.” 
 
    “Fine. On Friday I told we couldn’t keep doing things her way. That I wasn’t going to do…what I’d been doing anymore.” 
 
    “I take it you’re not comfortable telling me what those things are?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She thought for a moment. 
 
    “You don’t seem that happy about it.” 
 
    I exhaled heavily.  
 
    “Honestly, I wish I’d never said anything, and I feel like an idiot for what I said. I don’t even know what came over me. I don’t know, it’s complicated. I like being with her, but afterward, when I’m alone…She’s so great and I just…messed it all up.” 
 
    “Have you called her and told her that?” 
 
    “She didn’t answer. And I texted her, but she doesn’t want to talk to me.” 
 
    “How many times did you text and call?” 
 
    “I texted twice. I called once but it went straight to voicemail.” 
 
    “Michael!” Cindy put her hand to her forehead. “Do you understand women at all?” 
 
    “I guess I don’t.” 
 
    “She wants you to show more effort! It’ll prove that you care.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Did you buy her flowers or some small gift?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “How in the world are you so smart and so stupid at the same time?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s just my special skill.” 
 
    I laughed, but it just made me feel worse. 
 
    “Michael. I’m assuming you don’t have a lot of friends in town?” 
 
    “Yeah. None, actually.” 
 
    “The next time, before you do something stupid, run it by me and I’ll talk some sense into you. This woman made you happy. And you just decided you would tell her you’re not into her?” 
 
    “That’s not what I said.” 
 
    “Trust me: it’s how it came across.” 
 
    “There were problems in the relationship. She was really bossy. Like really bossy.” 
 
    “Any good woman is going to be bossy. You have to compromise with her.” 
 
    “I said that to her! And I pretty much did whatever she wanted all the time!” 
 
    “I get that you think that. But maybe you did it in a way that made her feel bad, like you were doing it, but at the same time you were letting her know you weren’t happy about it?” 
 
    That struck home, but I wasn’t ready to admit it. 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    She studied me. I recognized now that this was the sign that she was about to say something insightful and negative.  
 
    “You’re a good guy, Mike. A little odd, but a good guy. But you have absolutely no idea how you come across. You have this calm steadiness, and that’s nice. But you can come across as too calm at times, like you don’t care.” 
 
    “You think I don’t care?” 
 
    “I know you care about your work because it’s always excellent. But if I had to judge only by your expressions and what you said, I wouldn’t know. I imagine that your girlfriend isn’t able to read your mind. Plus, if she likes you, and she must if you made it this far, then she’s feeling vulnerable. She can’t tell whether you care about her if you don’t show her, and I get the sense you don’t do that enough.” 
 
    There it was, another person telling me that I looked like I didn’t care. What did people want? Did I have to run down the street screaming my feelings for people to believe I had them? I really cared about Colleen; I couldn’t bear not being with her. 
 
    “What should I do?”  
 
    “Take her flowers tonight and tell her you’re committed. Wait, better than that, show her you’re committed.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “You know better than I do. I don’t know your relationship. What’s the last thing you argued about? Do that for her.” 
 
    I obviously couldn’t tell Cindy that the last thing I argued about was me sucking on her dildo. She was right, though. I needed to make things right with Colleen, and I needed to do it as soon as possible.  
 
      
 
    I showed up with flowers that night. She didn’t seem overly pleased to see me, but she opened the door to let me in. We sat in the living room. 
 
    “Colleen, I don’t know what came over me. I just…I don’t know…” 
 
    She sat silently. I could see in her expression how much I’d hurt her, and how awful I’d been. It always amazed me how other people could convey emotion without talking. 
 
    “I forgot all the good things you do for me and just got caught up in the things that were difficult.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “This past weekend at home, I realized how much you mean to me. How I’ve changed because of you. I even went to the library and got a book to read. It’s by a guy named Richard Russo, and it takes place in this small to-” 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    She took a deep breath, then released it. 
 
    “Michael. I already felt like I was the one working full time on this relationship and you were dragging your feet. And then we finally made a small bit of progress and you freak out and tell me we have to do things your way. I’ve been here before and I know where it leads.” 
 
    “Colleen. It won’t happen again. I swear.” 
 
    I took her hands in mine. 
 
    “I know I might seem…reluctant, at times.” 
 
    She snorted. 
 
    “I know I am reluctant at times, but…” 
 
    “But you’ve never done this before and you don’t normally do this and you’re not sure you want it. I get it, Michael. You’re not into the same things I am. Doesn’t that tell you something?” 
 
    “Colleen, let me prove to you that I can be the man you want.” 
 
    I squeezed her hands.  
 
    “I love you, Colleen. And I want to show you how important you are to me.” 
 
    I couldn’t read her expression. I think she was skeptical. I was afraid I was losing her. 
 
    “I bought a coffee table book.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I bought a coffee table book. I’ve never had one before, and honestly, I never saw the point in them. I mean, it’s just pictures. But when I first came over here, on that first Wednesday before we went to dinner. I waited in here and I saw your coffee books, and the posters and painting on your walls, and I thought I should get a coffee table book. And so I did.” 
 
    She looked at me strangely.  
 
    “I’m trying to say that from the moment I met you, you’ve made me better. The same with reading. And with being more open. That’s because of you. You told me that you were good for me once, and you’re right. We’re good for each other.” 
 
    She softened, just a little. She rubbed the bridge of her nose with her thumb and index finger.  
 
    “And I understand that you’re in charge.” 
 
    She looked at me.  
 
    “Am I?” 
 
    “Yes, Colleen. Ma’am. You’re in charge.”  
 
    She got up and walked to the bathroom for a tissue. I heard her blow her nose. When she came back, I stood up.  
 
    “I need to think about this. Go home. I’ll text you tomorrow. If I want to move forward with you, you’re going to come over right after work. Understood?” 
 
    “Understood.” 
 
    She walked me to the door. It took everything I had not to plead for her to let me stay. We hugged. Our bodies came together perfectly. We fit perfectly. If she would let me, I’d be the perfect boyfriend to her from now on.  
 
      
 
    The next day at work I checked my phone every two minutes. I wondered if Colleen had decided against continuing with me. I couldn’t concentrate. Every time I tried to think of what a client could do to improve sales I just thought of Colleen and all the things I should have done. I replayed our conversation from Friday night in my head, this time telling her I loved her. It made me feel good while I was imagining it, but afterward I felt worse. My shoulders and neck felt tight all day. Why wouldn’t she text? Finally, at 2pm,  
 
    Come over after work. 
 
      
 
    My body relaxed, just a bit. It wasn’t the most positive text, but it was something, and I didn’t think she’d tell me to come over if she were just going to break up with me. I sat staring at my computer for the next half hour. 
 
      
 
    “Cindy?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Do you have a minute?” 
 
    “Of course.”  
 
    She took off her reading glasses and placed them on her desk. 
 
    “Colleen is forgiving me, I think.” 
 
    “You think?” 
 
    “Yes. I told her how much she means to me, and she told me she’d text me to come over if she’d give me another chance, and she just texted that I should come over after work.” 
 
    “That’s positive!” 
 
    “Yeah. I want to buy her a gift, but I don’t know what to get her. I was hoping you could suggest something.”  
 
    “What does she like?” 
 
    “Art. Books.” 
 
    “What kind of art?” 
 
    “I don’t know, the kind that doesn’t really look like anything…like scribbles and stuff.” 
 
    “Abstract?” 
 
    “Yeah, abstract. I think.” 
 
    “I’m not comfortable trusting you to buy art.” 
 
    “That’s probably a good call.” 
 
    “What does she like to eat?” 
 
    “A lot of things. She’s a good cook. She eats a lot of vegetables.” 
 
    “Does she have a guilty pleasure?” 
 
    “Yes. Pizza with mushrooms and onion. From Sal and Mookie’s.” 
 
    “Bring her that. And a bottle of wine. It’ll show her that you listen to her.” 
 
    “Ok. That’s good.” 
 
    “I told you this before, but whatever you last fought about, do that.” 
 
    “Got it. Thanks!” 
 
    “And text her that you’re bringing food, so she doesn’t cook.” 
 
    I hadn’t thought of that. 
 
    “Oh, wow, yeah. Thanks. I owe you one.” 
 
    “You owe me more than one.” 
 
    “Two?” 
 
    “Four.” 
 
    “Four?!” 
 
    “I’m expensive.” 
 
    I laughed. It was the first time I’d laughed since I’d walked out of Colleen’s on Friday morning. 
 
      
 
    I showed up at 6 with a mushroom and onion pizza from her favorite pizza place and a bottle of merlot that cost $18. 
 
    Colleen smiled when she saw the pizza. It was a slightly sad smile, but it was a smile nonetheless. 
 
    “My favorite.” 
 
    I put the pizza and wine on the dining room table, and cautiously took her in my arms. I was scared that she would push me away, but she didn’t. She turned her head and pressed into my chest. If I could just hold her like this forever, everything would be ok.  
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “For trusting me. For texting me to come over.” 
 
    “I’m still hurt. This doesn’t change that.” 
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    “Do you understand that if we get back together, I’ll be the same person I was before?” 
 
    “I understand. I want that.” 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Really think about it, Michael, because I won’t go through this again.” 
 
    “I understand, Colleen. I get it.” 
 
    “Ok. I don’t want to do anything right now but sit like this with you and hold each other.” 
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    “If you say “I understand” one more time, I’m going to stab you through the hand with a fork.” 
 
    She kissed me on the cheek.  
 
    We held hands as we ate. I didn’t want to let her go. I couldn’t believe that I had thought I could live without this woman, the one person in my entire life who had ever made me care about things.  
 
      
 
    I slept at home that night. Things were still fragile, but I felt a thousand pounds lighter. After we said good night in Colleen’s front hallway, we kissed for almost half an hour. Each time I went to leave either she pulled me back to her or I pulled her to me. 
 
      
 
    I was back the next night. I had brought my chastity cage with me, but Colleen didn’t want to put it on me. She said it wasn’t the right time. I didn’t know what that meant. 
 
    “Please Colleen, I’d feel better if you put it on me.” 
 
    “No Michael. Not yet.” 
 
    I slept at home again that night. I wondered what I needed to do to show Colleen that I was committed to her, to us. 
 
      
 
    The night I showed up with a bouquet of calla lilies. A woman at the flower store suggested them. Colleen smiled when she saw them, and it was the first smile that wasn’t a little sad since before we broke up. We walked around her neighborhood holding hands. Halfway through, she put my arm over her shoulder and leaned against me. When we got back to her place, we sat on the front steps. 
 
    “I’ve missed this, Colleen. 
 
    “Have you?” 
 
    “Yes. Of course. And I was thinking about what I could do to prove to you that I trust you and love you.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything. 
 
    “I want to…” 
 
    She waited. It took a long time to get the words out. 
 
    “I want to do what you say.” 
 
    “You want to do what I say?” 
 
    “Yeah. Yes. I won’t question you or say I haven’t done it before. I’ll just do it.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    I hadn’t expected questions. I thought she would be happy, but she didn’t look happy. I would never understand women, or anyone, really.  
 
    “To be with you. Because you like it.” 
 
    She didn’t seem happy at that, either. I thought about putting my arm around her, but I could tell it wasn’t the right time.  
 
    “Also…” 
 
    She looked at me. 
 
    “Also, I like it. What we do.” I looked down. I was blushing furiously. “I like how it feels, when you do those things to me.” 
 
    My face was so hot that I started sweating. I couldn’t look at her. After a moment, I felt her hand on my arm. I wouldn’t have been able to explain how I felt for all the money in the world. We sat for a little while, neither of us saying anything. Then, carefully, I put my arm around her shoulders. She leaned against me. 
 
    “I need you, Colleen. And I want to make you happy.” 
 
    She kissed my neck, then placed her hand on my cheek and turned me toward her. We kissed. When she pulled away, she held my chin and wiggled it back and forth. 
 
      
 
    “Call me Ma’am. From now on, I want you to always call me Ma’am.” 
 
    “I need you, Ma’am. I’m sorry I hurt you. It was moving so fast, and I didn’t…I don’t know. I just got freaked out.” 
 
    “Yeah. I was there.” 
 
    “But I can handle it now.” 
 
    “Can you?” 
 
    “Yes…Ma’am." 
 
    “You can handle me being in charge?” 
 
    “I feel like you’ve been in charge, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Not like I’m going to be. I’m going to be much stricter with you. I’m going to stop meeting you halfway and we’re going to do what I want.” 
 
    “I want that, too Ma’am.” 
 
    “We’ll see about that. Let’s go inside.” 
 
      
 
    We went to the living room.  
 
    “Massage my feet.” 
 
    I sank to my knees and massaged her feet.  
 
    “Kiss them.” 
 
    “What, Ma’am?” 
 
    “You heard me. Kiss my feet. One kiss on the top of each one, then thank me for letting you massage them.” 
 
    I began to lift her foot, but she pulled it back down to the floor. 
 
    “Not like that. Bend over and kiss them.” 
 
    I brought my lips to her foot and kissed. Then I kissed the other. 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am, for letting me massage your feet.” 
 
    “Get up.” 
 
    I stood. 
 
    “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    When I was naked, she looked at me. 
 
    “Your cage is on the nightstand by my bed. Go get it.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    I bolted upstairs and was back with the cage in no time. Colleen held my balls as she maneuvered the ring on to me. I felt the tube slide over my penis and the slight warmth. The lock clicked shut. It felt right to be caged, or maybe not right but secure, or comforting, as strange as that sounds.  
 
    “How many times did you masturbate last weekend?” 
 
    “Three times on Saturday. But not since then.” 
 
    “I hope you enjoyed it, because you’re not going to cum for a while.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Bring it up and see what happens.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You said before that you wanted to prove yourself, so is there something you’d like to do right now to show me you’re committed to me and not just some selfish prick?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. 
 
    “I’d like to suck your dildo.” 
 
    “You’d like to suck my dildo or my cock? I don’t think I want you sucking my dildo.” 
 
    “I’d like to suck your cock, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am. Please let me.” 
 
    “Let you what?” 
 
    “Please let me suck your cock, Ma’am.” 
 
    She looked at me for a moment without smiling.  
 
    “Come upstairs.” 
 
     
 
    I knelt on the floor by Colleen’s bed while she slipped on her strap on harness. She then went to her dresser and tossed me a pair of her underwear and a short skirt.  
 
    “Put these on.” 
 
    I knew better than to argue, or even ask. I slipped on the pink underwear and pulled up the short, navy skirt. It only came down to my mid-thigh.  
 
    “Back on your knees.” 
 
    Colleen sat on the edge of the bed and crooked two fingers at me.  
 
    “Crawl to me.” 
 
    She held the base of her dildo and slapped it against my face. 
 
    I put my hands on her waist and gave the head of her cock a slow kiss. She was looking down at me without smiling. I think she was waiting to see if I complained or showed any hesitation.  
 
    I kissed down her cock, then upwards. I spread her legs and sucked on her inner thigh. She inhaled sharply. I went back to her cock and wrapped my lips around the head.  
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    She ran her fingers through my hair as I bobbed up and down. Every once in a while, she pressed down on the back of my head and held it.  
 
    “Choke on it.” 
 
    I grabbed the base of her cock, like I’d seen the guy in the porno do. When I looked up, her eyes were closed. She put her hand on my forehead and pushed me back. 
 
    “Sit back on your heels.” 
 
    I sat back as she loosened the harness and put her hand down her underwear.  
 
    “Eyes down. Look at my feet.” 
 
    I could hear her masturbating. Her breathing was ragged. I looked up at her, but she yelled at me. 
 
    “You don’t get to look at me yet. You haven’t earned it yet!” 
 
    Her breathing sped up. She pressed into her toes, lifting both of her heels, then brought them down.  
 
    “Oh…Oh, fuck! Oh fuck!” 
 
    I kept staring at her feet as she came. When she was done, she spoke through heavy breath. 
 
    “Go home, Michael. Come back tomorrow. We can start again.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    Colleen really tested me that week. She made me clean her house in nothing but her frilly apron. She made me wear her panties every day to work. She started sending me on errands to the store. On Saturday, after I came back from food shopping for her, she was sitting on the couch, talking on the phone. She just pointed to the floor between her legs. I knelt down and started massaging her feet.  
 
    Sunday, Colleen made us a big breakfast, and then we went for a hike. Cindy had told me about a great nature trail that had picnic tables right by a lake, so I brought Colleen there and we had a picnic lunch. Colleen was really happy, and she was fun and loving like she used to be. We didn’t talk about the relationship or what had happened. We stayed in the present, talking about the things we saw as we walked. Colleen sang me a song her parents had taught her when she was little about a goat. It was funny and kind of sweet.  
 
    At home, Colleen had some work to do, so I spent some time reading and watching television. That night I brought her to three screaming orgasms with my tongue, and then we fell asleep in each other’s arms.  
 
      
 
    On Monday, Cindy called me into her office, but when I arrived, she told me to go back to my desk. Once I sat back down, she called me back.  
 
    “Sorry, Michael. I’m not in a good mood today and it’s making me stupid.” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Nothing. Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    “Ok.” 
 
    “It’s Mark. He’s acting like a little kid. I’m trying to be patient with him, but it’s tough. I swear, I wish I could put him over my knee and spank him like a little kid. Sometimes that’s the best answer when someone’s misbehaved, a good spanking.” 
 
    I had no idea what to say. Why in the world was she saying this to me? We stared at each other for a moment.  
 
    “I should go back to my desk.” 
 
    “Good talk.” 
 
    We both laughed. 
 
      
 
    I had to work late that day, and when I got to Colleen’s, she was sitting with her arms crossed on the sofa.  
 
    “Why are you late?” 
 
    “I had to work. Cindy gave me a new client and it took a while to get familiar with them.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you text me?” 
 
    “I did!” 
 
    “You texted me at 5! I had already planned out dinner by then and turned down a drink with friends!” 
 
    “I didn’t know I’d have to work late until 5!” 
 
    “God! This is what I’m talking about Michael! It’s always something!” 
 
    “I thought we had a good weekend!” 
 
    “We did, but then you let me down yesterday.” 
 
    “What? How?” 
 
    “When we got home, I had work to do, and you had a lot of time you could have spent cleaning up. But you just watched tv and read. We both use this house, and I don’t see you taking initiative with cleaning.” 
 
    “I cleaned on Saturday!” 
 
    “Yes, when I told you to. And then I cooked you a nice big breakfast on Sunday, and I thought, ok, he’ll clean up when we get back from our picnic. But I guess not.” She shook her head. “I don’t know what to do with you.” 
 
    “I’m sorry Colleen. I didn’t think after cleaning on Saturday that I’d have to clean again.” 
 
    “Stop it. Stop talking.” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    “Stop talking. Who’s in charge?” 
 
    “You are.” 
 
    “Right. And I say you misbehaved yesterday, and that means you did. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “So what should I do with you?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “What do you think I should do?” 
 
    “I- whatever you think is right?” 
 
    “You can do better than that, Michelle. Think of something.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say. Colleen didn’t say anything: she just stared at me, waiting. All I could think of was Cindy’s comments from earlier.  
 
    “Um, you could spank me?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Never mind.”  
 
    “Did you just say I should spank you?” 
 
    “I was- it’s not-” 
 
    “That’s a great idea! I’m going to spank you! This is going to be fun!” 
 
    She stood up and patted her thigh. 
 
    “Come.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen made me kneel outside her door while she got into her “spanking outfit.” Why hadn’t I just kept my mouth shut? Why did I say spanking? 
 
    “Come in, Michelle. On your knees.” 
 
    Colleen was sitting on the bed in a lace teddy. Her knees were together and there was a hairbrush to her right. She looked like a porn fantasy. 
 
    “Come stand to my right.” 
 
    I crawled over and then stood next to her. She looked into my eyes as she undid my belt. 
 
    “You were a bad girl yesterday.” She kept eye contact as she spoke in her low, sultry voice. “Weren’t you, Michelle?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “And what’s going to happen now?” 
 
    “You’re going to spank me, Ma’am?” 
 
    “Is that a question?” 
 
    “No Ma’am. You’re going to spank me.” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    My dick strained against its cage as she pushed my pants and underwear down to my ankles. I bent forward.  
 
    “Oh sweetie, does it hurt? I know how excited you are about getting spanked. Why don’t we take off your cage?” 
 
    She pulled off her necklace and unlocked me. I got hard immediately. Colleen held my penis in her hand and made me look at her. 
 
    “I know you want to be a good girl for me. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Tell me you’ve been a bad girl and would like a spanking.” 
 
    “I’ve been a bad girl, Ma’am. Please spank me.” 
 
    She started slowly stroking me. 
 
    “Say it like you mean it. Beg me.” 
 
    “Please Ma’am! Please spank me! I’ve been a bad girl!” 
 
    “Beg me to help you be a good girl.” 
 
    “Please Ma’am! Please help me be a good girl!” 
 
    “Lie down over my knees, sweetie.” 
 
    I slowly knelt until I rested over Colleen’s knees. She spread her thighs so my dick fell between them, then clamped them together. She took my right wrist in her left hand and raised my arm up my back. As she did, she rubbed her thumb on my wrist. It was calming. I felt bad about letting her down.  
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, I’m going to start slow because this is your first spanking. But I’m going to speed up and they’re going to get harder. It’s going to hurt, but I want you to be big girl and take it for me. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    She started with some light spanks. It was fine. It even felt good. Colleen was moving her thighs up and down, rubbing my dick, which felt amazing. Gradually, though, she increased the force of her blows. Soon I was twisting and moaning. 
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!  
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “Oww! Please Ma’am! It hurts!” 
 
    “It’s supposed to.” 
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “Please! I’m sorry, Ma’am!” 
 
    “Sorry for what?” 
 
    “Sorry…for not doing more yesterday.” 
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “What could you have done?” 
 
    “I could have…” 
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “I could have cleaned more! And I could have massaged your feet!” 
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “I could have asked if there was anything you wanted done!” 
 
    “That’s right, Michelle. You could have. But you didn’t.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Take a rest, Michelle. Get down on your knees and kiss my feet.” 
 
    I fell to my knees and planted kisses all over her feet. My ass burned.  
 
    “Ok, Michelle. What have you learned?” 
 
    “When I have free time, Ma’am, I should ask if there’s anything I can do for you.” 
 
    “Good girl. Anything else?” 
 
    “Let you know early if I have to work late.” 
 
    “Good. Anything else?” 
 
    “That you’re in charge, Ma’am.” 
 
    “And are you going to question me?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am. I’ll do what you say.” 
 
    “Good girl. Come on up here so we can finish your spanking. Oh! Look at those sad puppy dog eyes! You’re not done! That was a little spanking to warm you up. Now you get to meet my hairbrush. Up. Don’t make me ask again.” 
 
    I got up onto her lap and she trapped my arm and dick again. She then picked up the hairbrush and rubbed it on my ass. 
 
    “Do you know why you’re getting more, Michelle?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Because you let me down, and I don’t like being let down. I don’t want that to happen again so I’m giving you negative reinforcement. Soon, you’ll associate disobeying me with physical pain, and it will hurt to let me down. Then you’ll always be a good girl. You want that, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!  
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!  
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!  
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    She had no mercy. She rained down blows on my ass as I squirmed and moaned and begged her to stop. She didn’t, for thirty blows, until I was screaming and pleading to do anything she asked.  
 
    Finally, she stopped. She was breathing hard.  
 
    “Get down on your knees, kiss my feet and thank me for trying to make you a better boyfriend.” 
 
    I kissed her feet. 
 
    “Thank you. Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    “If you want to really thank me, get your mouth on my pussy.” 
 
    I kissed my way up her legs. When I got to her pussy, she was already sopping wet. I brought her to orgasm in under five minutes. We lay on the bed afterwards and I held her. Her eyes were bright. She kissed me. 
 
    “Michael, I know this was new for you, and I want you to know how happy I am that you didn’t complain about it.” 
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” I was still processing everything, and my ass hurt, but it felt good to hear Colleen appreciate me. She took my wrist in her hand. 
 
    “I wasn’t able to articulate this before, but you really hurt me.” 
 
    “I know, Ma’am. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “I like what we do, and I thought you liked it too. You acted like you did, and then out of nowhere you were like, I’m not doing that again! When you do that, it makes me wonder what other things you’re pretending to like that you really don’t. Does that make sense?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I have a lot of experience with guys telling me what I want to hear just to get me in bed. Just about every woman does.” 
 
    I hadn’t thought about that. I tried to think if I ever did that. 
 
    “I’ve been hurt before, and I thought with you I’d found someone with similar kinks. That we were a good match. And after you said that…I just felt like I was right back with my old, shitty boyfriends who told me what I wanted to hear so I’d have sex with them, then called me a freak because I have different tastes.” 
 
    “I don’t think you’re a freak.” 
 
    “Thank you, sweetie.” She kissed me. “I know I can be demanding, but this is who I am, and I want you to like it, too, or it’s only going to get harder for you.” 
 
    I didn’t know how it could get any harder than being spanked and having my dick locked in a cage, but I knew I loved Colleen. And I knew that I would do what it took to keep her.  
 
    “I know you don’t like hearing this, Ma’am, but this is all new to me, and I’m just figuring out what I can handle. I do want to be with you, though, more than anything else, and I accept you…and that you’re in charge.” 
 
    “Thank you, Michael. This makes me feel like I can trust you again.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    On Wednesday night, Colleen made me dinner. I was so hungry I started eating right when we sat down.  
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You wait to eat until I give you permission.” 
 
      
 
    After dinner, I washed and dried the dishes. Colleen inspected them after I was done. 
 
    “This is acceptable, Michael.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Come,” she patted her thigh, “upstairs, it’s time for your spanking.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    She gave me a hard stare. 
 
    “For eating without my permission. And now you’ll get more for questioning me. When I say you get a spanking, you get a spanking. No questions.”  
 
    Colleen marched me upstairs. Again, I knelt outside her door while she changed into a teddy. She warmed me up with her hand before moving on to the hairbrush. I writhed and moaned and then screamed as she hit me over and over. Then I kissed her feet and brought her to an orgasm with my tongue.  
 
    Afterward, she held my face in her hands. 
 
    “You don’t eat until I give you permission, clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “And when I say you’re getting spanked, you’re getting spanked. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “It’s not a discussion.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    She patted my cheek. 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
      
 
    On Thursday my ass was so sore it hurt to sit. I was super nervous that anything I did would earn me another spanking, so I brought Colleen roses and a pre-made dinner. I waited until she gave me the ok before eating, and I got her more water without her having to ask. When we finished, I sprang up and cleared and washed the dishes, then for good measure I cleaned the countertops in the kitchen and swept the floor. Colleen kissed me passionately when I finished, then brought me upstairs, tied me face up on the bed and rode me until we both came in thundering orgasms.  
 
      
 
    That Sunday night, after making me an early dinner, Colleen took me upstairs and tied me to the bed. She took off my chastity cage and slowly teased my cock until I was rock hard and leaking precum. 
 
    “Do you want to cum for me, Michelle?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am! Please!” 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    “My name is Mike, Ma’am.” 
 
    She stopped stroking me.  
 
    “No. It’s not.” 
 
    “It’s Michelle, Ma’am.” 
 
    “That’s right, sweetie.” She started stroking me again. It felt so heavenly. I just had to deal with the fact that my girlfriend had some weird kinks. It was fine, and who cares if it’s just us.  
 
    “Does Michelle want to cum?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am! She really does!” 
 
    “I’m sorry Michelle. We need to take a small trip. Then you can cum. I think you’ll find it worth the wait! And just so you know how special a trip this is, I’m not going to put on your chastity cage.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen wouldn’t say where we were going. She only said it was a surprise. In the car she seemed almost giddy, but she deflected my questions before ordering me to stop talking. Eventually, we pulled into a strip mall. 
 
    “All the stores are closed.” 
 
    She didn’t answer; she just drove around back. The back door to one of the stores was open, and a tall, attractive Latina stood on the steps. She waved at us and Colleen pulled in and shut off the car. 
 
    “Janey!” 
 
    “Hey Col. So this is the boy I’ve heard so much about!” She extended her hand.  
 
    “I’m Janey.” 
 
    “Mike.” 
 
    “Come on in, the store closed an hour ago. It’s just us, no need to be embarrassed.”  
 
    I squinted at her, but she just turned and walked into the store. Colleen gripped my arm and pulled me close to her.  
 
    “This is a dream of mine and one of my biggest fantasies. Make me happy here and I’ll make you very happy.” 
 
      
 
    When I stepped through the door, I saw why Colleen had primed me. It was a BDSM store. There were paddles and whips and dog collars and leashes. There was a row of just dildos, some of which looked as big as my arm. Jesus, who were those for? There were leather masks and what looked like body bags. I glanced at Colleen, but she was focused on the back of the store, where Janey was leading us to racks of all kinds of clothing and costumes. Some were latex and looked skimpy and hot. There were nurse’s uniforms, and maid’s outfits, some of them in men’s sizes. Suddenly, I knew why we were there. I looked at the pink, frilly dresses and pink tights. I caught Colleen’s eye and she gave me a warning look. Janey grabbed a French maid’s uniform off the rack and held it up. 
 
    “This is the one you asked me about. It will fit him if we use a padded bra.” 
 
    Colleen took the outfit from Janey and held it up in front of me. I stared at her in horror.  
 
    “This will do.” 
 
    Colleen handed me the uniform. I stood motionless.   
 
    “Put it on, Michelle.” 
 
    I looked at her, then at Janey, then back at the uniform. There was frilly underwear and white stockings, and a bra.  
 
    “He’s shy.” 
 
    “I can tell. He’s adorable!” 
 
    I looked around for the changing room.  
 
    “Just try it on here. It’s just us. Stop being so uptight and take off your clothes.” 
 
    It was one thing to be in Colleen’s house massaging her feet or watching gay porn. I wasn’t ready for this.  
 
    “Michael, I’m going to count to three. One…” 
 
    My hands were shaking as I took off my clothes. 
 
    “Let me help.”  
 
    Janey put her hand on my arm to steady me as I stepped out of my jeans and then my underwear. My face was so red that I was starting to sweat. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Janey said. “I see this all the time. I don’t judge.” 
 
    My embarrassment, at peak level just before, released a little bit. I turned away from Janey as I slipped down my pants and underwear and stepped out of them. Colleen came forward and took them from me. 
 
     
 
    I put on the frilly underwear and pulled up the white stockings. They felt odd but pleasant, how sheer the stockings were, and the softness of the underwear. I got half hard. Colleen helped me put on the bra and Janey brought out a couple of padded cups. Then I put on the ridiculous outfit.  
 
    “It fits him nicely. He’s got a slight build.” 
 
    “He’s very feminine. And his hair is almost long enough.” 
 
    Colleen ran her hands through my hair, then pulled it back into a pony-tail.  
 
    “Not yet though. He needs a wig and some shoes.” 
 
    “I’ve got a nice bob-cut wig.” 
 
     
 
    Janey came back with a black, bob-cut wig and put it on me. Then she held my arm as I slipped on a pair of pumps. They had a low heel, but I still felt unstable.  
 
    Janey and Colleen came around and looked at me.  
 
    “It’s almost there. Something’s not right, though.” 
 
    Janey walked behind me. 
 
    “The skirt needs to be smoothed down.” 
 
     
 
    Janey rubbed her hands around my waist, smoothing down the skirt. Every so often, her hand brushed against my dick. I had been brought so close to cumming earlier, it was impossible not to get hard now. I tried to fight it, but Colleen noticed right away. 
 
    “Are you turned on by this, Michelle?” 
 
    Janey removed her hands quickly. 
 
    “Oh! Sorry. That doesn’t normally happen.” 
 
    “I’m sorry-I-it’s-” I stammered, then shut up, as I was only making everything worse. Janey and Colleen exchanged smiles. 
 
    “It’s ok, Michelle,” Colleen said. “You just like it.” She walked closer to me. “Isn’t that right Michelle? You like this?”  
 
    She ran her hands up my legs and started fondling my dick.  
 
    “Look at me…that’s right. Tell me you like this.” 
 
    “I-” 
 
    “I’ll make it easy on you. Tell me you like this and I’ll suck your dick, right here, right now.” 
 
    I looked at Janey. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Janey won’t mind.” 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    “I like this, Ma’am.” I heard Janey laugh when I called Colleen Ma’am.” 
 
    “You like what?” 
 
    “I like dressing as a woman.” I blushed as I said it.  
 
    Colleen got down on her knees and lifted up my dress.  
 
    “You’re sexy as my little maid. Tell me you want to dress like this more often.” 
 
    Before I could respond, she licked slowly up the underside of my cock. 
 
    “I want to dress like this more often, Ma’am.” 
 
    “And maybe we should buy a couple of outfits, so you have options. A girl likes options.” 
 
    She took my dick back in her mouth and slowly sucked me.  
 
    “Yes! Options…are…good.” 
 
      
 
    Afterwards, I sat on floor feeling hazy and satisfied and ridiculous. Janey and Colleen had left me to my own thoughts while they caught up and Colleen browsed through the store. I could hear her pulling things off of the racks.  
 
      
 
    “How about this one?” 
 
    Janey was holding a pink satin petticoat. It was shiny and full of ruffles.  
 
    “I love it! Michelle, try it on.” 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    Colleen didn’t answer; she just shot me a warning look. 
 
    “Sorry Ma’am.” 
 
    I got to my feet slowly. I slipped off the maid’s outfit and stepped into the petticoat. Oh Jesus! It had a shiny pink top and poofed out about a foot in each direction around my legs. 
 
    “That outfit comes with a pink bow for her hair. I’ll get it.” 
 
    When the pink bow was in place, Janey and Colleen stood back and looked at me.  
 
    “I’ll get you some pink stockings to go with that and some pink pumps. And for the full effect she’s going to need makeup.” 
 
    “Michelle, turn around slowly.” 
 
    I turned around. 
 
    “Now walk across the floor.” 
 
    “She walks like a man.” 
 
    “I know. We haven’t worked on that yet.” 
 
    “Michelle, walk over to that couch. I want you to swing your hips like a lady. If you do it right, I’ll give you head again. Understand?” 
 
    I did my best sashay to the couch, but it wasn’t good enough. 
 
    “Come back and do it again. Here watch me.” 
 
    She swayed her hips as she walked in front of me.  
 
    “Now you try.” 
 
    I tried again, but it still didn’t satisfy Colleen. She made me watch her again, then practice five more times, then shook her head.  
 
    “I’m sorry angel, but you’re going to need to get a lot better before you get that blowjob. Now come, sit. It’s time to put your chastity back on.” 
 
    I sat obediently on the couch as Colleen pulled out my chastity cage from her purse. Janey’s eyes almost popped out of her head. 
 
    “Oh my God! That is so awesome! Can I watch?” 
 
    “Of course, come on. Sit next to him.” Colleen pulled my hips forward so I was sitting on the edge of the couch, then lifted up my skirt. 
 
    “He needs it. He can’t control himself.” 
 
    “That’s all guys.” 
 
    “I know. Now watch, I close the ring around his testicles like this, careful not to trap any skin. Now this tube slides over his dick.” 
 
    Janey held my skirt up out of the way as she watched Colleen push the tube over my dick, until it was almost flush with the ring. 
 
    “Now this peg goes through both holes…like so, and then we thread the lock through the hole in the peg and click it shut.” 
 
    “That’s so hot! He’ll do just about anything you say to get out of it, I bet.” 
 
    “He does everything I say anyway, don’t you Michelle?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Get down on your knees and kiss my foot.” 
 
    I quickly got to my knees and leaned forward. I pressed my lips slowly into the top of her foot. 
 
    “The other one.” 
 
    I kissed her other foot. She lifted it. 
 
    “Lick the bottom.” 
 
    I didn’t want to, but I remembered what it felt like to sit in my living room alone, thinking I’d just ruined this relationship. I also remembered promising to do whatever Colleen said, and I knew it would mean extra punishment to disobey her in front of her friend. My dick pressed against its cage as I licked the bottom of her shoe, tasting the dirt and grime. I gave it another lick. 
 
    “That’s enough. Stand up.” 
 
    I stood. I could see Janey staring at me, smiling. 
 
    “What do you say?” 
 
    “Thank you for letting me kiss your feet, Ma’am.” 
 
    “And for the pretty dresses?” 
 
    “And for the pretty dresses, Ma’am.”  
 
    Colleen push down my skirt and smoothed it out. 
 
    “Feel your pretty skirt, Michelle. It feels so good to dress like a girl, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “That’s right. It’s time to go now princess. You can change back into your boring boy-clothes.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    When I was ready, we all walked to the back door. 
 
    “Thank Ms. Janey for all her help.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ms. Janey.” 
 
    Janey pulled me in for a hug. 
 
    “I wish I had a boyfriend like you!”  
 
      
 
    On the drive back to Colleen’s, I was thoroughly confused. Colleen noticed. 
 
    “What’s going on, sweetie? You look troubled.” 
 
    “It’s what Janey said.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That she wished she had a boyfriend like me.” 
 
    “Why is that confusing?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just didn’t think someone would…”  
 
    “She’s a dominant. She wants a submissive guy, like you.” She patted my knee. “But she can’t have you. You’re mine.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    On Tuesday, I got a text from Colleen at work: 
 
    “Meet me at The Wheel for drinks at 6. Joanne and Ben will be there. :)” 
 
      
 
    They were all there when I arrived. True to form, Ben gave me a warm hug and Joanne gave me a somewhat stiff hug. We shot pool and played darts and drank. Joanne and Colleen went to the bar to catch up and, I assumed, talk about us. Ben and I shot pool.  
 
    “It’s good to see you, man. I’ve been thinking about you.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Wondering how it’s going with Colleen. I figure you might be going through some of the things I went through when Jo and I first got together.” 
 
    It suddenly occurred to me that Colleen might be telling people what we did. If she were going to tell anyone, it would probably be Joanne. And Joanne would tell Ben. I self-consciously put my hand over my crotch. I looked at Ben, but he had the same friendly smile that he always had. If he had known the kind of things Colleen and I did, he wouldn’t even be able to look at me. 
 
    “It wasn’t easy at first with Joanne, and I figure Colleen’s been testing you.”  
 
    “Yeah, it’s not easy. But it’s nothing too hard.” 
 
    He looked at me as his smile grew wider. He finally laughed. 
 
    “C’mon man, you can talk to me. I went through it with Jo.” 
 
    He looked around to make sure the coast was clear. 
 
    “She likes some weird shit.”  
 
    He laughed and clapped me on the back. 
 
    “Your shot.” 
 
    I cleared the table on my next turn, pocketing the eight ball on a nice bank shot.  
 
    “Yeah, Colleen’s into some weird shit, too.” 
 
    “I’m not surprised. A lot of women are.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah, if they’re comfortable enough around you. None of my early girlfriends were, but I wasn’t a great boyfriend back then, not the best listener, selfish. Now, though, I know how to make Joanne feel safe, so she opens up to me. I’ve done a lot of crazy shit I’d never thought I’d do, but the sex is fantastic.” 
 
    “Colleen’s the same. It’s…” 
 
    I looked to make sure Colleen wasn’t within earshot.  
 
    “It’s weird, but it’s the best sex I’ve ever had by a mile. It makes sense, I guess.” 
 
    “It does. There’s a trust and a connection. Sex is always better with a connection. I thought for a long time that I wanted the hottest chick at the party. Those were the type of women I used to date.” 
 
    That didn’t surprise me. He was a good-looking guy, and he had an easy charm.  
 
    “I had a bunch of really hot girlfriends in college, but none of them ever made me feel good about myself. Or they did at first, but then it faded. Only Joanne has been able to make me feel good long term.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say to that, so I nodded. 
 
    “The girls are coming back, but give me a call if you ever want to talk. It took me a while to get used to Joanne telling me what to do all the time, but like I said before, once I got secure with myself, it was easy.” 
 
      
 
    Joanne came over and put her arm around Ben’s waist. 
 
    “Hey boys. What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Manly things. You wouldn’t understand.” 
 
    “Yeah right.” She rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Honey,” Colleen said, “get us another pitcher of beer.” 
 
    I looked over at Ben. He made the ‘call me’ sign with his hand. I smiled.  
 
      
 
    At the bar, a woman around my age started talking to me after she heard me order. She wanted to know where I was from and what I was doing in Jackson. She was a little drunk, and she kept asking me questions, but she was nice enough. When I got back to our group, Colleen took my hands in both of hers. 
 
    “Who were you talking to?” 
 
    “Some woman.” 
 
    “Just some woman?” She tilted her head. “About what?” 
 
    “Nothing really. She wanted to know why I was in Jackson.” 
 
    “What did you say?” 
 
    “For work.” 
 
    “You were talking to her for longer than that.” 
 
    “Yeah, she asked what I did.” 
 
    Colleen was looking at me like I was crazy. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re not allowed to talk to her anymore. Understand?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I said do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes. Of course.” 
 
    After that, she kept her hand on my arm or back most of the night. She kept pulling me in for hugs and kisses. It felt really good. We both got drunk, so we left my car and took a cab home. When we got through the door, Colleen pushed me up against the wall. 
 
    “That bitch was hitting on my property.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “That woman at the bar! She was hitting on you. Jesus, can’t you tell?” 
 
    “Not really. Why are you worried about her? She can’t compete with you.” 
 
    “That’s right! Because I own you. Say it!” 
 
    “You own me, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Put your dress on. We’re going to fuck while you wear it.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen took off my chastity cage and I put on the frilly, pink petticoat and the matching satin top.  
 
    “And your bow.” 
 
    I put the bow in my hair. Colleen had me model for her, walking back and forth.  
 
    “You still walk like a man but you’re getting better. Come here. Lie down.” 
 
    I started to move to the bed, but she grabbed my arm. 
 
    “Not on the bed. On the floor. On your back.” 
 
    She sat on top of me.  
 
    “You look so sexy in your sissy outfit.”  
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    She moved her hips forward and back, grinding into me. 
 
    “Who’s my pretty girl?” 
 
    “I am, Ma’am.” 
 
    She pulled down her panties, then reached behind her and pulled out my dick. She lifted up and I felt her surround me as she lowered down. 
 
    “Oh!” She said, “I needed this!” 
 
    She began rocking slowly back and forth. I could feel her muscles squeezing me. We stared into each other’s eyes, not speaking as we moved in unison.  
 
    “I’m getting close. Don’t cum yet.” 
 
    I did my orgasm control exercises and squeezed my pc muscle. 
 
    “Ooh, that feels good. Keep doing that.” 
 
    She leaned forward and put her hands on my chest. 
 
    “I own you.” 
 
    She closed her eyes. Her mouth was open. 
 
    “I own you. I own you. Hold out, baby. I’m going to cum soon. Don’t cum.” 
 
    She threw her head back. 
 
    “I own you! I fucking own you! Don’t you dare cum!” 
 
    I didn’t, and for the first time, Colleen came while I was inside her. Her body shook, and she opened her eyes and looked at me in surprise. 
 
    “Oh my God! Oh my God!” 
 
    She spasmed. 
 
    “Oh my, fuck!” 
 
    She kept shaking until she couldn’t stand it anymore and lifted off me. She rolled on her side and hugged herself.  
 
    “Holy shit! That was like a full body orgasm!” 
 
    She rolled to her hands and knees and looked down at me. She was still breathing hard. 
 
    “You worked on cum control, didn’t you?” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    She smiled, then turned serious. 
 
    “I love you, Michael.” 
 
    “I love you, too, Colleen.” 
 
    “Would you like to cum?” 
 
    “I would.” 
 
    “I’m going to give you a special treat and let you choose how.” 
 
    “While making love to you on the bed.” 
 
    She smiled.  
 
    “Ok.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    On Friday night, I cleaned the house wearing my maid’s outfit. When I was done, Colleen gave me head. On Wednesday, Colleen had me wear my sissy outfit. We watched gay fetish porn as Colleen edged me. She made me cum just as one of the guy’s on screen was coming.  
 
      
 
    On Saturday, I wore my maid’s outfit all day. Colleen wanted to pretend that I was her real maid. She read on the sofa as I cleaned.  
 
    “Maid! Bring me a glass of water.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    “Maid! Put this book back on the coffee table and bring me the one with the cats.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” I put the book back on the table a foot in front of her and handed her the book with the cats. 
 
      
 
    “Maid, my feet need rubbing!” 
 
    “Maid, kneel before me, I want to use you as a foot rest.” 
 
    “Lift your skirt up, maid. I want to see your ass.” 
 
    “Kneel in front of me, maid.” She pulled down her underwear. “You know what to do.” 
 
    When I had brought her to orgasm, she had me stand in front of her. 
 
    “You’ve been a good maid today.” 
 
    She ran her hand down my stomach to my dick. 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You’ve served me well, and you’ve been so good about wearing your pretty maid’s outfit. I’m going to give you a reward.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    She lifted my skirt and pulled down my stockings and underwear. She took off her necklace and unlocked my chastity cage. 
 
    “There, freedom for the little guy.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    Colleen gave me a slow stroke. I was hard almost instantly.  
 
    “Do you see how I reward my sweet little girl when she’s obedient?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am, I do.” 
 
    She continued stroking me. Her other hand rubbed my balls.  
 
    “You’re so sexy when you’re wearing your maid’s outfit. You're my sexy little girl, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    I lost myself in her touch. After a little while, though, her voice brought me back: 
 
    “Tell me what you like about your maid’s outfit, Michelle.” 
 
    It took me a moment to find my voice. 
 
    “I like that it’s soft…and shiny. And…and” 
 
    Her hands were magic. I was going to cum soon. 
 
    “Tell me you love being a girl!” 
 
    “I love being a girl, Ma’am!” 
 
    “Louder!” 
 
    “I LOVE BEING A GIRL, MA’AAAAAAAM” 
 
    I came hard. I made weird grunting noises and my entire pelvis spasmed. Colleen had some cum on her hand, which she wiped on my arm. She pointed to more cum on the floor. 
 
    “Clean up, maid. You don’t want to leave a mess lying around, do you?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    I was really starting to like my dresses.  
 
      
 
    For some reason, the next week Colleen didn’t once tell me to wear one of my dresses, and I didn’t get to cum. I was crazy horny, and I knew if I put on a dress we’d have sex, or I’d at least get an orgasm. But Colleen didn’t mention it. I tried to hint at it, but I didn’t do a good job, I guess. I made Colleen happy by cleaning without being asked, but she just thanked me. She didn’t tell me to put on my maid’s outfit or make me watch gay porn.  
 
    By Thursday I was desperate, and as I washed the dishes after dinner, naked, in her apron, I pressed my groin up against the front of the sink. The pressure gave me just the smallest bit of stimulation through my cage. I rocked my hips back and forth slightly. It felt good without making me hard, which would have hurt as the cage blocked me. This wasn’t a solution, but it was good enough for- 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    Colleen was standing in the doorway, her arms folded across her chest. 
 
    “We’re you masturbating?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “It looked like you were.” 
 
    “I was just pressing myself up against the sink, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You were just pressing your dick up against the sink?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Isn’t that masturbating? What kind of excuse is that? You were pleasuring yourself, and when I asked, you denied it by describing how you were pleasuring yourself! Did you drink all the wine? No Ma’am. I just poured the wine into my mouth.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You were masturbating!” 
 
    “I wasn’t paying attention, Ma’am! It wasn’t on purpose!” 
 
    “Finish the dishes, then come up to my bedroom.”  
 
      
 
    Colleen wasn’t wearing her lingerie this time. She wore a short leather skirt and a red bra. My eyes lit up when I saw her.  
 
    “On your knees on the bed, now!” 
 
    I hurried toward the bed. 
 
    “Not that way, face away from me.” 
 
    She walked to her dresser and pulled out a thick leather belt. She folded it over and held it with her hand over the buckle.  
 
    “Eyes down!” 
 
    I heard her walk over and stand behind me.  
 
    “I control your dick. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I decide if and when you get pleasure, and how you get it. Masturbating, or whatever it was that you were doing, is a big offense. More than that, you disobeyed me. I had thought you had accepted our relationship and made a commitment to be with me.” 
 
    “I have!” 
 
    “Quiet! Don’t interrupt me. What you did before, eating without permission, not texting me in time, you didn’t know that you were breaking the rules, so your spanking wasn’t serious. But this time you knowingly broke a rule, and I won’t have that. Your punishment will be more severe. Hold the bed frame.” 
 
    She handcuffed my wrists to the frame. 
 
    “Lie down, flat. Good. This is going to hurt.” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “Ow! Ma’am Ow!” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m so-” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
      
 
    WHAP!  
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “Please! Ma’am! Pl-” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “Ow! Ma’am!” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    The pain was so intense, I thought I was going to rip off the bed frame.  
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “Please! I’m sorry! I won’t ever do it again!” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “Please! Please!” I started to cry.  
 
      
 
    WHAP!  
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    Colleen dropped the belt. She knelt on the bed and rubbed my back. 
 
    “Shhh. It’s ok, sweetie. You can cry.” 
 
      
 
    She unlocked my hands, then sat on the bed and put my head on her lap. She wiped away my tears. I was shaking from the pain. 
 
    “I know sweetie. It hurts.” She ran her fingers through my hair. “I’m sorry I have to do that. But I have to. You know that, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes. Ma’am.” My voice came out in a whisper. 
 
      
 
     After I calmed down, Colleen told me to put on my sissy outfit and wait on all fours in the center of the room. She went downstairs and came back with a plate from the kitchen.  
 
    She knelt and held my chin. 
 
    “You’re going to be a good girl for me now, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” I meant it. I couldn’t take another beating like that. 
 
    “Good. Now, I know you want to cum, and I’m going to let you because you were brave and took your punishment like a big girl. But you’re going to cum my way.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You were humping the counter before like an animal. So now you’re going to cum like an animal.” 
 
    She placed the plate between my legs, then lifted my skirt and pulled down my underwear. She unlocked my chastity cage and held the tube up to my nose.  
 
    “Smell.” 
 
    I lurched back. Oh my God! Colleen laughed. She reached between my legs and started stroking me. As she did, she pulled my dick downwards, like she was milking a cow. It felt so good. 
 
    “My sweet little girl likes her rewards, doesn’t she?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am!” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    I started to rock slowly forward and backward. 
 
    “My sweet good girl is always going to be obedient to me, isn’t she?” 
 
    “Yes, oh, God, yes Ma’am!” 
 
    She started speeding up her strokes.  
 
    “She isn’t ever going to disobey me again, because if she does, she knows she’ll get punished, isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I’m never going to disobey you again, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Because?” 
 
    “Because I’ll get punished, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You belong to me.” 
 
    “I belong to you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I want you to cum for me, Michelle. Cum for your owner. Now!” 
 
    “Oh, oh, FUCK!” 
 
    I screamed as I came onto the plate. Colleen kept stroking me and calling me her good girl, milking every last drop out of me. She kept going as the pleasure turned to pain. 
 
    “Oh God! Ow! Please Ma’am! Please!” 
 
    “Not yet, slave. Stay with me.” 
 
    My body jerked back and forth as I moaned and screamed. I heard Colleen laugh. She took her hand away and I rested my head on the floor as the pain gradually faded. Colleen sat back on her heels and looked at me. 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, Michelle. You’re not done though. As your final bit of punishment, you’re going to lick up your cum from the plate.” 
 
    She was serious! I almost pleaded with her not to make me do it, but I knew that would just get her mad. I turned around and looked at it. The feeling that I needed to serve Colleen, to do what she said right when she said it, had decreased, but it was still there. Was I really going to do this? Why did I feel like I had to? 
 
    “Michelle, I’m waiting.”   
 
    I looked at her. I remembered when I thought she would break up with me, how much my chest hurt, knowing I would do anything to get her back. I leaned toward the plate and licked up my cum. At one point I heaved. 
 
    “Oh, come now! I’ve had it and it’s not so bad. You just need more practice and you’ll start to like the taste.” 
 
    That sounded ominous. 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.”  
 
    “Come, lie on the bed with me.” 
 
    She held me and stroked my back and neck. 
 
    “You make me so happy, Michael. I’ve wanted this for so long, but I never thought I would actually have it.” 
 
    “I love you, Colleen.” 
 
    “I love you too, Michael. You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me. And you’re very brave.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Oh course, sweetie.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    I felt weird at work the next day, but I knew it would pass, and I knew I was better off with Colleen. I mean, even just thinking about leaving her made me feel awful. I loved her, and the really strange thing was that when I thought about licking up my cum, my dick tried to get hard. It was so awful doing it, but now that it was over, it felt…different, exciting. Something about that was upsetting to me, but I couldn’t tell which feeling was the real one: the excitement or the shame. 
 
      
 
    My mind kept spinning, trying to figure out how I felt. I couldn’t concentrate. I couldn’t talk to Cindy about it. If she ever knew what Colleen made me do, I’d never be able to look her in the eyes again. Finally, I decided to text Ben. I could talk around the problem with him. He texted back and told me to call. 
 
    “Hey Man, good to hear from you.” 
 
    “Thanks, you got a minute?” 
 
    “Of course, what’s up?” 
 
    “It’s about Colleen, and her bossiness. Can you keep this a secret?” 
 
    “Of course. Everything you say stays between you and me. And no judgment.” 
 
    “Thanks. Colleen’s been really demanding lately, even more than normal, and she…”  
 
    I could feel my face flushing red.  
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah, sorry, I’m just having trouble putting it into words. Remember how I said she was into some weird shit?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Well, it keeps getting weirder, and it’s…uncomfortable.” 
 
    “Ok. I hear you. Uncomfortable how?” 
 
    “I don’t want to go into specifics. I know I’m making her happy, but some of the stuff we’re doing feels just…weird.” 
 
    I felt my chastity cage under my pants.  
 
    “Weird?” 
 
    “Yeah. Like…I don’t know how to describe it without saying what it is, but while we’re doing it, it feels fine. But afterward I feel like I should’ve said no or stood up for myself. But then later, like today, it feels good again. Does that make sense?” 
 
    “Of course. I’ve been there. Can I ask you some questions?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “You said when you’re doing it, it feels good?” 
 
    “Yeah. Sometimes. Most of the time.” 
 
    “Ok. And after you do it, only then does it feel bad?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “And when you say after you do it, I take it that means after you cum?” 
 
    “Yeah.” That was embarrassing, but Ben seemed fine with it. 
 
    “It’s natural that you have a drop in emotions after you cum, just like you have a drop in energy. That’s just our bodies telling us we’ve fulfilled our mission as men.” 
 
    “Ok. But it’s confusing how I like it, then don’t like it right after, then later, looking back on it, like it again.” 
 
    “Are these things you’ve ever done before with anyone else?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Have you ever thought about them before? Like do they go against your belief system?” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say: I wasn’t sure I even had a belief system.  
 
    “Not really. I guess I haven’t thought about them much.”  
 
    “So no?” 
 
    “They go against what I’ve always considered normal, but not because I thought about it, just because that’s how everyone was.” 
 
    “It’s hard for me to completely follow without knowing more.” 
 
    “Yeah…ok, let me think…here’s one: she doesn’t want me to start eating until she says so.” 
 
    “Ok. Is that important to you, eating first?” 
 
    “No, not eating first, but just that she decides when I can eat.” 
 
    “She decides when you can eat when you’re together, or all the time?” 
 
    He didn’t seem weirded out by what I was saying. 
 
    “Only when we’re together.” 
 
    “Ok. That’s not common, but it’s not super weird.” 
 
    “But that’s just one thing. There are a lot of things like that.” 
 
    “So she’s super controlling, basically?” 
 
    “Yes. She controls everything!” 
 
    “Ok, now we’re getting there. I understand, man. Joanne’s super controlling too. She has this way she wants everything done. And if it’s not done like that, shit, look out. But it’s like I said before, you’ve got to be really secure in yourself to accept that. Let me ask you a question, are you happy in the relationship outside of her being controlling?” 
 
    “Yes…definitely.” 
 
    “Ok, and with your past girlfriends, were you as satisfied, less satisfied, more satisfied?” 
 
    “This is the most satisfied I’ve been, hands down.” 
 
    “Cool! So your past girlfriends weren’t as controlling, but the relationships weren’t as satisfying. Colleen is really controlling, and the relationship is more satisfying.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Ok. Here’s a zinger for you. Could it be that you like being with a controlling woman?” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say to that. I didn’t like being controlled. Did I? 
 
    “Is that uncomfortable for you?” 
 
    “No.” I lied. “I just don’t know how to answer. I never thought of it like that.” 
 
    “If you like being with a controlling woman, then a lot of the things you do together are going to be exciting because they’re being done in that context of her controlling you. But right after you squirt, that desire is sated, so you’re embarrassed because as men we’re told to always be in control. Then later, you’ve gone through your refractory period and now all of that’s attractive again.” 
 
    “How do I know if that’s it?” 
 
    “That’s where you’re going to need to do some soul searching, cause the only one who can figure that out is you. Personally, I like a strong woman who’s controlling. I get bored if someone doesn’t push me. And I do shit for Joanne all the time that I’m not crazy about, but that’s just the price of admission. Have you heard that term before?” 
 
    “Not about relationships.” 
 
    “Everyone is fucked up in some way. And each of us brings that fucked up part of ourselves to a relationship. And the other person can’t change it; they either accept it or not. If they do, that’s the price of admission: the cost of being in a relationship with you. With some women, it’s that they’re late all the time. It sounds like Colleen’s price of admission is high. What you need to decide is, is it worth it?” 
 
    “Ok. That makes sense.” 
 
    “Think about it. Think about how you feel when you’re with her and whether you want that or not.” 
 
    “Cool. Thanks. I will.” 
 
    “All right, man. I have to get back to work, but I’m glad you called.” 
 
    “Thanks for taking the time.” 
 
    “You bet. Later on, Mike.” 
 
    “Later Ben.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t get much work done the rest of the day. I kept thinking about Ben’s question. Did I like being controlled? I know I had told Colleen I liked it, but I was talking about in a bedroom sense. This was being controlled all the time. Who would want that? But Ben said he liked it, and he wasn’t weak or desperate or anything. He was a stud. And Joanne certainly seemed controlling. If he was ok with her, maybe it wasn’t so weird. 
 
      
 
    That weekend, Colleen was very loving with me. We went hiking together and watched some Netflix. She gave me a back massage and I brought her to orgasms each morning and night. She didn’t ask me to put on one of my dresses. She didn’t tease me or even mention when I might cum. I thought on Sunday that she might after we came back from brunch, but Colleen said she had work to do. 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    “Yes, princess?” 
 
    “I was going to do some cleaning, and I was curious if you wanted me to wear one of my dresses?” 
 
    “The maid’s outfit or your sissy outfit?” 
 
    “Well, I’m cleaning, so probably the maid’s outfit.” 
 
    “Ok, I’ll allow it.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    I cleaned the living room and the kitchen. When I was almost finished, Colleen came up and hugged me. 
 
    “You’ve been such a good girl, cleaning for me.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    She kissed my neck, then reached under my skirt and held my caged cock through my underwear. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. After work tomorrow, you come right home and put on your dress, and maybe I’ll let you cum. Isn’t that nice of me?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    I came straight home after work the next day. Colleen was in the living room, reading. She spoke without looking up. 
 
    “Hello, princess.” 
 
    “Hi Ma’am.” 
 
    I waited for her to say something about the dress.  
 
    “Do you have a question for me?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. I was going to wear the dress today.” 
 
    She put down her magazine and looked at me.  
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes. Ma’am.” 
 
    “Which one?” 
 
    “Whichever one you want, Ma’am?” 
 
    “You’re the one asking to wear a dress, Michelle. You must have had one in mind. Which one is your favorite? Which makes you feel most like a woman?” 
 
    “I guess the pink one.” 
 
    “Your sissy dress?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.”  
 
    “Ok. Ask me if you can wear it.” 
 
    “Can I wear my sissy dress Ma’am?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    I knew better than to say that I wanted to cum. I knew what that would get me.  
 
    “I like that one the better, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I…like the ruffles.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I’ll remember that. Yes. You can wear your pretty sissy dress with the ruffles.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “But there’s a cost. We both know that if you wear your dress tonight, you get to cum, and if you don’t wear the dress, you don’t.” 
 
    “That’s what you told me yesterday, Ma’am.” 
 
    “So I should probably get something for letting you wear the dress, right? I mean, I’m doing you a pretty big favor.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. What would you like?” 
 
    “Two things. First, we’re going to throw out all of your uncomfortable boy underwear and get you some silky women’s underwear.” 
 
    “Why, Ma’am?” 
 
    “Because it’s more comfortable, and because I said so.” 
 
    She looked at me, waiting for me to disagree. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Second, last time you came, you made a face when you ate it, and I told you that you just needed more practice. So you’re going to get that practice. Tonight, and whenever I say, you’re going to eat your cum.” 
 
    She looked at me, waiting. 
 
    “Or you could not cum.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. I promise.” 
 
    “You promise what?” 
 
    “I promise I’ll wear women’s underwear always from now on, and I’ll eat my cum.” 
 
    “Good girl. Now go get dressed. Don’t forget to wear your bow. And then come down here. And bring a towel.” 
 
      
 
    When I returned, Colleen pushed up her skirt, and pulled down her stockings and underwear.  
 
    “Kneel, on the floor.” 
 
    She reached forward and straightened my bow, then caressed my face. 
 
    “You look beautiful, Michelle.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    She reached behind my head and pulled me forward. I licked her slowly, delicately. She leaned back on the sofa and exhaled.  
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
      
 
    After she’d cum, Ma’am took off my chastity cage and had me stand to the left of the sofa and wait for any orders.  
 
    “Stand up straight, Michelle. A girl should have correct posture…good. Now put your hands behind your back…good.” 
 
    She went back to her book. I waited, but she didn’t address me again. I watched as she read. Her skin was so smooth. She always looked like she’d just come inside from a cool Fall day. I saw her smile. 
 
    “I can feel you looking at me.” 
 
    “You’re beautiful, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Thank you, Michelle. Why don’t you get down on your hands and knees in front of me?” 
 
    She put a plate beneath my cock, then knelt beside me and reached between my legs. I was hard immediately. 
 
    “Someone’s happy to see me.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    Her fingers worked their magic. I sunk into that hazy space, where my thoughts grew blurry around the edges. 
 
    “You look so sexy in your sissy dress, princess.” 
 
    She started to rub my stockinged legs as she stroked me.  
 
    “Feel how nice your stockings feel, Michelle. Don’t they feel wonderful?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    “And don’t you like your petticoat, how pink and fluffy it is?” 
 
    “Ohhhhh, yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “You look so pretty.” 
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    “Such a pretty little sissy. Your hair’s almost long enough to style. I’m going to get Janey to come style it for you. She does hair.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. If you say so.” 
 
    I breathed deeply and moved the energy up through my body.  
 
    “I do, Michelle. It’s time you stopped pretending to just be a sissy to get to cum. It’s time you accepted that you were a beautiful sissy because you like it.” 
 
    “Oh Ma’am!” 
 
    She slowed down her stroking. 
 
    “I know you like it, Michelle, being a sissy. You begged me to wear your sissy dress today, that must mean something.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I stared at the floor. I didn’t want to agree, but I didn’t want her to stop stroking me, either. 
 
    “You could have worn your maid’s outfit. But you love your pretty pink dress with all the ruffles; you said so yourself.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “And you know what sissies love most of all, Michelle?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    I was getting close. I kept sending the energy up my body, but her touch was overwhelming me. She was like the Picasso of handjobs. 
 
    “Sissies love cock, Michelle. They love sucking cock and getting fucked. That’s what they love most. Isn’t that right, sissy?” 
 
    I didn’t reply, and Ma’am took her hand away. I was so desperate that I started humping the air, trying to get more stimulation to take me over the edge. 
 
    “I said, isn’t that right sissy?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. Yes. Please!” 
 
    “Please what?” 
 
    “Please keep stroking me, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I don’t know, Michelle. You weren’t very polite to me just now. I asked you a question and you were ignoring me.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ma’am. I’ll answer.” 
 
    She slid her fingertip up the underside of my cock, barley touching me, but sending me into spasms.  
 
    “I asked if you were ready to admit you were a real sissy, but you refused to admit it. So I’m not sure you get to cum.” 
 
    “Oh, please Ma’am! Please!” 
 
    “Are you ready to admit you’re a sissy?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I’m a sissy, Ma’am!” 
 
    “And what do sissies love more than anything else?” 
 
    “They love cock, Ma’am.” 
 
    “That’s right sissy. You love cock. Say it.” 
 
    “I love cock, Ma’am." 
 
    She started stroking me again.  
 
    “Because I’m such a nice person, Michelle, I’m going to help you get that cock. Isn’t that nice of me?” 
 
    I was past the point of no return, my whole body shook. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am, ohhhhhh, fuuuuuuuuuucccccccckkkk!” 
 
    I came, violently, explosively, my cum shooting out onto the plate. I thought I heard a distinct ‘plink’ sound, but it could have been my imagination. I moaned and arched my back as Ma’am kept stroking me. 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you!” 
 
    She moved to the couch and looked down at me. 
 
    “You know what to do.” 
 
    I turned around and licked up my cum. Every drop.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    The next week, I wore my dress on Monday and Tuesday night. Colleen said that if I wore it three days, I’d get to cum. Wednesday night, when I got home from work, I found her in her study on her computer.  
 
    “Ma’am, may I we-” 
 
    She held up a hand to stop me.  
 
    “Michelle, don’t interrupt me.” 
 
    “Sorry Ma’am.” 
 
    She went back to her computer. I waited.  
 
    “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    When I was naked, she looked me over.  
 
    “You have such a nice body, Michelle. I think from now on, other than your dresses, you’re not allowed to wear clothes in my house.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “You were going to ask me something?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am. May I wear my dress today? The maid’s outfit, Ma’am?” 
 
    “You really like being my maid, don’t you Michelle?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    She looked at me for a moment. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Michelle. Not today.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    She turned to face me. 
 
    “Because I said so. Is that a problem?” 
 
    “No Ma’am. I was just curious if I did something wrong.” 
 
    “I think you’ve gotten complacent lately. You just expect to wear your pretty dresses whenever you want. They’re for special occasions.” 
 
    I knew I shouldn’t ask the next question, but I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    “Do you think I can wear it tomorrow, Ma’am?” 
 
    “I don’t know yet, Michelle. Maybe if you show me something special tonight.” 
 
    “Like what, Ma’am?” 
 
    “I’m sure you can figure something out.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    It felt weird at first to be naked while Colleen was dressed, but as the evening wore on it got more normal. I decided that I would dust and clean Colleen’s living room and kitchen. I would have done that anyway with my maid’s outfit, so I figured it would show dedication even though I knew I wasn’t going to cum.  
 
    Colleen was happy with me, and after I cleaned up after dinner, she took me up to her room and handcuffed me to the bed. She put on her sexy lingerie and her strap on dildo and climbed between my legs. She leaned over and kissed me. I felt her dildo press against my stomach.  
 
    “You made me happy today, Michelle.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You followed instructions and you even took initiative. I’m going to reward you by fucking your asshole and letting you eat my pussy. Isn’t that nice, Michelle?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    She sat back between my legs and ran her fingers over my hard cock. Her fingers felt amazing! 
 
    “You’re so excited, Michelle. You really love when I fuck you, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I know you wanted to wear your pretty dress so you could cum today, but I’m afraid I’ve been spoiling you. I’ve been letting you cum too often and letting you wear your pretty dresses too often. I know you’d dress like a girl every day if you could, isn’t that right, princess?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    She lifted up and brought the head of her cock to my asshole.  
 
    “Look at me, Michelle. That’s right.” 
 
    She pushed slowly into me. I struggled to avoid closing my eyes. I relaxed as the cock sunk deep into me. Colleen saw that I was comfortable and began pushing slowly in and out. 
 
    “Ohhh…that feels so good Michelle. One day, you can live out your fantasy as a girl. I know you want that.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You just need more practice taking cock. You’re not ready for a real cock, yet, but you’re close. Won’t that be nice, slave, when you get a real cock in your mouth?” 
 
    I kept quiet. I knew she was just getting into it, but I didn’t want to agree to it. 
 
    “I know you’ve been dying for some real cock.” 
 
    Her fingers worked their magic around my dick. I felt almost like I was in a different reality, one in which the most important thing, the only thing, was to make Colleen happy.  
 
    “Yes, oh, yes Ma’am.” 
 
    I prayed she would masturbate me to completion, but I knew she wouldn’t. When Ma’am set a condition, three days of wearing a dress before I could cum, she stuck with it. Asking would just upset her.  
 
      
 
    Later that night, Colleen threw out all of my underwear. She said I could wear hers until I got some women’s underwear of my own. She then called Janey, who said she could stop by for dinner the next day with underwear for me.  
 
      
 
    The next day after work, Colleen had me put on my maid’s outfit and wait in the front hall for Janey to arrive. 
 
    “You’re my maid tonight, so I’ll be holding you to high standards. While we eat, you stand three feet away from the table, ready to assist whenever you’re needed. I better not have to ask you to refill my or Janey’s wine glass, sissy, or I’ll put you over my knee right at the table.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “When Janey arrives, show me how you’ll greet her.” 
 
    I didn’t know what she meant. I’d say hi and shake her hand or give her a quick hug. 
 
    “I thought so. As a maid, you curtsy when a superior enters. Do you know how to curtsy?” 
 
    I grabbed my skirt and bent my knees. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to bow my head or not. I decided to do so. I thought I did pretty well. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” 
 
    “I thought it was a curtsy, Ma’am.” 
 
    “That was your curtsy?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    She sighed and shook her head. 
 
    “Ok, first things first, you bowed your head, but then you lifted it back up before you came back up. That’s a no-no. Keep your head bowed throughout.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Second, grab your dress between your thumb and your first two fingers and extend your pinkies. Do it.” 
 
    She watched. 
 
    “Good. When you bow, put your right foot behind your left and keep most of your weight in your front foot.”  
 
    She watched as I arranged my legs.  
 
    “Now bend your knees out to the side, not forward, and keep your back straight. If you stick your ass out, I’m going to take you upstairs and spank you with my belt. Try it now.” 
 
    I held my skirt between my thumb and first two fingers, with my pinkies extended. Then I put my right foot behind my left and bent my knees.  
 
    “Don’t look at me. Look down. Again.” 
 
    I did it again. 
 
    “Better, but be smoother when coming up. You’re rising too quickly.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. Again.” 
 
      
 
    “That was worse. Again.” 
 
      
 
    “Again.” 
 
      
 
    “Again.” 
 
      
 
    “Ok. That’s good enough for tonight, but we’ll need to work on it. I won’t have you embarrass me.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I know I shouldn’t get my hopes up, but tell me what you’re going to say to Janey when she walks through the door.” 
 
    “Um, hello Ms. Janey?” 
 
    “Are you asking her a question or saying hello?” 
 
    “Hello Ms. Janey.” 
 
    “Say ‘welcome Ms. Janey.’” 
 
    “Welcome Ms. Janey.” 
 
    “You may go wait near the door for Janey to arrive. She should be here in 10 minutes.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Come back here. When I dismiss you, you curtsy as a thank you. Do it now.” 
 
    I curtsied.  
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    10 minutes later, the doorbell rang. I opened it and stepped aside as Janey entered. I closed the door gently, then faced her. Suddenly, I forgot the first step of the curtsy. I knew I should bow my head, but what else? Shit! I looked at Janey. She smiled warmly at me. Oh right, hold on to my skirt. I curtsied. I came up really slowly. At one point I wobbled a little, but overall I think I did well. 
 
    “Welcome Ms. Janey.” 
 
    She set down the large bag she was carrying and took my hands in hers. She held them out to the side and looked me over. 
 
    “You look beautiful, Michelle. You may place my bag in the living room.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    I curtsied again. As I carried the bag into the living room, I saw two wooden canes sticking out of the top. I head Janey and Colleen talking: 
 
    “I brought some new toys for you, Col. I think you’re going to like them.” 
 
    “I bet I am. And I imagine Michelle will like some and hate others.” 
 
    They both laughed. 
 
    “Michelle, we’ll have wine. The pinot.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    I curtsied. I wasn’t sure I was supposed to keep doing it. I imagined Ma’am would tell me to stop when she wanted me to stop. 
 
    “Your sissy is looking very comfortable in her dress.”  
 
    “She wants to wear it all the time! I have to tell her no or she’ll wear it out.” 
 
    “That’s so amazing!” 
 
      
 
    I poured the ladies wine and stood four feet back. I kept a sharp eye on their glasses. Janey placed the large bag in front of Colleen. 
 
    “Check it out.” 
 
    Colleen smiled, then lifted out one of the wooden canes. 
 
    “Oh Janey, this is so nice!” 
 
    “That one is only a quarter of an inch thick! That’ll sting. When she’s really bad, that’s what I’d use. When it’s a lighter punishment or you just feel like disciplining her, use the other one. That’s 3/8 of an inch.” 
 
    Colleen tested the cane’s flexibility. 
 
    “This is really great! It’s rattan?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Colleen looked at me and smiled. 
 
    “Princess, come look at the nice canes Ms. Janey got for us. Aren’t they wonderful?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. Thank you, Ms. Janey.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, dear. Now, let me show you the underwear I brought.” 
 
    She dug through the bag and pulled out a pink, ruffly pair. 
 
    “You told me she loves her sissy dress, so I brought more in that style.” 
 
    “Try it on, Michelle.” 
 
    I moved forward and took the underwear. I looked at Colleen. 
 
    “Yes, here. Take off your pantyhose and underwear and put those on.” 
 
    She looked at Janey and shook her head. Janey laughed.  
 
    I knelt down and took off my shoes, then carefully took down my pantyhose. Lastly, I took off my underwear. 
 
    “Hold your dress up, princess. Show Janey your chastity belt.” 
 
    “Come here, Michelle.” 
 
    I went to Janey. She ran her finger over my cage. She looked at me. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” 
 
    “Not so much anymore, Ms. Janey. Only when I get too excited.” 
 
    “I hear you’ve gotten a lot of orgasms lately.” 
 
    “Yes, Ms. Janey, Ma’am has been very nice to me.” 
 
    “I know a slave who only gets one orgasm a month.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say to that. It sounded horrible. 
 
    “You should really thank Colleen for how nice she is to you.” 
 
    I turned to Colleen. 
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    “Oh course, princess. Try on your pretty panties now.” 
 
    I stepped carefully into my new underwear and pulled them up. 
 
    “Michelle, take off your dress.” 
 
    I shed my dress. I stood before Janey and Colleen in just my underwear and bra.  
 
    “That bra really fits her perfectly, Janey.” 
 
    “I know my bras.” 
 
    “Michelle, turn around.” 
 
    I turned around. Then Colleen told me to walk across the room and back.  
 
    “I love them! Thank you.” 
 
    “Here’s another pair.” 
 
    She pulled out a light purple pair. These weren’t frilly, but they were tighter, and they formed a V at the bottom. I took off my pink underwear and put them on.  
 
    “That’s nice,” Colleen said. “I like how it hugs his cage.”  
 
    After that, I tried on a light blue pair and a red pair. Colleen liked all of them.  
 
      
 
    “Michelle, take off your underwear.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    She sounded unhappy. Shit. What had I done? 
 
    “Do you see Janey’s wine glass?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with it?” 
 
    “It’s empty, Ma’am.” 
 
    “What did I tell you about tonight?” 
 
    “Not to let your or Janey’s wine glass get empty.” 
 
    “But you didn’t do that, did you?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    She patted her lap. 
 
    “Come, over my knee.” 
 
    I looked at Janey.  
 
    “Why are you looking at Janey? Is she your owner?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “I warned you that I would put you over my knee if you disobeyed me, and you clearly disobeyed me. Did you not?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    She patted her thighs. 
 
    “Come. No, other side, so you’re facing Janey.” 
 
    I put myself over Colleen’s lap. She grabbed me around the waist and adjusted me. Then she rubbed my butt and thighs.  
 
    “Oh, Ma’am. It hurts.” 
 
    “Your cock really likes when you get spanked, doesn’t it, Michelle?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Stand up, let’s get the chastity cage off of you.” 
 
    I stood in front of her as she pulled off her necklace and unlocked my cage. Janey was watching with a sly smile on her face.  
 
    “Aren’t you going to thank me?” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Over my knee.” 
 
    I got into position. Ma’am rubbed my ass and between my thighs. I got hard. She ran a finger up my butt crack and pressed against my asshole.  
 
    “Do you like this, Michelle? My finger pressing against you?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Maybe later, we can show Janey how you like to get fucked. Wouldn’t that be nice?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good girl. Now be brave for me.” 
 
      
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! 
 
      
 
    She was warming me up. I knew from experience it would get more intense. 
 
      
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! 
 
      
 
    “You have the makings of a good maid, Michelle, but you’re lazy, and I won’t have a lazy maid.” 
 
      
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! 
 
    Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! 
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “Ahhhh!!!” 
 
    “You embarrassed me in front of company!” 
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “Don’t ever embarrass me in front of company again!” 
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m sorry Ma’am! Please forgive me!!” 
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
      
 
    She pushed me off of her lap. 
 
    “Kiss my feet and apologize!” 
 
    I dove and kissed her feet. 
 
    “I’m sorry Ma’am. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Now kiss Janey’s feet and apologize to her.” 
 
    “I’m sorry Ms. Janey. Please forgive me.” 
 
    Janey looked at me without smiling. 
 
    “I didn’t tell you to stop. Keep kissing.” 
 
    I kissed Janey’s feet, alternating from one to the other. 
 
    “Stop Michelle. Keep your lips pressed to Janey’s foot.” 
 
      
 
    I heard Colleen grab one of the canes. She moved to the center of the room and gave it some practice swings. I heard it whoosh through the air.  
 
      
 
    “Michelle, I’m going to give you three strokes with this cane. You can jump around and make noise; I know it hurts. But if you take your lips off of Janey’s shoes, for even a second, I’m giving you five more. Don’t say anything. I know you agree.” 
 
    She moved behind me. I was shaking. I’d never been hit with a cane before, but I was pretty sure it would hu- 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Oh my God! Oh my God! I grabbed on to Janey’s heel and pressed my lips hard against her foot. I can’t believe how much it hurt!  
 
      
 
    “Good girl. I know it stings. You have two more coming.” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    I kept hold of Janey’s heel and screamed through closed lips, which sounded a little like I was trying to clear my throat but didn’t quite know how. I felt Colleen’s hand rubbing my back. 
 
      
 
    “You’re doing really well. Only one more. Just breathe.” 
 
      
 
    She waited another ten seconds. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    She placed the cane on the chair and squatted beside me. She pulled me up into a hug. 
 
    “My brave girl. My sweet brave girl.” 
 
    “Than-…thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, sweetie. Now why don’t you get us some more wine?” 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, I did a much better job serving dinner and didn’t earn any more punishments. I waited by the side of the table and made sure everything was served and refilled without Colleen or Janey having to ask. I could feel that the cane had left marks on my butt. I wondered what they looked like. 
 
      
 
    Afterward, Colleen and Janey talked in the living room while I cleared the table and washed the dishes. I joined them when I was finished.  
 
      
 
    “Come, Michelle, kneel.” 
 
    I knelt next to Colleen. She ran her fingers through my hair. 
 
    “You’ve trained him so well, Colleen!” 
 
    “She still has a ways to go, but she’s learning. Aren’t you, princess?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Why don’t you go put on your sissy dress? I know how much you like it, and Janey I’m sure would like to see you model it for her.” 
 
    “I would.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Before you go. Janey, can you do something with her hair?” 
 
    “Of course. Come, Michelle, kneel in front of me.” 
 
    I knelt before Janey, and she ran her fingers through my hair. She pulled it into a pony tail and tilted her head to look at it.  
 
    “Do you have any ribbons, Col?” 
 
    “I think so. Michelle, look in the kitchen. There should be a couple pink ribbons in the drawer next to the silverware.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    There were two pink ribbons, about a half-inch thick. I brought them to Janey and she put my hair in pig tails.   
 
    “Come here. Kneel” 
 
    Colleen took my face in her hands and looked at me. She turned me a little right, then left.  
 
    “Get dressed. Hurry.” 
 
    I ran upstairs and changed into my sissy dress, with my pink stockings and pink shoes. I hurried back downstairs and stood in the center of the room.  
 
      
 
    “Michelle, are you hard?” 
 
    “Yes, Ms. Janey.” 
 
    She turned to Colleen. 
 
    “Does he usually stay hard like that?” 
 
    “Yes. He really loves his sissy dress. Michelle turn to the right. Good. Now arch your back and stick out your butt. Good.” 
 
    She turned to Janey. 
 
    “She wants to be a slut, but she doesn’t know how.” 
 
    “Michelle, watch me walk.” 
 
    Janey stood up, and walked to the kitchen, swaying her ass. She made it look unintentional, like her ass just naturally moved that way.  
 
    “You try it.” 
 
    I walked, trying to move my butt like she did. 
 
    “Not bad. Your hips are tight, but it’s a start. Now look at me. Put your index finger in your mouth. Look at Colleen as you do. Now suck it. Puff your lips out a bit.” 
 
    “That’s kinda hot, Janey.” 
 
    “Yeah it is. She’s going to make a good little slut.” 
 
    “Let’s take her upstairs.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen stood and took my hand. Janey grabbed her bag and followed. Upstairs, Colleen bent me over the foot of the bed while Janey grabbed ropes from her bag and tied them around my wrists, then to the headboard. She made some type of quick, complicated knot that let her tighten the ropes easily, pulling me forward until my thighs pressed against the bed and my arms were stretched tightly. She grabbed a couple pillows and put them under my chest. She caressed my cheek. 
 
    “Col, have you thought of makeup for her? She’d look good with some rouge and a little lipstick.” 
 
    “Let’s try lipstick now.”  
 
    I heard her walk to her dresser.  
 
    “Catch” 
 
    Janey caught the lipstick and took off the cap. It was a deep red. 
 
    “Pucker your lips dear.” 
 
    I stuck my lips out and she put a generous amount of lipstick on my upper lip.  
 
    “Now press you lips together. Roll them around…Oh Colleen, she looks so pretty!” 
 
    Colleen came around to look. She had put on lingerie and was holding her strap on harness.  
 
    “I like it!” 
 
    She rubbed my head. Janey hopped off the bed and grabbed her bag. I felt Colleen rub lube on my asshole. 
 
    “Relax, princess.” 
 
    She pushed her finger around my hole. 
 
    “Easy.” 
 
    She pushed into me. 
 
    “Michelle, relax.” 
 
    It was difficult. I wondered what Janey was thinking. I tried to just shut my brain off, but it was difficult. I closed my eyes as I felt Colleen push a second finger into me. 
 
    “You’re doing really well, princess. I’m proud of you.” 
 
    I felt Janey climb onto the bed. When I opened my eyes, I saw that she was wearing a strap on dildo as well. It looked like a real penis, just like Colleen’s, except hers was brown, to match her skin.  
 
      
 
    Janey scooted forward and put her knees by my head. She reached down and lifted my chin. With her other hand, she brought the tip of her dildo to my lips. 
 
    “Open, Michelle.” 
 
    I opened and she pushed slowly into my mouth, only a couple inches.  
 
    “Suck my dick, Michelle.” 
 
    Janey brought her other hand behind my head and held me. Her hands were warm and strong. Colleen pulled her fingers out of me and peeled off her glove. She brought her dildo to my asshole.  
 
    “Deep breath in.” 
 
    She pushed into me. I grunted and moved forward, which pushed Janey’s dildo farther down my mouth. I tried to pull back, but Janey’s hand on the back of my head held me tightly. She pushed her hips slightly forward, and at the same time, Colleen thrust into me. I felt drool running down my chin.  
 
    “Oh wow, Colleen! She’s such a slut!” 
 
    “She’s never gotten it in both ends before, have you Michelle.” 
 
    I tried to say no, Ma’am, but it came out garbled. Janey laughed. I felt Colleen’s hands rub my back, then grab my waist for leverage. 
 
    “My good girl. My sweet good girl.” 
 
    I felt so full. I looked up at Janey. She responded by caressing my cheek. 
 
    “You’re doing so well, Michelle.” 
 
    They continued fucking me. I don’t know how long. At some point, I felt my body relax and just sway with them, moving forward as Colleen pressed into my ass, then backwards as Janey thrust into my mouth. I put up no resistance and just moved like a branch in the wind.  
 
      
 
    After a while, Janey pulled out of me and sat back against the headboard. She loosened her harness and threaded her hand down into her underwear. Her eyes met mine. Colleen sped up her thrusts, pounding into me. I watched as Janey rubbed herself. Her mouth opened and her breathing sped up. Finally as she closed her eyes, leaned her head back and came, opening her mouth without making a sound before letting loose, 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Yes!” 
 
    I put my head down on the bed and felt the cool, soft sheets as Colleen’s cock rubbed over my prostate. Colleen eventually slowed down and pulled out. She rubbed my lower back. Janey untied my ropes.  
 
    “Up on the bed, princess. You’ve earned a reward.” 
 
    I climbed up on the bed. 
 
    “All fours, sweetie.” 
 
    Colleen moved her hand between my legs and started to slowly stroke me. I let go with a low moan. I closed my eyes, but then felt a hand beneath my chin. I opened to see Janey. She was holding my chin and rubbing herself again.  
 
    “That’s right sweetie; look at Ms. Janey while I milk you.” 
 
    Her hands expertly coaxed me into a full erection. And soon I was rocking back and forth and groaning. Janey kept her hand beneath my chin, forcing me to look into her eyes. I was breathing heavily through my open mouth. 
 
    “Oh God! Oh God!” 
 
    I frantically did my cum control exercises, sending the energy through my body. Colleen started stroking me faster. She wanted me to cum, and cum quickly.  
 
    “Oh, Ma’am! Oh my God, Ma’am!” 
 
    “Does my cock-loving sissy want to cum?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. Please! Your cock-loving sissy begs you! Please may I cum?” 
 
    “Cum for me, sissy. Cum for your owner!” 
 
    I came hard, shooting jet after jet of semen into her waiting hand.  
 
    Janey mouthed the words “fuck yeah.” 
 
    Colleen kept stroking me, as I surrendered completely and the pleasure turned to pain and I begged and begged her to stop. Finally, she took her hand away and I collapsed forward.  
 
    “Good girl. Good girl.” 
 
    Janey retightened her harness, pulling her cock up and against her waist. Colleen came around and smeared my cum onto her dildo.  
 
    “You know what to do, princess.” 
 
    Janey knelt up, and I moved forward and took her dildo into my mouth, sucking and licking it clean of all my cum.  
 
      
 
    When I was finished, I lay down on the bed. Colleen got behind me and held me. Janey lay in front of me and ran her fingers through my hair.  
 
      
 
    Later, we said goodbye to Janey. I thanked her for the underwear and canes and for letting me suck her cock. She pulled me into a tight hug and gave me a kiss on the cheek. 
 
    “You are so wonderful, Mike!” 
 
    I looked at her. Her smile was completely genuine, as if we had just had a fun night playing Scrabble.  
 
    “I hope we get to play again soon.” 
 
    She hugged Colleen and the two of them walked to Janey’s car. I watched from the doorway as they had a long hug goodbye.  
 
      
 
    When Colleen came back inside, she brought me to the living room and we sat on the couch together. 
 
    “How do you feel?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Ok, I guess, Ma’am, a little weird. I thought it would be harder, you know, someone else being there.” 
 
    “You handled it really well.” 
 
    “Janey’s really nice, and she’s so accepting. I don’t feel like she’s judging me.” 
 
    “She’s great. She really likes you, too.” 
 
    I thought about that. It still felt weird that she liked me the way that she did. 
 
    “I can tell you’re confused about something, sweetie. What is it?” 
 
    “Janey. Why she likes me.” 
 
    “What do you mean, why? Because you’re you.” 
 
    That didn’t make much sense to me, and I told Colleen as much. She studied me for a moment. 
 
    “Do you think people generally like you or not?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Think about it. When you meet someone new, do they walk away thinking you’re a good guy, or no?” 
 
    “How should I know?” 
 
    “What do you mean, how should you know? By how they act toward you!” 
 
    “I guess they don’t dislike me.” 
 
    She squinted at me.  
 
    “What about Ben and Joanne? Do you think they like you?” 
 
    “Joanne I can’t tell. Ben, I think, does. But it could be that he just likes you, and I’m with you.” 
 
    “I’ve literally seen Ben be an asshole to a guy I’m dating. In fairness, that guy was a jerk.” 
 
    I nodded. I wasn’t sure what to say. 
 
    “What about at work. Do you think the people there like you?” 
 
    “I don’t know. They tolerate me.” 
 
    She leaned forward and rested her head on my chest. She turned it back and forth. 
 
    “They like you.” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “I can just sense it.” 
 
    I thought about what she meant.  
 
    “I’m not sure why they would like me. It’s not like we talk all the time.” 
 
    Colleen lifted up and stared at me. 
 
    “Michael, are you a robot?” 
 
    “What? No. I’m not a robot.” 
 
    “You’re acting like a robot.”  
 
    She repeated my last answer, about not being sure why people would me, in a robot voice. She laughed.  
 
    “Honey, I’m teasing you because I don’t know what else to do.” She took my hands in hers. “People like you.” 
 
    “Why? I don’t try to make them like me.” 
 
    “That’s part of the reason why! You’re not trying to impress them and boasting about how awesome you are or trying to be something you’re not! You’re just a solid guy who’s calm and caring. You make people feel comfortable. And every once in a while, when you smile, you look really handsome.”  
 
    I thought about that. 
 
    “I always figured I wasn’t all that likable.” 
 
      
 
    She looked sad. She reached forward and grabbed my face with both hands. She kissed me. 
 
    “You’re enough. Michael. You’re likeable. Loveable. Just like you are. Without doing or saying anything, you’re enough. Do you understand?” 
 
    I looked at her. She really meant it.  
 
    “I don’t know what to say to that.” 
 
    “You don’t have to say anything. And I get that it might be difficult to believe, so I’m going to remind you every once in a while. Don’t get a big head though and start acting all cocky.” 
 
    “I don’t think you need to worry about that.” 
 
    “No, I don’t either.” She smiled.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
    The next few weeks were both great and difficult. They were great because I felt Colleen and I grow closer, and I felt her returning the love I felt for her. We found every excuse to touch each other, her leaning into me as we watched tv, or us rubbing our feet together under the table as we ate.  
 
    But deep down, I struggled with our relationship, and…what I let Colleen do to me. It was easy to go with it when we were together: I loved her, and being next to her made everything ok. But I feared that I was being unmanly. It was funny, I’d never cared about being manly before. But now it seemed important. And a part of me worried that Colleen only wanted this type of guy for a little while, and soon she’d dump me for a real man. 
 
      
 
    The next week, Colleen was very hands off. I still cleaned for her, obviously, and did most of the chores, which I had been steadily taking over anyway. I did our laundry, hand washing my new frilly underwear and her lingerie. I also vacuumed and dusted on Sunday. But that had become normal, for the most part. And being naked while Colleen was dressed started to feel normal as well. Her house was just the place I didn’t wear clothes, or at least not men’s clothes.  
 
      
 
    I wondered why she was being distant. I asked her if she was upset, but she said no. Had I done something wrong? I tried to imagine what Cindy would say. I pictured her looking at me like she was trying to figure out how I could be so thick. She’d probably start asking me if I was just thinking of myself or of Colleen’s needs too. I thought about that. It could be that she was having a rough time because of something not having to do with me, like work, and she needed to save her energy for that. Or it could be that she was feeling vulnerable for some reason. I didn’t understand why she would feel vulnerable, but often, when I couldn’t understand how someone could possibly feel a certain way, it meant that they were feeling that way. That night I bought some chocolates and roses and a couple candles. When Colleen got home from work, I had dinner already on the table, and roses in a vase.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t say anything, she just came over and hugged me. She then turned around and pressed her back against me. 
 
    “Hold me.” 
 
    We stayed that way for a little while. I was going to serve her dinner as her maid, but she wanted to eat together, and for me to sit next to her. She wasn’t very talkative during the meal, but she held my hand as we ate. As she was finishing up, she turned to me. 
 
    “This has been a really difficult week at work, Michelle. I’m sorry I haven’t shared it with you. I was just having trouble dealing with it and I wasn’t ready to talk about it.” 
 
    “We don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want.” 
 
    “I’m ready now. I have to fire one of the women who works under me. And I like her and I feel awful about it. But she keeps not showing up for work and then lying about it. I’ve talked to her about it twice this month, but she keeps doing it.” 
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that. Is there a reason?” 
 
    “I asked her, but she says nothing’s wrong. She doesn’t have kids, so it’s not that. I asked if she needed time off, but she refused. Last week she tried to get one of the interns to do her work.” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “Yeah. I have to let her go.” 
 
    “Is there anything I can do to make you feel better?” 
 
    She looked at me and a slow smile spread across her face. I didn’t know what she was thinking, but I had a feeling it would be difficult for me.  
 
    “Yes. There is. Let’s go upstairs.” 
 
    I started to collect our plates. 
 
    “Leave it. Upstairs, now.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    I lay face down on her bed while she tied me to the bedposts.  
 
    “I really like having you naked all the time, Michelle. I don’t have to wait while you take off your clothes.” 
 
    “The 35 seconds we save really come in handy, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Over 30 years, Michelle, that’s an entire month of playtime we save.” 
 
    I had a feeling she hadn’t really done the math, but I kept my mouth shut. I heard her open a drawer. It sounded like she took out her belt. She came over and let it rest on my butt. It was definitely the leather belt. 
 
    “You asked me what you could do to make me feel better. I feel frustrated and taking it out on you is going to make me feel better. Think of that as I’m beating you: you’re making me feel better.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap. 
 
      
 
    She warmed me up slowly, slightly increasing the force as she worked around my butt and down my thighs. She stopped every so often and rubbed me with her hand.  
 
      
 
    WHAP!  
 
    “OW!” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    She rested the belt on my back and rubbed my butt.  
 
    “Are you ok?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “You’re doing really well. You know to tell me if it’s too much, right?” 
 
    “I do. Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    She rubbed my butt. I breathed deeply.  
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    I grunted and squirmed as much I could.  
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    I was nearing my limit. I wanted to take as much as possible for her, to make her feel better, but also to show her I could serve her this way, too. I wanted to be everything for her. 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    Something happened, and I felt the blows get easier to take. It was like a feeling of warmth and calm came over me. I felt my body relax. 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
    WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    Colleen dropped the belt and climbed on top of me. She hugged me. Then she untied me and turned me over. She kissed me deeply.  
 
    “Do you feel better, Ma’am?” 
 
    “I do, Michelle. Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    We lay together. I felt really peaceful. It was hard to explain, but I felt even closer to Colleen after my beating. She kissed my ear, then bit my earlobe. She put her hand on my heart.  
 
    “How do you feel, Michelle?” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “Tell me more.” 
 
    “I feel peaceful.” 
 
      
 
    She looked at me. 
 
    “You like it when I dominate you, don’t you?” 
 
    “A little.” I smiled.  
 
    I could tell she was thinking of something, but I couldn’t tell what. 
 
    “When was the last time you came?” 
 
    “A week ago…seven days.” 
 
    “I know how long a week is.” She smiled. “Do you think you’ve earned an orgasm?” 
 
    “I think so. Yes Ma’am. But it’s your decision.” 
 
    “Do you want me to make you cum, sweetie?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma'am! Please.” 
 
    “I have a deal for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I can give you a handjob now, or tomorrow night I'll suck your dick twice. Wouldn't that be great?” 
 
    It'd been a while since my last blowjob. Lately I'd been the only one with a cock in my mouth. And twice!  
 
    “Can you wait for it, sweetie? I like it when you’re patient. It shows me that you understand who’s in charge.” 
 
    “I'll wait.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    She wrapped her arms around me and held me. Not much later, I heard her rhythmic breathing that told me she was asleep. I lay awake for another hour, my heart swelling and my dick straining in my cage, before I finally fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Colleen took me out of my cage so I could clean myself. We showered together and I carefully washed her from head to toe. She got out and turned the water to cold to get my erection down. I was shivering as I stepped out. Colleen quickly dried my crotch and locked me up, just as my dick was starting to get erect again. She sent me off to work with a kiss and a squeeze of my ass.  
 
      
 
    “Tonight is going to be wonderful, sweetie. Just you wait.” 
 
      
 
    The day both crawled and went by in a blur, which happened a lot when I was looking forward to my release. It’d now been eight days since I’d cum. While I was used to not cumming every day, Colleen had varied the waiting time between my orgasms, sometimes three days, sometimes five, sometimes, thankfully, only two. I was never totally comfortable or sure of when my next one was. It kept me on edge, which I guess was the idea. 
 
      
 
    That night, Colleen kept touching and rubbing me through dinner. She hadn’t unlocked me, and my dick was straining and hurting. Colleen knew that and kept rubbing my thighs, then looking at my face as I grimaced in pain. 
 
    “It hurts, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Maybe we should go upstairs and take care of you? Would you like that?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am!” 
 
    “I thought so. You’ve earned yourself two really nice blow jobs tonight. Haven’t you?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good girl. But do you think it’s fair that one of us gets something if the other doesn’t? That doesn’t seem fair to me.” 
 
    I knew a trap when I heard one. 
 
    “If you say so, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I’m glad you agree. Come, we’re going to do something fun.” 
 
    Upstairs, I stood in front of her. 
 
    “Let’s get that cock cage off you.” 
 
    She unlocked my cage and slowly stroked my cock. In no time I was hard.  
 
    “Kneel. We need to get some lipstick on those lips.” 
 
    I knelt. Colleen applied my lipstick. 
 
    “That looks good baby. But I think I’d like to see you fully dressed in your sissy dress.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “And let’s put some ribbons in your hair.” 
 
    Colleen gave me pig-tails. Then I slipped on my frilly pink underwear and my sissy dress. She stripped down to her bra and panties, then slipped on her strapon harness.  
 
    “It would be unfair if only one of us gets to suck cock tonight. I know how much you love it. So I’m going to let you suck my cock. Isn’t that nice of me?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    She walked up to me and took my dick in her hand. She looked at me as she slowly stroked me. My knees almost buckled it felt so good. I stared at Colleen. I needed her. 
 
    “You want to come, don't you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma'am.” 
 
    “You know what you have to do, don't you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma'am.” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I have to suck your dick, Ma'am.” 
 
    “No sweetie, you get to suck my dick. Say it.” 
 
    “I get to suck your dick, Ma'am.” 
 
    “That's right, Michelle. Do a good job sucking my cock and I’ll give you the best blowjob of your life, followed by an even better one. Get on your knees.” 
 
    Colleen rubbed my face with her hand. She held the base of her cock and brought it to my lips. 
 
    “Aren't you excited?” 
 
    “Yes Ma'am.” 
 
    “That doesn't sound very convincing. A slut like you should beg to suck my cock. Isn't that right, Michelle?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma'am.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma'am, what?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma'am, I should beg to suck your cock.” 
 
    She smiled at me. 
 
    “What are you waiting for? Start begging.” 
 
    “Please ma'am, let me suck your cock.” 
 
    I leant forward to take her cock in mouth, but Colleen put her left hand on my forehead to stop me. With her right hand she lifted her cock out of reach of my mouth and pressed it vertically against her waist. 
 
    “You horny slut! Trying to suck my cock without permission! Bad girl!” 
 
    I leant back on my heels.  
 
    “Now try again. Beg me to let you suck my cock.” 
 
    “Please! Please Ms. Colleen! Please let me suck on your big fat cock! I love it so much! I’m so hungry for cock!” 
 
    “That’s better.” 
 
    Holding the cock at the base, she brought it down so it faced me straight on. I leaned forward and took it in my mouth.  
 
    “Ooohh, baby, that feels so good. Keep sucking.”  
 
    I went down a couple inches, then pulled back till just my lips were on the head. Then I sank back down a little further. 
 
    “Mmmm, doesn't that feel good?” 
 
    She put her hands on the back of my neck. 
 
    “Sweetie, look at me as you suck my cock. I want to look into your eyes…that's right. Look right at me.” 
 
    Her breathing started to speed up as I bobbed up and down on her cock. She put her hand on my head and ran her fingers through my hair.  
 
    “Mmm, good girl. Deep throat me now, ok?” 
 
    I went down until I felt her cock at the back of my throat. Then I pushed a little farther. She grabbed the back of my head and held me against her. I started to gag. 
 
    “Oh yes! Choke on it. Choke on my big cock!” 
 
    I started coughing. She laughed and let go of my head.  
 
    “Back on it, sweetie. You can recover quicker. Let's go.” 
 
    I started sucking again. This time, Colleen held the sides of my head with both hands and arched her hips. She started to breathe deeper.  
 
    “That's right you fucking slut. Suck it!”  
 
    Her voice dropped an octave, and I knew she was really turned on. 
 
    “C'mon sissy. Suck me! You love my fucking cock in your mouth, don't you?” 
 
    She didn't give me a chance to answer. She fucked my face with passion.  
 
    “You love cock you fucking sissy! God! I can’t wait to see you suck on a real cock!” She pulled out.  
 
    “Get on the bed. On your knees. Now!” 
 
      
 
    I scurried onto the bed. Colleen grabbed some lube and rubbed it on my asshole, then pressed the head of her cock against me. Without a word, she entered me. She held onto my hips and slowly pulled out, then pushed back in. I concentrated on keeping my muscles relaxed. I could tell by her breathing and the way her fingers dug into my sides that she was going to cum soon. She sped up her thrusts, pushing almost all the way inside me. I pushed back as she did, trying to get her all the way in.  
 
    “Oh, yes baby! Push back into me! Fuck yourself, Michelle!” 
 
    I pushed back, moving with her, feeling her cock fill me up.  
 
    “Keep going.” 
 
    I moved forward and back, feeling my butt press against her waist when she was fully inside me. I pulled forward, rounding my back, then arched as I pressed back into her. I heard the sound of my breath as I sped up. I pressed back and held it. 
 
    “Oh God! Michelle! Michelle!” 
 
    She exploded in an orgasm, screaming and bucking wildly. When she was finished, she caught her breath as she pulled slowly out of me. 
 
    “Oh, sweetie. You are such a good girl. You are such a good little girl. Turn over baby, onto your back.” 
 
    I did. It was time now. Colleen took off her harness and left it in the bathroom. She came back and lay next to me on the bed. 
 
    “Baby, I'm too tired to get you off right now. Maybe tomorrow or the next day, ok?” 
 
    “What?!” 
 
    “I said I'm too tired to go down on you. I will tomorrow, or maybe the next day. I don’t know.” 
 
    She was looking at me as she said it. She didn’t seem tired. She was studying me, waiting to see if I’d complain. My dick was so hard I could’ve pounded nails into concrete.  
 
    “Do you have something to say?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Only one thing, Ma’am.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Thank you for letting me suck your cock, and for fucking me.” 
 
    “You’re welcome. Now go to sleep.” 
 
    I turned over and closed my eyes. I know I should have been angry or upset. But if I were truly honest, I was more turned on and in love with Colleen than ever. Her going back on her promise, taking away my orgasm just because she felt like it, took her ownership of me to another level, where she had almost total control, where her every action was justified, because she was my owner, and I belonged to her. I couldn’t fall asleep right away, so I lay awake for another 30 minutes, smiling. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
    The next morning we ate breakfast together. I had made pancakes, which never came out as good as Colleen’s, but she appreciated the effort.  
 
    “Stop eating.” 
 
    I put down my fork. 
 
    “Kneel next to my chair and put your head in my lap.” 
 
    She ran her fingers through my hair. I shut out all other thoughts and concentrated on the sensations of her touching me, her fingertips on my scalp. 
 
    “You liked it when I denied you last night, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “I felt it. Why did you like it?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Yes. Tell me. I want to know.” 
 
    I felt suddenly nervous. I was happy I didn’t have to look at her.  
 
    “I just do.” 
 
    “Your ears are red. Are you blushing?” 
 
    “Yeah. Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    She was silent for a moment. 
 
      
 
    “You do know.” 
 
    “What, Ma’am?” 
 
    “You do know, you just don’t want to tell me.” 
 
      
 
    “Michelle. Tell me.” 
 
    “I’m afraid, Ma’am.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. 
 
    “I’m afraid you won’t like me if I like when you…you know.” 
 
      
 
    After a little while I looked up at her. She looked confused. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve always liked the way things felt, like licking you, and the dildo…you know that. But that was physical, and it makes sense, with nerve endings and the prostate and all. But this other part, where you boss me around and don’t let me cum even though you said I could…where you control me…I like that too.” Everything felt fragile again, and dangerous, like I was walking through the forest and night and didn’t know if there was anything in my path. “I’m worried that you won’t like me…if I want it…I’m afraid you won’t respect me, and you’ll leave me for someone more manly.” 
 
      
 
    A bead of sweat ran down my face. When I looked at Colleen, her eyes were kind. She stroked my face. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie. I’m dominant. Dominant women want men who submit to them. Why would I be with someone I didn’t respect?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Yes you do.” 
 
    She was right. 
 
    “Look at me. I will never do anything to you, or ask you to do anything that would make me lose respect for you. You’re my lover. I want a lover I respect.” 
 
    “You don’t see me as weak for letting you do this to me?” 
 
    “Is that what this is? Me doing it to you?” 
 
    I stared at the floor. Colleen reached down and lifted my chin. 
 
    “Answer me. Am I just forcing you to do this?” 
 
    “I never thought about this stuff before.” 
 
    “I know you never thought about this before. That doesn’t mean you don’t want it. Don’t look down. Look at me. I know I’ve pushed you, and I’ve stretched your boundaries, but I didn’t think I was forcing you against your will to do this. Is that what I’m doing?” 
 
    “No.”  
 
    “No?” 
 
    “No Ma’am. I want this. I’ve always wanted it, from the beginning I’ve loved it. You’re the sexiest woman in the world. I love being with you always, and I love it even more when you control me…even when you humiliate me.” 
 
    I could barely get through it all, and the last part came out as a whisper. She leaned forward and kissed me.  
 
    “You make me happy. It takes strength to submit, Michael, not weakness. You admitting that you like it makes me love you even more. It makes me respect you more. And it lets me know that we can go even further. That we can start with the really kinky stuff.” 
 
    “Start with the really kinky stuff?!” 
 
    “We’ve covered the basics. Now I’m going to ramp it up.” 
 
    “Oh Jesus. Now I’m afraid.” 
 
    She leaned over and kissed my forehead. She smiled. 
 
    “Good. You should be.” 
 
      
 
    As I did the dishes, a strange sense of calm came over me. It wasn’t happiness, exactly, or maybe it was. It was more accurate to call it a release. I was happy, but it was because I was no longer worried. It should have been obvious, but it took me a minute to realize that what I had released was shame, and along with it, the fear that Colleen thought I was unmanly for what we did. It felt good not to pretend. I loved Colleen and I loved playing with her like this. She was my dominant and I was her submissive, and I wanted it that way.  
 
      
 
    That afternoon, I was tied to the bed face up with clothespins on my nipples. Colleen sat between my legs, slowly stroking me.  
 
    “You’ve done very well at your first wave of training, Michelle. Your curtsy is getting better, and you’re looking more natural in your dress and light makeup. Your hair looks very nice in your pig-tails. You look like a proper slut.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    I could barely understand her. I knew that before I could cum, she would get me to agree to something extreme. I was afraid and excited to see what it was today. 
 
    “I think it’s time, Michelle.” 
 
    “For what, Ma’am?” 
 
    “For you to prove your commitment to me. Your commitment to being my sweet slutty girl.” 
 
    She waited. 
 
    “Aren’t you my sweet slutty girl? You certainly like when I fuck your ass, and just the other day you positively begged to suck my cock. That’s what sluts do.” 
 
    She gave me a slow stroke, then held cock with my foreskin pushed over the head.  
 
    “You want to know a secret?” 
 
    “What Ma’am.” 
 
    She started stroking me again. 
 
    “Lots of girls want to be sluts. They’re just afraid of what people will say. Fortunately, that’s not you, right Michelle?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “You’re a proud slut. Aren’t you?” 
 
    She leaned down and took me in her mouth. I moaned. She crawled up my body and kissed me, then spoke in my ear. 
 
    “I want you to suck a cock for real. I want you to take a real cock in your mouth for me.” 
 
    “Oh Ma’am. I don’t know. I…” 
 
    I had known this time would come. Or at least, I suspected it would. Part of me hoped it wouldn’t, but just a part.  
 
    “Who, Ma’am?” 
 
    “Someone I trust, who I’ve known for a long time and whose wife is also dominant, so he wouldn’t judge you or think you’re weird.” 
 
    “Not Ben. Please not Ben!” 
 
    “Why not Ben? He’s very handsome.” 
 
    “Please Ma’am!” 
 
    “Relax, sweetie. It’s not Ben.”  
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am. Who is it?” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “You’ll see.” 
 
    “When?” 
 
    “Next weekend. A week. That’ll give you a whole week to look forward to it. Picture it, sweetie, your lips around a nice, hot cock.” 
 
    She grabbed my dick and guided me inside her. I did my breathing exercises to stop myself from cumming, or I would have lost it right there.  
 
    “I want you to think about sucking that cock while we’re fucking, Michelle. Think about it bobbing up and down in front of your face, precum dripping from the tip.” 
 
    I could smell her arousal. She pulled her hair up on top of her head with both hands and let it go. Her breasts rose and fell with the movement. She was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. How in the world did I get so lucky? 
 
    “Picture kneeling in front of him, his big hands holding your head, me looking on proudly as you run your tongue up his shaft, then take him in your mouth.” 
 
    Every muscle in her vagina was pulsing, massaging my dick, bringing me closer and closer to the edge. 
 
    “Oh!” Her breathing sped up. “And when…when he cums…I’m going to hold your head in place…Fuck! I’m going to make you swallow his cum. Oh God, Michael, I’m so close!” 
 
    I pulled up on my pc muscle and squeezed my butt, breathing the energy up into my body. My fingers tingled.  
 
    “You’re going to be such fucking sl-uuutttt!” 
 
    She came, and I let go and came, too, screaming and screaming as the sensations went through every cell in my body. My pelvis kept spasming as I shot jet after jet inside her. I don’t think I’d ever cum so much.  
 
    “Oh my! You’d really had a lot of cum saved up for me!” 
 
    “Oh my God, Colleen! I love you. I really do. You saved me.” 
 
    “I saved you?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “From what sweetie?” 
 
    I tried to think of how to say it, but words failed me. I just smiled. 
 
    “I can’t explain it. You just have. Please hold me. Touch me, please!” 
 
    She leaned forward and hugged me. 
 
    “I love you Michel. With all my heart I do.” 
 
    I felt her arms around me, squeezing tightly. I felt her chest on mine, our hearts pressing together. I had meant what I said: she’d saved me, from a life of being numb, of missing out on joy and ecstasy. Of missing out on love.  
 
    “Michelle?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am?” 
 
    “You filled me with a lot of cum.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    She pulled off of me, then swung her knee over my head. 
 
    “Think of this as practice.” 
 
    She lowered herself onto my face, and I licked and sucked my cum from her pussy. She was right: there was a lot of cum.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
    Work on Monday seemed to be going normally, at least to me. Cindy and I were going over a new marketing strategy for a longtime client. Like most established businesses, they didn’t quite understand the range of analytics that were possible and were caught up in the number of people visiting their website. I suggested to Cindy that — since it came up so often — that we should make a video explaining why hit-rate wasn’t directly related to sales. She smiled and said no, but suggested that, if I wanted, I could do it on my own just for fun. I smiled and said no in exactly the same tone that she used. She laughed.  
 
    “You seem lighter today, Michael. What’s going on?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    She stared at me for a moment. 
 
    “No…something’s up. You’re not usually funny. No offense.” 
 
    “Things are going well with Colleen, so I’m in a good mood.” 
 
    “That’s wonderful! I’m glad you were able to work it out.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to talk about it with Cindy, obviously, but I did feel lighter. I was still feeling the glow from accepting that I liked Colleen dominating me. It was like a weight that I hadn’t even realized I was carrying had been lifted from my shoulders. After lunch I stopped by Cindy’s office to drop off a file. 
 
      
 
    “Are you ok, Michael?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You’re walking a little funny.” 
 
    I didn’t know what she meant. 
 
      
 
    “You’re walking like you pulled something in your leg or your groin.” 
 
    “No, I’m fine.”  
 
    My chastity cage! I’d gotten so used to wearing it that I’d forgotten about it, or at least I didn’t think of it as so odd anymore. But seriously? After all this time. Now she notices?! 
 
    “Let me see you walk across the office.” 
 
    “Cindy. I’m fine.” 
 
    “You’re walking a little bow-legged.” 
 
    “I need have to go work to do.” 
 
    “What?!” 
 
    “I have work to do, I mean.” 
 
    “What’s going on with you?” 
 
    I hurried back to my desk. I may have accepted that I loved being dominated, but no way was I comfortable with other people knowing it, especially Cindy.  
 
      
 
    When I got home after work, Colleen called me into the living room. She was sitting on the couch with a bag at her feet. 
 
    “Kneel.” 
 
    I kissed her feet. 
 
    “I got you something today.” 
 
    She pulled out a blonde wig from the bag.  
 
    “Isn’t it nice?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    The hair went down to my shoulders, where it curled outward. 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am. I love it.” 
 
    “Do you know what this style is called?” 
 
    “No Ma’am. I guess I’d call it kinda medium length.” 
 
    “Is that a joke?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “After you master cocksucking, we need to work on your descriptive skills.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “It’s a bob cut.” 
 
    “I thought my maid’s outfit wig was a bob cut.” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “That one’s a classic bob. This is a bob with soft fringes and outward curls.” 
 
    I looked at the wig again.  
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “This is a bob with soft fringes and outward curls. What should I wear it with?” 
 
    “We’ll need to get you something. It doesn’t go with your sissy dress or your maid’s uniform. I’m thinking something stylish yet simple.” 
 
    She looked at me. 
 
    “I’d ask you what you thought, but I’m pretty sure you’d just say it should go with a dress.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am, that’s pretty much what I was thinking.” 
 
    “I’ll think of something. For now, put these on.” 
 
    She handed me my pair of thin purple underwear and a navy blue skirt that came down to my mid-calves. I put on a bra and slipped in my breast pads. Colleen handed me a pink t-shirt.  
 
    “I got the t-shirt when I got the wig.” 
 
    It was lacy and thin without being over-the-top, like the sissy dress was. 
 
    “Now, we need to go over some practical cocksucking skills. I won’t have you embarrass me on Saturday by not being able to make your man cum.” 
 
    I looked down.  
 
    “Great sex isn’t just about the sex. It’s about how you make the person feel when you’re not having sex. You’re good at that, though I don’t think you know that that’s what you’re doing. You make me feel safe, and that lets me relax in bed.” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “You’re not going for that when you give a blowjob, though. You want to make your man feel raunchy. You’re a dirty slut and you want him to know that you’re dirty and that he can be dirty, too.” 
 
    “And slutty.” 
 
    “Yes,” she tried to hold in her laugh but couldn’t. “And slutty. Can you think of how you might do that?” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “Think.” 
 
    I thought about what Colleen did that turned me on when she gave me blowjobs.  
 
    “You lick your lips?” 
 
    “I do. Do you know what that does?” 
 
    “It’s sexy.” 
 
    “Right. Why?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    She exhaled, her patience for my cluelessness was wearing thin.  
 
    “It shows you that I love sucking cock. You want the person to know that you love it. That lets them know that you’re getting something from it as well.” 
 
    “Ok.” 
 
    “Do it.” 
 
    “Lick my lips?” 
 
    “Hold on.” 
 
    She stood up. She was wearing pants, and underneath them she was wearing her strap on dildo. She pressed on her pants, showing the bulge of her dildo.  
 
    “Get on your knees. Good. Now stare at it and lick your lips.” 
 
      
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You can’t have your face blank like that; it makes you look like a serial killer. You need to stare at it hungrily. Here, take your hand and rub it on the outside of my pants over the dildo. As you do that, look up at me and lick your lips.” 
 
    I tried to look hungry. I could tell by Colleen’s expression it didn’t work. 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    When I stood, Colleen knelt down and rubbed my crotch over my caged dick. She looked up and me and smiled coyly. Her eyes looked bright and mischievous. She slowly licked her lips.  
 
    “Are you ok?” 
 
    “Yeah, it just hurts when my dick tries to get hard in the cage.” 
 
    “See how sexy it is.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I can’t do it like that.” 
 
    “No. You don’t get to give up. You’re a beginning slut. Actually, you’ve come a long way since we started dating. You’re an advanced beginner slut. You’re not going to know everything and you’re not going to be as good as I am at the beginning.” 
 
    She thought for a moment. 
 
    “You’re probably never going to be as good as me…you’re definitely never going to be anywhere near as good as me.” 
 
    “You’re the sexiest person I’ve ever met.” 
 
    “Thank you, sweetie. It’s too bad you don’t get to cum this week, or I could show you exactly how to give a mind-blowing bj.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “But after this Saturday, I’m going to suck your cock twice.” 
 
    “I’ve heard that before.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “This time I mean it.” 
 
      
 
    I continued practicing blowjobs with Colleen. She had me suck on her fingers while she gave feedback on how to swirl my tongue and just how much pressure I should give.  
 
    “Every man is a little bit different, so you need to read their reactions. Is their cock getting harder? Are they making sounds? Are their hips moving?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    On Wednesday night, Colleen and I met Janey at her store after hours. Colleen made me try on about a dozen different outfits. Some were dresses that made me look like I was on my way to prom. Others were super short and revealing. Colleen explained that she didn’t want anything too revealing.  
 
    “Being a good slut doesn’t mean you have to look cheap or trashy. In fact, some of the biggest sluts I know look like good southern housewives. It’s once they get behind closed doors that their sluttiness comes out.” 
 
    She held up a shiny, red top.  
 
    “Janey, what do you think of this?” 
 
    “I like the style, but maybe a different color.” 
 
    “What about cream?” 
 
    “That would look nice with a pink skirt.” 
 
    Colleen helped me lift the red top over my head. She rested her hand on my side. She was very touchy, constantly rubbing me or holding my hand. 
 
      
 
    Janey came back with a cream-colored top and a pink skirt that poofed out a bit. It wasn’t as extreme as my sissy dress: this one looked like an actual skirt someone would wear. I got dressed, including a pair of pink, low heels.  
 
      
 
    “Let’s get some makeup on her for the full effect.” 
 
    “Do you have bigger breast pads? I’d like to see her with something larger, maybe a C?” 
 
    Janey went to get bigger cups while Colleen applied foundation and then some rouge to my face.  
 
    “Pucker up, Michelle.” 
 
    She put on hot pink lipstick.  
 
    “Press your lips together.” 
 
    Janey came back with the bigger breast pads and reached under and up my shirt to put them in my bra.  
 
    “I was thinking light blue eye shadow.” 
 
    “Oh definitely!” 
 
    Ma’am applied my eye shadow with Q-tip-like applicator, then took a step back and looked at me. Janey put my blonde bob with the soft fringes and outward curls on my head. She stood next to Colleen. 
 
    “Oh, Col. She looks beautiful!” 
 
    Colleen smiled as she looked me up and down. 
 
    “Come.” 
 
    She led me to the mirror. I couldn’t believe it! I looked like a girl! Well, kind of. I think someone would figure out that I was a guy if they really looked, but to a casual observer, I looked female in my pink skirt and cream-colored top, with a pretty nice pair of breasts.  
 
      
 
    “What do you think, Michelle?” 
 
    “I look very feminine, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you like it?” 
 
    I had to think about that. The light stockings felt nice, as did the soft underwear. But did I like dressing like a girl? I couldn’t separate it from the fact that I was pleasing Colleen, and that my dressing this way was a sign of her control over me.  
 
    “I like it because of you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Oh, sweetie.” She came forward and took my face in her hands. She kissed me. “Let’s show Janey what you’ve been practicing.”  
 
    I looked at Janey, who smiled at me, always so accepting. A part of me told me not to do it, but a bigger part knew I was going to, so why fight it? I bent my knees and pushed my butt out. I put my finger in my mouth. She looked me up and down, slowly. I blushed. 
 
    “Hi sexy.” 
 
    “Hi.” I smiled. “You look handsome.” 
 
    “Thank you, darling. That’s a nice dress.” 
 
    She took the fabric between her fingers and rubbed. 
 
    “Soft.” 
 
    She put her hand on my ass and rubbed. I smiled at her. She took my hand and placed it on her crotch. I felt the bulge of her strapon dildo. I moaned. 
 
    “You’re a little slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Do you like sluts?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Then come sit on this couch, and I’ll give you more of what you like.” 
 
    I took her hand in mine and led her over to the couch, then sat her down and knelt in front of her. I kept eye contact as I unbuttoned her pants and pulled out her cock. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Colleen watching me. I brought my mouth about an inch away from her penis and blew on it slowly. Janey put her fingers in my hair.  
 
    “That’s my good little slut.” 
 
    I kissed the tip of her dildo, then moved down to lick her balls, sucking on each one. I pushed her cock up against her stomach and licked its underside. She closed her eyes and exhaled, so I did it again. Then I brought my lips to the head of her cock and kissed it, keeping my lips pressed against it. I looked into her eyes. 
 
    “Don’t tease me, slut.” 
 
    I put her cock in my mouth. As I did, I brought my right hand around the base, twisting lightly. I moaned again, varying my depth and my speed as I bobbed up and down on her cock.  
 
    “Oh, Col! You’ve trained her so well.” 
 
    I kept sucking, losing myself in the rhythm and the feel of my mouth and throat. She started moaning and lifting her hips. I felt her hand press harder on my head. I sped up.  
 
    “Here it comes.” 
 
    Janey’s dildo shot an oily, kind of creamy concoction into my mouth. It surprised me, and I gagged. I pulled off and sat back on my knees as I coughed. It tasted disgusting, kind of like my own cum. I figured that was the point. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, you need to be ready when your man cums in your mouth. We talked about that.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ma’am. I didn’t know Ms. Janey’s dildo did that.” 
 
    “It’s one of my favorites,” Janey smiled. “I fill the base, then when I press the button on this remote, it ejaculates. Just like a real penis!”  
 
    Colleen came forward and rubbed the back of my neck. She started to knead it with her fingers. 
 
    “We were going to tell you, but we thought it would be better to surprise you. Aren’t you happy we did?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am. Thank you for the nice surprise. Thank you Ms. Janey.” 
 
    “My pleasure angel.” 
 
    “Janey, how’d she do?” 
 
    “Really well! Her mannerisms are more feminine than when you first came in here.” She looked at me. “Before you were really stiff. But it’s more than that. It’s like now you’re owning it. The only note I have is don’t forget to swirl your tongue as you’re bobbing up and down. That gets a big response. But you did really well at reading my reactions.” She smiled.  
 
    “Thank you Ms. Janey.” 
 
    “And Col, you’ve really trained her well. She’ll do just fine on Saturday.” 
 
    I looked up at Colleen. I could see her chest rising and falling. She seemed serious. 
 
    “Get up, Michelle.” 
 
    I stood. Colleen walked me around to the side of the couch and pushed me over the arm.  
 
    “Don’t move.” 
 
    She started pulling on her strap on harness. I adjusted myself to get more comfortable. 
 
    “I said don’t move!” 
 
    She slapped my ass. Then she poured lube on her dildo and brought it to my asshole. 
 
    “Don’t say a word.” 
 
    She slowly pushed into me. I was used to her dildo by now, so it went in somewhat easily. She was very gentle with me, but I could feel her passion through her fingers against my sides, and I could hear it in her breath. I knew she was just barely restraining herself from plunging into me.  
 
    My body moved forward and back with her thrusts. I could tell by the angle of Janey’s legs that she had turned and was watching Ma’am fuck me. I felt Colleen’s hands on my back. 
 
    “Oh my fucking God you slut! You fucking whore!” 
 
    Colleen fucked me harder, plowing into me. I pushed back into her. I wanted to feel all of her. She moved her hands up to the back of my head and pushed me down into the sofa as she fucked me frantically. 
 
    “Fuck yes! Fuck!” 
 
    She pushed all the way into me and held it. She started to shake.  
 
    “Oh my GOD!” 
 
    She came explosively, bucking and thrusting and making deep-throated guttural sounds.  
 
      
 
    When she stopped, she rested her weight on top of me. I looked up at Janey. She was smiling.  
 
    “That was fucking hot!” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
    On the car ride home, Colleen was in her own world, and so I left her alone and just stared out the window. In just three days, I would suck a real cock.  
 
      
 
    In bed that night, Colleen kissed me passionately. 
 
    “I wish you could fuck me right now!” 
 
    “You get turned on watching me give head, don’t you?” 
 
    “Oh my God, yes! It’s so sexy. Even on a dildo it’s sexy…but on a real cock I might explode.” 
 
    “Have you ever done that before, with one of your other boyfriends?” 
 
    “No. I wanted to. But no one could handle it. One guy said he would, but he bailed shortly after. You’re the only one brave enough to do it.” 
 
    I hadn’t even considered bailing, even when I was the most freaked out about what was coming. I couldn’t even describe why. It was like the idea of running away couldn’t fully form in my mind. Each time I started it was like it was blocked.  
 
      
 
    On Friday, I woke up at 5am. I was at Colleen’s, where I basically lived, and I couldn’t stay still. I had to get out of bed, so I walked around her neighborhood shortly after dawn. My mind was all over the place, thinking all kinds of weird thoughts. I actually thought about bailing — this time I could picture it — but it wasn’t just bailing on Saturday, but on everything: my job, the town of Jackson, marketing as a whole. I tried to shut it out, but my mind circled all morning. I ate a quick breakfast and went to the office early. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure if I would be any use at work, but Cindy and I worked together all day. She wanted to go over the marketing plans for two of our bigger clients. She was very demanding, more than usual. It was odd, but also a good thing, as it kept me from being in my head all day. Also, I had a lot of experience with demanding women now.  
 
      
 
    That night, Colleen was super loving. She made me a nice dinner and gave me enough wine to take the edge off, but not so much that I got drunk.  
 
      
 
    “How do you feel?”  
 
    We were lying in bed. My wine buzz had turned to tiredness. 
 
    “Ok, I guess. I don’t know how to think about tomorrow, so I figure I should stop trying.”  
 
    “I’m going to be super dominant with you all day tomorrow.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am”  
 
    I yawned.  
 
    “You’re so comfortable submitting to me that it bores you.” She smiled. 
 
    “No, you’ll always be exciting to me.”  
 
    She kissed me. 
 
    “Good night, my love.” 
 
    Colleen’s body against mine felt so good I could barely stand it. I rubbed her all over and pressed myself against her. She moaned. 
 
    “Not tonight baby. You’ve got a big day ahead of you.” 
 
    I wondered if I would have difficulty falling asleep, but I was out before I knew it. 
 
      
 
    The next morning I was up early again. I felt like I had just chugged an entire pot of coffee. Every cell in my body was buzzing. All I could think was “run! Run away as fast as you can!” I got up and started pacing. I felt the carpet fibers against my feet as I walked, the air against my naked skin, the chastity cage’s slight downward pull.  
 
      
 
    What was I doing? How did I come to this?  
 
      
 
    There was still time to leave. I could be dressed and out the door in under a minute. It would be easy. I looked at Colleen, sleeping peacefully, her hair splayed out over the pillow. I felt my breath go in and out, my heart beating. I ached for her. I had never thought of love that way. I’d loved my past girlfriends, I think, but in a comfortable way. But with Colleen it was a deep yearning, and sometimes it hurt. When I thought about leaving, it was awful. Just the thought of saying no to her felt bad. I vaguely remembered her saying something about how I would come to feel bad at the thought of disobeying her, but I thought it was just talk. Apparently, it was true. I felt it, and I felt the warmth I got from doing what she said. I tried to think about how I got here, Colleen’s soft touch, her rewards when I acted as she wanted, her punishments and displeasure when I didn’t. My dick tried to get hard in its cage. I took a deep breath and tried to will it to soften, but it was difficult. The more I thought about Colleen’s manipulation of me, the more excited I got, until I finally understood: I liked that she manipulated me, if that even was how to describe it. I liked that she had molded me to her desires. Or maybe she saw that I liked it and gave me what we both wanted. It didn’t matter. I loved her. I loved this, and I didn’t want our relationship to be any other way.  
 
      
 
    I looked at her again. Her eyes were open and she was looking at me.  
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Ma’am.” 
 
    She sat up, searching my face. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, the ache in my chest intensified. I walked toward her and sank to my knees. I put my forehead on her lap. 
 
    “Are you ok, Michael?” 
 
    “Please touch me, Ma’am. Put your hands on my head and neck…please!” 
 
    I felt her cool hands run through my hair, and her palm rest on the back of my neck. I felt my body relax, the ache in my chest was painful and sweet.  
 
    “I love you, Colleen. I love you.”  
 
    “I love you too, slave.” 
 
    “I want this.” 
 
    “This?” 
 
    “Us. How it is now. Me serving you. I feel…” I struggled, but I couldn’t think of the words. I’d never known the words.  
 
    “I understand. I can feel what you want.” 
 
    She just held me, one hand on the back of my neck, the other softly rubbing my head.  
 
    “I love you Colleen. I love you. I love you. I love you.” 
 
    I kept saying it. It was all I could do, and I couldn’t stop.  
 
      
 
    “Come up on the bed. Lie next to me. Face me.” 
 
    She put her arms around me and held me. She brought her lips to my ear. 
 
    “My sweet Michelle, I’ll always lead you. I love you too. I’m here for you.” 
 
      
 
    Colleen had me clean the house in preparation for that evening. She was harsh and demanding all day, as promised. I was grateful to have my thoughts distracted from what was coming. When I caught myself scared or nervous about that evening, I just focused on my work, trying to make sure I dusted every inch of the living room, or that all the drawers in the kitchen were clean and arranged orderly. Colleen came in when I was finished. She dragged her fingers along the coffee table and looked at them.  
 
    “Come. Upstairs.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ma’am. Is it not clean enough?” 
 
    “Did I say that?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “What did I say?” 
 
    “You said to come upstairs.” 
 
    She stared at me without speaking. 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    I put down the duster and headed upstairs. Colleen followed. 
 
    “On the bed. Face down.” 
 
    She handcuffed my wrists to the headboard, then she used rope to tie my ankles to the bed frame. I wanted to ask what I had done wrong, but I knew better. I heard the dresser drawer open and then close. The belt was coming. 
 
      
 
    “Yellow is your safeword. If it’s too much, say yellow.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap.  
 
    Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap. 
 
    Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap. 
 
    Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap. 
 
      
 
    She ran her hand over my butt, then up over my back. I felt her hold on to the back of my neck.  
 
    “Here it comes.” 
 
      
 
    WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! 
 
    WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “Unnggh”  
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
    WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! 
 
    WHAP!  
 
      
 
    “AAaaggggh!” 
 
      
 
    I tried to keep my body loose. Tensing up just made everything hurt more. It was difficult. My body wanted to close up to protect itself.  
 
      
 
    WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! 
 
    WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! 
 
    WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “Aarrgh! Oh! God!” 
 
      
 
    WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! 
 
    WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “Ow! Ow! Fuck!” 
 
      
 
    WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! 
 
    WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    She waited. I think she was listening for me to say yellow. I was sinking into the comfortable space where I felt super relaxed and spacey. Colleen returned the belt to the dresser. Then she opened her closet. She walked back to the bed. 
 
      
 
    “Can you tell what this is?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am. It’s the cane.” 
 
    “You get five.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    “OW!” 
 
      
 
    Even through my haze it hurt terribly. Jesus! 
 
      
 
    CRACK!  
 
      
 
    “OH GOD! Oh Ma’am!!” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    I screamed. Colleen rubbed my back. 
 
      
 
    “Ok?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    I was breathing deep and steady. Colleen untied me. 
 
    “On your knees.” 
 
    I slowly got to my knees. When I looked up at Colleen, she looked serious. She grabbed my chin. 
 
    “You’re not going to embarrass me tonight, understand?”  
 
    “Yes Ma’am!”  
 
      
 
    The beating both calmed me down and sent a message. Tonight there was no leeway. If I was the slightest bit disobedient, my already sore ass would get a terrible beating.  
 
      
 
    “They’ll be here in a half hour. Let’s get you dressed. Put on your panties and your bra and then we’ll do your make up.” 
 
    “Which panties would you like me to wear, Ma’am?” 
 
    “The frilly pink ones.” 
 
    “And which breast pads?” 
 
    “The large ones.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    I put on my pink, frilly underwear and slid my arms through the shoulder straps in my bra. I grabbed the ends, then arched my back and attached it behind me.  
 
    “You’re good at that, Michelle.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Put on your pink lipstick. Apply your foundation and rouge.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    I sat at Colleen’s desk and watched myself in the mirror as I slid the lipstick over my upper lip. Then I rubbed my lips together. I brushed on the foundation and the rouge. I looked myself over.  
 
    “Turn to me.” 
 
    Colleen applied light blue eye shadow. Then she held my chin and angled my face right, then left.  
 
    “Get dressed.” 
 
      
 
    I put on my new pink skirt, along with my cream top. I put on my wig and ran my fingers through the curls at the ends, making sure they were even.  
 
      
 
    “I have a surprise for you, Michelle. Close your eyes.” 
 
    She walked to her dresser. 
 
    “Open.” 
 
    She was holding a pink leather collar in her hands. A round medal tag hung from the front with the letter M on it. 
 
    “I had this made for us. It will show everyone that you’re my sissy slave and I’m your owner.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am!” 
 
    “Are you getting teary?” 
 
    “Maybe a little, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Oh, sweetie. Come. Kneel before me.” 
 
    I lifted up my skirt and knelt. 
 
      
 
    “Michelle, do you accept that you’re my sissy slave and I own you? Do you vow to follow my every command, no matter how difficult? Do you accept my collar?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    I beamed with pride as I felt the cool leather against my skin. I bowed my head and she pulled it tight and notched it closed.  
 
    “Stand.” 
 
    I stood and she pulled me in for a hug. I held her as she squeezed me tightly.  
 
    “I love you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “May I kiss your feet?” 
 
    “No, you might smear your lipstick.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “I’ll let you kiss my feet later. How’s that, slave?” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.”  
 
    Colleen pulled me in for another hug. She kissed my neck. 
 
    “I love you, Michelle.” 
 
      
 
    We went downstairs into the kitchen. Colleen pulled out a bottle of tequila from the cupboard and poured us both a shot.  
 
    “Drink.” 
 
    I did. It burned going down. Colleen poured me another. 
 
    “Drink.” 
 
    She got me a glass of water, which I drank carefully, trying not to upset my lipstick. Colleen held my chin and looked. She must have been satisfied. Her phone beeped and she read a text message. 
 
    “Ok, into the living room. Just a few more steps to get you ready.” 
 
    I sat on the couch and Colleen brought me an eye guard. It was black, with padding so it blindfolded me without touching my eyes.  
 
    “I know you want to ask me a question, but just trust me, ok?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    With the eye guard on I couldn’t see anything. I sat on the couch and waited. My heart pounded. I just concentrated on breathing. My right leg bounced up and down. I felt Colleen’s hand on my shoulder. 
 
    “Just concentrate on doing what we practiced and you’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    She kissed my cheek. 
 
    “Once this is done, slave, we can start with the kinky stuff.”  
 
    I turned to her.  
 
    “I’m just kidding.”  
 
    We laughed, and some of the tension I felt dissipated.  
 
      
 
    I heard a car pull in the driveway. The engine shut off. I heard a door, two doors open, then close. I could just barely hear a muffled voice, but not what it said. 
 
      
 
    The doorbell rang. Colleen answered it. I heard hushed voices, footsteps. Someone was taking things off, something else put on. I felt them come into the room with me. I felt a surge of panic. Oh my God, I was really doing this! Colleen came and stood behind me, her hands on my shoulders.  
 
    “Ready?” 
 
    There was no reply, but Colleen pulled the blindfold off of me.  
 
      
 
    Sitting in a chair in front of me was my boss, Cindy Brennan. 
 
    “Hello gorgeous.” 
 
      
 
    Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!  
 
    I felt Colleen’s hands on my shoulders.  
 
    “Oh my God!” 
 
    “Relax Michelle. It’s ok. She’s one of us.” 
 
    “Oh my God!”  
 
    I reflexively looked around for the nearest escape route. I had to get out of there. Holy shit! Cindy! This was the worst possible thing! 
 
    “Deep breaths, slave.” 
 
    I covered my face with my hands. I felt like crying.  
 
    “Oh my God! Oh God!” 
 
    I felt a hand on my knee. I knew it was Cindy’s. 
 
    “Michelle. It’s ok. Everything that happens here, stays here.”  
 
    I lowered my hands and looked at her. She was wearing thigh high, black leather boots and a black leather skirt, with a red corset that left her powerful shoulders bare. Her makeup was different, sexier. She looked insanely attractive…and dominant. Kneeling on the floor to her right was her husband, Mark, in a pair of jeans and no shirt. He had his hands, palm up on his knees. He kept his eyes down. A leash ran from the black collar around his neck to Cindy’s hand.  
 
      
 
    She saw my eyes looking at Mark.  
 
    “Slave,” she said casually. “Kiss my foot.” 
 
    Mark immediately kissed her foot, once, then resumed his position. 
 
    “Lick the sole.” 
 
    She lifted her foot and he bent down and began licking. No hesitation. He had to crane his neck to do it, but he licked until she told him to stop. Then he returned to her side.  
 
      
 
    It came together then. Cindy had always been there for me when I was struggling with Colleen’s dominance. After every step up in intensity, Cindy was checking on me. It was Cindy who told me to go to The Wheel that first night. This had all been a set up! I’d been her fool from the moment we me! 
 
      
 
    I stood up. I had no idea what to say. I looked at Colleen. She came around to face me.  
 
    “Sit down, Michelle.” 
 
    I just stared at her. 
 
    “Sit down!”  
 
    I sat. She sat next to me and put her hand on my knee. 
 
    “Yes, Cindy was part of it from the beginning, and I knew who you were when I first saw you at The Wheel. But that doesn’t mean I don’t love you now. Everything I’ve said to you I’ve meant.”  
 
      
 
    I couldn’t speak. I didn’t know what to think.  
 
      
 
    “Slave. Put your forehead on the floor.”  
 
    Mark placed his forehead on the ground. Cindy looked up at me. 
 
    “You should thank me, Michelle.” 
 
    “Thank you?!” 
 
    “Yes. For setting you up with such an awesome woman.” 
 
    “For manipulating me, you mean.” 
 
    “Cut the shit. You really don’t think you’re better off?” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t answer. Too many emotions were swirling around my head. I went back over my discussions with Cindy: she had been manipulating me the entire time. 
 
      
 
    “When you first came to Jackson, you were lost. You had no idea who you were or what you wanted. And now you do, thanks to that woman in front of you,” she pointed to Colleen. “And me for helping bring you together and making sure your ego didn’t get in the way.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Colleen. She was sitting casually with her back against the arm of the couch, her knee bent out to the side. I still loved her, fully. Did it matter how it started? 
 
      
 
    “Michael,” Cindy’s voice was softer. “The change in you is a good thing. Don’t you remember how you were back then? Don’t you feel better now?” 
 
      
 
    I looked away. 
 
      
 
    “Michelle,” Colleen spoke to me. “Cindy’s dominant. She respects submissive men, obviously.” She nodded to Mark, who still had his forehead on the floor. “She wasn’t manipulating you so she could laugh at you or anything awful like that. She believes in female supremacy, and she wanted us to work out. She thought we’d be good for each other, and she was right.” 
 
      
 
    “This may be hard for you to accept right now, Michelle, but I set you up with Colleen because I like you. I’m her godmother, for the record. Why would I set my godchild up with someone I didn’t think was good for her?” 
 
      
 
    It was hard to keep up my anger. She had brought me together with Colleen, which was the best thing that ever happened to me. 
 
      
 
    “Why me?” 
 
    “Michelle, when you speak to Cindy, you’re to address her as Ms. Cindy.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Why me, Ms. Cindy?” 
 
    “Because I could tell that you were a good man, and submissive.” 
 
    “How did you know that?” 
 
    “Michelle.” 
 
    “How did you know that, Ms. Cindy?” 
 
    She looked at me like I was an idiot. 
 
    “Because I’m smart and a great read of people. Duh.” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and tried to figure out how I felt. I felt like I should be angry, but if I was truly honest with myself, I wasn’t. I didn’t care how I met Colleen, just that I met her, and that we were together.  
 
      
 
    “Stand up. I’d like to see how you look.” 
 
    “Hold on. Michelle, you’re being rude. Cindy did both of us a big favor by bringing us together, and you’re going to thank her, unless you want the cane again.” 
 
    I looked at Colleen. 
 
    “Crawl to her and kiss her feet, then thank her.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    I sank to my knees and crawled to Cindy. I brought my lips to the top of her foot and kissed. 
 
    “Thank you, Ms. Cindy.” 
 
    “My pleasure. Now get up. I want to see you in your pretty dress.” 
 
    I stood.  
 
    “Arms out to the side.”  
 
    Cindy studied me. She looked so dominant. How had I missed that? It was obvious. She looked me over, then gave me the twirl sign with her finger. I kept my arms out to the side and turned around.  
 
    “She’s beautiful, Colleen. Congratulations.”  
 
    “Thanks aunt Cindy.” 
 
      
 
    “Sit down, Michelle.” 
 
    I sat, and Colleen sat next to me. She leaned over and lifted my skirt. She took off her necklace, then pulled down my underwear and unlocked my cage. She placed it on the side table.  
 
    “Come.” 
 
    She brought me about three feet in front of the couch. She turned me to the side.  
 
    “Kneel.” 
 
    My heart started pounding. Cindy pulled on Mark’s leash. He stood obediently. She brought him over in front of me.  
 
    “Chin up.” 
 
    She unclipped his leash, then rolled it up and placed it on the couch next to her.  
 
      
 
    I looked up at Mark. He was staring straight ahead. Colleen spoke.  
 
    “Begin.” 
 
    I put my hands on Mark’s thighs and gave him a smile. He smiled back. From my kneeling position I could see the muscles in his arms and his barrel chest. I kissed his toned stomach, then looked into his eyes as I rubbed the bulge in his jeans, now growing bigger. I had assumed he would have a big dick, and he did. I traced its outline with my finger.  
 
    Colleen and Cindy were sitting next to each other. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Colleen grip Cindy’s knee.  
 
    I kissed Mark’s cock through his jeans. I felt his hand on my head. This was moving fast, and I realized it was better this way. The less time for me to think, the better. I undid his belt and unbuttoned his pants. This was it. I slowly unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. It was at least seven inches long, and thick. I remembered what Colleen had drilled into me all week. I leaned forward and smelled it. He hadn’t showered today, I don’t think, or he had exercised, because his cock smelled sweaty. I smelled it again, then gave it a kiss.  
 
    “Oh my God!” Colleen exclaimed.  
 
    He was almost fully hard now. With my finger, I traced a vein that ran down the top of his cock. Then I pressed it up toward his stomach and kissed the underside of the head, letting my lips linger. I heard him exhale. I kissed down his shaft. His dick was warm, almost hot. That was different than it was with Colleen’s dildos. I rubbed my face on his dick, feeling it against my cheeks, my forehead, my chin. 
 
    I cautiously licked him, tasting the dried sweat. I moved down and sucked on his balls. Mark caressed my cheek with his thumb. I licked up his cock from the base to the tip.  
 
      
 
    I thought how I must look, in my women’s clothing, hot pink lipstick and a blonde wig, on my knees sucking my boss’s husband’s cock. I waited for the shame to come, or the disgust, but neither did. I realized I didn’t care. This was who I was and this was what I wanted to do, and I liked it. I was glad for everything that had happened: for moving to Jackson, for Cindy’s manipulation and wire pulling, for Colleen’s seduction and control.  
 
      
 
    I smiled as I held the base of Mark’s cock and kissed the tip softly, slowly. Then I opened my lips and took him into my mouth… 
 
      
 
    The End 
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