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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. 
  
  
  Stripping Secrets
 
   
 
   
 
  Keri pushed her way through the back door of Dale's Roadside Grill and let her body sink onto the milk crates stacked beside the door. She'd spent the last six hours on her feet and there'd been what struck her as an unusually high number of nasty diners today. One table actually seemed to take issue with having a black waitress.
 
  Keri had thought about asking the cooks to drop their patties on the kitchen floor.
 
  But that's life here. It shouldn't be, but it is, she thought with a shake of her head. At least the customers at her second job were far less likely to be so mean and she only had a few minutes left at Dale's. 
 
  Her fingers tapped against her jeans-clad thighs. Two months ago she'd given up smoking and she'd developed the habit of tapping her fingers during her breaks behind the diner. Normally, she wouldn't even be out here so close to the end of a shift, but it had been a long day.
 
  "Well, hey there." 
 
  Looking up at the familiar voice, Keri smiled.
 
  "Well, hey yourself, I wasn't sure I was going to see you—ruined my whole day." In the two months since Hudson became a regular of hers, Keri thought she'd perfected her banter. Now she was an expert at toeing the line between flirting like your average waitress and revealing how much she wanted to tear off his clothes. 
 
  "I'm sure you would've been fine," Hudson said with a smile as he came to stand in front of her. Keri was a tall woman at five foot nine, but Hudson still stood nearly a head taller than her. He looked down at her, his green eyes sparkling and his messy brown hair pushed back.
 
  Peering up at him from her milk crate sent warm tremors through Keri's body. Heat danced over her neck, down her arms, between her thighs—over every part of her and all he'd done was stand in front of her. She would've felt ridiculous if she hadn't been so distracted by her body's response to Hudson. 
 
  She tapped her fingers rapidly for several seconds in an attempt to calm down and then stood, forcing Hudson to take a step back. Keri wouldn't have minded pressing her body against his, but her ability to make him move gave her a sense of power that she liked. "I'm about to get off, but why don't you meet me inside and I'll get your order in?"
 
  Hudson nodded and smiled. "You take such good care of me. I'll see you inside." With that, he left her alone behind the diner. Normally, he came in around seven and she spent the last hour of her shift chatting with him, but tonight she'd only get to say hello and then goodbye. 
 
  She sighed and headed back inside Dale's. It could've been worse; she'd end her shift on a sexy high note.
 
  Passing through the kitchen and into the dining room, Keri found Hudson at his regular booth to the right of the register. Oddly, he had company tonight—thankfully two other guys and not some woman.
 
  Hudson introduced his friends—Andy and Joe—and then they gave her their order. By the time she put it in and chatted with the guys for a couple minutes, it was time to go.
 
  Smiling widely, Keri walked out of the diner with the apron that comprised her uniform balled up in one hand. For the millionth time, she thought about how she could quit working at the diner.
 
  And how are you going to tell people you make money if you quit? What would you tell your mom?
 
  Keri snorted. She couldn't tell people the truth; that was for sure.
 
  The waitressing job was, plain and simple, Keri's cover. What really paid her bills was the job she told no one about: being a stripper. Yes, she thought of it as dancing, but she could admit taking off her clothes was a major part of the job.
 
  And that just doesn't bother me.
 
  Honestly, Keri liked it. Commanding the attention of a roomful of men, who were all dying with how much they wanted her? Yes, please. It suited her just fine—more than.
 
  It's not like stripping was her only secret anyway. At about seventeen the now twenty-eight year-old had realized vanilla sex didn't cut it for her. Sure, it worked some of the time, but Keri had a thing for dominating men.
 
  It was part of why stripping thrilled her. Teasing them all like that, making them crazy with their inability to touch her? 
 
  Just thinking about it sent tingles along her inner thighs. 
 
  It should be a good night, she thought, flooring it to head to the club and get away from Dale's.
 
   
 
  * * *
 
   
 
  It helped that the club she danced at, provocatively named Hell, was an upscale place. The bouncers did their jobs and the girls took care of each other. The club made enough that sleazy jerks could be kicked out.
 
  Hell had its own secret to protect anyway. Underneath the club's floor was The Second Circle: an elite sex club. Although Keri didn't visit it, she didn't object to it. The Second Circle was not a brothel, just a place for consenting, clean people willing to pay the membership fee to have some fun.
 
  As a dancer, Keri had an automatic membership. The promise of young, lithe dancers was without a doubt part of The Second Circle's appeal. Several of Keri's friends who worked at Hell loved it, but she didn't need to complicate her carefully balanced life further.
 
  She didn't have a boyfriend for the same reason. Well, that and because most men couldn't handle her kinky desires. It rankled Keri more than a little bit at times.
 
  At least now wasn't a time she had to think about it.
 
  She stood waiting to go out for her set. The club breathed around her, loud and hot.
 
  Her body vibrated with excitement as Anna, who danced under the name Jade, passed through the curtains to the backstage area. The low thrum of Keri's first song began and she pushed her way confidently through the curtains and onto the stage. 
 
  "And now," the emcee announced, "we welcome Vixen to the stage."
 
  Hearing the speakers purr her name made Keri brazen. She walked the length of the stage, swaying her hips and running her hands over her barely clothed body. Her thin, semi-sheer dress teased the men surrounding the stage.
 
  Swinging her hips moved the hemline enough to give them a view of her yellow thong. She loved how bright lingerie looked against her dark skin. Dropping into a straddle split, Keri gave them the best view of her athletic but curvy body yet.
 
  Men whistled and several threw tips onto the stage. She tucked them into her garter quickly, pulled her legs in so she was kneeling, and stood—all while keeping her back elegantly arched.
 
  Making her way to the pole, Keri surveyed the crowd. Men were still filing in and jostling for position by the stage. It was her first set and still early in the night, but a handful of well-dressed men were nearby and likely to tip well. Keri blew them a kiss.
 
  She let her body lean into the pole, nestling it between her shoulder blades. Enjoying the crowd's attention, Keri lifted the hem of her dress, revealing her flat stomach and the swell of her breasts.
 
  But only for a moment.
 
  Keri liked to make them wait. Some of the women set out only to please, but Keri preferred wrapping the men around her finger first, teasing and tantalizing them. It was just more fun and she always made at least as much as the other girls.
 
  Gripping the pole with one hand, she pushed her body away from it and spun around it. Her first circle was slow, languorous, but then she used both arms to lift herself from the stage and curved her legs beneath her body. When she lost momentum and landed, she was in a kneeling position with her toes pointed.
 
  And staring right into Hudson's eyes.
 
  For a second her brain shut down completely. If she hadn't been kneeling, she might have fallen.
 
  "Fuck," she said in a rushed breath.
 
  For the first time, Keri fled the stage. She simply stood, turned, and walked off. 
 
  At least I didn't run.
 
  Girls had bad nights and left the stage or their fathers or brothers showed up, but that didn't make it okay and Keri took pride in her self-control.
 
  "Fuck," she said again, louder as she pushed past the next dancer, who looked completely bewildered.
 
  "Keri, what's up?"
 
  The stage manager, Ash, looked more shocked than angry.
 
  That's something, she thought grimly. Maybe I won't get fired.
 
  "There's a guy out there who knows me—and no one knows I do this. I drive an hour from where I work and live to dance here for exactly that damn reason."
 
  Her voice shook with anger.
 
  "Shit," Ash said. She'd been a dancer herself and had always empathized with Keri's desire to keep dancing separate from the rest of her life. "But you know you can't just run offstage, Keri."
 
  "Yeah, yeah," she said, gripping the back of her neck with one hand and drumming the fingers of her other hand against her thigh. "But I couldn't just take off my clothes in front of him either."
 
  Ash started to open her mouth, but Keri shook her head.
 
  "I know it's my job. Just, just give my sets to someone else and I'll dance for free some night." Giving up the money wasn't ideal, but she didn't want to get fired.
 
  "I'll talk to Jason about it." Jason owned and managed Hell and The Second Circle.
 
  "Okay, I need to go out there and talk to him,"
 
  Ash said something behind her, but Keri was already headed toward the floor of the club. Ideally, she'd be wearing something else, but she couldn't take the time to change and storming onto the floor in a robe would only piss Ash and Jason off more.
 
  It only took her a moment to spot Hudson. He looked bewildered standing between the two friends he'd introduced her to at the diner.
 
  "You need to go," she said firmly before any of them could make a snide comment.
 
  I'm not in the mood for that.
 
  "Keri, I—," he started, but then he paused. "Guys, can you give me a second?" His friends walked off, grinning and infuriating her.
 
  He turned his wide eyes back to her and her heart broke to see his handsome, square face here of all places. 
 
  "I had no idea you worked here, I—"
 
  Now, she cut him off.
 
  "It doesn't matter, Hudson. You just need to leave and you need to keep this to yourself. I'll get someone else to wait on you at Dale's."
 
  While she talked, a string of cuss words went through her mind. She wondered if this could get worse short of her family showing up. Her mother might have a heart attack. Probably would.
 
  "Keri, I don't care that you do this."
 
  She raised a hand.
 
  "I told you to go." Just then, one of the bouncers, a huge man named Matt showed up.
 
  Great.
 
  "There a problem here?" he asked, eyeballing Hudson.
 
  Before he could make anything worse, she said, "Nothing's wrong, Matt. Don't worry about it."
 
  The man looked at her skeptically and Keri made a mental note to slip him a chunk of the tips she'd made tonight on her way out. She tipped out like everyone else, but giving Matt something extra would ensure he wasn't pissed off.
 
  "Are you really not going to leave?" she asked as Matt walked away, her voice a hiss.
 
  At least her heels almost elevated her to Hudson's height—or got her closer anyway. She hoped it intimidated him.
 
  "No, I'm not just going to leave until you let me talk to you. I'm not just going to pretend you don't exist because of this."
 
  Keri sighed. "Fine. Follow me."
 
  Feeling like her insides were boiling with rage, she led him into a private room at the back of the club. 
 
  "Free of charge," she said, biting out the words. Every passing second made her feel more like her world was collapsing in on itself.
 
  "Keri, come on."
 
  "Come on what? I work my ass, really work my ass off at Dale's, to keep this a secret and you just show up, wreck it, and won't even do me the courtesy of leaving." Normally she didn't have much of a temper, but this struck her as a special occasion.
 
  "It really doesn't bother me, honest to god. Damn, it's actually kind of nice to see you outside of Dale's."
 
  Is he smiling? He was, sheepishly but still he smiled.
 
   "It doesn't bother you? You can handle it?" she asked, moving to face him once again. Her reflection in the mirrored walls reminded her of how little she wore. To Hudson's credit, he kept his eyes on her face—maybe because her honey-brown eyes sparked with anger.
 
  "Yeah, I can. I'm surprised, but I don't know. I'm not angry. I'm not disgusted. I'm fine. It's fine."
 
  "So what? Why does it matter? I'm your waitress—we don't need to have a conversation about this." She waved her hand toward the door as she spoke, but she didn't break eye contact.
 
  "Don't pretend we don't have something. I'm not an idiot," Hudson said with a sigh.
 
  The possibility of him saying that or something like it had entered Keri's mind before, but these weren't the circumstances she'd hoped for or imagined.
 
  In her mind, Keri could see it all playing out. She could embrace him and his acceptance. Maybe they could start dating, introduce each other to friends and family. They'd finally sleep with each other, which would thrill her. Soon, they'd be sleeping at each other's places, exchanging keys.
 
  Then, she'd come home one night smelling like the cologne of the guy she brushed past on her way out and he'd flip. Keri had yet to meet a man who could handle what she did and, going by the "relationships" the other dancers spoke of, it came with the job.
 
  And that said nothing of her particular kinks.
 
  Scare him off. Rip the band-aid off and at least have some fun doing it.
 
  "We might have something, but I don't think you could handle anything more. I won't pretend I don't like you or say you don't know me at all, but you don't know me that well. Tonight should be giving you that idea."
 
  She approached him as she spoke and he backed up when it became clear she wasn't stopping. Stumbling back, he half-fell and half-sat on the padded bench that circled the room. He looked around for a moment like he'd just realized where they were.
 
  "Try me," Hudson said, meeting her eyes again.
 
  "You can ask for mercy whenever you want." Once she finished speaking, she leaned forward and put a hand on each of his knees to spread them out. Generally, she didn't give lap dances—not interested in being pawed at—but Hudson was different and this would be her sort of dance anyway.
 
  "If you're trying to convince me to leave, this isn't a goo—." Keri slapped him before he could finish his thought.
 
  "No one told you to talk." Straightening, she took a step back and ran her hands up and down her body as she spoke. He couldn't help but follow the movements of her hands, as she expected.
 
  "You see," she continued, "I might believe you wouldn't disappoint me if the only issue was my stripping, but I have some unusual tastes."
 
  No matter how many men she explained her kink too, it was never easy. In fact, it seemed to get worse as she came to expect rejection and still tried to avoid it.
 
  "Like the slapping?" Hudson asked, rubbing his cheek and trying to make eye contact again.
 
  "And much, much more." She turned as she spoke, giving him a view of her round ass. "I like to be in charge, Hudson." She looked over her shoulder and found him gazing at her raptly.
 
  "I like to be in charge very much. I like to bend men to my will." Keri walked toward him again now, bending forward to whisper in his ear and give him a close-up of her cleavage. "Sometimes, I like to tie men up and fuck them. And, I do mean I fuck them." Opening her mouth, she licked and then bit the lobe of his ear.
 
  Hudson gasped, but he didn't pull away.
 
  Pulling away and turning quickly, she crouched between his open legs, brushing her ass over his crotch.
 
  Is he hard?
 
  "I have this lovely strap-on, Hudson." Keri gyrated her hips, almost grinding against him. "I like to put it on and then I make men beg for it. I would make you beg me to fuck you."
 
  Behind her, Hudson moaned. Something hot and hard pressed against her.
 
  Standing, she turned back to him. He was definitely hard: the outline of his erection clear even through his jeans.
 
  No way.
 
  "Are you screwing with me?" Without realizing it, she'd completely stopped dancing. All of her energy went to processing this.
 
  "God no," he said in a deep, rough voice.
 
  "So you're into submitting to a woman?" Although she tried to guard against her growing excitement, Keri's mouth started to form a grin. Hudson's did the same.
 
  "I haven't before, but—but I like how it sounds, yeah," he said, starting to get to his feet.
 
  "No, you stay down," Keri said. Her voice took on a commanding tone she didn't get to use half as much as she wanted to.
 
  Hudson sat back down, looking to her expectantly.
 
  Electric heat sparked to life in her core.
 
  "You know there's a big difference between liking how it sounds and doing it? It'll hurt and it won't be easy. I don't go easy on men who submit to me."
 
  In what she read as his nervousness, Hudson wet his lips and bit the bottom one. "I don't completely understand because I can't without trying it, but I'd try it with you."
 
  "Hm." She tapped her thigh for a couple breaths, waiting for him to rethink what he'd said and take it back. But he didn't. "If I suggested we give this a try now, what would you say?"
 
  Her words came out slow, careful. It'd be a shame to scare him now that she was close to getting something she wanted. Her mind could already barely process this opportunity that seemed like an impossible fantasy not five minutes ago.
 
  "I'd say yes," he responded more quickly than she expected.
 
  Well, let's see, Keri thought.
 
  "Have you heard of The Second Circle?"
 
  "No, unless we're talking Dante's  Inferno," he said, his face showing some confusion.
 
  "Well, aren't you smart, but no. It's a sex club under us. Same owner as Hell, reputable, discreet. I've never gone, but dancing here means I'm a member. Come with me, right now, and let's see if you can handle submitting to me."
 
  His eyes widened, but she knew he wasn't going to walk away.
 
  "Okay, I'll go." Now he stood and she let him.
 
  "If you need to stop at any point, say 'mercy.' Can you remember that?" While she spoke, Keri reached out and drew a finger along Hudson's square jaw. She inhaled sharply: she'd never touched him before save occasionally brushing fingers when handing him a drink or his check.
 
  His eyes closed for a moment, clearly enjoying her touch.
 
  "Yes," he said once he opened his eyes again. "I can remember that."
 
  Feeling bold, she ran her finger over his lips. They were full for a man's. "You also need to remember to address me as Miss. Can you do that?"
 
  "Yes," he said, nodding. His lips parted under her finger and his breath warmed her skin. His green eyes remained fixed on her.
 
  Fighting a satisfied smile, Keri gripped his chin roughly. "What did you say?"
 
  He looked puzzled for a moment, but the realization clicked soon enough.
 
  "I'm sorry. Yes, Miss."
 
  She smiled. "Much better. Be a good slut now." She patted the side of his face she'd slapped in approval.
 
  Calling him "slut" threw him—she could read it on his face—but he didn't complain.
 
  "Thank you, Miss. I'll do my best."
 
  "And are you a clean little slut?"
 
  "Yes, Miss."
 
  "Follow me then," she said before looking down and adding, "but take care of that first." Keri pointed at his hard-on, which still strained against his jeans.
 
  "Yeah, sorry. Miss." Hudson added the last word in a rush as he shifted his cock enough to not draw attention walking through Hell.
 
  "Let's go," she said. Even as she left the room and crossed the club's floor to the hidden entrance of The Second Circle, she didn't check to see if he followed her.
 
  She knew he would.
 
  The designer of the two conjoined clubs had hidden the entrance to The Second Circle, in Keri's opinion, just the right amount. To get to it, members went through a door behind the bar—which set up a good obstacle for non-members.
 
  Hudson only hesitated when going behind the bar, clearing his throat loudly behind her. She looked back to him and crooked a finger letting him know he should continue. The nearest bartender nodded at her before she went through the black door.
 
  Beyond the door, they walked down a long hallway. Like the door they'd come through, the walls were painted black and dark hardwood made up the floor. The only noise came from their footsteps. The owner had had the hallway soundproofed.
 
  "I would not have guessed this was here, Miss."
 
  "That's lovely, but you'll speak when spoken to from now on, slut," Keri said without looking back as she reached another simple black door at the hallway's end.
 
  The door opened on a tall, narrow room containing only a black, wrought iron spiral staircase. Like the hallway, this room too had been soundproofed, creating an eerie, charged calm.
 
  Keri spared Hudson another glance as she began to descend the stairs. His face remained somewhere between curious and anxious.
 
  He has absolutely no idea what he's getting into.
 
  "Have you ever been to a sex club before?" she asked.
 
  "No, I didn't even realize they were legal, Miss," he said. He'd told her early on that he worked as an English teacher, not a job that would bring him into much or any contact with a sex club.
 
  "Well, let's see how you adjust. Stay a step behind me."
 
  With that, Keri pushed open the final black door and stepped into The Second Circle.
 
  Like Hell, the lights were low, keeping the place in a perpetual twilight. Unlike the club above, the music played more quietly here and there were fewer vibrantly colored lights. The number of people in the club was also smaller—and some of them were engaged in very different activities from those above.
 
  Although small private rooms were available to members, some people preferred to keep their play public. Two couples fucked loudly, one couple on a sofa and another standing against a wall. She recognized Anna from upstairs with a blond man's face between her legs. Half the people standing or sitting and chatting were in some state of undress.
 
  A hot thrill seared through Keri, the reality of the situation sinking in further. "What do you think, bitch?"
 
  "I'm excited, Miss. I don't know what to think of all this honestly."
 
  She nodded and walked to a lit dais to one side of the room, snapping her fingers to encourage him to follow quickly.
 
  "Get up on there and strip. Let's see how excited you are."
 
  "In front of everyone, Miss?" Keri had never heard him sound anxious like this before.
 
  "Do you think I should ask them to leave? Get on the dais."
 
  "Yes, Miss," he said, stepping onto the dais. His shoulders slouched forward and he bowed his head, but some confidence seemed to enter him and change his posture as he took hold of his shirt's hem.
 
  When he pulled the shirt off over his head, she saw why. Of course, she'd fantasized about what Hudson might look like naked, but her fantasy had nothing on the reality of his body. His build was lanky but athletic, the muscles of his stomach sculpted into a tantalizing washboard. The heat in Keri increased as her eyes traced the lines of his muscles downward.
 
  Already his hands were undoing the buttons and zipper of his jeans. He had to work around his growing bulge. Once he'd undone his jeans, he pushed them to his ankles and stepped out of them. He wore the trunk style boxer briefs she loved and they barely contained his hard-on.
 
  Pausing, he looked to her.
 
  "Strip completely," she said in a loud voice. With a resigned nod, he obeyed and pushed his underwear down, revealing a stiff, thick cock. Keri sighed appreciatively. "You seem excited even though I put you on display."
 
  "Yes, Miss. I am."
 
  For the first time since she'd led him to the dais, she looked around the room. More than a few people were watching Hudson now. Two, a man and a woman, walked over as she surveyed the room.
 
  "Does having an audience bother you?"
 
  "I'll do what you want, Miss."
 
  "That doesn't answer my question, bitch." As she spoke, Keri joined him on the platform and grabbed a handful of his brown hair, dragging his face down to her level.
 
  "I'm sorry, Miss," he said in a rush. "It's weird to me, but it doesn't bother me if it's what you want."
 
  Releasing his hair, she said, "Much better answer."
 
  "Thank you, Miss." He looked at the ground as he replied. Although she hadn't told him to avoid eye contact, he appeared to understand he should keep his eyes on the floor.
 
  What a natural, she thought.
 
  "You know," she said, catching the head of his cock, "this is a pretty nice dick, slut."
 
  He inhaled audibly, a rush of breath, in surprise and probably arousal. "Thank you, Miss."
 
  "You won't be using it tonight though." Keri slapped his shaft, making it rebound off his firm stomach. Hudson gasped. "Now, now, I know it didn't hurt, not that much anyway."
 
  "No, Miss. I'm sorry."
 
  "Now, what to do with this cock of yours to remind you it's mine to neglect tonight and keep it from making a mess? Ah, I have an idea. You stay right here. Let all the nice people look at you." She leaned forward when she said the last sentence, wanting him to feel her hot breath.
 
  With that, she left the dais and walked to a nearby counter that an attendant kept stocked with condoms for the members to use. Keri smiled as she found just the one she wanted.
 
  "Here," she said once she stood in front of him again, handing him the condom in its wrapper.
 
  "Thank you, Miss." Opening the wrapper, he paused. The condom inside was bright bubblegum pink.
 
  "Well, put it on so that you can go throw that wrapper away."
 
  "Yes, Miss," he said in a deflated voice. Watching him slide the bright pink latex over and around his head and shaft, she almost laughed.
 
  "Much better. You throw the wrapper away in the trashcan over there and then come back here. I'll be back in a few minutes. You just keep your eyes on the floor and your hands behind your back so everyone can see that pretty, pink cock of yours."
 
  "Okay, Miss," he said after a pause, but he knew not to ask where she was going. As she walked away from the platform, she heard him step off and walk to the trashcan.
 
  Keri's eyes fluttered closed for a moment. Today had taken two unbelievable turns and she still marveled at her luck. Hudson's willingness to submit only added to her very pleasant surprise.
 
  "What a man," she said under her breath.
 
  At the moment though, she had other things to consider. Passing into a small room to the right of The Second Circle's bar, Keri found herself facing shelves and walls of toys and gear. The sight sent a shudder of anticipation up her spine.
 
  The owner Jason really ran three businesses: Hell, The Second Circle, and this decidedly exclusive sex shop. People could bring their own toys, but having the store on site allowed for some spontaneity. In Keri's case, her favorite playthings were at home. She didn't exactly keep nipple clamps and gags in her car.
 
  I could though...
 
  Walking among the shelves, she picked up a few things she thought could be fun. She'd warned Hudson. She snagged some ties and a small tube of lube before walking out—another perk along with the automatic membership was an on the house tab. There might be a limit, but this certainly didn't put her over it. It only took her a moment to get everything unpackaged, a small price to pay in exchange for knowing the toys were new and clean.
 
  When she walked into the main room, seeing Hudson's eyes fixed firmly on the ground pleased her. Not only had he listened to her, Keri could surprise him with her new toys.
 
  "I hope you're as excited as I am. Based on that hard-on, I'd say you are."
 
  "Yes, Miss. I am excited."
 
  "You seem to have adjusted to being in front of a crowd. We have something of an audience now." She traced her fingers over the muscles of his back as she got on the dais beside him.
 
  His head tilted upward and he surveyed the group of people now around them.
 
  "I'm just thinking of you, Miss."
 
  "What a good boy," she said, patting his firm ass.
 
  "Thank you, Miss."
 
  "Do you have any injuries I should know about, slut? Anything recent or anything old that could act up?" Keri walked to stand in front of him and caught his chin in her free hand. With his head tilted up, he couldn't look at what she held in her other hand.
 
  "No, Miss. No new or old injuries."
 
  "Good. This position you're in now, upright with your hands behind your back, we'll call this 'one.'" Taking a step back, she said, "Now bend forward from the hips and spread your legs apart. I want that ass on display."
 
  "Yes, Miss." Although he moved awkwardly, he followed her instructions.
 
  "This is 'two.' On your knees now—drop to them. I want to hear a thump. I want you excited to kneel before me."
 
  The twin thumps rang out and he winced for a moment. A small smile curved his lips as he knelt before her and it sent charges through her. Keri took a deep breath.
 
  "I'll call this 'three.' On all fours now with your ass up." She took another step back so that he could let his upper body fall toward her. Her breath caught when the muscles of his back flexed and his ass rose into the air. 
 
  Picturing herself kneeling behind him and fucking that ass was too easy.
 
  "Mm, this will be position 'four.' Can you remember those, slut?"
 
  "Yes, Miss."
 
  "Let's check. Two," she called out. He pushed up from the floor and stood while bending forward.
 
  "Not bad, but go faster. I don't think it's appropriate for you to make me wait, do you?"
 
  "No, I'm sorry, Miss."
 
  "You should be. Three."
 
  He dropped loudly to his knees.
 
  "One."
 
  Hudson sprang upward.
 
  "Four."
 
  Without hesitation, he fell to all fours. Keri put him through all the positions until he began to pant. He didn't mix them up once.
 
  "No mistakes, what a pleasant surprise. Since you've been a good slutboy, let's try something new. Lie on your back. Spread your legs as wide as you can."
 
  For the first time in a while, he looked up at her, green eyes questioning. 
 
  "You've done so well I didn't say anything, but you will not be making eye contact with me unless I tell you to." She'd left him in position four and she bent down now to add, "Get on your back, bitch."
 
  "I'm sorry, Miss. Of course." He shifted to lie on his back and Keri watched him, excitement building in her more and more. She traced a circle over the crotch of her panties and found herself wet and hot. She sighed.
 
  "Do you see me touching myself, slut?" 
 
  "No, Miss."
 
  "Then look."
 
  Keri knew the moment he saw her rubbing herself because he groaned. Similar noises of pleasure came from the crowd, but, although she enjoyed their watching eyes, those people weren't her concern. She pulled her sheer dress off over her head and stood in nothing but her bra and panties.
 
  "Do you wish you could touch me like this?" Sliding her thong to the side, she gave him his first look at her wet lips.
 
  "Yes, Miss. I do. I would love to touch you."
 
  "Can you tell how turned on I am? How ready?" As she asked, Keri knelt between his spread legs. Hudson strained his neck to keep her pussy in view and missed her setting the toys down behind her—though not all of them.
 
  "I can see that you're wet, Miss."
 
  "Give me your hands," she said, wiping her wet finger on his thigh.
 
  His hands reached for her so fast she laughed. She tied his wrists together with a quick release knot.
 
  "Try to free your hands," Keri ordered. Hudson yanked at his bindings with a force that let her know he did want to get free and touch her, but her knot held. "Fantastic. Lay your arms above your head. I won't be needing them, slut."
 
  "Yes, Miss," he said, voice frustrated.
 
  "Look back at me now—you know where." She let herself moan loudly as she ran a wet fingertip over her clit and then back along her opening.
 
  "Of course, Miss."
 
  "I trust you remember that I said I won't be using this," she said, running the fingers of her free hand up his shaft. A little moan broke through his lips before he could answer.
 
  Lust and want shaped his expression.
 
  "Yes, Miss. Yes, I do."
 
  "Well," she said, stroking the head of his cock, "I still won't be." With a sadistic smile, she drew her hand back and reached behind her. 
 
  Without looking, Keri grabbed a dildo with a suction cup on one end that could be affixed to the floor. Thrusting the base of the dildo forward, she said. "Sit up and lick, bitch."
 
  Hudson's abs flexed as he sat up without the use of his hands or arms and Keri felt a new surge of wetness from her core. Gingerly, he licked the suction cup and then traced the edge of the cup with his tongue.
 
  "Good slut. Now on your back again" As he leaned back, Keri stuck the dildo to the floor not a foot from Hudson's erection. Seeing the placement, he groaned: a sound of arousal and exasperation.
 
  "You don't mind, do you?" she asked as she positioned her sopping cunt over the toy.
 
  "No, Miss. Of course not." Hudson squeezed his eyes closed as he spoke, looking pained. Someone in their audience laughed.
 
  "Oh, little slut, I want you to watch. So open those eyes." Keri could hear the deep, sharp inhale he took before forcing his eyes open and looking at her body.
 
  It made her nipples hard.
 
  "Keep them open," she said as she lowered herself enough for the silicone head to nudge her slit. Biting her lip and unclasping her bra, she worked her hips against the dildo to get it wet.
 
  Hudson groaned again and his cock twitched. It looked even harder than it had earlier.
 
  "This feels so good," Keri told him, letting her bra fall onto him as she began massaging her breasts. Electricity danced over her skin as she touched the tender flesh of her breasts and her stiff nipples.
 
  Drawing a gasp from herself, she sank onto the dildo. Hudson swore under his breath as he watched her ride the fake cock only inches from his very real, very hard one.
 
  "Have I mentioned," she started, "that if you come without my express permission, I'll make you regret it?" Keri made no attempt to keep her excitement from her voice. A hot throb had already begun in her core; it'd been too long since she had a man serve her like this.
 
  "No, Miss, but I'll remember that." Immediately, she heard him fight to keep his breathing even.
 
  "Good boy," she said, starting to make small circles over her clit. "You know I thought of it because I'm already very close. I have that wonderful hot, building feeling deep in my cunt. It's going up my spine into the base of my neck. Oh, and my nipples—they're twinging from how hard they are. You know what that's like, right?"
 
  "Yes, Miss." It sounded like it took a gargantuan effort for him to get the words out.
 
  "Oh, don't be jealous," Keri said, scolding him. Hudson's cock twitched again and she let herself think of the pain waiting must put him in. Between that and her fingers teasing her clit, she pushed herself over the edge. 
 
  Her head fell back as she moaned loudly. The bright, light pulses of her climax bubbled up her body. Her back arched and her toes curled as her muscles stiffened and then sweetly released.
 
  Sighing, Keri lifted herself off the now dripping dildo. Until now, she'd been content to have her panties pushed to the side, but now she slid them down her legs.
 
  "It's your turn to get fucked now, slut," she said magnanimously as she looked down at Hudson.
 
  "Yes, Miss, thank you. Thank you, Miss," he said, his words rushing out of his mouth.
 
  "Roll over." The surprise and confusion on his face satisfied her, adding to that post-climax pleasure. "Remember I told you I'd have you begging me to fuck you? I did mean I would be fucking you."
 
   Reaching down and behind her, she picked up the double-sided dildo and the harness. "I assume you've at least heard of a strap-on."
 
  "Yes, Miss," Hudson said, his eyes roving over the red, silicone cock.
 
  "Are you willing to try this?"
 
  He bit his lower lip and then nodded. "Yes, Miss." With that, he turned over.
 
  "Four," she said, "but with your elbows on the ground."
 
  The side of the dildo meant for Keri was shorter and shaped into a curved bulb, meant to contour to and please the delicate wall just behind her clit. The side she'd be pressing into Hudson was shaped like a long, thick penis with ridges and a wide base. 
 
  Sighing, she slipped her end into her still lightly pulsing pussy. It sent a new wave of sensations through Keri as it filled her more than the suction cupped dildo had. Moving fast in her eagerness, she pulled the harness on and tightened the straps to lie against her body.
 
  "We're going to have so much fun," she said, kneeling behind Hudson and picking up the lube.
 
  "Yes, Miss." His nervousness was audible.
 
  "I'll go easy on you to start with, slut. By the end, you'll be begging for me to fuck you harder. Don't worry."
 
  "Of course, Miss," Hudson said.
 
  Keri uncapped the lube and squeezed some onto her finger. "This will be cold," she warned before she traced her finger over his hole.
 
  He jumped, but he didn't pull away or ask her to stop. Once she'd spread the lube over him, Keri slid her finger into him. His pained gasp rapidly turned into a moan.
 
  "Do you like that, slut?" she asked as she began to work her finger in and out of him, giving him an idea of what would follow.
 
  "I do, Miss."
 
  "Good." She slid a second finger into him, stretching him further. Again, he gasped and then began moaning. "Do you think you could get off this way?"
 
  "Yes, Miss, I do," he said quickly.
 
  "But what would you do first?" Not wanting to give him too easy a time, Keri moved her fingers faster.
 
  "I, uh, I... I would ask your permission of course, Miss. I will not come without your permission."
 
  "You'd better not," she said, pulling her fingers out of him and wiping the lube onto his ass. "I think you're ready for something bigger."
 
  "Yes, Miss," he said in a voice caught between excitement and anxiety.
 
  Keri squeezed a line of lube onto the strap-on and put another dab onto Hudson's waiting hole. He jumped at her touch and his body tensed. "Relax, let yourself relax into it," she said.
 
  "Yes, Miss," he said and though the tension did not entirely leave his muscles, he visibly relaxed.
 
  "Good slut." With one hand cupping his ass and the other wrapped around the silicone cock's base, Keri pushed the head into his cleft. 
 
  Hudson shuddered.
 
  "Now, keep relaxing," Keri said as she began to slide the head of the strap-on into him. His body yielded and she sighed as the dildo pressed into and against her. Once the head entered him, she worked the shaft inside him inch by inch.
 
  As the dick pressed into him, Hudson tensed and shook. He sighed and his breath hitched. But when she pushed into him completely, he shuddered and moaned.
 
  "Prove you're worth the orgasm I might let you have. Fuck this cock," Keri said, slapping one side of his ass then the other.
 
  "Yes, Miss," Hudson said. He leaned forward as much as his position allowed and then backed up against her, stretching his own ass. He gasped as he continued the back and forth motion. His every movement created friction deep inside Keri as the strap-on moved inside her.
 
  "Oh, slut, I think you can do better than just bobbing up and down on this dick. I want you to work for it."
 
  "I understand, Miss." He began to roll his hips awkwardly, unsure of himself.
 
  "Come on. You know how you like to be ridden. Do that."
 
  "Yes, I'm sorry, Miss." His hips paused, but then he began again, shifting and bucking his hips against her. The motion drove a warm pounding into her.
 
  "Much better," Keri said, taking hold of his hips to make sure he didn't pull too far away. In a few minutes, she began working her hips in sync with his. "That's right," she added.
 
  Hudson moved his hips more quickly, increasing his pace, and she matched him, thrusting into him faster and faster. His body jolted forward when she pushed inside him now. Sparing a moment to look around the room, Keri saw many of the spectators had begun to have more fun with each other.
 
  Turning her gaze back to Hudson, she watched the muscles of his shoulders and back move as held himself up on his elbows. Sweat beaded along the ridges of his muscles as she lost track of time and let herself get lost in the sensation of pounding into him.
 
  "Miss, may I come?" he asked in a breathy voice, tearing her from her heady reverie.
 
  "No, not yet." The huskiness of her own voice surprised her. 
 
  She released his right hip and began to play with her breasts again. Keri caught one nipple between her fingers and tweaked and rolled it, sending a sweet pain through her body. Around the dildo, her cunt thrummed hotly.
 
  "Miss, please. I—I don't know how long I can wait."
 
  "No, slut," she said, tracing her fingers up and down her taut stomach as she watched tension wrack Hudson's body.
 
  Grabbing his hips with both hands again, Keri surged completely into him, eliciting a loud, ragged moan.
 
  "Miss—"
 
  "No," she said, cutting him off. Her hips pulled back slowly, nearly letting the strap-on pop out of Hudson. He inhaled sharply, sucking in breath as his head dipped toward the floor. Thankfully, he didn't try to rest his head against it as Keri's next move was to thrust forward as quickly as possible.
 
  Hudson threw his head back and half-shouted, half-gasped. Keri fucked him now at a fast, wild pace. Her hands on his hips let her pull him back onto the wide cock. 
 
  In moments, the pulsing in her core increased and her second climax seared through her. It felt like every nerve ending in her body woke up to vibrant light. She let her eyes close as she continued riding the sensation and thrusting into Hudson.
 
  "You can come now," Keri said though the words came out in more of a sigh. Hot sparks buzzed over and into her as tremors of pleasure made her body quake. Hudson shook against her as he too finished—moaning loudly.
 
  Keri slowed and pulled out of him, making him gasp. "Give me your hands," she ordered in a tired voice. He didn't move for a moment and she watched his chest heave as he gathered the energy to push himself upright and turn to her.
 
  Deciding to give him one more obstacle, she stood before he could present his hands to her. She shifted her weight back and forth, her knees feeling shaky. Hudson closed his eyes as he stood, concentrating on the effort it took.
 
  "A good start," she said, untying his wrists and rubbing them lightly. "The scene's over so you can call me Keri now. And make eye contact. Want to get cleaned up?"
 
  He opened his eyes and looked at her, satisfied and exhausted. "Yes," he said simply.
 
   
 
  * * *
 
   
 
  Keri waited outside the bathroom for Hudson to emerge. They'd said very little as she led him to the private bathrooms they could clean up in. She had little to do since her clothes were still upstairs. She swung the bag containing her new toys against her leg.
 
  "Hey," he said as the door swung shut behind him. With all his clothes on and his hair pushed out of his face, you'd never guess what had happened.
 
  "Hey there," Keri said. "Head upstairs with me so I can get dressed too? "
 
  "Yeah, of course." 
 
  Neither of them spoke until they were out of The Second Circle and climbing the staircase. Before it could become awkward, or more awkward, Keri asked, "So are you happy you didn't leave when I told you to?"
 
  She went up two more stairs before he answered, "Yes." Warmth flooded her.
 
  They still didn't talk much in Hell, but Hudson waited for Keri and walked her to her car.
 
  "So, will I see you at Dale's tomorrow night?" he asked once they stood beside her driver side door.
 
  "I'll be working. Will I see you outside of Dale's sometime soon?"
 
  "I'd like that," he said, smiling.
 
  "Good," Keri said. Since she'd taken off the tall heels she wore when dancing, she had to catch his chin and pull his face down to kiss him. He met her lips eagerly and yielded for her when she flicked her tongue against his lips.
 
  She didn't let him go until someone loud and drunk shouted something incoherently slurred at them. Keri laughed and pulled away, but she swore she could still feel his soft lips.
 
  "Phone," she said simply, holding out her hand. Without a word, he handed her his phone and watched as she put her number in. "Call me so I have your number too."
 
  "Of course," Hudson said, accepting his phone back.
 
  "Good boy," Keri said.
  
  
  Taken by the Burlesque Dancer
 
   
 
   
 
  Going to the burlesque show hadn't been Dean's idea. He'd always been more of the strip club type—high-end ones mind you but still. Someone else in the office had floated the idea while he'd been on the phone, trying to line up an interview for next week.
 
  As he stood outside the club—or was it a bar, who knew? Not him—he still didn't know how he felt. Working as a newspaper reporter in a culture crashing headfirst into the digital age meant he'd had a bitch of a day. As usual of late.
 
  I could still head home, he thought,  drink a beer and see if there's anything on TV.
 
  But he'd already come far enough to find himself shivering on the sidewalk with his co-workers. Admittedly, it wouldn't hurt him to try something new—and he figured there would be alcohol of some sort inside. Hell, he'd take an appletini if it would warm him up.
 
  "So what's up with this wait?" Dean asked, shoving his hands into his coat's pockets.
 
  "They're a really popular troupe," Brad said. This had been his idea.
 
  "Well, let's hope this line gets moving."
 
  Rocking forward onto the balls of his feet to stand a little taller, Dean looked at the crowd in front of them that formed a line-like shape. He could see sluggish movement at the door.
 
  The other guys made small talk, speculating on what they might see that night. Knowing nothing about burlesque, Dean listened as they all made their way slowly to the door. After parting with twenty dollars a head, they made their way inside.
 
  This was not like any bar he'd been in before. Adorning its traditional bones were strings of blue Christmas lights, long feather boas, and large vases filled with feathers.
 
  "Not your average bar," Dean said mostly to himself. He didn't have complaints though—the room's intimate, feminine atmosphere gave him a feeling of anticipation. With this atmosphere and what his friends had said, it might turn out to be a pretty good night.
 
  Their group walked to the bar, got a round of beers, and claimed a table a couple rows back from the stage. "So is this a burlesque club or what?" he asked.
 
  "It's just a bar that has performances. They can fold the stage back or something when it's not in use," Geoff from IT said in response.
 
  Dean nodded and got through half a beer before the main lights lowered further and a spotlight focused on the stage. Everyone shifted to face the stage as a woman in a sheer, draped dress walked out. The lighting and loose fabric meant Dean could only make out her curvy silhouette and the occasional hint of skin.
 
  "Hello, dears," the woman said in a husky voice that matched her dark hair and bedroom eyes. "I'm Lady Tequila, of the Vivacious Vargas Vixens, through whom you may live vicariously if only for one night. Now, let me present the other vixens to you: Luna De'Lush, Molly Cocktail, Lily Blues, Mara Tini, Velvet Tickle, and Lola Sparkles."
 
  As she spoke, other women emerged from backstage and struck poses in the shadows, some sweet and some suggestive. One of the women's dark auburn hair caught the light just enough to make her more than an outline. Her body was, in his opinion, the best of the bunch: feminine and curvy but slim. The girl probably had some muscle.
 
  Checking out the performer meant he missed the last few things the husky voiced woman said, but he figured that was a fair trade. The performers left the stage and a low, throbbing song began.
 
  The guys around the table talked in hushed tones, but Dean's eyes remained on the stage, enraptured. Two women emerged wearing corsets and stockings that made him think of 1950's pin-up's. 
 
  A third woman emerged wearing an oversized trench coat and started to strut and stalk around the stage. The trench coated woman, who he now recognized as the host Lady Tequila, flashed the other two women, inspiring looks of lusty fear. Dean and the rest of the audience laughed.
 
  The act continued for a few more minutes with the "flasher" teasing the audience before finally revealing herself in only pasties and a thong. Although he remained rapt, the other acts passed by in a haze. 
 
  One featuring the red-headed woman stood out. She and three others contorted themselves into the shape of a bar. The remaining performers, including a buxom blonde and a slender, olive-skinned woman, made themselves drinks at the "bar" while singing a raunchy song he didn't know. 
 
  The smallest woman actually took a seat on the bar, which Dean filed for later "reflection."
 
  Still, it was the last two acts that made the strongest impression. The impression really.
 
  The entire troupe emerged on stage in nothing but lingerie, boas, and silky scarves. They waved, shimmied, and flirted at the audience before everyone save Lady Tequila gracefully stepped down from the stage.
 
  "Dears, you know what time it is," she said conspiratorially into the mic Dean hadn't noticed her carrying. 
 
  "What is it?" Dean asked, leaning toward Brad.
 
  "You'll see. Just hope no one grabs you." Dean gave him a puzzled look before he fixed his gaze on the auburn-haired woman as she walked through the audience.
 
  She was the one who held the arm of a short, blond man and guided him to the stage.
 
  "Oh, what have we here, Molly?" the woman with the mic asked.
 
  She's Molly then. The red-haired one is Molly Cocktail. Makes sense, he thought with a smile.
 
  "I think he'll be a good convert," Molly said.
 
  "Will you?" a blonde with an athletic body asked the man on stage. Dean thought her name might be Lola.
 
  "Yes," the man stammered quietly. Even from his seat, Dean could tell the guy hadn't decided if he was more scared or more excited.
 
  "Good," Lady Tequila said. "Molly, why don't you do the honors?"
 
  "Gladly." With that, Molly Cocktail performed a standing split before the gaping man and then placed her leg on his shoulder, driving him to the ground.
 
  "We'll be right back," Lady Tequila said before tucking the mic into a garter on her leg. The entire troupe surrounded the kneeling man then. They alternated holding three of their scarves up, completely blocking the man from view.
 
  Loud giggles and gasps emerged from the circle of corseted women as the man's clothes flew into the audience.
 
  "Ooh, look at that!"
 
  "Oh, my!"
 
  "Have you ever seen one like that?"
 
  The rustling of fabric continued even when the man's briefs and pair of socks flew off the stage, making Dean curious. He also started to get hard.
 
  I have an idea of what they're doing. His body heated up at the thought, turned on and embarrassed, ashamed.
 
  Less than a minute later his theory was confirmed and his cock sprang to stiff, throbbing life. The blond man emerged from the group of now-fawning women in stockings, corset, platinum blonde wig, and even some hastily applied make-up. They'd even managed to sneak a pair of stilettos onto the stage for him somehow.
 
  "What do you think?" the Lady asked, pulling the mic from her garter once again. The man blushed as two women frog-marched him around the stage in an awkward sashay. "She's short but pretty—maybe a little ditzy. I think we'll call her Bimbo Baggins."
 
  The crowd roared in laughter and approval. Dean joined in as he shifted to hide his hard-on and tried to get it under control.
 
  Why the fuck am I hard? What's wrong with me? That's some dude in drag. I don't want to fuck him.
 
  And he didn't want to fuck the man at all, but he wondered what it would be like to wear a wig and a corset. What would it be like to vamp around the stage with the burlesque troupe?
 
  I'd do a better job of it than he is, Dean thought as the man stumbled and lost a shoe. He blinked quickly. Wait, what the hell?
 
  A blush crept to his face and he hoped none of his coworkers noticed. Thankfully, everyone watched the stage as the women and their new "convert" went into a bawdily accompanied can-can. By the time the show ended, Dean's erection had finally ebbed, but his strange feelings had not.
 
   
 
  * * *
 
   
 
  He barely slept that night and his thoughts of the dressed-up man distracted him at work. More times than he cared to count, Dean began typing "crossdressing," "burlesque," or "Vivacious Vargas Vixens" into a search engine.
 
  "I'm a fuckin' mess," he told himself under his breath after jumping and breaking into a sweat when a reporter named Bruce stuck his head in Dean's office. He ran his hands through his hair and shook his head, trying to calm down.
 
  But the thoughts came back: the corset shaping the man into a feminine hourglass, the stockings clinging to his legs, what it would feel like to have flowing blonde hair.
 
  Pleading an oncoming migraine, he left work an hour early. Thirty minutes later, he parked across the street from the bar they'd gone to the night before. A banner across the front stated the Vixens would be there two more nights.
 
  Dean drummed his steering wheel lightly as he read the banner for the third time. It'd be a few hours before the show started.
 
  If I go, he thought, but even he found that internal comment petulant.
 
  "I'm going," he said in a resigned tone. His cock stirred at the thought and Dean rubbed his brow. He tried not to think about slipping stockings onto his legs or the feel of soft panties against his dick, but he couldn't stop himself. Soon, he was fully erect.
 
  It took the better part of ten minutes for him to will his penis into calmness, but it was an uneasy truce.
 
  Dean passed the remaining hours in a restaurant within walking distance, picking at a burger and fries. The whiskey and beer on the restaurant's menu tempted him, but he didn't think his self-control could handle another obstacle.
 
  When he stood in line by himself, he wondered if the same guy would be at the door. I don't want him to think I'm some kind of freak.
 
  In the last twenty-four hours, he'd begun to feel like a deviant—and he couldn't think of the term in relation to himself without applying a nasty connotation. Trying to shake his confusion and nerves, he ordered tonic water at the bar and made it a vodka tonic at the last minute.
 
  Fizziness alone wouldn't settle his stomach. Anyway he'd made it inside. All he had to do now was sit, watch, and sort out these new, outlandish thoughts.
 
  When the show started, Dean forgot his nervousness. He paid more attention tonight, but not to the tits and asses of the women as he figured many men in the audience did. 
 
  No, he couldn't get enough of the construction of the corsets, the different stocking materials, the sheer costumes the women wore during some acts like a rather suggestive one with a firefighter's "hose."
 
  The hairs on his arms stood up as Lady Tequila walked out and said "Dears, you know what time it is." He looked around, wondering who they might pick and realized he'd sat much closer to the stage tonight.
 
  He caught Molly Cocktail's eye and she headed his way. No matter what he yelled inside his head, Dean couldn't manage to look away as the gorgeous woman walked toward him.
 
  "Hello, love," she said, reaching out and stroking his arm. He shivered as her scarlet nails glided over his skin. Her full lips were the same red and her pale, bronze eye shadow made her eyes impossibly blue.
 
  "Hello," he said after what felt like a decade.
 
  "Have you seen this act before?"
 
  He nodded.
 
  "How would you like to come on stage?" Molly leaned forward, giving him a view of her breasts. The corset pushed them up high and ensured he had lots of inviting cleavage to look at.
 
  You know what happens to guys who go on stage, he thought in a panic, but he said "Yes."
 
  "Two in a row for me!" Molly crowed as she took his arm and rushed him to the stage, beaming. Dean only had an instant to adjust himself so that his hard-on pressed upward against his body and didn't make an obvious tent in the front of his pants.
 
  Still, the women would see it in less than a minute. And moments later, he'd be dressed like one of them.
 
  Thinking about it sent shameful thrills through him. Thrills that centered on his growing cock. 
 
  Then he was on stage, nodding in reply to whatever Lady Tequila had asked.
 
  "This one's mine," Molly said, spinning him to face her as she grinned widely. Like the night before, she stretched one leg upward into a perfect split and then rested her leg on his shoulder.
 
  From this close, he could watch her long, elegant muscles flex through her sheer stockings. Dean's heart pounded as he dropped to his knees, not sure he could stand anyway.
 
  "We'll be right back, dears," Lady Tequila said, but he barely heard the words.
 
  The women surrounded him, panties and thigh highs filling his vision. He looked upward and met Molly's light blue eyes again.
 
  "You know what comes now," she whispered as the other women began shouting and laughing loudly. Bending forward, Molly began undoing the buttons of his shirt.
 
  I could still get out of this, just go through them and run out of here, he thought, but now, with the opportunity moments away, he knew he didn't want to escape. Eager to start his transformation, he helped Molly unbutton his shirt.
 
  Once the buttons were undone, another woman snatched the shirt from his hands and tossed it away. Half-standing, he helped them remove his shoes, socks, pants. He only hesitated when he crouched awkwardly in only his boxers—hard cock obvious through the fabric.
 
  "We've seen it all before," one of the women said before catching his waistband and yanking the boxers down. Molly gave him a look he couldn't read as his dick swung free.
 
  Completely naked, Dean couldn't help but wonder what they thought of his body. He was lean, athletic—muscular but not as wide as many men. He thought his brown hair and brown eyes were plain. Being blonde for a few minutes would be nice.
 
  "We'll have fun with a lanky fox like you," said the olive-skinned woman who was probably Mara Tini. From inside her corset, she pulled out two stockings. Molly produced a steel grey corset and secured it around him tightly.
 
  Looking down, the lines of his own body surprised him. Had he always had a more feminine shape than he thought? How much could the corset really be doing?
 
  The women gave him little time to think as they guided him into stockings and stilettos. He pulled the panties up himself and tucked his dick as best he could. Thankfully, the corset came down low.
 
  With an exaggerated moan that drew loud laughter, Lola fell to her knees and hooked the stockings to the corset's garters to hold them up.
 
  Last but not least came the wig and make-up. The wig Lady Tequila pulled out from a compartment hidden under the stage was not the one from the night before, but Dean liked this one better. Instead of straight hair, this strawberry blonde wig's locks fell in luscious waves. As she pinned it in place, Molly and Mara did his make-up.
 
  "We even have time for the eyelashes since he didn't put up a fight," a woman behind him said.
 
  "What's your name?" another voice asked.
 
  Eyes closed as the women tended to his face, he answered, "Dean."
 
  Molly grabbed his hands and pulled him to his feet as the women parted and revealed him to the waiting crowd.
 
  "What do you think?" Lady Tequila asked the audience as Dean adjusted to the spotlight shining on him and tried not to think about the eyes of the audience. 
 
  Molly grabbed him and led him in a strut around the stage while he still felt half-blind from the lights. Unlike the man from the night before, he managed to keep his feet though he owed it more than a little to Molly.
 
  "Tall drink of water with a sweet face like that: let's call her Deanna Dolly."
 
  The audience cheered and Dean smiled at the sound of his new "name." Without thinking about it, he began to sway his hips. Molly laughed and clapped.
 
  "Look at Miss Dolly go!" a woman shouted, either one of the Vixens or an audience member. Dean didn't care. He felt exuberant on stage, embraced tightly by Molly, the stockings, the corset. His cock throbbed against his stomach.
 
  Too soon, he stood in a line with the women, attempting to perform a passable can-can. Once they left the stage, he knew he'd need to return the lingerie, but he didn't want to.
 
   He stumbled for the first time as they walked off stage while he thought about never wearing thigh highs again. Dean doubted whether they were something he could add to a shopping cart online much less buy in a store. He'd be too scared.
 
  And will any of it feel the same? he thought running his fingers through the strawberry blonde hair. His once hard dick withered.
 
  "Great job," Lady Tequila said, patting him on the back as she passed him. The area immediately behind the stage was mostly bare with some clothing and a few props strewn about. Velvet and Lola set to picking up the troupe's gear.
 
  "C'mere," Molly said taking his hand. "I'll show you where you can change." Dean's heart slipped out of his chest to the floor, where it got trampled by stiletto'ed feet. Or it felt that way.
 
   At least her grip was nice, warm and comforting. He followed her into a large dressing room where Mara was already naked and then into a smaller, unoccupied room off that one.
 
  "Okay," she said, standing in the doorway, "I'll go get your clothes and you can undress in here."
 
  Her bright smile and eyes couldn't comfort him. Dean was despondent.
 
  "Yeah, that would be great," he said. Although he thought he'd pulled off a neutral tone, Molly gave him another odd look and then stepped into the room, closing the door behind her.
 
  "Are you sure it would be great?" As she spoke, she pinned him in place with her blue gaze and caught a lock of his wig's strawberry blonde hair. Somehow, he hadn't noticed Molly's height: they were nearly eye to eye, but she made him feel so small.
 
  "Why wouldn't it be great?" Dean asked, not able to come up with a better response.
 
  "You just look sad... Deanna." Molly caressed the blonde hair between her fingers and took another step closer to him.
 
  "It was fun," he said. "Being on the stage was fun."
 
  "Fun because you were out on stage?"
 
  Her fingers slipped from his hair and traced the edge of the corset, just touching his chest. Her touch made his cock stir again.
 
  "What do you mean?" Dean asked after taking a deep breath.
 
  One more step pressed Molly's body against his own and he had to force himself to breathe. Molly gripped his shoulders and pushed him downward onto a bench he hadn't noticed before.
 
  "I think you know what I mean, Deanna. You might like performing. You might like beautiful women, but you love what you're wearing. Don't you?" she asked, stroking the underside of his chin.
 
  Dean swallowed and said, "Yes." 
 
  Excitement and shame fought loudly inside him. There was no room for thinking in his head. His stomach imploded—or at least he was nauseous. Or he might pass out.
 
  Molly smiled.
 
  Dean blinked twice, trying to make sure it really was a smile and not a grimace, or a hallucination. The fight inside him went quiet and left him empty.
 
  "You don't want to give back the clothes, do you? You like being Deanna."
 
  "I do," he said.
 
  Can she possibly be okay with this? She looks okay with this.
 
  "Do you have anything like this at home?" she asked, moving her hand up and down to indicate everything he had on.
 
  "No."
 
  "Why is that?"
 
  "I didn't realize I liked this until last night. It's why I came back to see the show again." Dean felt proud that he could string so many words together right now and still make sense.
 
  "So you've never dressed like this before?" Now Molly looked surprised.
 
  "I haven't, no." Nervous energy vibrated within him. His chest tightened and every breath surged through him. What happens now?
 
  "Well, you'll need some clothes to start with then and these look good on you," she said, taking a step back and surveying him. Dean blushed. He didn't really know what he looked like.
 
  "To start with? To start what with?"
 
  "If you like dressing this way, don't you want to keep doing it?"
 
  "God yes." Admitting it felt good, but his happiness and relief couldn't quell his anxiety, not entirely anyway.
 
  "Then you can start out with these clothes. They can be yours."
 
  Everything was happening too fast for Dean to grip onto anything. How was this happening?
 
  "But they're the troupe's," he said, snatching at the first weak, objecting thought he could come up with.
 
  "Hm, that is a good point, Deanna." With a nod, Molly turned away from him and sat down in a chair before a table with a mirror. The table's surface was strewn with make-up, brushes, hair products.
 
  Vanity, he thought. I think tables like that are called vanities.
 
  Thinking about how the clothes he'd love to keep belonged to the Vixens didn't appeal to him. That thought was better left avoided.
 
  I can't do anything about it. I'm at Molly's mercy.
 
  An odd, little rush went through him at the thought. His anxiety ebbed enough for him to become aware of his semi-erect dick pressing against the panties he wore. Looking back down his body toward his crotch, Dean wondered again what he looked like.
 
  The possibilities made him harder.
 
  "I have an idea, Deanna."
 
  "What?" he asked after an absentminded moment. Keeping track of reality was not one of his skills right now.
 
  "One question first: why haven't you objected to me calling you Deanna, Dean?"
 
  He nearly flinched at the sound of his given name. It sounded so short and harsh coming out of Molly's mouth. Instead of looking at her as he contemplated her question, he looked at his hands and wrung them over his lap.
 
  His throat felt tense and close. Gulping, he forced himself to breathe.
 
  "I don't know," he said. "I like the sound of Deanna, I guess. It didn't feel like something I needed to object to."
 
   Dean looked back to Molly and sighed. She looked pleased. Grinning at him, Molly stood and then went behind the chair she'd been seated in, resting her hands on its back.
 
  "Why don't you come here and have a seat, Deanna?"
 
  In front of the mirror, he thought. A shiver ran up his spine and left goose bumps in its wake. For the first time, the high heels felt like they could be too much as he went to take the seat at the vanity.
 
  Instead of looking at the mirror, he began reading the labels of the different products on the table—anything to avoid his reflection.
 
  "Look at yourself," Molly whispered. Warm breath caressed his ear and his cock hardened instantly. Dean looked at his reflection and gasped.
 
  He looked beautiful.
 
  Strawberry blonde waves framed his face and brushed his collarbones gently. The make-up didn't look hastily applied at all. His cheekbones had been contoured and his berry-colored lips looked plump. Fake eyelashes fanned out darkly around his eyes and made the brown eyes he normally considered plain look mysterious, sexy even.
 
  I look sexy, he thought and euphoric warmth flooded him.
 
  "Look at that smile," Molly said.
 
  "I didn't even realize I was," he said, still fascinated by his reflection.
 
  "You look beautiful, Deanna."
 
  Before he could realize what was happening, Molly tilted his face upward and kissed him. Her hands cupped his bare shoulders before slipping to his waist.
 
  Dean clasped her waist tentatively, scared to push his luck and shocked. Molly's tongue pushed against his lips and he opened his mouth to let her in. Minutes passed before she broke their kiss.
 
  "Are you ready to hear my idea?" she asked as she leaned back against the vanity.
 
  "Yes," he said in a breathless voice.
 
  "I can tell you love this, but you don't know how you feel about loving it. Or you probably feel ashamed. Am I right?"
 
  Dean nodded, blushing. She'd caught him in his embarrassment, which embarrassed him more.
 
  "But you don't have as much trouble with me guiding you, just like you didn't have as much trouble when it was the troupe dressing you. Am I right again?"
 
  "Yes," he said.
 
  "I'm on a roll tonight," Molly said with a grin. "So my proposal: give in to me. Just let go and let me make you into Deanna for the night, maybe longer." Her eyes trapped Dean in place, making it impossible to flee and almost impossible to breathe.
 
  I wonder if I'll wake up soon, he thought, but his mind screamed that this was really happening and he had to answer.
 
  "Yes."
 
  "Are you sure?" Molly asked with her head cocked.
 
  "I'm sure." Forming longer sentences didn't seem possible at the moment. His hard-on rubbed against the soft panties as Dean shifted his weight.
 
  Fuck, I want this.
 
  "If you give in to me, I want your total submission. Have you done anything like that?"
 
  "No," he said, shaking his head. In the past he'd fooled around with some kinky women, but he'd always been the one in charge. And he'd always been Dean—not Deanna—to those women. "I want to do this," he said.
 
  "Okay," Molly said, pushing herself upright and away from the vanity. She had something in one hand, but her voice distracted Dean from looking at it. "Get up then and follow me." Without waiting for him, she went through the door.
 
  Knowing this was the moment to commit, he stood and followed her—only sparing a second to adjust his erection. A handful of half-dressed women looked at him. Only a couple girls had private rooms to change in it seemed. That Molly was one of those women made him feel proud. She had some seniority, some power.
 
  "Come on, Deanna. You have something to do."
 
  His goose bumps from earlier returned and he wondered what her plan could be. Instead of saying anything he took a deep breath, but that was a mistake.
 
  Molly rounded on him and pushed a hand against his chest, shoving him. "You will answer me and you will address me as 'Miss,' understand?"
 
  "Yes, Miss," Dean said with wide eyes.
 
  "And look at the floor, slut." Satisfied, she dropped her hand from his chest and turned to begin walking again.
 
  She led him into a bathroom.
 
  Two stalls, no urinal. This is a women's restroom, he thought. His apprehension grew. What does she have in mind?
 
  "Okay, Deanna," she said, rounding on him though not as aggressively as last time. "You look lovely, but I think shaving will add to this experience. Don't you think?"
 
  His legs hadn't even crossed Dean's mind, but looking at them he had to agree. "Yes, Miss. Shaving would help."
 
  His arms and chest were virtually hairless, but his legs and underarms were covered in dark hair. Seeing it through his stockings made Dean cringe. It needed to go.
 
  "Good. Shave." Looking up, he saw the razor she'd thrust toward him. The curvy, hot pink handle left no doubt it was a woman's razor. "It's clean. Take it and shave," she added when he didn't move.
 
  "I'm sorry, Miss," he said, taking the razor. "Should I meet you back in the room?"
 
  "No, I think I'll watch. I'm curious to see how gracefully you can manage shaving in a sink."
 
  Heat blazed in his cheeks and ears and Dean was sure he'd turned bright red. He hadn't thought about the logistics of this.
 
  The door creaked and he turned to see Lola walk into the bathroom and head into a stall. The other women also hadn't crossed his mind.
 
  A firm hand caught his chin and Molly turned his head to look at the sink.
 
  "Take off the stockings, turn on the water, and start shaving," she said in a firm voice.
 
  Not wanting to make her angry, he stepped out of the heels and after some fumbling, managed to unhook the stockings from the garters and push them down. He folded them up carefully and set them on the corner of the sink least likely to get wet.
 
  Trying to get his leg wet made Dean regret not taking a yoga class. He strained to get his legs and underarms cleanly shaven despite the occasional giggle of dancers in the bathroom and Molly's watchful eyes. No eye contact was allowed, but he could feel her looking at him.
 
  His cock didn't soften the entire time, which left him exhilarated and a little humiliated and confused. For so many reasons, he didn't think he should be enjoying this—but, were he honest with himself, he loved it. Making his body smooth for himself and Molly turned him on.
 
  The stockings would look so much better when he was done. Hopefully, she wouldn't be able to keep her hands off him. When he finished, Dean felt very proud of himself.
 
  "Is this to your liking, Miss?" he asked, his eyes on the closures of Molly's corset and the smallness of her waist.
 
  "Lift your arms over your head, slut."
 
  Hoping he hadn't missed a spot, he raised his arms. Molly's fingers glided over his skin lightly as she investigated his arms and then his legs.
 
  "Good job, Deanna. I'd think you'd shaved before, but you told me you hadn't and you wouldn't lie to me, would you?" she asked, running a fingertip over the front of his corset.
 
  Dean's eyes followed her movements as he said, "I would never lie to you, Miss."
 
  "Good. You may put your stockings and stilettos on and then meet me outside the bathroom." Pulling her hand away, she left him standing there.
 
  If he'd been anywhere except a bathroom, he would've sat on the floor for a moment. The world rushed around him and without Molly beside him he couldn't get his balance. The disorientation didn't make him soft though.
 
  The silky stockings hugged his smooth legs as he pulled them on and his cock throbbed hotly against his stomach. Arousal flooded his body and Dean adjusted himself again before he hooked the corset's garters to his thigh highs. After cupping his dick, he closed his eyes to calm down.
 
  How am I so turned on? Nothing's happened.
 
  But he knew that wasn't true. Slipping his feet into the heels, he looked at himself in the mirror. The sensation in his lower body grew as he took himself in—as he took Deanna in.
 
  In the little room Molly had taken him to, he'd only seen himself from the shoulders up. The bathroom mirror gave him a view of his entire body.
 
  The corset complemented his lean frame beautifully. He smoothed his hands from his waist to the stockings wrapped around his hairless legs, teasing the hem of his panties and the corset's garters.
 
  I look gorgeous, he thought, reaching up to touch the strawberry blonde hair. But I can't keep Molly waiting.
 
  Forcing himself to look away from the mirror, Dean walked out of the bathroom.
 
  The sight of Molly brought his feet and legs to a stop.
 
  The sexy redhead stood facing him and a black dildo emerged from between her legs.
 
  A strap-on. He'd seen them in porn before and though they'd never been his thing, the straining heat in him grew.
 
  "Everyone else has gone home or is drinking at the bar so it's just you and me, Deanna." Molly walked forward as she spoke. The silicone cock mesmerized Dean as it moved toward him.
 
  "I'm not sure if this room is professionally soundproofed, but I think I can safely make you scream," Molly continued speaking once she stood still about a yard in front of him. Dean wanted to look at her face and see her expression, but he knew he wasn't allowed. "Were you thinking of using that cock of yours on me?"
 
  "Yes, Miss," he admitted after taking a breath.
 
  "It'll be the other way around, Deanna. Get on your knees and crawl to me."
 
  "Whatever you want, Miss." Dean dropped to his knees, eager to be close to Molly and hopefully touch her. He crawled carefully, not wanting to tear the stockings and not knowing how delicate they might be.
 
  "What a good girl," she said once he'd arrived at her feet. Molly stroked his hair. "Do you like my body, slutty girl?"
 
  "Very much, Miss."
 
  "You think I'm hot? You want me to fuck you with this strap-on?" She wrapped her hand around the base of the dido as she asked.
 
  "I do think you're hot, Miss." The other question made him pause and thoughts stormed through his skull. "And I'd love it if you would fuck me, Miss."
 
  "In time I think I will," Molly said with a sigh. As she gave the strap-on a light tug, Dean saw it was double-sided, meaning it would pleasure her too. The thought made him more comfortable.
 
  He wanted to please Molly.
 
  "Do you like my lingerie, Deanna?"
 
  "Yes, yes, I do." Molly wore the corset she'd had on when she got him from the audience, crotchless lace panties he could almost see through, and silken stockings he'd love to try on.
 
  "And do you like your lingerie, Deanna? Do you feel sexy?"
 
  An hour ago, Dean wouldn't have been able to answer except with a stammering, choking sound. Now, he said, "Yes, I feel sexy, Miss."
 
  "Good, I only play with sexy sluts like you," Molly said, stroking his cheek. 
 
  His eyes closed as he savored her touch. He leaned toward her and she let him shift forward until the strap-on brushed his lips. Eyes flying open, Dean started to jerk back, but Molly caught the back of his head and held him steady.
 
  "Shh, don't you want to know what it's like? Be honest, Deanna. Besides, I only let good girls actually lick my pussy and I don't know you that well. Yet." Moving her hands to the sides of his face, she made him look up at her. The want on her face excited him more.
 
  Staring at her bright blue eyes, Dean nodded and opened his mouth. The dildo slipped between his lips as he bent forward.
 
  It felt right, like finally letting himself have something he wanted. I have wanted this, he thought as the silicone dick touched the back of his throat and he began to pull his head back.
 
  Knowing what he liked and wanting to please Molly, he nearly let the cock fall out of his mouth before swallowing it again. His nose touched her skin above the strap-on's base. She moaned above him and the idea of turning her on sent an electric pulse through him.
 
  Dean didn't know how much he and the double-sided dildo could do for her, but he wanted to find out. He set a fast pace, moving up and down the shaft and sending friction into her.
 
  Molly's satisfied gasps and groans fanned the hot arousal inside him. His cock pushed its way free of the panties. It was impossibly stiff, almost unbearably so.
 
  Molly noticed the instant he reached for it.
 
  "Oh no, Deanna. You use those hands on me tonight. Leave that dick of yours alone. It's not like we need it."
 
  Her hips thrust forward and Dean nearly gagged. I guess she doesn't want me to apologize then. Instead, he tried to show his gratitude by caressing her soft thighs and ass, teasing her and pulling her deeper into his mouth.
 
  He couldn't get enough of her smooth skin and the curve of her ass. Molly was so feminine and he doubted he'd ever tire of how she felt, how she smelled. 
 
  Her strapped on cock filled and stretched his mouth and Dean wondered what it would be like to have her in his ass. The thought came to him tinged with shame, but a hot pressure in his own dick overshadowed it. Her noises of arousal only added to the feeling.
 
  Dean moaned around the wide silicone dick and Molly laughed.
 
  "It's good to know you're enjoying yourself, but you will not get off without my permission. Pull that cock out of your mouth and say yes, slut." He couldn't deny her breathy voice.
 
  "Yes, Miss," he said, pulling back and letting the strap-on slip from his mouth. It was slick from his sucking and the sight filled him with hunger.
 
  Before he could swallow her again, Molly took a step back and gave him an order: "Stand."
 
  Disappointed, Dean stood.
 
  "Turn around and bend over. You can slide those panties down or push them to the side. It doesn't matter to me, slut."
 
  Dean swallowed: a loud, wet noise. Yes, he wanted to give in to her, but he'd never so much as let a kinky ex slip a finger back there. 
 
  Thinking about it before was not the same as knowing she'd be inside him soon.
 
  His body tensed in nervousness, but the aroused heat in his groin remained. Inhaling, he turned away from her and bent forward. Since he'd pulled the panties up over the stockings and garters, he slipped them down now and left himself exposed.
 
  "Grab your ankles. If you need to, you can brace yourself against the floor."
 
  Obeying, he wrapped his hands around his ankles.
 
  Goose bumps broke out on his now bare flesh and a sudden, cold wetness made him jump.
 
  "It's just lube, you silly thing," Molly said.
 
  "Okay, Miss. I'm sorry," he said in a rush. Sweat beaded his brow, but excitement thrummed in him and begged for release. 
 
  "Spread your legs a little further apart, just like that." Anticipation changed her voice. Dean could hear her want and it eased his nerves as he spread his legs.
 
  "Good girl, Deanna," she said and the rubber head he'd warmed pressed against his hole. He bit his lip, fear and desire putting him in a hot, red fog. "You're very tense. Can you relax?"
 
  "Yes, Miss. I'll try." Despite willing his muscles to unclench, he stayed rigid until the damp strap-on pulled away from him. Exhaling and closing his eyes, Dean felt himself relax.
 
  A finger slid into him. He jumped and began to stand upright, but a hand pressed firmly into the small of his back.
 
  "Stay down," Molly ordered, pulling her finger out and then pushing it further in. He grunted and worked his jaw. Gripping his ankles again, Dean took comfort in the silky feel of the stockings.
 
  "Yes, Miss."
 
  "Just let yourself relax around me. Focus on the pleasure. Focus on the fullness, Deanna." As he started to nod, a second finger entered him and he gasped, squeezing his eyes closed.
 
  "Yes, Miss," he choked out, but Dean surprised himself as his words turned into a low moan. Molly's fingers grazed over a hot sensitivity inside him.
 
  Building heat erupted in him and he gasped as she worked her fingers in and out of him. His body relaxed around her and, without thinking, he backed his hips toward her, eager to feel her inside him.
 
  "You like this don't you, slut?" she asked, her fingers moving more quickly.
 
  "I do, Miss. I like it a lot."
 
  "I wonder if you'll like this more," Molly said as her fingers pulled out of him and the strap-on pushed against him for the second time.
 
  His muscles tensed for a moment, but Dean wanted this now despite his lingering nervousness. His body yielded and Molly began to slide the cock into him. He groaned wordlessly in pain and pleasure.
 
  The strap-on stretched him beyond his imagination as it entered him thick inch by thick inch. Molly's fingers had made him feel full, but this was something wholly different. 
 
  There can't be room for anything else inside me, he thought as she buried the dick inside him. The fronts of her thighs pressed against him and then pulled back, making him gasp at the sensation of the cock pulling out of him.
 
  It stroked over his prostate and Dean's cock jumped, dripping pre-cum.
 
  "I know you like this, slutty girl. Work those hips against me."
 
  "Yes, Miss," he said as he pushed back. The silicone cock filled and stretched him, sending shocks of pleasure through him. Dean gasped at the strange sensation. He didn't want it to end.
 
  The corset and stockings hugged and rubbed his body as he moved against Molly. Her hands gripped his hips, pressing into him through the corset. The blonde hair of his wig swayed in and out of his vision as Molly's hips rolled against him.
 
  The gorgeous woman moaned and sighed behind him. Every sound of hers sent a charge through him. Pleasing her thrilled him deep into his core.
 
  A light feeling spread from the back of his neck into his head. Dean threw his head back and arched his body as she tightened her grip on his hips. She thrusted into him faster, increasing her pace to something brutal and animalistic.
 
  If she didn't have such a hold of his body, he didn't think he could have stayed standing in the high heels.
 
  Pain throbbed through his once virginal ass, but pleasure chased it. Euphoria sparked over his skin like electricity. All of his nerve endings tingled as a rushing started and grew inside him, centered on his cock.
 
  "I want to hear you scream," Molly said. Her words didn't process at first. He was too turned on and she spoke in a breathy rush that only added to his arousal.
 
  "May I come, Miss?" he asked, almost shouting—anything to please her.
 
  "Not yet, slut," she said and slammed into him harder than she had before. Giving her what she wanted, Dean screamed in delight and need.
 
  "Oh, that's right," Molly said. Her body quaked against him and she moaned loudly. The sound of her orgasm pushed him further and he gritted his teeth to keep from climaxing. His balls tightened. He couldn't wait much longer.
 
  "Please, Miss," he begged in a raspy voice. "Please. Oh god, please let me come. Please, Miss."
 
  Molly moaned louder behind him and her body leaned against his as her hips pounded against him. She smacked his ass and made him gasp before saying, "Come, slut."
 
  "Thank you, Miss," Dean managed to say as tense pressure ripped through him. Hot release followed and his cock loosed a stream of cum onto the floor under him. His body shook as he finished and Molly finally eased her thrusting.
 
  When she pulled out of him, he whimpered at the emptiness she left behind. He dropped to his knees and tried to catch his breath. His heart pounded loudly and he felt it in his chest, in his ears, behind his eyes.
 
  "Very good job, Deanna. Look at me," Molly said, stroking his jaw.
 
  Dean looked up at her through the haze of his climax.
 
  "I've never come like that before, Miss," he said in a small voice.
 
  Molly smiled. "You can call me Molly now, Deanna. Do you think it's a way you'd like to come again?"
 
  "Yes. Yes, I would, Molly." He hadn't thought about whether or not another night like this would be in his future.
 
  I didn't think about too much this last... I don't even know how long it's been.
 
  "I'm glad," she said, pushing the wavy blonde hair behind his ears. "Get up, dear." She helped him to his feet.
 
  "Thank you," Dean said as he stood. "For, for everything." Without her, he doubted he would have explored this part of himself.
 
  "Shh. You can thank me by coming back."
 
  "Anything for you, Miss."
 
  "Good girl, Deanna," Molly said, sliding a hand over his corseted waist. "Now, why don't you get dressed and run along home? I suggest you at least keep the panties and stockings on under your clothes."
 
  Dean ran his hands over the stockings and knew he'd take her advice.
  
  
  Tricks and Treats
 
   
 
   
 
  "Hey, you're coming tomorrow night, right?" Karen looked up at Soledad, whose arrival at her desk Karen hadn't noticed. Soledad worked in the Human Resources Department of the law firm that employed Karen as a paralegal so they didn't cross paths too often while on the clock.
 
  "Yeah. Yeah, of course," Karen said, smiling up at her friend. "I'm helping you get everything together, aren't I? Or have I been replaced?" Karen arched one of her eyebrows and Soledad shook her head, covering her mouth with one hand to hide her laughter.
 
  "I think we've talked about how you're not supposed to make me laugh so hard I snort at work—it's unprofessional," she said after recovering from her near silent laughter.
 
  Karen grinned. "I've no idea what you're talking about. I wasn't being the least bit silly."
 
  Soledad shook her head again. "Well, I wouldn't recommend you try that eyebrow raise in a serious setting without putting a little more work into it.
 
  "But on to more serious business: you have not been replaced—you were always my first choice for this position." Now, Karen tried to laugh discreetly. She couldn't help but at least giggle when Soledad slipped into HR speak. Soledad waved her snickering off. "Do you have a costume yet?"
 
  Karen inhaled sharply. "I do… not."
 
  Soledad narrowed her eyes and sighed. "Really, Karen? You're helping me host a Halloween party tomorrow and you don't have a costume?"
 
  She shrugged. "I am clearly a failure. What can I say?"
 
  "Well, you're about to feel silly because you know who will be at that party in costume? David Ramsen."
 
  And just like that Karen fell out of her conversation with Soledad. Their joking office rapport unlatched the window across from Karen's desk and jumped right out. David Ramsen.
 
  "How is that even happening?" she asked after collecting herself—though she could see in Soledad's face that the other woman had already noticed the change in her mood.
 
  Soledad looked around and then sat on Karen's desk. Speaking more quietly, she said, "He friended or followed me on some site a few months ago and when I invited a few other people I knew in school, I thought I'd just invite him too. I honestly didn't think it'd bother you." She frowned when she finished speaking and Karen shifted uncomfortably in her chair.
 
  David Ramsen hadn't been a bad experience, but he hadn't been a good one either. He and Karen had shared mutual friends the entirety of her undergraduate career and she'd nursed a crush on him for most of that time. College had been a shyer time for Karen and it had taken until the last day of senior year for her to work up the courage to talk to him—only to find out he'd finished early and moved away with neither fanfare nor notice. Only a few of his close friends had known. It hadn't been a slight really, but she'd lost sleep over it and gone on a few crying jags. Soledad had been around for most of it, but that had all been four years ago. Karen couldn't blame her.
 
  "I can tell him not to come? I could just call him up and say I invited him by accident or tell him I always thought he was a whiny, little bitch—something like that?" Soledad tried not to smile, but Karen smiled and laughed quietly. "I am sorry. I didn't think you'd mind."
 
  Karen nodded. "It's fine. I just felt surprised, that's all." Soledad raised her eyebrows. "Okay, more than surprised. You know that tight feeling in your chest that's all hot and rising and falling at the same time? I still feel that way when he comes up in conversation."
 
  "Aw, that's rough." Soledad rubbed Karen's nearer shoulder. "I really can just tell him not to come."
 
  "No, no, don't do that. Maybe it'll be better to deal with it—he could have a kid or have gotten fat, who knows." Her friend's face looked a little too blank. "Could he, Soledad?" Karen asked, skepticism rife in her voice.
 
  "He is fit and single—he has pictures up. I'm sorry," Soledad admitted in one rapid breath, grimacing.
 
  Karen leaned back in her chair, passing her hands through her hair. "Well, dammit. Damn, damn, dammit." 
 
  "Yeah," Soledad said, half-frowning in a way that Karen knew meant sympathy.
 
  "Yeah," Karen said, echoing her friend and letting her head fall completely back against the ergonomic office chair's almost comfortable headrest. "Yeah…"
 
  "Though, it doesn't have to be bad, y'know." She opened her eyes as her friend gave her shoulder a gentle shove.
 
  "What do you have in mind?" Karen's skepticism still invaded her voice.
 
  "Well, you said you didn't have a costume, you could borrow mine from last year." Soledad smiled and a hint of wickedness flickered in her eyes. Karen tried to remember her friend's costume from the year before—and then it clicked.
 
  "No, Soledad, I—" she started, but the other woman waved her hand. 
 
  "There's not time for anything else anyway and I'll be saving you money. I'll drop it off at your place tonight." Karen began to open her mouth again and Soledad waved her objections away once more. "Tonight." She smiled and then lifted herself from the desk, departing.
 
  Karen closed her eyes and sighed, a little in exasperation and little in anxiety. "Be brave," she told herself with a small smile.
 
   
 
  * * *
 
   
 
  After what had become a strange day at work followed by a quick dinner, Karen wanted to simply lie on her couch, maybe with a glass of wine nearby. Instead, she paced her living room and kitchen, waiting to hear Soledad knock on her door. She dropped onto her soft green sofa when twenty minutes had passed. Pacing was a habit she'd developed while hunting for a job after college and one she'd broken a year and a half ago. And here it was again all because of David.
 
  She dragged her hands over her face. "I'm not some stupid, shy girl in college anymore." The words didn't ring true and she knew she was being hard on herself, but she'd been shy enough to not take romantic initiative. She pulled a pillow onto her face and groaned. "My life," she said, her voice barely a mumble.
 
  Even lying back on the couch with her face under a pillow Karen couldn't relax. She drummed her fingers on her leg and the cushion. Finally, she heard knocking and threw the pillow to the ground before standing quickly. Karen forced herself to calm down as she walked to the door and hoped Soledad couldn't sense the remnants of her frenetic energy.
 
  "Hey, lady," Soledad said as Karen opened the door.
 
  "You want to come in?" she asked, motioning into the townhouse's kitchen to her right. "There's wine," she added in a singsong tone. Having her friend over might help with her anxiety funk.
 
  "I can't," Soledad said. Of course, Karen thought to herself. "Sorry, I stayed late at work and I need to pick up some things for the party."
 
  "I understand. You get all caught up in that intriguing paperwork," she said with a smile.
 
  "Haha, you're very funny. Here's your costume." With an exaggerated wink, Soledad thrust a seemingly innocent grocery bag at Karen, who shook her head and accepted the parcel.
 
  "The things you get me into—literally this time." She sighed and looked up at the darkening sky as she reached into the bag and pulled out a riding crop as long as her arm.
 
  "You'll love it," Soledad said, smiling hugely. "But I've got to go." She gave Karen a quick hug and departed. It was just like Soledad, showing up like a whirlwind only to leave dominatrix costumes in her wake. 
 
  As Karen closed the door behind her, Max, her cat, appeared for the first time since she'd gotten home.
 
  "And where have you been, cat?" she asked, pointing at the tabby with the riding crop. Max looked at her solemnly and then walked off. 
 
  "Oh, yeah, I'm so dominant and authoritative," Karen said to herself.
 
  "I guess I should try this on." She peered into the bag more as she made her way up the stairs and into her bedroom. She knew she and Soledad were about the same size, but Karen erred on the side of loose when it came to clothing and Soledad did not. Borrowing clothes from her friend had yielded some surprises over the years.
 
  Karen laid the costume out on her bed's soft blue comforter. The corset, mini skirt, and thigh high boots made a black latex puddle on her bed. Honestly, she wished it took up a little more space. She sighed and began to undo the buttons of her shirt. Since she'd worn a white shirt to the office that day, she'd opted for a nude bra but one with lace for a feminine touch. The corset meant she didn't need a bra so she undid its closure and laid both it and her shirt on the bed. Next to the costume, the lacy, nude bra looked so sweet and almost formal.
 
  "Let's do this," she said, picking up the corset. 
 
  She didn't think she'd even held latex before. It wasn't what she'd expected. She'd thought… well she wasn't sure what she'd thought. She was like the people who expected snakes to be slimy despite knowing they weren't. She'd expected the latex to be nasty somehow, but she enjoyed the slick, taut texture. Karen wrapped the corset around her torso and clasped the hook and eye closures at the front. For the first time, she understood the notion of something hugging her as closely and comfortably as a second skin. She turned her torso back and forth as she started to close the latex over her breasts.
 
  "Oh." Her breath came out as a quiet gasp when the latex grazed her nipples. Maybe borrowing this outfit had been a good call. She undid the button and zipper of her pants, slipping them and her underwear down simultaneously. The dominatrix costume didn't call for underwear and if Soledad wanted it back, Karen would offer to wash it anyway. 
 
  She picked the small skirt up and stepped into it. The latex whispered over her legs and hips as she slid it on and pulled up the side zipper. It cupped her ass and Karen wriggled a little, liking its grip on her. 
 
  To put on the tall boots, Karen sat on her bed. The latex just touched the lips of her pussy and she shuddered. She'd started getting wet. She shifted her hips, rubbing her wetness against the latex and her comforter as she leaned and picked up the nearest boot. 
 
  At the top of the boot were three straps on the front, side, and back. She puzzled over the small hooks at their ends for a moment and then checked the bottom of the corset. As she'd expected, the straps hooked onto the corset: garter boots. She unzipped the boot and slid her leg in. It fit a little more snugly than she liked around her toes, but it would be worth it. She zipped the boot back up and then repeated the process with her other leg. While standing and walking to the mirror that hung on the back of her door, she hooked the boots to the garter. The latex actually covered a lot of her skin—and teased every millimeter of it.
 
  Her own appearance surprised her. All decked out in black, Karen thought she really did look the part of a dominatrix even without the crop in hand. Her reflection made her wetter, nipples stiffening against the slick latex. Karen groaned quietly as she cupped and squeezed her breasts. She looked at her bed behind her as she slid one hand down her body, tracing the hem of the skirt against her thighs.
 
  Maybe it was because she and Soledad had talked about David so much earlier, but she began thinking about him, about the night she thought they'd come closest to doing, well, anything. After a night of drinking at a friend's, they'd both decided to sleep over at the house—Karen on the couch and David on the floor as he'd insisted. David had slept so close to her, next to her really but a foot below. He'd nodded off quickly, but she'd lain awake for what felt like hours, wanting him so much. 
 
  In her mind, it happened differently. She walked to her bed while she fantasized, slipping two fingers along her soaked opening.
 
  "Can you sleep?" she asked David, peering over the couch's edge. Even if he didn't answer, it was worth it to have an excuse to look at him. His sandy blonde hair fell just past his ears and he had he brightest blue eyes that were looking up at her now.
 
  "Nah, not really." His voice sounded husky, tired, but he propped himself up on one elbow, bringing his face closer to hers. In propping himself up, he'd pulled the fabric of his shirt taut over his chest and arms, defining his muscles.
 
  "The floor doesn't exactly look comfy," Karen said, scrunching her nose playfully. He smiled and she remembered that his broad smile and the dimples it created had first attracted her to him.
 
  "It's really not," he said with a laugh. "Far from it. And I'm a little cold too," he added with a half-joking frown.
 
  "I did offer to share the couch." His face not a foot from hers in the dark made Karen almost painfully aware that she'd chosen not to wear panties under her dress that night.
 
  "You did, you did." David ran a hand over his face and then through his hair. "Does that offer still stand?" For a second Karen thought her brain may have actually broken—no way was she this lucky, no way. But she got it together.
 
  "Yeah, but you have to ask nicely," she said smiling wryly.
 
  David smiled back and half stood before settling on his knees. He folded his hands in front of him and asked, "Karen, may I please sleep on the couch?"
 
  His pleading tone made her laugh and Karen nodded. "Come on, get up here." 
 
  "So are you going to be my big spoon or what?" he asked, standing.
 
  "No, I think you should be mine," she said, making room between her body and the couch's back. Their friend Andrew had a wide couch, but thankfully not so wide that they'd lie next to each other without touching.
 
  "Okay." He climbed over her and Karen felt him settle in behind her. She realized he hadn't been kidding about spooning as he sat one of his hands on her waist. In surprise, she jumped a bit. "Is that okay? I can stop." He sounded concerned.
 
  "No, it's fine," she said. Karen pushed her body back into his. She could feel his muscular chest against her back and she wanted to sigh and honestly, to do so much more than that. "Better than the floor?"
 
  "By a long shot," he said. She felt his warm breath against the back of her neck and it gave her goose bumps. "Much more comfortable than the floor."
 
  "I could be a little more comfortable," she said. The words had come out of her with little thought, driven by want and the heat of him against her.
 
  "Yeah? Why aren't you comfortable?"
 
  "At home, I sleep naked so trying to sleep in clothes is kind of weird for me." It wasn't true. Karen loved the old cotton t-shirts and shorts she slept in, but she thought she'd said it convincingly.
 
  "Oh. Well, don't hold back on my account," he said laughing and it made her smile. She wiggled her ass against his crotch and thought she felt something stirring on the other side of his stiff denim jeans.
 
  "I did decide to go without underwear and that's helping some," she said. There was a sharp intake of breath from behind her and she could imagine the look on his face: equal parts surprise, pleasure, and arousal. She was certain of that last part now as he grew hard against her. She moved her hips and ass against him more and heard him exhale roughly. "You believe me, don't you? Because you could check if you don't."
 
  "Well if you're offering," he said in a ragged voice and he slid his hand from her waist and over her stomach. Karen parted her legs and shuddered as his hand slid further down her body until two of his fingers pressed against her clit. She gasped and arched her back against him.
 
  He made two light circles over her clit and then he drew his fingers down over the lips of her pussy. She gasped again as hot pleasure flooded her body, starting between her legs and traveling quickly to fill all of her. Normally, Karen would never act so forward, so seductive, and she'd sobered up so it wasn't the alcohol that led her to surprise herself so much. Probably this forwardness came from the wrenching recognition that there was only a month left until commencement—and then who knew where David might head? She barely knew what she wanted after leaving college. 
 
  But now wasn't the time to think about it.
 
  "Ah, you definitely weren't lying, Karen," David said, letting his lips brush over the nape of her neck as he teased her with his fingers. "You're so wet already." After he spoke he nipped her ear lightly.
 
  "Well, I might've had a crush on you and fantasized about this for a while." She turned her head as she spoke to look into his blue eyes that fixed quickly on her own.
 
  "What happens next in this fantasy of yours?" he asked before leaning his face close to hers and kissing her. He darted his tongue into her mouth as he slid one finger inside her.
 
  Karen moaned quietly and said, "Why don't you guess?" She pushed herself into a sitting position and pulled away from him even though she wanted to be as close as possible. She moaned again as his finger slipped out of her. 
 
  "Oh, I have an idea." He wrapped his hands around her ankles and her nipples stiffened at the feeling of his fingers—still wet from having been inside her—gripping her skin. "I think I know just what you want," he said in a low voice while he tugged her towards him on the couch and back into a prone position. Her skirt slid up as she moved, revealing her sex and she smiled as his blue eyes surveyed her.
 
  "Then why don't you show me what you're so sure I want?" She stretched her neck upwards as she spoke, loving the strain of the muscles that echoed the tense excitement in her thighs.
 
  "I will," he said, laughing. "Good things come to those who wait." After he finished speaking he glided his hands up her legs and to the hem of her dress where it lay across her hips. "Can you be patient?" he asked in mock seriousness.
 
  Karen could feel herself becoming more and more wet at his words and his touch. "I can try," she said with a smile.
 
  "Good," he responded as he slid her dress further up her body. She sat up to help him and soon enough the dress was off over her head. As she watched it fall to the floor, Karen felt David undo her bra. She hadn't loved the delay taking her clothes off had required, but it was hard to care when his lips felt so good against her nipples.
 
  David swirled his tongue around the tight bud of her left breast and then the right, causing Karen to gasp. For the first time, she worried their friend might wake up—but the worry left her quickly. David's mouth wandered languorously from her breasts to the space between them and then down her stomach. He skipped over her waiting pussy and nipped gently at the soft flesh on the inside of her right thigh.
 
  "You just might be psychic," Karen said as she reached for David's head and twined her hands into his sandy-colored hair. The heat of him seemed to travel up her arms and warm her bare skin. He nodded against her leg and then moved his mouth closer to her core. If heat spread up her arms, she needed to invent a new word for the feeling that spread through her body as his mouth moved over her. She's already begun to move her hips rhythmically, anticipating what his lips and tongue would feel like.
 
  "You're already so wet," he said, his lips brushing over the lips of her pussy at last. Karen quivered at how light but intense the sensation was. Before she could come up with a clever response—thinking had become more difficult—he'd drawn his tongue over her opening and made a quick circle over her clit.
 
  Karen twined her fingers into his hair more tightly as he stroked her again and again with his tongue. It became clear he liked to tease as he brought her to the edge only to pull back and leave her in a sweet agony. One moment, she felt ready to burst, as though she might split in ecstasy along some invisible seam and then he'd move and she'd buck her hips in want. She was soaked with sweat and gasping. 
 
  "Please. Please, David, please," she breathed, barely able to beg. She'd been so close for so long that it felt like her orgasm had filled her whole body and was using her mouth to beg for release.
 
  Perhaps because he realized how ready she was, David began making quick strokes with his tongue that ended with a light, sucking pressure on her clit. It was the movement that worked best for Karen. Almost unintentionally, her back arched more deeply and she curled her toes into the couch. "Oh, David," she managed to gasp before she was reduced to only moans as her orgasm wracked her body. After all the teasing, it felt almost like an earthquake shook her in some perfect, euphoric rhythm that rushed through every part of her.
 
  "Oh, wow, David," she said as she reached for him, that rhythm still drumming lightly through her. Together, they fell back onto the couch.
 
   
 
  * * *
 
   
 
  Karen opened her eyes reluctantly and focused slowly on her bedroom ceiling. She felt detached from the world as she lay on her back in her bedroom. Her orgasm still rippled lightly between her legs.
 
  Once she'd fully calmed down, Karen sat up and began to undo the corset before standing and stripping off the rest of the latex. Shivers went through her body as she stood naked in the cold of her room, feeling vulnerable outside of the latex and her fantasy. She retrieved the cotton robe that hung from the back of her bedroom door and wrapped it around her body. She belted the robe tightly and then folded the latex costume before sitting it on her dresser. Karen wanted to go to sleep and drift off while still hanging on to the good mood, but she felt too awake.
 
  She walked back to her living room and retrieved her phone from the coffee table where she'd left it. She opened a new message to Soledad and typed "Fantasized about David and I still didn't get his pants off, but he got me off." Karen smiled and hit "SEND," hoping she could carry this positive attitude into the party. Who knows, maybe reality would manage to beat her fantasy? If there was any time of year for that to happen, surely it was around Halloween, she told herself. With that, Karen smiled and sat the phone back down on the coffee table.
 
   
 
  * * *
 
   
 
  Karen knocked on Soledad's door—the costume tucked in her oversized purse as she'd opted not to wear it over. It would've made for an interesting ride no doubt.
 
  "Hey, lady," Soledad said as she opened the door. Of course she was already in costume: painted gold and wearing a toga to be a goddess statue. She frowned as she looked Karen up and down. "Where's your costume? Or did you change your mind and decide to dress up as a paralegal?"
 
  "Ha, ha, you're terribly funny as always, my friend. But it is in my bag so get excited." She smiled wryly while she unslung her bag to show it to Soledad. The prospect of putting the costume on again excited her, but Karen still felt anxious, at least as anxious as she felt excited. Wearing it at a party was not the same as wearing it alone in her bedroom. 
 
  Soledad shook her head and ushered Karen into her apartment. "Too scared to wear it over, huh?"
 
  Karen narrowed her eyes but nodded. "That and I've never driven in thigh high latex boots with heels. I imagine it's difficult."
 
  Soledad smiled. "That's why you get someone to drive you around in those boots. Now go put it on and help me get ready." She directed Karen to her bathroom with a light push.
 
  "I'm going, I'm going," Karen said, laughing.
 
  She heard Soledad say something like "Damn right you are." just as she closed the door behind her. Karen rolled her eyes and flipped on the light. For a moment, joking with her friend relaxed her completely, but sitting her purse on the sink counter made everything that could happen that evening real. She closed her eyes briefly and then opened the purse. The corset's hook and eye closures and the garter boots' clasps winked at her in the bathroom's low light. Karen smiled. Simply seeing the clothes thrilled her.
 
  Still smiling, she stripped off her clothes and dropped them to the floor without concern. She took pride in dressing well at work and liked her clothes, but she had no interest in being a paralegal tonight. Karen didn't quite know what she wanted to happen tonight much less if she could make it happen, but the latex would help. A hint of fear underlay her enthusiasm, an irrational worry that the outfit wouldn't fit or wouldn't feel the same. Thankfully, slipping into her costume assuaged that anxiety. There was still David—but she had a little time to work up to that.
 
  Karen folded the clothes she'd been wearing into her bag and pulled out the riding crop. It felt strong and firm in her hand. She swept it through the air with a flick of her wrist and listened to the noise it made: a stern swish. She turned off the bathroom light and stepped into Soledad's living room with her purse in one hand and crop in the other. 
 
  "What do you think?" she asked. Normally having Soledad weigh in on her wardrobe decisions made Karen anxious, but she felt confident in this moment while embraced by the slick costume.
 
  "If you decide you're bored of being a paralegal, I have an idea about your next career," Soledad said with a broad smile. "David won't know what hit him."
 
  Like that, Karen felt low again. She exhaled loudly. "I don't know if I'm quite ready to think about that." For the first time, she wondered if she might look ridiculous dressed up as a dominatrix, but she tried to put the concern away.
 
  "How stupid is this?" she questioned her friend as she took a seat on one of Soledad's couches. "I have a job I like that I'm good at and good friends. I can feel confident—and remembering an old crush puts me on some roller coaster like, I don't know, high school." 
 
  "One," Soledad said as she sat down beside Karen, "you did like him in college so don't go revising history to make yourself feel worse. Two, I intend to become infatuated with new men until the day I die—keeps life interesting—and there's nothing wrong with a crush. Three and most importantly, it is okay to be anxious, but you should not feel bad about yourself for something some man did or didn't do when he was a silly boy. You're overthinking this." She squeezed Karen's arm and added, "Now, stop worrying about this and come help me set up in the kitchen."
 
  "I wish I could be you for Halloween," Karen said, standing. "You sound like you have it all figured out. And David actually got a hold of you."
 
  "We both know that I'm much better with other people's problems—all that HR training—but no deflecting. We are not talking about me at present, Miss Karen Stabler." Soledad looked over her gilded shoulder at Karen as she spoke.
 
  Karen rolled her eyes. "But we're done talking about me. There's nothing else to say. I'm on edge and I shouldn't be, but I am so we'll see what happens."
 
  "Wait," Soledad said as she stopped and turned to look at Karen. "What if you weren't you?"
 
  "And how would that work?" Karen stared at her friend, trying to figure out what she had in mind.
 
  "I have a mask that would cover your whole face from the lips up. Come on. It's in my room." Soledad motioned eagerly for Karen to follow her. Soledad's bedroom and the guest bedroom came off a little hallway beyond the kitchen.
 
  "Do you really think that'll work?" It had been a while since she'd seen David and she was in better shape now with a new haircut, but would that render her unrecognizable behind a mask? They hadn't been buddies or anything, but he'd been able to recognize her across the green in college.
 
  "It's worth a try, isn't it?" As she spoke, Soledad turned her head in time to see Karen shrug. "Don't give me that."
 
  "Fine. Yes, it's worth a try. Anything's worth a try," Karen said as she followed Soledad to her overflowing closet. Soledad dropped to her knees and began checking boxes stacked to the left of her shoes. Karen watched but stood still. Her excitement and anxiety fought inside her and this might be one of her last moments without anyone's eyes on her. She could do this, she reminded herself. The mask would only make it easier.
 
  "It's not latex too, is it? I imagine that would get sweaty," Karen joked though she did hope the mask wasn't latex. 
 
  "Don't worry. Here it is." Soledad stood up and thrust the mask towards Karen, grinning.
 
  "Let's do this," Karen said, settling the mask against her face and tying the ribbons to secure it.
 
   
 
  * * *
 
   
 
  About twenty people had arrived already when Karen ducked into the bathroom again. She didn't know most of the people Soledad had invited—old friends, HR people, members of a running club, etc.—so introducing herself as Alice had not been a problem so far. And she was starting to like it as much as she liked her costume, maybe loved. When she didn't think about David, all was well, but when she did . . . Karen took the mask off and splashed cold water on her face. Despite Soledad's words, she couldn't help but feel a bit silly. She'd had long-term boyfriends since she last saw this man and none of them elicited this sort of emotion from her.
 
  Karen put the mask back on and looked at her reflection. She barely recognized herself so there really might be a chance David wouldn't recognize her. If that happened, what did she want? Karen watched her mouth curve into a smile in the mirror. She twisted her hips. She knew what she wanted—now she just had to stay brave. That way, she could make sure David learned exactly what he'd missed out on.
 
  Karen took one more breath and then walked out of the bathroom. Soledad's apartment looked very different with the lights low and people in costumes milling around the living room. On the way to the kitchen, Karen passed two vampires, a witch, a mad scientist, and Mother Nature herself. The kitchen was also crowded and, although she was more the stay home and read type, she found herself enjoying the crowd. The light bustle of people she mostly didn't know who couldn't see beneath her mask.
 
  "Hey, I love your costume," a cowgirl near the fridge said.
 
  "Thanks," Karen said with a nod. "Your boots are great."
 
  "Not as good as yours," the other woman said with a laugh as she went by. Karen laughed to herself as she snagged a bottle of hard cider from the fridge. She had no interest in getting drunk tonight, but it was a party after all.
 
  Soledad was—as a golden goddess ought to—holding court with some of her guests in the living room. When Karen headed back into the living room she planned to head towards one of the guests she did know: Anne, a woman from the office who was in on her being "Alice," but Soledad broke away from her guests and headed towards Karen.
 
  "Perfect timing—he's saying 'Hi' to Adam, if you remember him." A jolt of surprise coursed through Karen's body and she tensed, but one deep, slow breath wrung the tension from her shoulders. This would be the big test. If he recognized her, she'd have to change her plan, maybe to going home and curling up with the cat. "And he's headed this way now," Soledad said in a fast whisper as she turned to play hostess.
 
  It gave Karen a moment to look at David, get used to being near him again after years. His sandy hair was shorter and slicked back. He wore a suit under his coat and had a classy, Mad Men feel she now realized she loved. His eyes were still bright and Karen applauded herself for tearing her gaze from them when Soledad said her "name."
 
  "Hi, Alice," David said as he extended his right hand towards her. His broad smile dimpled his cheeks like she remembered. She took his hand, feeling another jolt though smaller. "I'm David."
 
  "It's nice to meet you, David," she said.
 
  "Alice lives a couple doors down from me and really made me feel welcome after I moved." Thank God Soledad thought on her feet, Karen thought. Earlier when setting candles up, dealing with food, and mixing punch, Karen hadn't thought about a backstory at all.
 
  "I try," Karen said.
 
  "Alice, would you mind showing David where he can put his coat in my room?" Maybe she shouldn't be so grateful for Soledad. If she'd made a plan, it certainly wouldn't leave her alone with David so quickly. But that was life.
 
  "Of course, not a problem. Right this way." Soledad disappeared instantly and Karen led David towards the kitchen.
 
  "You have quite the costume," David said from behind her.
 
  Karen smiled to herself. "You like latex?" she asked without turning around. If he liked following a dominatrix around, why not let him? Adjusting to being near him again was also much easier without seeing him. Sure, she felt like his voice might engulf her, but that couldn't be helped. David was right behind her and she was wrapped in black latex, it felt more surreal than her dream from the night before.
 
  "I can't say that I've worn it, but I like it on you."
 
  "Well, that's very nice of you to say. I like it on me too." Did the mask cover every part of her face that blushed? Karen wasn't sure. Thinking about her fantasy had nearly made Karen forget about the real David not a yard behind her. Her cheeks at least were bright red and warm excitement spread between her legs. Her dream, the latex, and David—how could she not get turned on?
 
  "And you just happened to have a riding crop?" She could hear that David was smiling and knew the costume was having the effect she'd hoped it would.
 
  "Wouldn't you like to know?" She still refused to turn around. The feeling of leading him was too much fun. They were only a few feet from Soledad's bedroom and Karen wished her friend had a bigger place.
 
  "This dominance thing seems to come naturally to you." 
 
  Tell that to my tabby, Karen thought to herself.
 
  "You can put your coat on the bed there," Karen said as she opened the door and turned on the light. 
 
  "Yes, ma'am," David said as he passed through the doorway. They both laughed as he laid his coat down. He bent over the bed to position his coat and Karen wanted nothing more than to push him onto the bed.
 
  "I prefer Miss—not ma'am." Karen knew she sounded convincing.
 
  "Then yes, Miss," David said as he turned to face her. His eyes flashed with amusement and maybe more while he walked back to her.
 
  "Aren't you a good boy?"
 
  "I do try, Miss. I'd ask if I can get you a drink, but you already have one. Head back to the kitchen with me anyway?" He took a step and then looked back at her when she didn't follow immediately.
 
  "You have to ask nicely," Karen said. More and more, she enjoyed taking charge of David. Were she honest with herself, she'd always wanted him to make the first move back in college, but that hadn't led to anything. This was her last chance and she intended to make it work. "Say 'Please, Miss'," she added while she tapped the riding crop against her boot.
 
  David looked down at the crop and then back up at her face, but she noticed he lingered. 
 
  "Please, Miss, walk to the kitchen with me" he said. 
 
  Karen smiled and felt hot lightness move through her body.
 
  "You may lead." 
 
  "Thank you, Miss."
 
  While he walked, she got to congratulate herself and enjoy the view from behind. Had his shoulders always been so broad? 
 
  "How do you know Soledad?" she asked, needing to refocus.
 
  "We went to school together," he said with a glance back to her. "Adams College. We knew a lot of the same people." He ducked to grab a beer from the fridge and Karen stepped closer to him, all but touching, to avoid a fairy and a tiger headed for the punch.
 
  "So you two stayed in touch?" She tried to keep her voice nonchalant. If David thought she sounded off, it didn't show in his face. In profile, his lips appeared fuller and Karen closed her eyes for a moment, remembering last night's fantasy. She opened them in time to meet his eyes while he answered.
 
  "Not really, I finished my last semester early and lost touch with a lot of people." He gave her a lopsided smile, somewhat sad.
 
  "That's interesting," she said. Hearing him talk about his departure after she'd wondered about it for years was strange. 
 
  "I can be an interesting guy," David said, his smile now enthusiastic and no longer lopsided. "What about you? Soledad said you're a neighbor?"
 
  Karen nodded and took a drink of her cider. Soledad said she lived a few doors down, right? She nodded again as she set the bottle on the counter beside her. "Yeah, after she moved in here, we crossed paths walking a few times and we ended up taking a yoga class together. She's so social, you know? A lot of draw." She leaned against the counter and a thrill went up her spine at the slide of the latex and David's blue eyes.
 
  "Oh, definitely," he said, relaxing against the fridge not two feet from her. She hoped no one came in looking for beer or cider. He was perfect and she didn't want him to move—at least not yet. "She's always been like that too. It's a little intimidating, but you seem just as confident." He smiled again, wide with dimples, and added, "Miss."
 
  "Well, you don't seem like the timid type," Karen said after a beat. She was the timid type. David had always been one of the intimidating ones.
 
  "I'm shyer than I look," he said, taking a drink of beer. Karen nodded, trying to process this information. Of course, he could just be hitting on her. He'd been flirty all night. Reflecting on it triggered a momentary pang: he hadn't come on to her in school, but she pushed it down.
 
  Better to take charge of the present.
 
  "I bet the right woman can bring you out of your shell," she said.
 
  He took a step closer and ducked his head a little to compensate for the inches he had on her. "Is that an offer, Miss?"
 
  Karen leaned forward until her lips were almost against his ear. "Are you always this easy, David?"
 
  "No," he said and his breath whispered over her neck. "I really am shy, but with the right woman like you said…"
 
  "But you barely know me," she said. She placed a hand on his chest and took a step back. It was hard to hang on to any kind of control with his breath on her.
 
  "Does that bother you?" Karen had never used one of Soledad's parties to hook up with someone and certainly not this quickly. But if she was going to be someone else tonight, why not have as much fun as possible as soon as possible? She knew David after all and apparently he didn't mind not knowing "Alice," which she didn't feel like thinking about too much.
 
  "Maybe. Are you safe if you behave like this?"
 
  David blushed and shifted his weight. "I do get tested and I'm disease free if that's what you mean and—not to sound like a woman on a TV show—I don't do this kind of thing all the time. Ever really, fast like this." 
 
  Karen nodded. "I guess strangers do have a special something." David nodded though he looked a little awkward still. Dammit, she didn't want him to run off again. She raised her cider towards him. "To Halloween?"
 
  He straightened up and smiled again. "To Halloween and new friends." They clinked bottles and both took quick drinks.
 
  "So?" he said.
 
  "So get to the guest bedroom," Karen answered with a wicked smile. The prospect of dominating David nearly alleviated her apprehension.
 
  "Yes, Miss," he said with wide eyes before setting his nearly full beer down. His expression went from surprise to eagerness rapidly.
 
  "Good boy. Now walk." She shooed him towards the bedroom and her arousal bubbled like champagne inside her as he obeyed. Karen thought she was in for quite the treat. "It's to the right," she said. 
 
  David began to turn, maybe to say something. "Eyes forward," Karen said. She tapped his lower back with the riding crop. "Just a reminder."
 
  "Yes, Miss," David said as he opened the door. 
 
  When Soledad had first moved into this apartment and had a housewarming party, Karen had laughed when Soledad said she could "use" the guest bedroom, which Soledad kept "stocked." Now, Karen couldn't be more grateful.
 
  The room was simple: bed, nightstand, and a small chest of drawers amidst the cream-colored walls. David stood with his back to the bed now, facing her. Karen closed the door behind her and locked it. He smiled as he watched her.
 
  "Eyes down," Karen said.
 
  "Yes, Miss," he said, promptly tilting his head and dropping his gaze to the wood floor.
 
  "Good boy," she said as she walked up to him. The muscles beside his eyes twitched. He wanted to look up at her; she was sure of it. Karen stroked the lapels of his suit, tweaked his buttons, and then stepped back. His breathing was heavier now and so was hers. 
 
  She brought the crop up so quickly it made a noise as it parted the air. David's eyes moved upwards for a moment, but he looked back at the floor. Karen tapped the underside of David's chin with the crop, smiling to herself when he flinched and then exhaled loudly. A glance downwards showed her he was excited already.
 
  "Strip and set your clothes on the chest of drawers," she said in a stern voice, lowering the crop back to her side. 
 
  David nodded and slipped his jacket off. She almost couldn't believe he was obeying so readily, but that didn't keep her from enjoying it when he began to unbutton his shirt. She'd probably seen him shirtless more than once during college—college boys always found excuses to be shirtless—but Karen inhaled sharply at the sight of his body. Summer freckles still dusted his shoulders and he had more chest and stomach definition than Karen would have guessed. She could imagine curling up in bed with him and tracing the lines of his muscles, brushing her fingers through his light chest hair.
 
  Still, she had only a moment to survey his torso before he bent over to remove his pants and underwear. He straightened up to fold his clothes, giving Karen a view of his strong thighs and growing erection. Her nipples stiffened and the latex exerted a sweet but almost cruel amount of pressure on them.
 
  "I hope this pleases you, Miss," David said. 
 
  "Don't speak unless you're showing your understanding or I tell you to," Karen said as she circled him slowly. Every step made the corset move just enough to tweak her nipples. She bit her lip to focus and ended up liking the pain more than she expected.
 
  "Of course, Miss. I'm sorry."
 
  "As you should be. Clasp your hands in front of you." Karen watched his arms flex as he obeyed her order. She reached out and ran her hand down his back, finally feeling the hard muscles for herself. She closed her eyes and exhaled. "Get on your knees."
 
  "Yes, Miss," David said. She reached down and tousled his hair, laughing as she mussed his slick style. Now it looked a little more like she remembered. Circling him again, she couldn't help but notice that even his ass was perfect. Most men didn't have anything there at all.
 
  Karen came to a stop in front of David and rested the riding crop against his right shoulder. He was still incredibly hard, his cock begging to be used. Perfect. 
 
  "Look at me," she said. He followed her instruction nearly before she finished speaking and his blue eyes focused on her, pleading.
 
  "Yes, Miss," he said. Karen bent at the hip and caressed David's face. He leaned into her hand as she drew her thumb along his cheekbone. She drew her hand back and then slapped him. Both of them gasped and a wave of pleasure tore through Karen's body. He was smiling. He liked it too.
 
  "Say 'Thank you'," Karen instructed.
 
  "Thank you, Miss." 
 
  "Would you like to touch me?" Karen felt a warm pulse radiate from between her legs. She'd never tried kink before, but she was so glad she'd given it a try. She was close to dripping and they'd barely touched.
 
  "Yes, Miss," he said.
 
  "Would you like it a lot?" Karen skimmed her free hand along the clasps of her corset and David tracked every millimeter of the movement.
 
  "I would like to touch you very, very much," he said, eyes still fixed on her hand. "Please, Miss," he added.
 
  "Oh, I need you to ask like you mean it. I don't think you want it enough, David." She rolled her shoulders and began tapping the crop against his chest. She dropped her free hand to her side, no longer allowing him to watch her stroke her corset. "Beg."
 
  "Yes, Miss," David said. He paused for a moment and then lowered his upper body to the floor, leaving him in a crouching position with his hands splayed beside her legs. "Miss, please allow me to touch you. Nothing would make me happier. I know I am not worthy of your attention, but even being permitted to kiss your boots would be a great honor. I would be forever grateful. I beg you, Miss. Please."
 
  Karen smiled. "You know, I like having you at my feet. It feels right, don't you think?"
 
  "Yes, Miss," David said, his voice muffled by the floor he'd pressed his face against.
 
  "Good boy," Karen said. "Good boy." She took a long step over him, dragging the toes of her boots over his ribs and spine. She turned and sat down on the bed. "Turn, David."
 
  He did as he was told and Karen lifted her right leg, her boot hovering inches from his face. "Kiss my boot."
 
  "Thank you, Miss," David said. He supported her ankle gently and bent his head, bringing his lips to the boot's surface. She couldn't feel his lips, but they had an effect. This gorgeous man knelt at her feet and Karen felt like a goddess. And of course, the power that went with it thrummed through every part of her.
 
  "Such a good boy, but I notice you're not using your tongue. Are my boots not to your liking? You think you're too good for them? Because I adore them." Karen reached down and stroked the latex from below her knee to the garter that connected the boot to her corset. "I adore how tight and smooth they are. How slick."
 
  "They're very nice, Miss, but I'm far more interested in you than in your boots." He peered upwards at her timidly. "I may not deserve—"
 
  "Shh, you've given a satisfactory answer." Karen shook her leg loose of his hands and crossed her ankles. She sighed. "Take off my skirt."
 
  "Yes, Miss," he said, but David didn't move. After several awkward seconds, he asked, "Are you going to stand, Miss?"
 
  Karen brought the riding crop down on his left shoulder with a loud snap. He flinched, but his erection didn't waver for a moment. She sat the crop on the bed beside her and lined it up with the near edge before speaking. "No excuses. Take off my skirt. Or do I need to say it slowly for you?"
 
  "Yes, Miss. I'm sorry, Miss." He moved forward but stayed on his knees and unzipped her skirt. He exhaled roughly at the sight of her exposed skin. Perhaps thinking he could be sneaky, he brushed his thumb over the skin of her hip. The simple motion set sparks jumping along Karen's skin and shortened her breath. 
 
  Karen slapped his hand away.
 
  "Do I have amnesia? Did I forget instructing you to touch me?"
 
  David pulled his hand back and set it on the bed. "I'm sorry, Miss. I was weak—I, I shouldn't have touched you without your permission. I am so sorry. Please forgive me."
 
  "No more excuses. Take my skirt off."
 
  "Yes, Miss," David said. Frown lines creased his brow as he tugged lightly at the latex, attempting to slide it past her hips while she sat. "Miss, I don't think I can take it off. I'm so sorry."
 
  "Hmph, can't even get a skirt off. Get on the bed and lie on your back with your head just below the pillows. I'll find a way for you to be useful," Karen said, standing and forcing David to rock back onto his heels.
 
  "Of course, Miss," David said as he settled himself on the bed with his hands together atop his chest. Karen enjoyed the rise and fall of his abs as she slipped off the skirt. She ran one fingertip along her sex and shuddered.
 
  She couldn't wait to feel his tongue play against her clit and slip into her soaked slit. 
 
  "You are going to get a very special treat now, David. Would you like to guess what that is?"
 
  "Miss, I hope you'll allow me to touch you."
 
  "Oh, you will, but really guess—how do you think I'll let you touch me?" She cupped her breasts as she spoke, squeezing them lightly.
 
  "I hope you'll allow me to go down on you, Miss."
 
  "What a good guess," Karen said, leaning forward and slapping his left foot lightly. "Though you won't exactly be going down—more up." She'd heard of queening, facesitting, years ago, but she'd never tried it herself, always nervous about what the guy might be thinking below her. Now, she wasn't worried at all.
 
  "Yes, Miss," he said. "I would love that. Please, Miss."
 
  "Mm, I had better love it too or you will be in so much trouble." She climbed over David, letting his cock graze her inner thigh—he gasped and looked up at her as she moved over him. Karen placed her knees on the pillows near his head and lowered her sex to his mouth. She opened her mouth to tell him to begin, but his tongue traced the lines of her lips before she could speak. 
 
  "Oh," she said quietly instead. David's tongue moved against her soft, wet pussy expertly. He traced the entirety of her slit again and again, but so far he only teased her, never slipping his tongue inside her or against her clit. "Oh, you are off to a good start."
 
  The clever movements of his tongue made it hard for Karen to focus and she fumbled with the front of her corset, needing three tries to undo the top clasps. Once her breasts were free, she rubbed them and moaned.
 
  Karen couldn't go a minute before she began moving her hips up and down, grinding against David's face. He seemed to know what she wanted and slipped his tongue into her. She gasped again as he slipped it back out and swirled it over her clit. She angled her body forward and pushed her pussy and clit against his tongue. Karen braced herself against the wall as electric shivers swept through her body.
 
  David unclasped his hands and fondled her ass before letting his hands roam her inner thighs. He brushed his fingers over her smooth flesh, now and again squeezing and pinching her. Karen thought about batting his hands away; she hadn't given him permission to touch her this way, but he felt so good. Instead she gripped the wall harder as she pumped her hips up and down, fucking herself with his tongue. Then he drew his tongue to her clitoris and slipped two fingers into her, filling and stroking her melting pussy.
 
  Karen closed her eyes and fought the urge to collapse atop David. Every movement sent quakes through her body, from her toes to her fingertips. She tilted her head back, stretching her neck as her breathing grew faster and faster. A lightheaded heat began sparking at the nape of her neck and then her orgasm shook her, arched her back. She closed her eyes and rested her forehead against the cool wall. 
 
  Her breathing was still shallow and she realized she was covered in sweat. She felt the droplets as they ran down her back, traced rivulets over her stomach, caught in the fine hair at her temples. She inhaled deeply and sighed. She didn't trust herself to move. The muscles in her hips and legs seemed to have been replaced with liquid heat.
 
  She barely noticed as David slid out from under her, but she was very aware of his hands on her lower back. His thumbs gently probed the dimples she had there. 
 
  "I have a question for you, Miss," he said. He moved his head as he spoke so that his lips brushed the tender skin from her shoulder to her jaw.
 
  Karen nodded and said, "Yes" in a quiet murmur. When she opened her eyes, she found his face mere inches from her own. She could make out every lash around his bright eyes.
 
  "Do you always like to be in charge?" He drew one still wet finger along her jaw. "Or do you like being controlled sometimes too?" The corners of his mouth twitched upwards mischievously.
 
  "Why?" she asked. "Do you want to control me?" Karen felt pliant after her orgasm, warm and content putty waiting for the right person to play with her.
 
  "You have been teasing me for a little while now," he said as he caught her full bottom lip with his thumb.
 
  "And you think you're up for the task of punishing me for that?" She flicked her tongue against his thumb and then ran it over her lips.
 
  He took one of her hands from the wall and rested it on the base of his rock-hard but smooth shaft. "Do I feel up for it?" She wrapped her fingers around his cock, savoring the heat and the thickness of him. 
 
  "More than," Karen said. "How are you going to punish me?" She moved her fingers up and down his length as she spoke.
 
  He grabbed her wrist and moved her hand away. Karen gasped in surprise and smiled with her mouth still open. "Not by letting you play with me. Have you been spanked before?"
 
  Karen shook her head and looked at the hand wrapped around her wrist. His grip was firm, a touch painful, but it reminded her of the ache she felt during arousal or fast, rough penetration. A new warmth joined the aftereffects of her climax inside her.
 
  "Go stand at the foot of the bed," David said, releasing her roughly, practically throwing her wrist from his hand. "Crawl."
 
  "Yes," Karen said, turning and crouching so she was on her hands and knees. Dropping to all fours jostled her breasts fully from the corset though the latex still tugged here and there—keeping her nipples tightened into rigid, little buds.
 
  "You'll call me Sir now, understood?"
 
  "Yes, Sir." Karen slid from the bed to the floor and turned so she could see David, who was now leaning against the bed's headrest, watching her. She'd always admired his blue eyes, but she understood now how piercing they could be.
 
  "Take off the rest of your clothes. As nice as those boots are, I think you should be naked." He played with himself lazily. "Start with the corset."
 
  "Yes, Sir." She unhooked the boots and undid the remaining closures of her corset.
 
  "No folding. Drop your clothes on the ground," he said before she had a chance to feel exposed. "And sit on the ground to take the boots off."
 
  "Yes, Sir," she said as she dropped the corset to the ground. It felt like a shame to treat it so unceremoniously, but she wanted to please David. She sat on the ground beside the corset and unzipped first one boot and then the other. She tried to lean back and not allow the chilly, wooden floor to touch her wet lips. It made taking the boots off more difficult. Once Karen removed both, he was standing over her, observing her bent, naked body.
 
  "Stand," David said and she obeyed, eager to be off the cold floor. He tweaked her nipples and then trailed his hands down her stomach, teasing one sensitive spot after the other. Karen's breathing sped up, becoming light, fluttery.
 
  Without realizing it, she shifted her weight to the balls of her feet, craning forward for David's touch. She began to moan quietly while he caressed the front of her body and nearly fell when he stopped and sat abruptly on the bed. 
 
  He pointed at his lap. "It's time for your punishment."
 
  "Yes, Sir. How should I position myself?" The prospect of his touch—whatever the specifics—excited her, triggering a thrumming need in every part of her he'd touched.
 
  "Lie over my knees with your ass in the air, obviously. Hands and feet on the ground, knees bent. And look at the ground."
 
  "Yes, Sir." Karen hurried to position herself as he'd said. David's thighs were broad and muscular and one pressed against her mound as she placed herself in his lap. She couldn't look at David, but his muscles quivered under her and his skin slid against her own.
 
  "Now, you've never been spanked before, but it's important to warm up the ass. One this nice, it'd be awful to damage it," David said while he rubbed her ass, making slow circles. The calluses on his hands scratched her flesh lightly and enthralled Karen. It was like being in a trance. Two hours ago she'd put on a mask to shore up her wavering resolve and now she was bent over David's knees with his hands on her body in a warm fantasy that was somehow real.
 
  She spread her legs as much as she could in her position to expose her wet slit. She wanted him to see what he did to her. 
 
  "You haven't earned more attention for that sweet, tight pussy of yours yet, but I think you're ready for your spanking now," David said. Without a view of his face, she could tell he was smiling.
 
  A quick whoosh sound filled the room and then David's hand sent a sharp sting through Karen's left buttock. On impact, she jolted forward, grinding her mound against his thigh and sending her breasts bobbing. Karen gasped loudly and tensed her palms and fingers against the floor. It hurt, but it also loosed a wave of red-hot pleasure through her.
 
  David rubbed her ass again and then smacked her right buttock. Karen writhed in pain and pleasure, biting her lip. She'd never thought of herself as a masochist, but the evidence of her arousal dripped from her and coated her thighs.
 
  "Are you enjoying yourself?" David continued caressing her as he spoke.
 
  "Sir, I like taking punishment from you." Karen worried he might stop if he knew she liked it so much. It was hardly punishment.
 
  "You may like it a little too much, but let's see how much you can take." He spanked her twice in rapid succession. Leaving Karen breathless. She nearly screamed, but then she remembered there was a party on the other side of the door and down a short hallway. She closed her eyes to catch her breath, but David interrupted her with another smack and another.
 
  "You should see how red your ass is." Now when he drew his fingers over her, Karen would swear she felt sparks jump over her skin.
 
  "Yes, Sir, but I can't take anymore."
 
  "Then we'll see what you can take. Stand." David supported her torso as she stood. Her knees shook. David stood as well and held her shoulders. "What to do with you now?"
 
  "I'll do whatever you want, Sir." His chest rose and fell rapidly. Karen's eyes were fixed there, unsure of whether or not she was allowed to make eye contact.
 
  "You seem to like it rough, is that true?" He ran a hand over her left shoulder and up her neck. He rested his hand below her jawline.
 
  "I—I don't know. I guess so, Sir." A few boyfriends and dates had played at being kinky but nothing like this. Karen didn't know if she'd call any of the sex she'd had truly rough, but she wanted it. She wanted to know what it was like and the ache building between her thighs insisted. "Yes, Sir. Please."
 
  "Good," David said. He kissed her lightly on the forehead and Karen experienced a half-second of confusion before David shoved her onto the bed. 
 
  "Does Soledad keep condoms in here? If not, you're about to make a naked run for my coat." He ran his hand up and down his cock while he watched her prop herself up on her elbows, displaying her round breasts.
 
  "Yeah, she does, in the nightstand drawer, Sir. Should I get one?" She stared at his hand, hypnotized by his arousal.
 
  "Yes, go." Karen scooted backwards on the bed, loath to look away from David. Once her hands tapped the headboard, she turned and snatched open the drawer. Another time, she might have been interested in seeing everything Soledad kept there, but she fixated on the foil-wrapped packets and fished one out. Sealed and unexpired.
 
  "Good to go, Sir," she said, beaming.
 
  He caught her ankles and pulled her towards him until her ass just hung off the edge of the bed.
 
  Karen's excitement built inside her as David spread her legs apart and stepped between them. He slid his hands up her calves and held her bent legs at the knees, keeping her ass and legs in the air. Cold air hit her wetness and set her tingling. "Put it on," he said.
 
  "Of course, Sir." Eagerly she sat up and tore the foil. She reached for his erection apprehensively. She worried he might change his mind and not allow her to touch him, but he did let her. A sigh escaped Karen as she circled his shaft with one hand and drew the condom down his length while David watched. He twined a hand into her hair and pulled lightly while she attended to him.
 
  "On your back," he said, releasing her hair roughly. The comforter caught her softly as Karen let herself fall backwards. She moved her hands to her breasts and then paused. "Go ahead. Play with yourself," he said. And with that he surged into her.
 
  "Ah," Karen half-shouted as her back arched. David squeezed her legs where he held them and pulled out of her slowly. Karen closed her eyes and moaned as he pushed into her again, filling her roughly.
 
  Her hips bucked wildly against him as he pumped into her over and over. Karen played with her breasts, pinching her nipples into pleasing agony and massaging the soft, tender flesh around them. If anyone walked by the door, the sounds would be unmistakable. David's body slammed into hers loudly even with his taut muscles and Karen couldn't bear to be quiet.
 
  "Don't orgasm unless you're told," he said in a ragged voice. Sweat soaked both their bodies and the comforter below Karen. He began to rock into her more slowly, taking his time moving in and out of her. 
 
  There were no lulls to grow calm during. She tightened around his cock as he slipped from her and yielded totally as he thrust deeply into her. Every stroke coursed over the incredibly sensitive wall behind her clitoris.
 
  David groaned and Karen caught him closing his eyes for a few long seconds as he buried himself inside her. He was close and the sight of him straining into her and dripping sweat brought Karen to the edge.
 
  "Sir, may I come? Please." She forced the words from her mouth. Her breathing had grown so quick it was hard to gather the breath to speak.
 
  "Not yet," he said, slowing down. He dipped into her at a leisurely pace now, but his chest still heaved. Karen closed her eyes: seeing him was too much and she needed to concentrate to keep from giving in to the orgasm that continued building within her. Any more contact with her breasts would have broken her concentration so Karen gripped the comforter. It tangled in her fingers as she fought the urge to touch herself.
 
  His attempts at catching his breath were audible. Now and again his slow but firm strokes quickened, growing savage. It became too intense for Karen and her orgasm spasmed through her, leaving her moaning and gasping with her fingers splayed against the bed and her back arched. Heat and light flowed through her, pulsing behind her eyes and in her core.
 
  David groaned ferociously as he released one of her legs. She opened her eyes and saw him brace himself against the bed, coming. She could feel the heat of his release despite the condom. He gasped as he finished and pulled out of her. He removed the condom and flicked it into a wastebasket she hadn't noticed earlier.
 
  "That was phenomenal, Karen," he said as he let himself drop to the bed beside her. Exhaustion made itself apparent in every line of his body, but he still reached for her and draped his arm over her waist. She sighed and relaxed for a moment.
 
  "Wait, did you call me Karen?" she said, sitting up suddenly and touching the mask as though it might have fallen off without her noticing.
 
  David rubbed his hands over his face and nodded. His hands fell and he smiled. "Yeah, I called you Karen. Because I know it's you."
 
  Karen's face turned blood red and felt hot, and not the sweet sort of heat that still pulsed in her core. She untied the mask and half-set, half-dropped it onto the bed. "You've known it was me the whole time?" Mortified. She was absolutely mortified. How had she gotten here, thought she could make this work?
 
  "No, kind of. At first when Soledad introduced you as Alice, I thought I might be crazy or have found your doppelganger, but you turned around and you, you have these three freckles in a line on the back of your neck." He smiled as he described the three freckles. Karen had hated them when she was younger, but she'd grown to like them. Almost no one noticed they were there.
 
  "You remembered those freckles?" The blush left her face. She was too distracted by this new knowledge.
 
  "Yeah," he said, laughing before he bit his lip. "I had a crush on you in college, but you seemed, I don't know, out of reach. Once I realized it was you, I decided I'd follow your lead. I figured you had a good reason for pretending to be someone else."
 
  The lingering sting of the spanking he'd given her reminded Karen he hadn't only followed her lead, but she had no complaints and a more important point to make.
 
  "If you liked me," she said and then stopped. She'd never thought she'd actually get to ask him this. She took a deep breath and then sighed before meeting his blue eyes. "If you liked me, why didn't you say goodbye when you graduated early?"
 
  David frowned for what Karen thought was the first time that night. He ran a hand through his hair, mussing it further. "My dad got sick, very sick, so I talked to my professors and managed to get out early. I didn't know how to talk about it so I barely did and I asked the people I did talk to not to say anything."
 
  "I'm so sorry. I had no idea. Well, of course I had no idea—I'm sorry," Karen said. She felt like a jerk. 
 
  "It's okay. My dad pulled through. Things are good, really good now."
 
  "I'm glad to hear it." Karen was reeling with everything she'd learned. She pressed her fingers to her forehead and watched David. "I've learned so many things tonight."
 
  "Good things, I hope," he said, reaching out to cup her left shoulder.
 
  "Yeah," Karen said, laughing. "Lots of good things. Lots and lots."
 
  "I'm glad to hear you feel that way. We're both switches, I guess? Or maybe you already knew with that dominatrix gear."
 
  "No, not at all—really, I promise. Soledad let me borrow that costume."
 
  "Sure," David said with a smirk and a nod.
 
  "Really!" Karen said, giving him a light shove.
 
  "Okay, okay," he said, waving his hands in submission. "That only answers one question though. Why wear a mask, Alice?"
 
  Karen sighed. She hadn't planned on explaining this. She lay down again. "I knew you were coming . . . and you weren't the only one with a crush at college."
 
  "Oh," David said, "so that was for me?"
 
  "Yeah. When Soledad said you were coming, well, it brought up how much I'd liked you at school and how much I didn't like that it went nowhere. And the mask helped because I was nervous about facing you. I didn't think you'd ever cared during college, or not as more than a friend."
 
  "Wow," he said with his eyes wide. "I only came to this party because I thought you might be here. It's like a kinky 'Gift of the Magi'."
 
  Karen laughed. "Kind of—you might be reaching a little there."
 
  "Fair," David said with a chuckle. "Whatever it is, I'm glad it happened."
 
  "Me too," she said. "And my crush may not be past tense anymore."
 
  "Same here," he said before stroking her cheek. She propped herself up and kissed him, and enjoyed that it was honest.
 
  "So," he began once they broke apart, "will Soledad be worried about where you are?"
 
  "I think she'll be fine. What do you think about staying in here a little longer?" She rested one hand on his chest and felt his heartbeat quicken.
 
  "I think that's a very good idea," David said, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her towards him. Karen hadn't even imagined it could end so well. 
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