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"Come on, babe," Jenna purred to her boyfriend Brandon, reaching to slip a hand into the waistband of his boxers. 

"Not now, Jenna," he said as he rolled away from her and removed his depressingly limp penis from her reach. She stared at his back for several moments before turning her gaze to the ceiling.  

She found Brandon gorgeous: black hair, dark green eyes, square jaw, and a strong nose. She'd spent most of a semester ogling him before he asked her out one day after Archaeological Perspectives of Middle America. 

And that said nothing of his appearance from the neck down. 

Jenna was tall at 5'8", but Brandon stood six inches taller and the time he spent at the gym ensured his body remained fantastic. He had strong arms, wide shoulders, and a chest to match—and it all narrowed to a v-line that took her breath away the first time the two of them slept together two years ago. 

Her problem now was that it felt like decades since they'd last made love, fucked, anything. It couldn't have been more than a couple months, but thoughts of their dry spell tortured Jenna on at least a daily basis. 

Until recently, Brandon had been unable to keep his hands off her be it twined in her thick dark hair, cupping her round breasts or ass, or slipping between her legs. In the past, he'd almost been too rough, too aggressive. Thinking of his strong hands exploring her body sent shivers through Jenna, but the shivers weren't enough to knock her paranoia from her mind. 

As she suspected many women did, she'd begun to wonder if Brandon had lost interest in her and maybe started looking elsewhere. In her darker moments, she considered the possibility he'd moved on and begun cheating. 

But would he do that to her? 

He'd been the one to broach the topic of marriage while she put the idea down. Her mother's string of bad marriages—Jenna was fairly sure her mother was on husband five—had left Jenna jaded. Before that, he'd suggested they move in together. Hell, he'd said "I love you" first and, even in this sexual drought, he'd never stopped saying it. 

So maybe I'm the problem, Jenna thought. She groaned in irritation and sexual frustration and got out of bed. He didn't move as she left their bedroom. He could be sleeping or he could be ignoring her, simply grateful she'd given up on seducing him. 

Before closing the door behind her, she saw the time glowing on her alarm clock's face: 1:58 AM. She should be sleeping or getting laid, not awake and headed for the living room. 

At least the living room looked nice. Jenna worked for herself as an interior designer—her class with Brandon marking the end of her archaeological foray—and had designed their entire house to be bright and airy: warm woods, creams, and splashes of color. She'd also bought a damn comfy couch that she now dropped onto unceremoniously. 

Now what do I do?

Texas Hold 'Em normally put her to sleep instantly, but she couldn't locate the remote on her first survey of the room. Neither warmed milk nor chamomile tea appealed and either required a trip to the kitchen. 

Brandon's laptop sat on the coffee table in front of her. 

She'd never snooped on Brandon's computers—the one in his office or the laptop. He never acted as though he had anything to hide. Their relationship had always seemed charmed to her, except for recent events of course. 

She bit her lip and sat up, staring down the laptop as though she could scare it in to running away and removing the temptation. It remained and Jenna leaned forward to grab and open it in one motion. 

He didn't even password-protect the laptop. I won't find a damn thing, she told herself, but she still opened his web browser's history. 

Jenna inhaled sharply and her eyes widened. 

The night before she'd gone to a club with her friends and Brandon stayed home alone, but he'd kept very busy. She didn't care if he watched porn, but the names of the videos he'd spent hours watching shocked her. She clicked on the last one and leaned back into the couch. 

"Domme Pegs Her Little Bitch" played. 

A tall woman in only crotchless panties and spiky black boots walked around a naked, kneeling man. She kicked him from behind and laughed as he fell forward, crying out and revealing a thick hard-on. 

Jenna felt the crotch of her sleep shorts become wet. How desperate am I that the sight of an erection makes me wet? She shook her head and focused on the porn, trying to decide how to feel about Brandon watching this. 

The woman pressed the toe of her boot into the man's balls, making him cringe. Then, she reached down and smacked his balls. The woman laughed as the man moaned and wrapped a hand around his dick, moving his fingers up and down the shaft. 

"Hands off," the woman shouted and the man reluctantly obeyed. Still, his erection had somehow grown larger and bobbed in the air. Pre-cum dripped from the head. Jenna bit her lip as the man's hands twitched, eager to touch himself.  

The woman stood with her feet shoulder width apart and parted the lips of her sex, displaying her own arousal. 

It was too much. 

She set Brandon's laptop back on the coffee table and settled into the couch again, rubbing herself lightly through her shorts. She wore no underwear beneath them. 

"You little worm," the woman said from the screen, "look at that pathetic dick of yours. Can you even call that a dick?" 

"I'm sorry, Miss," the man whimpered. He placed both his hands on the floor in front him and bowed deeply to the woman who now stood in front of him. 

Though she'd never watched anything like this or given it much thought, Jenna's lips swelled with arousal and she jumped as her fingers passed over her sensitive clit.  

"I bet you wish I'd let you play with that little cock of yours," the woman said, smirking. 

"Oh, Miss, please. Please, please let me come." 

Just the words turned Jenna on more and she slipped a hand into her shorts. She ran her fingers down her soaked slit, teasing the slick, soft skin. Closing her eyes, Jenna tilted her head back and sighed before dipping two fingers into herself. 

"Oh, if I let you come, you won't be using your hands on yourself. You know what you'll be getting from me." Rustling noises prompted Jenna to open her eyes again and blink quickly. The woman appeared to have grown a long, red cock—though Jenna quickly noticed the harness around the woman's hips. A strap-on. 

Jenna withdrew her soaked fingers and traced circles over her lips. Her breathing sped up and she watched raptly as the woman knelt behind the man and guided the strap-on into his ass as the man begged to be fucked. 

Soon, he began moaning and shoved his hips against the woman harder and harder as his cock twitched. Jenna moved her fingers more quickly, pausing now and again to draw some of her wetness over her hot clit. 

Jenna groaned and used her free hand to push up her t-shirt and massage her breasts. Both nipples hardened immediately when the cold air hit them and Jenna gasped. She pinched one nipple and then the other until both nearly hurt. Heat and arousal swept through her as her orgasm began building inside her. 

She focused on the computer screen again to see both the man and woman now standing. The man bent at the waist without moving as the woman drove the cock into him, slapping against his ass and thighs. At some point, she'd shackled the man's wrists to his ankles. 

Jenna imagined having that bright red strap-on push against her clit and mound as she slammed into Brandon.  

What? They'd never talked about anything like this. He always took charge, but he clearly liked these videos and Jenna knew she did as well now.  

The camera zoomed in and Jenna saw the strap-on had two sides, one pumping into the man and the other snugged into the woman. As she screwed him vigorously, Jenna saw the strap-on nearly tugged out of her again and again.  

Jenna moved her hand from her breasts over her smooth stomach and into the space between her legs below the hand still playing with her swollen clit. She penetrated herself roughly, thinking about thick, slippery silicone spreading open her sex and thumping against her tight inner walls. 

She started moving her hips, now fucking her hand instead of the other way around. She focused exclusively on her clit with her other hand now, rubbing and pinching it. Her muscles began to tighten and a light feeling spread from the base of her neck as Jenna drew closer to her climax. 

As her mouth opened wider and she breathed more heavily, the man on the computer started to groan more loudly and cum spilled from the end of his cock. The sight of his orgasm pushed Jenna over the edge. Her body tightened and released rapidly as she came, her cunt pulsing wildly. 

Jenna's fingers slowed as the video stopped and a new one—"Sexy Femdom and Her Fucktoy"—played. Although it looked as promising as the one she'd just finished, she lazily closed out of the browser and shut down Brandon's laptop. 

With the computer closed, Jenna began to feel awkward. She didn't consider herself a dominant woman though she didn't think of herself as weak. She'd worked hard to put herself through college and then carved out a niche for herself in interior design when her marketing job lost its appeal. 

Still, Brandon was the instigator, the assertive one who would pin her to the bed or press her against the shower wall. But not lately.  

Jenna sighed and paid attention to the lingering feelings of her orgasm as she walked back to the bathroom to clean herself up and then to the bedroom. 

Brandon lay on his back now and his chest rose and fell slowly as Jenna watched him from the doorway. Do I want to explore my dominant side? Would Brandon like it or would he prefer fantasy and videos over whatever reality I can offer? 

She curled herself against Brandon's body and pushed her thoughts away, glad she finally felt tired. 

 


* * *

 

Jenna woke up to find the bed empty. Morning sex, like sex in general, featured prominently on the list of things she missed. She sighed and got out of bed, turning over last night's events in her mind.  

With a yawn, she decided coffee would help her sort out her feelings. Making significant choices while groggy wasn't her forte. Was it that significant though? Jenna shook her head. No need to go there yet. She required caffeine. 

Brandon stood at the kitchen island, shoveling cereal into his mouth quickly. The sight of him caused her to pause. 

"You're still here?" 

That question came out more easily than a host of others playing at the edges of her mind. 

His eyes met hers for the first time and he nodded while swallowing his most recent spoonful of wheat flakes. God, he even looked good wolfing cereal. 

"Running late," he said. He deposited his bowl in the sink and half-jogged to give her a kiss on the forehead. "Love you, Jenna." 

"No time to talk or anything?" she called after him, but he'd already disappeared down the hallway to the front door. In his defense, he did try his hardest to impress the senior partners at his law firm, but their icy interaction nearly made Jenna shudder. 

She walked to the sink to look at his bowl, empty except for a few tablespoons of milk. Although she didn't want to admit it, she knew she'd looked to see if he'd only pretended to be finished and then run out to avoid her. Jenna squeezed her eyes closed. 

Being scared of and for her relationship, of and for her man, wasn't good. She forced herself to begin breathing again and then poured herself a cup of coffee. Focusing on one thing at a time—coffee and then considering the state of her relationship—worked best for her. It was something she hadn't liked about marketing. Jenna liked to take her time and focus as opposed to rushing and having her attention constantly divided. 

She sat on a tall kitchen stool beside the island and cradled the coffee just under her chin, inhaling its bitter, rich scent.  

Her gaze settled on a nick in the surface of the kitchen island. It had gotten there when she and Brandon first put it together. Neither of them were carpenters to say the least, but they'd managed to laugh about it and later they'd made the experience more enjoyable by "christening" the island. 

Just the memory prompted a warm tingle between her legs. 

Fuck, I want that back. Jenna blew on the surface of her coffee and then drank tentatively, testing the temperature with the tip of her tongue. 

"Well, what will you do to get that back?" she asked herself before taking another drink.  

By the time she finished the cup, Jenna had a plan. 

 

* * *

 

Jenna downed two glasses of Merlot before Brandon came home. The first glass relieved her anxiety and left her calm. She drank the second glass simply because she wanted it and getting what she wanted was part of the evening's plans. 

A big part, she thought.  

Her gaze played over the candles she'd lit. Maybe they were a clichè, but she thought candlelight was sexy. There were more waiting in the bedroom. 

Bending forward, Jenna adjusted the deep, red bow atop the black box on the coffee table. She could barely wait for Brandon to open it. 

"Speak of the devil," she said to herself with a grin as she heard the front door open. 

"Hey, babe," Brandon said, walking into the living room. He stopped as he took in the sight of her curled up in the chair, body carefully covered with a blanket. "You feeling okay?" 

"Just chilly. I got you a present while I was out." She nodded in the direction of the black box. 

Brandon's eyebrows rose. "Did I forget an anniversary?" 

She nearly laughed—Brandon was not the sort to forget anniversaries. 

"No, just found something I had to buy you. Go on, open it." 

"Okay." 

He looked confused, but he sat down on the couch opposite her and picked up the box. As he undid her careful wrapping job, Jenna enjoyed the sight of him in his dark grey suit. She knew he had to have all his suits tailored to fit his broad chest. Thinking about his body warmed hers up. 

No time to think about suits though. 

He held the unwrapped box in his hands now. Behind the confusion and anxiety on his face, she could see a spark of excitement. 

"Jenna... what?"  

He tilted the box toward her as though she might not know what she'd wrapped. The black, double-sided dildo and harness behind the plastic packaging brought a smile to her face. 

"What?" She tried to play innocent. 

"What, what am I supposed to make of this?" Brandon's voice became tight. Time to come clean, she thought. 

"I got on your laptop last night when I couldn't sleep, and I saw your history." 

"I can explain." Panic etched lines into his face that Jenna rarely saw. 

Fuck, he's freaking out. 

"Babe, you don't need to explain. I liked it." She adjusted her body as she spoke and tossed her blanket aside, revealing herself. The strap-on hadn't been her only purchase that day; Jenna had treated herself to new lingerie, stockings, and a killer pair of pumps. 

Brandon looked at her and then back at the strap-on in his hands. He placed a hand on his forehead and returned it to the package. 

Uncomfortable, Jenna shifted her weight again.  Is he not into it? Did I realize I want this just to get denied in a whole new way? She bit her bottom lip—hard.  

"Brandon?" It'd been a full minute since he looked at her or it felt that way. 

He rubbed his chin before turning to her again. "You, uh, you liked it?"  

His expression triggered a flood of memories: him saying "I love you," the suggestion they move in, bringing up marriage. Something clicked: yeah, Brandon could be aggressive, but he wanted to please her. And Jenna wanted to be pleased. She straightened in her chair. Her earlier certainty returned. 

"I did. It threw me at first, but I liked it a lot." She decided to push further and added, "You should have shared it with me." 

"I should have. I'm sorry." He grimaced momentarily. "So this"—he gave the strap-on a gentle shake—"isn't a joke or anything?" 

Jenna shook her head. "Do you think I'd wear this if I was joking?" 

"No. No, I don't." 

He surveyed her fully, lingering on her body now that his fear was behind him. She caught him running his tongue over his lower lip: a sure sign he was getting turned on. 

Perfect. 

"You like what I'm wearing?" She arched her back, giving him the best possible view. 

"Yeah, a lot." 

"Good, because I'd like to play with you and our new toy." She stretched toward him and plucked the strap-on from his hands. 

"Wow," Brandon said with a blank face and nervous laugh, "this is a lot to process, Jenna." 

"Well, don't go into shock on me." 

She opened the box and pulled out the dildo and harness. She laid them on the table between her and Brandon. He licked his lower lip again but still looked stunned. 

Might as well get it all out at once and move things along. 

"I noticed that pegging wasn't the only thing in a lot of the videos you watched. You seem to like female dominance too? Femdoms?" 

Now he blushed—as though wanting to be dominated by a woman was embarrassing. Jenna bristled, but his sheepish expression turned her on too. 

"Yeah, I like that." He paused for a few moments and his expression calmed. "Are you interested in that too?" 

Finally. 

Jenna nodded. "I am." She took a deep breath before continuing, still trying to keep her nerves hidden. "So maybe you should make up for all these sexless months by being my little slut tonight?" 

Brandon's jaw tightened. He opened and closed his mouth and then closed and opened his eyes. "Yes," he said in a quiet, choked voice. 

His voice sent hot vibrations deep into Jenna.  He wants this. 

"What a good little slut. Come here." She crooked her finger and Brandon leaned toward her like she had him on a leash. 

His stubble bit sexily into her hand as she took hold of his jaw and kissed him roughly. His mouth gave way readily under hers and Jenna slipped her tongue in. Before pulling away, she bit his lip. 

Brandon breathed heavily. There was a lust in his eyes Jenna had almost forgotten and it stirred something deep inside her. 

"Be a good little slut and strip," she said, placing an open hand against his chest and shoving him back. 

"Yes, Jenna." He stood and looked at her timidly. 

"Eyes on the floor now and let's go with 'Mistress' tonight." 

"Yes, Mistress," he said and she caught him smiling before he tilted his head down and focused on undressing. 

This is even better than I expected, she thought to herself as Brandon laid his jacket on the couch and began unbuttoning his dress shirt. She exhaled sharply at the sight of his athletic body. I should've done this months ago. Or years. 

Sure, she felt some nervousness still, but she pushed those fears away. It was time to take control. 

"Go faster," she said. Jenna wanted to get started. She could already feel herself getting wet and she'd waited long enough. 

"Yes, Mistress." 

"Good." 

She rubbed her thighs together and her breathing sped up at the friction. Brandon really did have a gorgeous body. The room's low, warm light played over the hard ridges of his abs and the firm expanses of his pecs and biceps. 

As he slipped his trousers off, Jenna nearly gasped. A long, thick bulge already pushed at the front of his boxer briefs. 

How long has it been since I saw that? 

"Should I take these off too?" He stood in nothing but his underwear, deferring to her. It felt good. 

"Oh, yeah. They come off, or this"—Jenna indicated the strap-on—"doesn't go on." 

"Yes, Mistress."  

Brandon bent forward and pushed the shorts down. The head of his cock caught the fabric before it bobbed free, pre-cum already glistening at the tip. Jenna bit her lip and collected herself, or tried. 

"Stay bent over," she said, rising languorously. Before she walked out of view, she looked back at Brandon and smiled. He was still bent forward with his hard-on snug against his taut stomach. 

In the bedroom, she opened the top drawer of their nightstand. They kept their toys there and Jenna pulled out a bottle of lube and a small purple butt plug. She'd given anal a try earlier in their relationship, but she hadn't been a fan of receiving.  

Giving would be different. 

"Do you remember this, dear?" She held the plug up between her thumb and forefinger. He hesitated. "You can look up for now, my silly slut."  

God, I love calling him that. Saying the word and watching him respond made her nipples hard. 

"I do remember it, Mistress." Brandon couldn't keep the excitement off his face. 

"Good boy. I think it just makes sense to give that ass of yours some practice before I fuck it, don't you?" 

"Yes, Mistress, very much." 

"Mm, aren't you a good little bitch?" She uncapped the lube as she walked behind him. 

This, she was sure, was the point of no return. Jenna squeezed lube onto one of her fingers and applied it to his hole before rubbing more onto the plug.  

She pressed the plug against his tight opening and he backed up against it eagerly. She swatted him and he held still. Taking her time to punish him, Jenna pushed the plug into him slowly and then pulled it out, never fully penetrating him. 

His moans and whimpers turned her on more. Soon, she had to brace her free hand against his ass to hold him steady. Even then, she got to enjoy seeing the muscles in his back strain and twitch in desire. 

"You want this bad, don't you slut?" 

"Please. Yes, Mistress, I do." 

"Beg, bitch." Jenna gave herself goose bumps. Her newfound dominance sent hot thrills over her skin and deep into her core. 

"Mistress, please. Please fuck me." His voice sounded stilted and he paused. As he continued, his voice grew husky, needful. "Mistress, I've fantasized about this for so long. I know I've misbehaved by not telling you, but I beg you please take me. Fuck me. Please, Mistress." 

Jenna grinned.  

"Good slut," she said. "The fucking will come later, but for now..." She popped the plug into him and Brandon groaned, arching his back and dipping his head. 

His sounds grew in volume as she placed one thumb on the base of the plug and wiggled it. She laughed quietly, surprised and pleased with how easily she could make him moan this way. 

"Oh, you are so ready, aren't you?" 

"Oh, god yes," he said, having trouble getting the words out. 

"Oh, god yes, who?" Jenna welcomed the sharpness in her voice as she slapped his ass loudly. 

"Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress." 

"I'll let you make it up to me," she said, straightening her body. "Get on your knees and face me, slut." 

Brandon obeyed, falling to his knees and turning. On his knees, his eyes were level with the tops of her thighs—courtesy largely of the pumps. 

She ran her hand through his hair, forcing his head back. Getting a grip on his hair—it was just long enough—she then abruptly brought his head down. 

"Do you like my panties?" 

"Yes, they look beautiful on you." Jenna sighed, satisfied. 

"Do you know the interesting thing about these panties?" 

He shifted his head minutely as he looked at the lacy fabric intently. 

"No, Mistress. I'm sorry. I can't tell what's different about them except that they're new." 

Jenna released his hair, shoving him lightly. 

She clicked her tongue. "Silly slut. I'll show you since you're being so unobservant." Reaching down with both hands, Jenna parted the fabric and revealed her wet sex. "They're crotchless." 

Jenna drew one finger over her lips, parting them slightly. She presented the finger to him. 

"Lick," she said. 

Without speaking, Brandon simply leaned forward and sucked her finger into his mouth. Jenna moaned at the slippery pressure of his mouth. 

"Very nice, slut. But can you think of a way to put that tongue to better use?" 

"I could lick your pussy, Mistress." Heat bloomed in her as she heard the raw excitement in his voice. 

"Perfect answer," she said, "so get started." 

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you." With that, he tilted his head and brought his mouth to her slick slit. 

One huge advantage to having been with Brandon for so long: he knew what she liked. Hell, what she loved. 

He started with light licks along her pussy and nibbles along her sensitive inner thighs. Jenna became wetter immediately, new soaking heat coming in waves. She gripped his shoulders and dug her nails into his skin as her hips began to buck against his mouth. 

In response, Brandon pushed his tongue into her harder. His pace quickened and he began to flick his tongue against her pulsing clit. Every time he made contact, Jenna grasped him more tightly. 

"Good slut," she said, her own voice strained by her fast breathing. 

He pulled away momentarily like he intended to speak, but Jenna grabbed the back of his head and forced his mouth back against her. 

"No one told you to take a break, bitch." She slammed her hips forward, burying the bottom half of his face in her heat. 

Jenna gasped loudly and felt her body tense as Brandon made it up to her by sucking her clit into his mouth.  

"Oh, fuck yes," she moaned as he put pressure on her most sensitive place. 

She became lightheaded before he stopped and pushed his tongue into her firmly. Her back arched almost against her will, but he compensated and kept his mouth on her. 

Electric tension built in her core. The feeling surged in strength as he continued to fuck her with his tongue and paused to play with her clit. She knew she'd climax soon. Luckily, she knew she wouldn't be too sensitive to have the strap-on snugged inside her afterward. 

The prospect of driving that thick cock into Brandon loosed her orgasm and a wave of tension wracked her body followed by bright release that left her lightheaded and panting. 

Brandon continued to stroke her with his tongue, though more slowly and lightly now. Jenna pushed him away when she was ready, pleased that he waited on her. 

Jenna had a wicked, brilliant idea. 

"Nice job," she said after catching her breath. "You've done a good job of pleasing me so far. Now masturbate and play with that plug until I tell you to stop, slut." 

For a moment he looked confused, but he followed her instruction quickly, wrapping one hand around the shaft of his cock and reaching around his hips with other. He remained on his knees, which pleased Jenna. 

She decided to lie down on the couch and watch him. "You can look at me but no eye contact," she said, feeling generous. 

Brandon devoured her with his gaze, turning Jenna on again. She ran her hands over her breasts, tweaking her nipples through the unlined, lacy bra. They were still so sensitive and she bit her lip as she pinched them. Brandon's hands moved faster. 

"Tell me when you're close," she said. 

"Yes, Mistress." His voice was ragged. 

Jenna remembered the man in the video last night and how only the sight of his erection got her wet. This was so much better and she'd already come once. 

She relished the sight of his sweat mixing with her own wetness on his face. His arm working up and down like a piston... she could probably get off again watching his muscles flex. 

His brow knit together and Jenna knew he would speak up in a moment: it was one of his tells. 

"I'm close, Mistress." 

Like clockwork. 

"Stop, and hands off," she said. "I'm thirsty and I'm going to get a glass of water." She stood and patted his shoulder. His body vibrated beneath her. "If I hear you touching yourself or if you come, the strap-on may just end up in the trash." 

"Yes, Mistress," he said, his struggle evident in his voice. 

I wonder if he knows there's no way I'm not using the strap-on on him tonight? 

Jenna shrugged in answer to her own question as she walked to the kitchen. The only sound in the apartment was the clicking of her heels. 

After her orgasm, she really did want a glass of water—though she'd be more than willing to forgo it and get to the fucking. Still, toying with Brandon kept getting better and better. 

She took her time filling and drinking a glass. Before heading back to the living room, she filled the glass again. 

"And did you behave?" she asked, walking back to the couch and sitting down. 

Brandon remained in the same position, but his hands made white-knuckled fists and pressed into his knees. His cock stood at attention. 

"Yes, Mistress." 

"Good, can you last longer?" 

"Yes, Mistress, I can." 

"Start again. Let me know when you're close," she said, taking a drink. 

He sighed and began again. It didn't take nearly as long this time. 

"I'm close, Mistress. May I—" His words were interrupted by his panting. 

"No, you may not," she said, drinking more water. "I need to go do something in the bedroom. Be a good slutboy and wait for me to come back." 

"Yes, Mistress," he said through gritted teeth, gingerly releasing his hard-on. 

Jenna couldn't keep the satisfaction from her face as she walked to the bedroom and lit the candles she'd placed around the room earlier. She planned to be in there more permanently soon. 

"Start again. And let me know like the last two times." This time, she propped herself against the back of the couch instead of lying down. 

"Yes, Mistress." 

He didn't last a minute before she got to stop him again, almost laughing. Calling the power heady would've been a drastic understatement. 

"Now, slut, I want you to blow out all the candles in this room and then join me in the bedroom. Bring the strap-on and harness of course, and the lube. Understood?" 

"Yes, Mistress." 

"Good," she said. There was frustration in his voice, but his lust overshadowed it. Jenna finished her water, set the cup on the floor, and walked to the bedroom. 

It would be time soon. Fear and nervousness tugged at Jenna's thoughts, but she pushed them away. Trying something new often had an effect on her and she reminded herself this was no different. 

She focused on the pleasure ahead and let the room's warm, shifting light soothe her. Brandon appeared at the end of the hallway. He walked toward her with his head bowed and cock erect. Fluttering heat came to life in Jenna's core. 

"You have such a beautiful body, slut. I'm so looking forward to bending you over." 

"Thank you, Mistress." 

"Are you enjoying the butt plug, bitch?" 

"Yes, I am, Mistress. Thank you." 

"Good, now hand me the strap-on and lube. Then get on your knees again." 

He dropped to the wooden floor with a thump and presented the strap-on to her. Before he'd come home, Jenna had carefully removed it from the box to get familiar with it, but putting it in to use it was a wholly different experience. 

Unlike some double-sided dildoes, the one she'd bought was not simply a straight rod with a guard at the center. The end meant for her was shorter and curved to press against her g-spot and give a sense of fullness. That end's width, according to the box, meant she could use it with or without the harness. 

She uncapped the lube and squeezed some onto her end. It really was wide. 

The end meant for Brandon was longer and mimicked the shape of a thick cock with some small ridges for extra pleasure. The curve and slight elasticity of the dildo guaranteed a stimulating, realistic ride for Brandon. 

Taking a deep breath and relaxing her muscles, Jenna pushed the wide end into herself. It reminded her of being penetrated by Brandon. The wide cock stretched her out and filled her. The dildo's curve pressed against her delicate front wall, ensuring she'd enjoy herself. 

She grabbed the base of the shaft intended for Brandon. Suddenly having a dick, even one made of silicone, was odd. She wondered if she'd ever get used to it. 

"The harness," she said. Brandon extended it to her while his gaze was locked on the black dildo emerging from the opening in her panties. 

Satisfaction purred through Jenna as she guided the dildo into a space in the harness and wrapped it around her hips. She'd spent a little more to get straps that were meant to chafe as little as possible. The harness settled against her body nicely and meant the strap-on would remain securely in her. 

"Well," she said, running her hand up and down the shaft, "why don't you suck on this?" 

"Of course, Mistress," he said. 

Brandon barely gave her time to move her hand before he devoured the fake cock. She thought about scolding him, but it was hard to be upset in the face of such gusto. 

The sensation his movements provided also surprised her into silence. She'd hoped she could get off using the strap-on. The feeling of having it push and pull her cunt along with the pulsing pressure against her clit made Jenna certain she would come at least once again tonight.  

Especially since she had another surprise in store. 

Wanting to give Brandon an authentic experience, she caught a handful of his hair and worked her hips against his face. The increased intensity of the strap-on's movement inside her was a definite bonus. 

To his credit, Brandon continued to take it like a pro. Between his hands and mouth, he worked every inch of the shaft and Jenna could see he kept the dildo dripping. 

"Don't you just suck dick like a slut?" 

"Thank you, Mistress," he said, pausing his mouth only long enough to speak.  

Jenna let him continue for several more minutes. A warm pulse built in her core at the rhythm he kept. His own cock remained stiff the entire time. Between getting used orally and the butt plug, he was in heaven. 


"That's enough for now." She pulled the strap-on from his mouth and let the wet cock rest against his face. He panted for a moment, blatantly aroused by his submission. 

As Jenna bent to retrieve another goody from the nightstand, she let the strap-on slide over Brandon's face. He clearly loved it. The effort to not pop the dildo back into his mouth was written on his face. 

"Aren't you a dirty slut, hungry for your Mistress's cock?" 

"Yes, Mistress," he said, sounding dazed. 

Jenna shoved the strap-on against his face harder as she pulled it away from her body. In her other hand, she held a small vibrating egg. She set the device to an ascending pulse and slipped it into the space reserved for the egg in the strap-on's base. 

She inhaled sharply at the new sensation. The vibrations traveled through her clitoris deep into her pussy and sent the pulse into the end of the strap-on inside her. "Fuck," she said quietly, closing her eyes to focus. 

"Get on the bed, all fours," she said after gathering herself enough to command him. 

"Yes, Mistress." He walked around her carefully and fell to all fours. He crawled to the center of the bed, making room for her and displaying the base of the plug. 

"Take the plug out." He obeyed and moaned as he pulled the plug from his tight ass. 

"Good slut. Just sit it on the bed. You can clean it later." 

Grabbing the lube from where she'd set it on the nightstand, Jenna climbed onto the bed behind Brandon. The strap-on wagged in front of her. 

"Ass down a bit, slut." He was a little tall for her, but he reached the perfect height after spreading his knees further. It also opened the cleft of his ass wider: another advantage. 

"Good bitch," she said, patting his firm ass. 

She uncapped the lube and squeezed some into his cleft, making sure to spread enough around his hole. Then, she applied more to the head of the strap-on and a thin line going down to its base. Anticipating she would want to do this again, she wanted to make this experience mind-blowing for both of them. 

Pushing the head of the strap-on against Brandon's ass, she let Brandon feel the pressure and width. She rubbed her hands over his ass and back, relaxing him. His body was tense—definitely in arousal but also perhaps in anxiety. 

"Are you ready?" 

He paused for a moment and then nodded. "Yes, Mistress," he added. 

Jenna took hold of Brandon's hips and pushed her own forward. He gasped as the strap-on penetrated him. She pulled back as far as she could without pulling the dildo from inside him. Pushing forward again, she worked more of it into him. 

"Back up on it like you want it," she said. As she continued to rock her hips forward and back, Brandon pushed back and slowly took more and more.  

Soon, he took the full length of the strap-on. It forced the base against Jenna's mound and she groaned as the vibrating egg pressed against her fully. 

"That's my boy." She ran her hands up his back from his hips now while she moved her hips against him at a faster pace. Brandon's grunts and moans gave her a heady, passionate rush of power. 

Jenna cupped one breast and rolled the nipple between her fingers as her other hand explored Brandon's back. Like the rest of him, his back was gorgeous, but she seldom got to enjoy it. Now she got to take in the expanse of flexing, sweaty muscle at her leisure. 

A hot thrum built inside her as she continued to speed up her rhythm and play with her breasts. Brandon's breathing grew faster and louder, adding to Jenna's own arousal. She was doing this to him and it felt exquisite. 

Curling her nails into his shoulder, Jenna pulled him into her hips more roughly and he gasped loudly.  

"That's right," she said, slamming her hips into his. "You like that?" 

"Yes, Mistress." His voice quaked as he spoke. 

"Having trouble concentrating?" She punctuated each word with a deep, quick thrust. The motion shoved the vibrator against her body while the dildo pulled and pushed her cunt. 

"Yes, Mistress, I am." Before her eyes, he dipped his head lower and his shoulders tilted forward, another sure sign he was close. 

"That's my boy." She pulled out of him almost completely and then entered him as quickly as she could, eliciting a loud, breathy moan from Brandon. 

The force of the thrust nearly loosed Jenna's own orgasm, but she wanted to hold out a little longer and let it build. After coming once already, she knew how good this one could be. Hell, she could have more than one if she wanted. 

Taking her hands from her own breasts and his back, Jenna gripped his hips and pushed into him with long, hard strokes. Brandon began to shake against her. 

"Not yet," she said. "I'll tell you when to finish. Understood?" 

"Y-yes," he said. His attempt to speak was complicated by her fucking him with greater speed. 

"That's right." Her own voice was rough now. She tilted her hips forward to bring the vibrating egg into more contact with her clit. One last hard, fast thrust sent her over the edge. 

Jenna's back arched and her head snapped back as vibrating lightness filled her body. Her muscles tensed and released rapidly, but she kept pushing into Brandon, extending her climax. Her cunt throbbed in bright, hot waves that grew in intensity as another orgasm shook through her. 

"Now," she told him, more a moan than speech. 

Brandon groaned and his body spasmed as he came. She could just make out his cum hitting the sheet under him before his jerking body sent another orgasm through her. 

She collapsed forward against his body and felt him finish, exhausted. 

Both of them gasped as she pulled the strap-on from him and then let herself fall back onto the bed. Her orgasm lingered behind her eyes, in her lips, at the base of her neck, between her legs, and in her lower body. 

"Wow," she said, rubbing her hands over her face and pushing her sweaty hair back. Reaching down, she shut off the vibrating egg before its pulsing could become painful. The vibrations echoed in her body sweetly. 

Brandon lay down next to her. Some of his cum had caught on his abs, Jenna saw. The sight sent a little thrill through her. She reached for him and ran a hand over his rapidly rising and falling chest. 

"Is the scene over then?" he asked. Jenna stared at him for a moment before her tired mind could process the statement. Scene like BDSM, her exhausted brain finally tossed out. She nodded, not quite ready to speak more yet. 

"That was so good, babe." He nuzzled her face as he spoke and Jenna shifted to face him. 

"Definitely," she said in a sleepy whisper. 

"I'm glad you decided to look at my history online," he said with a laugh. 

Jenna slapped him playfully. "If you'd just told me, we could've started doing this so much earlier." 

"Yeah, yeah," he said with a guilty smile. "It's just not something I think most women are probably into." 

She nodded. "Aren't you lucky you're with me, then?" 

"Definitely," he said. 








Training Her Man

 

 



Jenna ducked her head and covered her mouth as she yawned. Tanya and Greg were boring, but she still didn't want to be rude. They were clients after all—this was work.

It was her own fault she'd stayed up the night before, researching D/s lifestyles and female domination after Brandon went to sleep. She'd become completely obsessed.

Yes, Jenna loved pegging Brandon and their revived sex life thrilled her, but she wanted more. Dominating him as casual play didn't cut it.

But right now I need to debate the merits of taupe versus beige, she thought with grim resignation. Try as she might, she couldn't get the couple to attempt anything adventurous. There would be no bright or rich colors in their home. They wanted, as far as she could tell, the most nondescript home possible.

Honestly, working with them was probably a factor in her growing D/s interest. Beyond their decorating tastes, the couple just bored her and sometimes she suspected they bored each other.

 More than once, she'd caught Greg staring at her in a lusty way she recognized. Less offensive but still disheartening: Tanya had a habit of checking out when Greg spoke, glazed eyes and everything.


Her relationship with Brandon would not go that way. Absolutely not.

"I'm just not sure which one will really go with that cream we like, you know?" Tanya said to Greg.

"Mhm, and then there's the throw your mom gave us. Jenna, it's sort of an orange, burnt umber. What do you think that would be best with?" Greg asked, turning to her.

Jenna smiled and hoped it looked the right amount of bright and interested. "I think it could really go either way. What do you think of me putting down some paint in both colors so you can compare? And you can bring the throw, actually see what everything looks like together. Then we can start on painting, finalize furniture, and get you two moved in."

Her stomach growled quietly and, if she could get them out soon, she and Brandon could make dinner reservations somewhere.

"Okay. Do you like that?" Tanya asked Greg.

"Yeah, yeah. I think that works. So can you paint some samples tonight and we'll check them out during the day tomorrow?" Greg said.

"Yes, I can and I can call you tomorrow to figure out the best time to meet. How does that sound to you two?" She looked from Tanya to Greg and back, wordlessly willing them to start walking toward the front door.

"That sounds great, Jenna. Thank you so much—I know we can be kind of demanding, kind of out of the box," Tanya said.

You are the box, Jenna thought sadly, but aloud she simply guided them out of the house and closed the door after bidding them goodbye. She pressed her forehead against the cool door as her stomach growled loudly.

Meeting with Tanya and Greg had taken much longer than she planned and they'd asked to meet at the paint store early. Now, she'd missed lunch and it was nearly time for dinner.

Well, I won't die of boredom, but starvation's not a great option either.

Trying to tune out her grumbling stomach, Jenna fished her phone out of her purse and called Brandon. He would still be at work, but she could always leave a message about dinner plans if he didn't pick up.

"Hey, sexy. What's up?" Brandon said after three rings.

Ah, it's good to get that as a greeting again.

"Hey, babe. I just finished up with the Gensons and I was wondering if you wanted to go out for dinner tonight, maybe make a reservation?"

While she waited for him to answer, she headed upstairs. Painting supplies were tucked away in a room that would either become a spare bedroom or Greg's office.

"Sure, that works for me. Where do you want to go?"

"Hmm, maybe Charli's downtown?" A few small cans of paint, tarps, brushes, and rollers sat in the room's closet. Struggling to gather what she needed with one hand, Jenna caught the handles of two paint cans, a brush, and the corner of a tarp.

"Charli's it is then. Do you want me to call and make a reservation on my way home?"


"Sure, babe. That'd be great," she said, unceremoniously dragging the tarp behind her as she walked back downstairs.

I wonder if I could trick some college kid into "interning" for me, she thought as the tarp began to slip from her grasp.

"Okay, will do. You heading home soon?"

"No, I have to finish some stuff up here. I'm pretty close to the restaurant anyway so do you just want to meet there? We can both just go there from work?"

She dropped the tarp at the base of the wall she planned to paint.

"Yeah, that works. Okay, I'll call and finish up here. I love you."

"I love you too," Jenna said before ending the call.

Dinner would be great, but she really wanted to put on her strap-on and bend Brandon over, dominate him. She wanted to hear him beg.

Jenna shook her head, getting flustered.


Slipping her phone into her bag, she set the other painting supplies down on the floor. In her mind, she started to put together a to do list: run upstairs and get the paint stirrer she'd forgotten, lay down the tarp, open paint, mix paint, actually paint, close paint cans, wash brushes, fold up tarp, put supplies away.

Jenna sighed looking at the pile of painting tools. She started to drop into a crouch beside them, but then she paused.

Jenna stood back up, the corners of her mouth turning up in a grin.

"I have an idea," she said in a quiet but satisfied voice.

Retrieving her phone, Jenna texted Brandon,  Sorry, I might be running late. More to do here than I thought, but head to the restaurant.

She knew he'd do as he was told.

 

* * *

 

Brandon already sat at the table with two glasses of water when Jenna walked into the dining room.

"Hey, I'm sorry I'm late," she said, taking off her jacket and sitting down across from him.

"Don't worry about it. I haven't been here that long anyway."

He has to have been here for at least twenty minutes, she thought.

"Not long enough to take your tie off anyway," she said as she pointed at his decidedly formal accessory.

"Oh, fuck," he said quietly with a laugh as he began loosening it to take it off.

"Silly boy." He looked at her knowingly and a hot tingle started at the base of Jenna's neck. Sometimes she couldn't handle his green eyes. "Just take that off and give it to me. I'll put it in my purse."

Brandon gave her the same look for another moment, but then he pulled the tie off over his head and handed it to her

"Thanks, babe," he said, undoing the first button of his shirt and relaxing a bit more.

Jenna stuffed the tie into her bag hurriedly. Thankfully Brandon's being attentive didn't extend to her purse or he would've noticed it was fuller than usual, almost brimming.

The waiter came over and they put in their orders. Once he left, Brandon asked, "So how was work?"

Rolling her eyes, Jenna shook her head and said, "So long. It makes me feel awful, but they are not my favorite clients. I'm honestly not sure why they picked me. There is a very limited amount of beige in my portfolio online."

"Yeah, but your picture's on there too and haven't you told me Greg has wandering eyes?"

"More like his eyes are world travelers."

"Can you blame him?" Brandon raised his eyebrows to a suggestive height.

"Ha, I can blame him some on Tanya's behalf." She grimaced and Brandon frowned, nodding.

"Maybe you can pull her aside some time and give her some tips on getting him in line." He kept his face blank and now it was Jenna's turn to raise her eyebrows.

"What?" he asked quietly with a laugh. Leaning toward her over the table as though he had a secret, he added, "It's definitely a skill of yours."

Jenna couldn't keep herself from smiling. "You know it," she said, taking a drink of water.

"Yes, I do, Mistress."

Just then, her stomach chimed in with a loud growl. The woman at the next table looked toward them.

My stomach is talking louder than we are.

"I actually want to talk to you about that, but I might need food first to keep my stomach from interrupting us. Or I might pass out."

"Fair, we'll put it off for the sake of your survival."

As they ate, they managed to avoid the topic of kinky sex. They stuck to Brandon's work, a trip they might take with a few friends from college, and her desire to redo their bathroom for the third time in the last year. "Just paint," she insisted, but they both knew it was never just paint.

After the waiter dropped off the check, Jenna decided it was as good a time as any.

"So what I want to talk about...," she started. Brandon looked at her, anticipation glinting in his eyes.

"Yeah?"

"I love, I guess we could call it, playing, but I want more." He looked puzzled. "I want you to submit more. I don't need to lock you in a cage at home, but I want more control."

"Like what?" he asked, some nervousness tingeing his voice.


There's excitement there too, she told herself.

"It's hard to explain. I want to feel more like I own you."

He blinked, but then he said, "Okay. Let's try it."

Jenna felt euphoric. "Let's start now."

"Now?"

"Yes, no more talking until we're outside." She paid the check and then led him out of the restaurant. "I'm Mistress from here on out. Walk to my car. It's over there," she said, pointing to where she'd parked.

"Yes, Mistress."

He didn't even ask about his car. He simply walked toward hers.

"Stop," she told him when they were within a few feet of the car. "Stay there, eyes forward."

Walking to stand behind him, Jenna pulled his tie out of her purse. Subtly striped black silk, it would do nicely.

"Hold still," she said as she blindfolded him with the tie.

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you," he said in a quiet voice, probably wary of being overheard.

"Good boy. Now, you stand there and wait for me to put you in the backseat."

In hindsight, she should have uncluttered the backseat of her car a little bit, but the improvisation and spontaneity worked for her. Tossing design magazines to the floor knowing Brandon was standing nervous and blindfolded in view of the world made her hot.

Jenna knew him well enough to know he felt nervous now, but he did what she said anyway.

Perfect, she thought, smiling.

"Come here," she said once she'd cleared the seat. Two hesitant steps later, Brandon stood just behind her.

"What a good boy. Now, I'll guide you into the backseat. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you."

Jenna placed one hand on the top of Brandon's head and another on his shoulder. She managed to get him into the car without bumping his head and no one got elbowed.

Good so far.

Sitting with his hands clasped in his lap, he was the picture of obedience. Jenna slammed the door shut, making him flinch at the loud sound. She circled around the car and got into the driver's seat.

"You will lie down and press your face into the seat. We don't want anyone to see you blindfolded back there do we? It would be so embarrassing for you."

And I'm not sure how tinted these windows are, but he doesn't need to know that. Jenna was in no mood to get pulled over for having a blindfolded man tucked into her car.

"Yes, Mistress," he said. A rustling noise came from the backseat and she watched him fold himself into the fetal position with his face down in the rearview mirror.

"Now, you might need to hold on—I'd hate for you to roll off the seat and there's not a way to buckle you in. Until I tell you we've arrived, no more talking."

His silence served as the reply she wanted.

As she pulled out, Jenna turned the radio to her favorite jazz station. One of her and Brandon's few disagreements was jazz: she loved it and he hated it. Charlie Parker's "Star Eyes" loudly flooded the car.

Humming along, she drove toward the Gensons' delightfully empty house. Her gaze flicked up to the rearview mirror and Brandon's reflection. Excitement bubbled lightly in her core and along her body.

What a great start to the evening.

Thankfully, the drive to the Gensons' wasn't too long so she wouldn't have to wait for more than fifteen minutes.

"We're here, boy," she said, parking the car in the driveway and turning off the radio. "Isn't that exciting?"

"Yes, Mistress." His words came out muffled as he kept his face pressed into the seat, making Jenna smile. It started to make her wet too.

Taking a deep breath, she got out of the car with her purse on her shoulder and walked around to open the door beside Brandon's feet.

"Where do you think we are?" she asked, enjoying the sight of him curled up in the backseat.

"Are we home, Mistress?"

Laughing, Jenna said, "No, we aren't home at all. That would've been a much longer drive, you silly thing. Now, get up and I'll guide you out of the car."

"Mistress, are you taking me out with the blindfold on?" he asked as he sat up hesitantly, hands braced needlessly against the seat.

"No one told you to ask questions and the blindfold stays on unless I tell you to take it off or do it myself."

Before he could manage a "Yes, Mistress," she half-pulled him out of the car, slammed the door shut, and guided him to the Gensons' front door.

The evening was warmer than normal for the season and Jenna lingered on the porch, looking around the neighborhood. She couldn't deny a hint of disappointment that none of the neighbors were out.

Not that Brandon knew that—he'd begun to shift his weight awkwardly as they stood outside.

"Are you nervous?"

"A little, Mistress."

"Don't you trust me?"

"Of course, Mistress. I'm sorry."

"Good boy," she said while she finally unlocked the door and shoved him forward. "Don't trip over the threshold."

He walked inside slowly with his hands stretched out a few inches in front of himself. His jaw tensed when she closed the door behind her.

"Take off your clothes, slut." Jenna leaned against the door and waited eagerly to see him strip.

Brandon didn't make her wait long.

Still, he moved slowly.

He definitely wants to know where he is, she thought with a satisfied grin as he took off his jacket.

"You'll fold those clothes and set them down. I won't have you walking out of here looking sloppy. Unless I feel differently later that is."

"Yes, Mistress," he said as he folded the jacket and crouched to place it on the floor. He reached out in front of himself awkwardly as he lowered his body, feeling around for any furniture and testing the floor.

"It's hardwood like in who knows how many homes. Stop wasting time and get those clothes off or you'll pay for it, bitch."

"I'm sorry, Mistress." Brandon nearly lost his balance when he stood up quickly, rapidly undoing the buttons of his shirt.

Since she hadn't turned on any lights, the only light in the foyer came from what trickled in through the windows. The low, evening light gave his skin a bronze glow and Jenna circled him as he undressed, like a prowling predator.

After Brandon set his folded shirt on the floor, she got her best view yet of the bulge straining the front of his pants. Jenna's breathing quickened and heat exploded in her core. As he unbuttoned and unzipped his trousers, a new wave of wetness began between her legs.

Inhaling deeply, she switched on the light now. Brandon turned his head in the direction of the click, but he continued to strip. Jenna's eyes fixed on the v-shaped lines at his hips as he slipped both his trousers and boxers down.

Seeing him naked always made something in her mind go a bit haywire and wanting to control him hadn't changed that. The strength of his athletic body only made taking him more of a challenge—and an accomplishment.

Jenna walked forward and caught his semi-hard cock in one hand. Brandon twitched in her hand and she let herself enjoy his stiffening heat before she asked, "Whose is this?"

"It's yours, Mistress. I'm yours." Already, he'd become rock-hard in her hand. As she watched, he ran his tongue over his lower lip quickly.

For a second, her mind jumped backward to a few weeks ago when she could barely remember the last time she'd seen him with a hard-on.

No need to dwell on the past, she thought as she half-stroked his dick and released him. He made a noise between a whimper and a rough exhale, bringing a smirk to Jenna's face.

"Ah, you make me smile, slut." She drew one finger up his body, just grazing him with a single nail from his cock and over his abs. Brandon quivered below her touch.

"You must be in need to be this hard when you don't even know where you are," she said.

"Yes, Mistress." He shifted his weight in an obvious attempt to move closer to her.

"I bet you wish I'd wrap my soft, smooth hand around your cock. I wonder how long it would take me to make you come." She let one hand drift down and tapped two fingers against the already wet head of his dick. "What do you think, slut?"

He hesitated before saying, "I don't think it would take long, Mistress. I'm very excited."

"I do appreciate your honesty," she said, drawing one finger along his shaft, "but what you want is simply not going to happen."

As she finished speaking, she flicked the head of his penis as hard as she could. Brandon flinched, his shoulders coming forward in a protective slouch.

"None of that." Jenna forced his shoulders back and he grunted at her rough touch.

"Of course, Mistress. I'm sorry."

"As you should be," she said with a sigh. Taking a step back, Jenna looked down to see that the contrition in Brandon's voice had done nothing to calm his erection.

Good.

"Now, I'm going to get some things in order. You just stand here and play with yourself without finishing. Surely you can manage that?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said, wrapping one hand around the base of his shaft and beginning to stroke himself.

"Go faster, slut. I want you to work to keep from coming."

"Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry." His hand sped up and he moaned.

"That's a good bitch," she said, walking past him and slapping his ass.

Brandon jumped as the loud sound filled the empty house and Jenna smiled.

"I could do this all day," she told herself. Thank god she'd checked out his internet history and found this new "interest."

The pile of painting supplies still sat beside a wall in the living room. While she listened to the sounds of Brandon's pleasure, she spread out the tarp, opened the paint cans, and picked up a brush. She gave both cans a quick stir before straightening up again.

By the time she walked back to him, sweat soaked his forehead above the tie. His jaw tensed and his struggle was visible. Slick pre-cum glistened on his hard-on.

Something primal and hungry stretched inside Jenna. She inhaled deeply and felt her nipples stiffen and push against the fabric of her bra. Heat tingled in her core and over her body.

"How are you doing, slut?"

Can he hear the smile in my voice?

"I'm keeping myself from the edge, Mistress," he said in a strained voice.

"Well, let's see if this helps. Open your mouth."

It took him a moment to respond. Admittedly, she'd made an odd request so she let his second of disobedience pass.

Once he did open his mouth—releasing a moan—Jenna laid the handle of the paintbrush on his tongue.

"Close. Keep that in your mouth now. You can nod to show you understand."

His jaw snapped shut and Brandon nodded. The bristles of the paintbrush glanced off his chest and he jumped in surprise.

His hand slowed.

"No, no no. You keep up the pace with your hand. What I put in your mouth is no excuse for slacking off."

He nodded and sped up again, groaning around the wooden paintbrush handle.

"Do you like having something shoved in your mouth, slut?"

Brandon nodded hurriedly.

"I thought so. Now turn around, one hundred eighty degrees. Keep that in your mouth and don't stop touching yourself. And remember, no finishing—it's not like you can ask permission anyway."

Brandon nodded again, making Jenna laugh.

"Now walk forward, three steps."

Soon enough, she had him standing before the paint supplies. He grimaced and made a whimpering noise as his hand slowed.

Stepping forward, Jenna pulled the paintbrush from Brandon's mouth. He gasped.

"What are you whimpering over, bitch? And I certainly did not tell you to slow down."

"Mistress, I'm getting very close. I can't go that fast without disobeying you by finishing."

Jenna sighed. "How disappointing. Stay as close to the edge as you can, understood? If I think you're not following orders, I'll make it much more difficult for you."

"Yes, Mistress. Of course. Can I ask what was in my mouth?"

"Hm, no," Jenna said, putting the paintbrush back in his mouth. As he nodded, she pulled her shirt off over her head and let it fall to the floor.

The rush of cold air clashed with the heat of her body and goose bumps sprang up on her skin. She quivered and sighed.

Brandon turned his head in her direction at the sound. Taking hold of the paintbrush's end, she turned his head so that he faced forward once again.

"Get on your knees." She unzipped her jeans and pushed them down her legs, stepping out of them and the flats she wore.

He kneeled carefully, one hand splayed in front of him and the other still working his dick. Jenna began rubbing herself through the thin fabric of her panties. They were soaked already.

She let her eyes flutter closed when she drew the tips of her fingers over her clit, but there were things to be done. Specifically, she had a man to toy with.

Opening her eyes, she said, "Walk forward on your knees. There, that's good. Now feel around with your free hand until you feel a metal container, but don't reach inside it."

As he obeyed, Jenna ran one hand up her body and she massaged her breasts through her lace bra. 

"Find the top of the can and I want you to dip your face toward it until the paintbrush in your mouth goes inside. You're going to help me with this little errand, bitch."

With a quick nod, he bent forward and dunked the brush into the paint.

"Good job so far. Now, stand up and lean forward until the brush makes contact with the wall. You may want to hang onto it with your teeth tightly to keep from gagging."

He followed her instruction, his back arched and slick with sweat. She could hear the increase in his breathing as he moved his hand more slowly.

"Now stroke up and down quickly—move your head to the left as you go. Oh, and I mean stroke with the brush not your hand."

The swatch ended up a little messier than she would have liked, but it got the job done. Of course, having Brandon do it also meant she could continue playing with herself. 

Whoever advised against mixing business and pleasure could not have been very creative, she thought with a quiet laugh.

"Now, back on your knees," she said. Once he knelt again, Jenna took hold of the brush. "You'll need a new one to paint the next swatch."

Brandon opened his mouth and, barely giving her time to remove the brush, said in a breathless rush, "Please let me come. Please, Mistress, I'm begging you. I'm so close, I—"

Before he could finish pleading, his cock jerked and shot cum onto the tarp. His speech devolved into a long moan rapidly.

Jenna sighed, a mix of disappointment and excitement.

"Mistress, I'm so sorry," he said between exhausted gasps.

"Oh, I am going to make you sorry. Do you think it's appropriate for you to get off before I do and without my permission?"

"No, Mistress, never. I'm so sorry. I'll do whatever you want, I'll do anything to make it up to you. Please, Mistress."

Jenna placed one foot on Brandon's nearer shoulder and pushed him toward the ground. "Wouldn't you do what I want anyway, bitch?"

"Of course, Mistress. I'm sorry. I—"

She shoved him further toward the ground. "No. Shut up. You can't offer me what I already have as a way of apologizing. Do you remember who owns that cock you were stroking?"

"It's yours, Mistress."

"And you didn't use it the way I told you to. Now what do you think I'm going to have to do about that?"

"Are, are you going to punish me, Mistress?" he asked quietly.

"I am going to punish you. If you're going to truly be my sub and not just something to play with, we're going to need to work on your discipline. Unless you'd rather continue letting me down."

"No, Mistress. I don't want to let you down ever again."

"Good." She gave him one final push and then placed her foot back on the ground. "Stand up, turn, and walk."

Slowly, Brandon stood up and obeyed. Hopefully, he could continue doing so now. Irritation made Jenna tense as she walked toward the middle of the room as well.

"Stop." He did. "Glad to see you managed to follow those orders correctly. I suppose there's hope for you still."

Brandon bit his lip and tilted his head downward, looking ashamed. "I am truly so sorry I disobeyed you, Mistress."

"No one told you to talk. Now, stand there. Fold your hands behind your back. I want that emptied out cock of yours on display." She watched him clasp his hands behind his back before she walked to the foyer where she'd dropped her purse.

She didn't need anything from her purse just then, but she'd want it soon. Making him wait didn't hurt either. Maybe he'd even get nervous about where they were again.

"How are you feeling, slut?" she asked once she stood before him again. Her voice seemed to surprise him. Going barefoot meant he had quite the height advantage, but it also let her move very quietly.

"I still feel ashamed of myself for disappointing you, Mistress."

"Then it is definitely time for your punishment, wouldn't you say?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Are you looking forward to being punished?"

He paused and worked his jaw thoughtfully. "More than anything I wish I hadn't failed you and I look forward to any way I can redeem myself. I want to please you."

"Good answer. I wonder if you can touch your toes... Bend over, slut."

"Yes, Mistress," Brandon said, bending forward. Even with his back forming quite the curve, he couldn't reach his toes.

"Not very flexible, are you?" she asked as she walked around him.

"I'm not, Mistress. I'm sorry. If you want, I can work on it."

Instead of answering, Jenna slapped his ass and Brandon nearly fell forward.

"Stay bent over. In fact, I want your palms on the ground, bitch. And spread these legs out." She tapped the insides of his ankles as she finished speaking.

Shifting his weight forward awkwardly, he went to all fours with his legs straight and shoulder-width apart.

"Much better," she said, cupping and rubbing his ass—thinking about what she'd do to it in a little bit. Once she'd warmed his skin up, she moved to the side and began spanking him.

Brandon made a noise between a grunt and a yelp as her hand made brutal contact with his ass. Countless stubbed toes and other little injuries had taught Jenna he wasn't great with pain, but she could still push him to his limit.

He knew the safewords they'd settled on a couple days ago.

As she continued, she raised her hand higher and higher before bringing it down in a long swinging motion. His body jolted forward and his arms tensed as he braced himself against the floor to keep from falling.

"How do you feel now, bitch?" she asked, giving him a break and giving her the time to run a hand over the wet crotch of her panties. She closed her eyes momentarily as her fingertips brushed her swollen lips through the nearly dripping fabric.

"I don't know, Mistress. I just hope you're happier with me. I—I'm starting to get hard again, Mistress."

Jenna took a step to the side and bent to get a better look at Brandon's groin. Sure enough, his cock had stiffened again.

"Well, look at that," she said, reaching out and tweaking the head of his penis. Brandon jumped. "What do you think has you so turned on again?" She slapped his dick lightly. "Is it the pain?"

"I'm hoping that my taking punishment is pleasing you, Mistress, and pleasing you turns me on."

"Aw, how sweet." She straightened back up and ran her hands over the muscles of his broad back. He breathed heavily and quickly, obviously excited. "Stand up straight."

"Yes, Mistress," he said, rising to display his full 6'4" frame.

"At the moment, I'm satisfied with punishing you, but I want you to know something. Part of your next paycheck is going toward a chastity device of my choosing: a cock cage for you. So you should start listening a little better, understood?"

"Yes, Mistress."

Without a word, she snatched a fistful of his black hair and dragged his face down to her level. His grimace lasted only a moment before she kissed him and his lips yielded under hers.

When he began to groan, she broke the kiss but kept hold of his hair. "Follow," she ordered as she began walking toward the nearest wall.

Brandon followed quickly, bent forward because of her grip. Sidestepping while pulling, Jenna let him bump into the wall—not hard enough to hurt but hard enough to make him blush.

"Lie down on your back. I don't want your head touching the wall so leave some space," she said and released his hair. 

"Yes, Mistress." In the process of getting to the floor, he managed to bump the wall again, but he ended up on his back as ordered.

"Look at you," she said, surveying his muscular body as it stretched before her. "What a pretty little plaything."

Jenna slipped her panties over her hips and then let them fall down her legs to the floor. Taking a long step over his body, she stood straddling him and then lowered her body until her sex was only inches above his face.

Not that his blindfold let him see her.

"What do you think of facesitting, slut?"

"I like the idea and I'd love to try it if it would make you happy."

"Good," she said and with that, she lowered her body and brushed her pussy over his lips. Even that little touch felt so good Jenna found herself exhaling loudly.

Brandon's tongue slipped between her lips and barely dipped into her before gliding toward her clit. His tongue flicked against her clit lightly and then slid slowly along her slit.

Moaning, Jenna pressed her hands into the wall to steady her already shaking body.

"For now, you can use your hands," she said between fast breaths, "but only to pleasure me and you will not penetrate me with your fingers, understood?"

She lifted up long enough for him to say yes and then pushed herself against his face again. As his tongue slipped into her cunt, his hands grasped her ass and he pulled his face even closer to her.

"Just like that," she sighed as she started to shift her hips, riding his face now.

One of his hands remained on her ass, but the other moved to her inner thigh and began stroking the tender skin there. The stroking moved to the lips of her sex as Brandon's mouth blindly explored the sensitive insides of her legs.

He brushed his lips over her soft skin, sending little shocks skipping over her body. Sometimes he nipped at her thighs lightly, making Jenna gasp and push against his fingers.

Turning her head, she looked at his long body behind her. His abs flexed as he breathed heavily. His cock jumped in arousal as his mouth and fingers serviced her.

"Use your mouth again," she demanded.

Without hesitation, he slid his tongue from her inner thigh to her clit. Brandon sucked on the nub for only a moment before slipping his tongue over her slit. She began to grind against his face harder. Heat built rapidly in her core.

Bucking her hips against his face, she said, "Do you know what I'm going to do to you after this? I'm going to flip you over and fuck you 'til you're sore. I'm going to make you beg to come again."

Instead of letting him answer, Jenna let herself go over the edge. She threw her head back as her orgasm flooded through her. Her muscles tightened and a bright, light feeling pulsed at the nape of her neck and between her legs.

She continued rolling her hips against him while her body calmed, drawing out the sensation. Once she was ready, Jenna stood quickly and stepped to the side.

"I changed my mind. Get up, slut."

The lower half of Brandon's face was soaked. Her wetness clung to his slight stubble and glistened on his lips.

"Don't wipe your mouth off."

"Of course, Mistress."

"Face the wall and put your hands against it. I feel like fucking you standing."

"Yes, Mistress," he said before obeying. He spread his legs so that he wouldn't be too high off the ground for her.

How considerate, she thought wryly before walking to her purse and pulling out the strap-on, harness, and lube.

Jenna left the vibrating egg in her purse. She wondered if she could get off without it and suspected she could. Delaying thrusting into Brandon, even for the short time it'd take to fit the egg into the dildo, didn't appeal to her anyway.

She turned to look at Brandon as she rubbed her end of the strap-on against her slit. In anticipation, he stood with all his muscles tensed—just waiting. His sweaty, well-muscled body broke up the empty room and set her on fire.

With a satisfied, little gasp, she pressed her side of the dildo into her. The wide bulb gave her a sense of fullness as it pressed on her from the inside. She shuddered as she pulled the harness up her legs and slipped everything into place.

"Spread 'em," Jenna said as she walked toward Brandon, applying lube to the head and shaft of the strap-on.

He angled his hips and moved his legs out, displaying his hole for her. She flicked a cold drop of lube onto him and it sent a shiver through his body.

"And whose is this?" she asked, now smoothing lube over him.

"Yours, Mistress. All of me is yours." He spoke in hurried gasps, every part of him—his body, his breathing, his voice—begging for her.

"Yes, it is." When she finished her sentence, she pushed the head of the strap-on against him and then into him. His body yielded as she thrust the silicone cock inside him until her pubic mound smacked against his ass.

He let out a long moan. His fingers gripped at the wall and he made a fist with one hand.

Taking her time, Jenna shifted her hips back, nearly letting the strap-on pop out of him. The motion pressed the end of the strap-on inside her against her front wall, just behind her clit. As she penetrated him again, the external part of the dildo pushed against the same spot from the outside.

Jenna groaned and grabbed Brandon's hips, pulling herself deeper into him. His head dipped down past his shoulders and out of her view as he moaned loudly. 

She continued her slow, forceful thrusts. Brandon's back curved and his muscles flexed as he worked his hips to take the cock. The friction of the push-pull sensation prompted a hot, fluttering pulse in Jenna's core.

Her nails dug into his pumping hips and Jenna shoved into him faster. She wanted to increase that friction, wanted to fan that hot pulse into something much bigger. Brandon nearly lost his footing and it only made her want to fuck him harder.

"Enjoying yourself, slut?" she asked, pounding into him.

"Yes. Yes, Mistress," he said choppily, words broken up by his rough breathing and her rhythm.

"Tell me what you like so much, bitchboy." Jenna thrust forward and the strap-on ground against her clit, making her gasp.

"I love having you slam into me, Mistress. It feels so good—and—and I want to please you and take as much of you as I can." His words came out in a rush as her hips bucked and shoved the cock into him again and again.

"And are you close?"

She knew the answer was yes. She could read it in the way his breaths heaved and the tension in his body.

"Yes, Mistress. But I'll wait as long as you tell me to."

"Mm, good boy," she said, rubbing one hand over his ass and then giving it a loud slap. Not one to play favorites, she gave the other cheek a smack too.

With her free hand, she unclasped her bra and, not bothering to remove it, began to play with her aching nipples. The new sensation amplified the bright, hot pulse in her core more than she would have imagined.

Her hips started to move almost of their own accord, thrusting forward rapidly. The thrum in her clit spread into her cunt. A light, vibrant feeling pooled at the base of her neck.

"Come," Jenna said, giving Brandon's hip a squeeze.

It looked like a shock went through his body as he came. Despite his labored breathing, she thought she could hear the sound of his cum hitting the floor and wall.

"That's my boy." She gave her nipple one hard pinch and then her climax spasmed through her. Hot waves skimmed over her body. Tension raced through her limbs and then released them. She could have drowned in her pleasure.

Once the pounding in her receded, Jenna pulled out of Brandon. Her eyes fluttered closed and she gasped at the tugging sensation. Brandon groaned and turned to sit with his back against the wall. A sweet ache flooded her.

Jenna sat in front of him, legs folded under her. "You can speak freely," she said as she leaned forward and untied the tie.

He blinked, suddenly needing to adjust to the light. He rubbed a hand over his eyes, looked at her, and then looked around the room. "Babe, where are we?"

"The Gensons'," Jenna said tiredly before they both started laughing. "It just felt like the right place," she added after she calmed herself down.

Letting his head lean back against the wall, he shifted his gaze toward the messy, beige swatch he'd painted. "That is a really boring color."

"Right? I'm not a fan. How are you feeling?"

He grinned at her. "If this is what you have in mind when it comes to owning me, I definitely approve."

"Good," she said. "And on that note, I hope you're excited to help me clean all this up."

"Of course, Mistress."

 

* * *

 

"The paint on the left looks a little messy," Tanya said with a frown.

"I'm sorry about that," Jenna said. "I used the wrong brush." They'd have no idea how absurd that statement was. "But it's an easy fix, I can assure you."

"Oh, okay. What do you think, Greg?" The woman looked toward her husband and then they both turned to the swatches, contemplating them deeply.

Jenna looked to a spot across the room, the spot where she'd fucked Brandon against their wall. If she remembered correctly, Tanya had a tan sofa she wanted to place there—maybe with a print of a landscape above it.

Greg's voice snapped her back to reality.

"What do you think?" he asked.

"What color do I think you two should go with, to match the throw?" 

God, I hope that's what they asked—even if my repeating it back might make me sound like an idiot parrot.

The couple nodded expectantly and Jenna almost breathed a sigh of relief.

"I think you should go with the beige." As she babbled about the rust orange and taupe being too close in color, she remembered Brandon standing naked where they were with a paintbrush in his mouth and one hand on his cock.

The Gensons still weren't her favorite clients, but Jenna thought she could get through the rest of this job.








Collaring Her Man

 

 




Walking into the store, Jenna avoided looking at the counters displaying women's jewelry. Particularly the one displaying silver necklaces, like a beautiful locket—

No.

I'm here to buy Brandon a watch. I'm here to buy Brandon a watch, she repeated to herself as she pretended to not see anything except the less extravagant counter of men's watches to her left.

She'd spent the last couple weeks agonizing over what would make the best collar for him, especially since he couldn't get away with wearing an actual collar at work and in the courtroom. Then, his watch stopped working: practically fate.

The timing worked for her too. Tonight, they were going to a party at Brandon's firm and first thing tomorrow they were going to Gatlinburg to spend a week in a chalet with some friends from school. The last day of the trip happened to be Brandon's birthday.

In other words, it would give Jenna the perfect opportunity to collar him.

Sure, they'd have to keep it low-key for their friends' sake, but that could make it even more fun.

The thought of secretly collaring and screwing Brandon near people they knew thrilled Jenna.

It'll be too much fun, she thought, but a store clerk interrupted her before she could start considering the details.

"Can I help you, ma'am?" the woman behind the watch counter asked again.

"Oh, yes. Sorry about that," Jenna said, smiling apologetically. Focus. "I'm buying a watch for my boyfriend."

"How exciting. Is it a special occasion? Anniversary, birthday?"

"Something like that." Hopefully, the clerk would stop asking questions. She'd probably been trained to ask these things, but it felt like prying to Jenna. Her collaring plans weren't something she intended to share with strangers.

"Well, we have this one . . ." As the clerk went through the various watches, Jenna's eyes settled on an understated, simple one with a plain black band. When the clerk got to it in her description, Jenna nodded.

"That one's perfect."

"Are you sure? It is a very good watch, but there are several more that I've not talked about yet."

"That one's good," Jenna said, trying to keep her voice between authoritative and polite.

"Of course," the clerk said demurely. "Let me just get it for you. Would you like it giftwrapped?"

Jenna nodded and the woman left the counter. Tonight, she and Brandon were going to a party at his firm's offices—someone's birthday maybe, but she wasn't sure—and then they were leaving early tomorrow. They'd already packed his car to help them get out early and she doubted she'd have time to wrap Brandon's "gift."

Looking at her own watch, Jenna's eyebrows bolted upward. In traffic or somewhere along the way, she'd fallen behind her already tight schedule and was now running late.

Late because of buying a watch. What're the odds? she thought with a quiet laugh. When the woman returned, Jenna hurried through making the purchase as quickly as she could without being rude. The chatty clerk seemed a little put off, but Jenna had a party to get to.

 

* * *

 

Things were in full swing by the time Jenna arrived, full swing for an office party anyway.

At least the food'll be good, she thought—Brandon's law firm did well. And after this it's home, sleep, little road trip, vacation.

Really, life's looking good.

It only got better as she spotted Brandon from across the large conference room where caterers had set up a buffet. As always, he looked gorgeous: dark hair, lively green eyes, and a tall, muscular body. His build and size only made dominating him more satisfying.


Smiling to the people she passed and saying hi to those she recognized, Jenna made her way over to Brandon. His boss, an overweight man in his late fifties, had trapped him in a corner in what she could only imagine was a boring conversation.

"Hey, love," she said, kissing Brandon's cheek. Though he'd shaved that morning, his rough stubble grazed her lips in a way that made Jenna feel more awake than she had all day.

They couldn't get to the chalet soon enough as far as she was concerned.

We might have to have some fun once we're home tonight, she thought, but she'd already packed their "gear," including a new double-sided dildo, and they had to get through the party first.

"I'm glad you're here, babe," Brandon said as he looked to her and wrapped an arm around her waist. "I trust you remember my boss Mr. Ferning."

"Of course," Jenna said with a gracious smile before offering her hand to Mr. Ferning. Although she didn't particularly like Mr. Ferning, Brandon's firm was called Ferning, Bolsh & Haverty for a reason and being nice to the man didn't hurt her.

"Oh, and I remember you, Jenna. Gorgeous as ever. Brandon must be quite a man to hang onto a catch like you." He seemed to not notice her hand.

Jenna kept her smile on despite his statement and the slight. Yeah, he meant it as a compliment, but she wasn't a record-breaking trout and there was more to her than her looks. Charles Ferning came from an earlier time and didn't seem to hold women in high regard—women at the firm tended to be paralegals and secretaries while he hired men as lawyers. 

It irked her more than a little to put it mildly.

"Do you mind if I steal Brandon away for a moment? I want to run some of our vacation details by him while I make myself a plate."

"Ah, if you must," Mr. Ferning said.  He turned back to Brandon then and continued, "I'd love to continue talking about this case with you once you've got your girlfriend satisfied though."

Happily, Jenna led Brandon away from the older man and headed for the food even though making a plate had only been an excuse. She'd eaten earlier and wasn't particularly hungry, but the food was in the farthest part of the room from Ferning and she wanted to minimize contact with him.

"Aren't I a pretty, little catch?" she asked under her breath.

"That was actually a polite exchange for him," Brandon said after laughing.

"Maybe I'm too hard on him," Jenna said. Ferning had made some more outlandish comments to her in the past about her body, but maybe he was actually improving?

"Eh, I turned and caught him staring at your ass when we walked away."

"Hm, I do like to think it's a nice ass."

"It's a great ass," Brandon said, giving her waist a squeeze. She got the feeling he would've gone for a lower part of her if they were somewhere else.

Grinning, Jenna sighed.

"At least it's not like I have to see him a lot."

"Lucky you. I see him just about every day." Brandon wrinkled his nose.

"Poor baby," Jenna said, wrapping her arm around him before grabbing a plate—had to keep up appearances. Being in a room full of lawyers made her wary of getting caught in a lie.

"What overwhelming sympathy," he said in an amused voice. "Want anything to drink? You know it helps with getting through these parties," he added quietly.

"Of course," she said as they walked to a makeshift bar atop a spare desk. "Remind me what this party's for?"

"Oh, it's allegedly for Beverly's birthday, but it happens to coincide with us catching a pretty big case so it's more of a morale boost as we head into this."

"Ah, I see." A bottle of pinot noir looked promising and Jenna poured herself a glass.

"The partners at least gave her a pretty nice gift card, one of those use anywhere ones for two hundred dollars. A thank you, I suppose, for letting them co-opt her birthday."

With a sigh, she nodded. Beverly worked as the firm's office manager and she'd always been kind to Jenna. She made a mental note to seek Beverly out and wish her a happy birthday though she hadn't seen the woman yet.

Odd, she thought, not that she knew how thrilled she'd be about attending a party "for" her that was actually an exercise in office politics. Surely Beverly got enough of that while on the clock.

In the next forty-five minutes, Jenna didn't get a chance to talk to Beverly though—didn't actually see the woman. Several of Brandon's friendly co-workers and a glass and a half of the surprisingly good wine kept her entertained though.

Just as she was thinking about how these office parties shouldn't put her in a bad mood, Ferning showed up. Great...

"Mind if I take you back? Surely you've had a chance to work out your vacation stuff." The man didn't even wait for their group to reach a lull in conversation, nor did he look to Jenna.

"Yeah, I'll be back soon," Brandon said to her before walking away, a pained smile on his face.

"What a piece of work he is," a paralegal named Susan said once Ferning was out of ear shot. Jenna nearly inhaled wine in surprise—she hadn't heard anyone speak ill of Ferning before except the times Brandon vented at home.

"Not trying to shock you," a new lawyer named Eric said. "But he's been on especially bad behavior today and... well, it's been rubbing some of us the wrong way."

Not normally one for gossip, Jenna still found herself asking, "What happened?" Ferning felt like a special case.

"Well, we don't really know," Eric said. "But Susan saw him say something to Beverly and then she disappeared. It looked like she was crying. We think she left—no one's seen her since."


"Wow," Jenna said after a moment of stunned silence. Looking toward Ferning and Brandon, she saw the older man gesticulating wildly at her poor boyfriend who was obliged to listen. She closed her eyes for a moment. "You know, I need a breath of fresh air outside this conference room if you'll excuse me." 

The little group nodded and, after depositing her cup on a nearby table, she walked into the hall. Anger made her shoulders tense. Beverly wasn't a dear friend or anything, but who knew what Ferning might have said to upset her so much on her birthday of all days.

Jenna shook her head and walked toward the bathroom, wanting to put some cool water on the back of her neck. One benefit of working for herself was not having a boss to answer to save clients, but many of them deferred to her or she could work out how to get them to cooperate. The downside was that it made it more difficult for her to tolerate behavior like Ferning's.

As she pushed the door of the ladies' room open, Jenna recoiled. A harsh scent wafted out and she could only guess someone had vomited and not in a toilet. Fighting back her gag reflex, she hurried to the far bathroom, worried she might throw up herself.

"Ugh," she said, pushing her way into the other bathroom that blessedly smelled only of lavender and inoffensive cleaners. Someone, however, was crying quietly. Jenna bit her lip.

"Beverly?" she said, taking a guess and hoping she was wrong.

 Please just let it be an intern crying because she's embarrassed she puked in the other bathroom, please. Let Beverly be happy at home and over whatever Ferning said.

"It's me," a sniffling voice said.

"Are you okay?" Jenna called, walking to stand a few feet from the stall Beverly seemed to be in. How long has she been alone in here? Jenna felt terrible knowing she'd been enjoying herself while Beverly hid in a bathroom like a girl who'd been broken up with at Homecoming.

"I'll be fine. Don't worry about me—you can go back to the party."

"Are you sure you don't want to talk, Beverly? I don't want to just leave you here." Jenna swallowed and added, "Eric and Susan told me they thought Ferning might have upset you."

Nothing from the stall. Might as well take a risk.

"You know, I don't work here so I don't care if you think he's an ass 'cause he really seems like one."

A noise between a giggle and a sob escaped Beverly and she pushed the door open before walking to lean against the sink beside Jenna.

"He's horrible," the woman said as Jenna took in her red-rimmed eyes and smeared mascara.

"What did he say to you? If you want to talk that is—I completely understand if you don't." She added the last bit in a rush, not wanting to make the situation any worse.

"He told me I could stay after hours some time to say thanks for the gift card," Beverly said, staring blankly forward. "And then he tried to grab my butt. I stepped back and he called me something nasty under his breath, but I was already headed here." She sighed loudly through her nose before her jaw started to quiver.

"I'm so sorry." Jenna had no idea what else to say.

"So now I have to come back here on Monday to work for him or quit a job I've had for five years. Hell of a damn birthday."

"Maybe you could sue?" Jenna wasn't kidding. All this appalled her.

"Hah, suing him would be so much trouble." Beverly kneaded her brow. "I need to just go home and think about this. Sorry to drop all this on you."

"It's really fine," Jenna said. "If you want to talk, it's the least I could do."

Beverly shook her head. "No, I want to get out of here. You're the first one to find my hiding spot, but I'm sure more will follow and I don't have it in me to tell the story again."

"Really, are you sure?" Jenna turned to face the other woman, hating how little power she had to help Beverly. She didn't even know her well enough to offer much comfort.

"Thanks, dear, but I'll be fine." After touching up her make-up quickly in the mirror, Beverly was gone.

"What a jackass," Jenna said to the empty room, burning up with anger on Beverly's behalf. That she couldn't walk back to the party and scold Ferning for the sake of Brandon's career only made it worse.

Well, I can't go back to the party feeling like this. She paced the small bathroom, wishing she'd brought her wine with her.

What makes him think he can treat people that way? Spends all day sitting in his damn office feeling proud of himself and thinking of ways to harass underemployed women.

Wait...

His office.

She pulled out her phone and began a message to Brandon.

Are there security cameras in the offices and hallways? It took a minute for Brandon to respond, just enough time for her heart to start beating faster.

No, they're just in the lobby downstairs. Ferning's too cheap.

Can you get into Ferning's office? Jenna typed into her phone. She paused, knowing there could be consequences, but she hit "Send." Moments later, the phone beeped and the icon for a new message appeared.

Yeah, he doesn't lock his office and I have the key to the floor. Why?

Jenna inhaled deeply, her chest rising. She responded: No questions. Be naked in his office in five minutes.

Her phone beeped again. Anticipation coursing through her, Jenna opened the new message, a simple two words.

Yes, Mistress.

If Brandon had misgivings and he undoubtedly did, he knew to put them aside. It brought a wide smile to Jenna's face. With her plan in motion, she slipped out of the bathroom, past the party, and headed downstairs to the parking lot.

For convenience and in case of emergencies, she and Brandon each had a key to the other's car. That came in handy now as she opened the trunk of his car and began to shift their luggage around.

Now where did you end up?

Thankfully, it took her less than a minute to find the small black suitcase she'd put toiletries and also toys in. The new dildo, the harness, lube, and vibrating egg were carefully hidden away below shampoo, conditioner, shaving cream, and the like.

After taking a few things from her purse and leaving them in Brandon's car, she'd made enough room in her bag for everything she and Brandon would need. Though imagining it made her laugh, Jenna didn't particularly want to walk the halls of the law firm with a dildo in one hand and lube in the other.

Really, it was too bad she couldn't walk up to Ferning and smack him across the face with the dildo—not that she wanted him to have anything to do with her new toy.

"No," she said aloud as she headed back into the building, "fucking Brandon on his desk will have to do." Saying the plan aloud made it seem a bit crazier, but she felt no less committed.

I am going to enjoy this.

The walk to Ferning's office proved uneventful. Jenna had worked out an excuse about wanting to see Brandon's office and getting lost, but not having to use it pleased her. Playing the ditz didn't strike her as fun.

Once she reached the door bearing a plaque with the name "Charles Ferning," she paused. For the first time the hot anger in her gave way to be replaced by a different kind of heat. Anxiety tinged her arousal. Brandon's boss's office was a riskier setting than the Gensons' empty house.

"It's the principle of the thing," she told herself as she opened the door. The sight of Brandon blasted her nerves away.

Her boyfriend sat naked on his boss's desk, looking nervous but ready—and excited. His cock stood erect, drawing her eyes to his lap immediately, making him grin. 

The office's lighting left none of his muscular physique to the imagination. His bare, athletic body against the polished oak of Ferning's desk created a mischievous, forbidden atmosphere.

"You know, I half expected to find you with at least your underwear on," Jenna said, closing the door behind her and locking it. Her purse thudded into the seat of the nearest chair while she looked Brandon over.

"That's not what my Mistress told me she wanted," he said.

"Aren't you clever, giving me such a good answer." A quick motion of her hand sent his gaze downward where it belonged. Jenna bit her bottom lip and her breathing deepened as she walked toward him and thought about the pleasure to come.

"Can I ask why you chose this place, Mistress?" Brandon asked. His chest rose and fell quickly—concern at the setting she imagined.

"Let's just say I learned that Ferning is worse than I suspected." His gaze started to shift toward her, but he thought better of it and kept his eyes downcast. "I thought we might put his office to better use than he does by wasting the air here."

"Yes, Mistress."

"How do you feel about the prospect of getting fucked in your boss's office?" she asked, reaching out and tapping the head of his hard-on. It let him know she'd already noticed how part of him felt.

Brandon inhaled sharply at Jenna's light touch. His eyes closed slowly.

"Nervous but excited, Mistress. This isn't something I thought I'd ever do, but I trust you."

"That's my good boy," Jenna said before stroking his cheek. "Since you're behaving so well, I'll reward you by letting you undress me. Get off the desk."

"Thank you, Mistress."

A drop of pre-cum fell from the head of his dick as he shifted his weight and rose from the desk. Jenna exhaled roughly and warmth moved over her body in a wave.

"I want my clothes folded nicely and placed on that chair. Be careful not to rub that dick of yours on them—I don't want my things stained. Start with my back zipper."

"Of course, Mistress," he said, walking behind her. She wore a simple grey and blue sheath dress over a bra and panties. Her high, black heels would stay on, she decided.

Jenna let her eyes flutter closed as Brandon unzipped her dress—the metal teeth coming apart made the only noise in the room except for their breathing. While Brandon carefully undressed her, she opened her eyes and looked around Ferning's corner office.

The room was large and lined with bookshelves where there weren't windows. It struck her as unlikely that Ferning had read or looked over most of the books. The office on the whole was show-y: tall dark shelves, big, imposing desk, plaques all over the walls. He'd given himself a far nicer chair than what he provided for visitors.

Her nipples hardened in the chilly room as Brandon unhooked her bra and she allowed him to slip it off her shoulders and down her arms.

We'll have some fun here, she thought. Brandon knelt before her now and took hold of her pale blue panties.

"No, boy. Use your teeth. This has all been a little too easy. I want to see you work for it and show me your devotion."

"Yes, Mistress." His lips and teeth brushed the sensitive skin of her hips as he tried to catch hold of the panties. His failed attempts made Jenna laugh.

"Come on. They're just panties. It's not a very complicated process."

"No, Mistress. I'm sorry." He nearly got a grip on them, but then the fabric slipped from his mouth. Brandon grimaced, clearly frustrated.

"Slut, I'm getting bored. You better get these off before I change my mind and have you put my other clothes back on and leave."

"Please no, Mistress. I can get it," he said quickly before returning his attention to her panties. In his renewed fervor, he pulled the panties down a few inches on one side before he lost his grip again.

"Oh, look at you, making progress. Good slut." Jenna ruffled his hair, gripping it tightly for a second to give him a little jerk. 

Brandon moaned when she pulled his hair and he looked up at her for a moment. She saw lust and desire on his face, in his parted lips and flushed skin.

In the next instant, he shifted and began to work on pulling the panties down her other hip, but that moment proved enough to make Jenna wet. She became very aware of how his tugging at the hem of her panties pulled the soft fabric over her swollen lips. Every motion sent warm, electric jolts into her core. His hot breath against her skin only increased her arousal.

Jenna wanted to take him right now, but she also wanted to make him wait. It couldn't be too easy. His finally pulling her panties down and the following rush of cold air against her pussy distracted her.

Shivering, she stepped out of the panties and watched Brandon fold them. He stroked a fingertip along the fabric that had been between her legs. Jenna knew he could feel her wetness, her excitement.

"No one told you to play with my panties. Try to have some self-control."

"Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry," he said, turning and placing her panties on the seat of a chair beside her dress and bra.

And now I'm naked in a lawyer's office, she thought to herself. The night had taken quite a turn.

"What should I do now, Mistress?" Brandon knelt before her again with his head bowed.

"Are you a little impatient tonight, slutboy?" Jenna asked, setting one high-heeled foot atop Brandon's thigh.

"I'm a little nervous about being in this office. I—I really don't think we're in danger of getting caught or I would have let you know, but it's hard not to worry."

"Hm, understandable and I do appreciate your thoughtfulness. Let's find a way to distract you then. How does that sound?"


His shoulders tensed in what Jenna bet was excitement.

"I would like that, Mistress." Hearing him speak as he stared diligently at the floor always brought her a unique satisfaction.

"Good, do you know if Ferning keeps any spare ties or belts in his office?" He struck as the sort to keep extra ties around in case he made a mess of one.

"Yes, he keeps some in a drawer in his desk, Mistress."

"Good, bring me one, slut," she said, removing her foot from his leg as she spoke. "And stay on your knees while you get it."

"Yes, Mistress," he said as he started to awkwardly walk around the desk on his knees. Taking two steps allowed Jenna to watch him remove a tie from one of the lower drawers on Ferning's side of the desk.

"Stay there," she said before he could begin his kneeling walk back to her.

"Yes, Mistress." Rounding the desk, she pulled out Ferning's large, leather chair and took a seat. If she'd ever felt expensive leather on her bare ass before, she didn't remember.

After taking a moment to make herself comfortable, Jenna said, "Give me that tie and your wrists, my little whore."

Brandon offered his wrists readily, the tie clutched loosely in on hand. In the weeks since they'd begun experimenting with D/s, she'd looked up different knots and ways to tie Brandon. The tie wasn't long, but there was enough fabric for her to tie his wrists together with a quick release knot.

"How's that feel?" she asked, though she thought she'd tied it fairly expertly.

"It feels fine, Mistress." He shifted his wrists, but he couldn't undo the knot. "I can move some, but I can't get out."

"Good. Now, use those bound hands of yours to get back into the drawer and get another tie."

"Yes, Mistress." It took him a little time to adjust to the restraints, but he managed to fumble the drawer open again and get another tie out. Jenna tapped her heel against the floor as she waited, not wanting him to get lazy.

"Here, Mistress," Brandon said, offering the tie to her in his upturned palms. Like the one wrapped around his wrists, the tie was a little gaudy for Jenna's tastes. Really, they were much better suited to bondage than office wear.

"Good job, slut," she said, taking the tie from his hands. She wrapped it around the other tie where it stretched a few inches between his wrists and made a short lead.

"Follow," she said grinning as she pushed the chair back. The casters let her move easily around the office and Brandon struggled to keep up, still walking on his knees. Wetness spread from Jenna's sex to the insides of her thighs and the chair's seat.

She should have led Brandon around like this the first time she dominated him.

Pushing her heels down and stopping, Jenna said, "Well done again, slut." She gave the end of the tie in her hand a sharp tug and brought Brandon forward so that his chest pressed against her knees. Heat radiated from his taut muscles into her body.

Jenna spread her knees and slid to the edge of the chair, displaying her soaking pussy. "What would you like to do now, bitch?"

"I would love to go down on you, Mistress, anything I can do to please you." The corners of his mouth twitched as he fought a smile, trying to play the part of the serious submissive.

With a grin Brandon couldn't see, she said, "Then do it, you naughty slut. Get me off in your boss's chair."

"Yes, Mistress," he said, inching closer to her. Jenna pulled the tie upward, forcing him to hold his arms above his head as he leaned forward. His stubble grazed her thighs and she felt hyperaware of every touch, every feeling.

Her head fell back and she moaned loudly as Brandon's lips brushed her wet slit. His tongue teased her swollen lips apart and Jenna found herself squirming in the chair. She arched her back and pushed her shoulders into the leather her body was rapidly heating up. 

"Mm, good boy," Jenna said, pinning Brandon in place by closing her legs around his upstretched arms. His hands were balled into fists—no doubt in frustration that he couldn't use them to touch her or himself.

His thwarted desire only turned her on more and Jenna shifted her hips to push Brandon into her heat. His tongue slipped into her slick cunt and she jumped and gasped. Anticipating their trip and the night's frustration had put her on edge and all that emotional energy had now turned erotic.

Brandon seemed determined to push her over that edge with his mouth. He drew his tongue over her pussy lightly before dipping into her forcefully. Her clit received no attention at first—and Jenna let him tease her knowing he was good at this.

When he did flick his tongue over her clit, Jenna gasped loudly again and again. Her nub had grown more and more sensitive as time passed and her own wetness covered her clit. Now, every touch nearly drove her mad.

No longer holding back, she gripped Brandon's hair with her free hand and worked her hips against his face. She used his lips and tongue mercilessly and he loved it. His mouth moved over, against, and into her eagerly as though he too might get off from going down on her—not that she'd let him. Brandon moaned into her and the vibrations set her off.

Forgetting completely about their location and the party, Jenna half-moaned and half-screamed as her orgasm crashed through her. All the day's pent-up feeling flowed through and out of her, leaving her lightheaded and euphoric.

It took her a full minute to compose herself as her orgasm lingered, pulsing lightly in her core and through her limbs. Brandon waited diligently and attentively, crouched between her legs. The muscles in his arms twitched in tiredness after he'd held them up for so long.

When she sat up in the chair, Jenna saw his cock still stood hard and wet with pre-cum. Getting her off had turned him on even more.

"You almost look like you could burst," she said in an amused voice.

"I am very turned on, Mistress. I like pleasing you." His arousal showed itself in his straining voice. He wanted to come badly.

"And I imagine you're hoping you'll be pleased soon too? Maybe by my pounding that tight ass of yours?"

Another drop of pre-cum appeared and dripped down his shaft. Jenna didn't think it was a coincidence.

"I would love that, Mistress." He paused after speaking and, in a pained voice, added, "But you know best, Mistress, and I'll of course do as you say."

"I'm glad to hear that because I'm not ready to fuck you and make you come just yet—not that you haven't done admirable work so far tonight, slut."

"Thank you, Mistress. What would you like me to do?"

"Oh, you just stay on your knees, dear, but hold this for me, will you?" Jenna leaned forward and pressed the tie into his mouth, though Brandon parted his lips for her after a moment. Once the tie was securely in his mouth, he nodded to express his assent.

"Good," she said, giving him a pat. Now that she'd calmed down enough, Jenna stood and walked to where she'd set her purse. Time for a surprise.

"You can look up. There's something I want you to see," Jenna said. Brandon's eyes went to her face for a moment, but their new toy soon caught his eye and demanded his attention.

Always wanting to challenge him, she'd bought a new dildo. Like their other one, it was double-sided and made of the same nondescript, black silicone. This one, however, was bigger on the side meant for Brandon: wider and longer. It had larger ridges as well.

"What do you think, slut?"

Brandon opened his mouth and let the tie fall out, but he didn't speak for a moment. He licked his lips: a gesture of apprehension and arousal. The sight of the larger dildo had not scared him enough to shrink his hard-on.

"Well? Don't keep me waiting or back in the bag it goes. Should I have brought up a chastity device instead?"

"No, no, Mistress, I'm sorry. I was surprised; that's all."

"Mhm, but what do you think of my new toy?" Jenna asked. As she spoke, she spread her own still tingling lips and slid her side of the dildo into herself. Her body tightened around it and the dildo filled her fully.

Brandon watched, enthralled. To be generous, she decided to give him until she placed the vibrating egg and pulled on the harness to answer. He just made it in time.

"I'm always excited to have you inside me, Mistress. I—there's nothing I want more." He lowered his eyes as he answered her.

"Good. While I finish adjusting this, you clear the desk enough for you to lie on it on your back, Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress." He rose quickly, turning as he stood and rearranging Ferning's desk at a rapid pace.

He wants it. That feeling never got old. The harness was already adjusted to her liking, but she could still enjoy watching him ready the desk for what would come next.

"It's finished, Mistress," he said. "Should I get on the desk now?"

"Yes, on your back, head hanging off the edge. I want to give you an introduction to this new dick." Jenna knew the exact moment when Brandon realized what she wanted to do to him. Nervousness, shame, and excitement all showed on his face, but excitement won out and he obeyed.

She positioned herself beside his waiting mouth. "If it gets to be too much, snap your fingers. Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said and in the next instant she slid the thick cock into his mouth.

At first, she let him set the pace. He'd given himself enough room to work the cock in and out of his mouth. He made sure to give the strap-on plenty of attention with his tongue as well, swirling it over the head and tracing up and down the shaft. Jenna allowed him to get it dripping wet before she moved closer and pushed the dick into Brandon's throat.

Her earlier climax meant she felt every motion of his lips and tongue in her cunt and all the rest of her. Warm, deep pulses rushed through her body, making her moan and sigh. Pushing the cock further into his mouth and throat stimulated her more.

Jenna watched the muscles of his throat work as she drove the cock into him. Brandon strained to take as much as he could of the new dildo. She wondered if he was thinking about how she and the strap-on would soon be fucking him in another way.

Pegging him couldn't come soon enough, but she let him labor to service the dick for another few minutes. When a thrumming, building sensation began in her core, she pulled out. Jenna wanted this orgasm to come from fucking Brandon as he bent over his boss's desk.

He inhaled loudly as the strap-on left his mouth. Pre-cum had pooled atop his hard stomach from how turned on blowing Jenna made him.

"I want you bent over the desk. Present that ass to me." By the time Jenna retrieved the lube from her purse, he'd obeyed her and stood beside the desk: ready and waiting. "Aren't you an eager one?" she asked, rubbing lube over his hole.

"Yes, Mistress, I am eager."

Brandon rolled his hips when she touched him, begging to be fucked. Jenna grinned and pushed the head of the strap-on against him. His hips paused for a moment.

"Are you ready? Nervous to take this?"

"I am, Mistress, but I want you to use me the way you want to."

"Do you think you'll enjoy yourself?" As she asked, she slid the first inch of the cock into him before drawing it back slowly. Brandon inhaled sharply.

"I think I will, Mistress. I love when you fill me up."

"Good boy," Jenna said, giving his ass a squeeze before pushing the dildo inside him again. She gave him two inches this time. His body resisted at first, but he gave way eventually as he always did.

"So you like when I fill you up, slut?"

"Yes, Mistress. It feels amazing." His words were short, clipped.

"How's this for full?" She slid the dildo a couple more inches in and Brandon gasped.

"I love when you stretch me out, Mistress. I love when you push me to my limits."

"Good, good." Jenna backed her hips up and ran her hands up Brandon's back. "I want you to work for it now. Use this cock." His muscles flexed under her hands, hot and strong, as he arched his back and pushed his hips toward her.

His breathing grew harsh and deep as he strained to take more and more of the cock. Jenna pumped her hips now and again to help or toy with him. Soon enough, her thighs pressed into his and the dildo was in him up to its base. 

She switched on the vibrating egg and pulled back before thrusting into him slowly and deliberately, ensuring he took it all again. Brandon's body thumped into the desk and he moaned. If anyone had been in the hall outside the door, they would've gotten caught.

"I suggest you brace yourself on your elbows and forearms," Jenna said as she thrust into him again at a faster pace.

"Yes, Mistress," he gasped before groaning. Still, she held off on going too fast, not wanting to scare or hurt him. This was too much fun to have to stop soon. 

The egg's vibrations traveled from her sex to her fingertips to her toes, setting her body on fire. She had to close her eyes as her thrust pushed the egg roughly into her clit, giving her a jolt every nerve in her body picked up.

Sighing, she pulled her hips back again. This time, she pushed into Brandon as slowly as she could stand. Tension rippled through the muscles in his back as he anticipated an increase in speed or force, but she went easy on him. His muscles relaxed and she rolled her hips, moving the cock inside him.

Brandon pounded on the desk at the intensity of the sensation. Before he could recover, Jenna nearly pulled the strap-on out of him then took advantage of his relaxed muscles by surging forward.

"Oh, fuck yes," Brandon half-shouted and half-gasped. His reaction sent her body thrumming.

"Can you really handle this?" she asked, thrusting into him again. Pleasure seared through her.

"Yes, Mistress. Oh, oh, god, yes, Mistress, I can take it."

"That's my boy." Jenna took hold of his hips and slammed into him with greater force. He grunted loudly and his thighs hit the desk again with another loud thump.

"Thank you, Mistress," he said in a breathy voice.

When she pumped into him next, Brandon thrust his hips back to meet her, sending a shock through both their bodies. The strap-on pushed and pulled inside her, pressing her inner walls as the vibrating egg made her want to quake.

The throbbing, building sensation in her core grew.

They found a rhythm of Jenna surging forward and Brandon moving his hips backward. Every impact brought a hot, electric throb that rippled through her body. She didn't know how long she could last, but stretching and pounding Brandon felt so good.

He moaned and gasped as she thrust into him and his noises made her moan and gasp in return.

"Mistress, I'm getting close."

"You want to come, slut?" Thinking about Brandon finishing almost sent her over the edge, but she wanted to hang on just a little longer, just long enough to deny him once at least.

"Yes, Mistress," he said, the words broken by his gasps.

"Could you come now?"

"Yes, Mistress. May I come, please?"

"No, slut. Not yet."

He pounded on the desk again and groaned. She swore the sound traveled into her. A bright, light feeling began at the base of her neck and Jenna knew she couldn't hold off her climax for long. A low moan escaped her mouth and the muscles of Brandon's back went rigid.

"Please, Mistress. I don't want to disobey you. Please may I come?"

"Yes, do it," she said, pounding into him. The strap-on moving in her and the egg pulsing against her were too much and Jenna gave in to her climax. The bright heat went through her like a wild thing and Jenna threw her head back. 

She nearly collapsed against Brandon as her body throbbed, tensing and then releasing. Heady waves rushed over and through her even as her orgasm waned.

Panting and exhausted, Jena braced herself against the desk before she began to pull out of Brandon. She moved slowly, knowing he had to feel as sensitive and tender as she did. The light pressure caused by withdrawing the strap-on still made her moan. Brandon did the same, but his moan ended in a deep, ragged breath.

They were both spent.

Jenna moaned again, more quietly, and let her eyes close. Brandon tried to straighten up, but stopped when he felt her still behind him. Once she felt capable, Jenna opened her eyes and took a step back from the desk. Her knees were weak, but she could stand.

"Let me untie you, babe," she said, sounding like she could fall asleep.

"Good idea," he said, pushing himself upright and turning to her.

The ties came loose quickly and Jenna thanked her past self for learning the right knots. Anything more complicated would've presented a real problem in her current state.

And how would we explain that, walking outside with Ferning's ties wrapped around Brandon's wrists? We wouldn't even be able to get Brandon's shirt back on.

Jenna shook her head at the idea of it.

"How do your wrists feel?" she asked. The ties had bitten into them enough to leave marks though they weren't particularly deep or discolored.

"Eh, they're fine," Brandon said, rubbing the skin lightly. "I can still move all my fingers so you haven't crippled me."

"Very funny," Jenna said, wrinkling her nose at him. As he chafed his wrists and replaced the ties in as orderly a fashion as possible, she took off the harness and removed the strap-on. Pulling her end out of her body made her gasp and prompted another wave of lightheadedness, but she got through it.

After wiping the strap-on clean of lube, she wrapped it up and replaced it in her purse. As she did so, she noticed the small, wrapped box she'd gotten earlier that day. Looking at Brandon while he cleaned and reorganized the desk, Jenna smiled to herself.

Why not?

"Hey," she said, standing up and holding the box behind her back in one hand, "I want to talk to you about something."

Brandon turned her way and looked over her body before making eye contact with her. "You want to talk while we're naked?" He motioned to his own undressed body.

Jenna shrugged. "Why not?"

"Okay," he said, with a chuckle. "It won't even be the strangest thing we've done today."

She couldn't help but laugh and grin. "Good point, and it's kind of related to that." He lifted one eyebrow as he walked toward her.

"What're you holding?" he asked, his voice skeptical as he indicated the hand holding his gift.

"I wanted to offer you a collar," Jenna said, presenting him with the box.

"A collar?" He took the box and unwrapped it. The watch's face caught the light as he opened the box. Brandon's face remained inscrutable.

"Well, not a collar collar, but I want you to be my sub and my partner."

"Okay," Brandon said, taking the watch from the box and putting it on. "Thank you, Mistress."

 

* * *

 

Back at the party, Jenna said her goodbyes quickly and avoided Ferning. She asked Brandon to tell his boss she wasn't feeling well or she would've told him bye herself.

She just didn't want to look at the man so she went outside to wait.

In the cool night air, the absurdity of the evening hit her. Had they really just had kinky sex in the office of the senior partner at Brandon's firm? It was crazy and when Brandon walked out of the building, he found her laughing and wiping at her eyes.

"What is it?" he asked, looking amused as though he had an idea of why she was close to hysterics.

"Tonight was wild," Jenna said, catching his hand in hers and running the pad of her thumb over the face of Brandon's new watch.

His new collar, she thought.

"Oh, yeah, and you'll never guess what Ferning said to me before I could get away."

Instead of saying anything, Jenna simply raised her eyebrows and looked at him. Hopefully, the man hadn't said anything upsetting enough to ruin such a good evening.

"He told me he noticed your hair looking messy after we came back and congratulated me on your feeling like you needed to get home. He said it looked like I really gave it to you."

Jenna couldn't help but laugh and this time Brandon joined her.

"If he knew...," she started to say, but she couldn't even finish the thought before they both began laughing again.







cover1.jpeg
MARGEAUX ADLER





