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The group of guys at the back of Brie’s library had been an absolute pain in her ass for most of the day they’d been there. She had gathered - from their loud conversations - that they had a project from college, something they had to do in order not to be thrown off whatever sports team they were on. It’d be a lie to say that Brie truly cared about the details. What she did care about was the fact that the men wouldn’t be quiet.


Most of Brie’s day was measured in installments of needing to hush them. By the time the working day was winding up, only one of the guys was still left. The table they’d occupied was filled with scattered books that Brie knew would take her ages to place back in their rightful places on the shelves. But at least the talking had finally stopped.


“Will you and your friends be back tomorrow?” Brie asked as she approached the table. The library was deserted now, only her, the guy and Arnold, the ancient security guard who was probably already having his evening nap, left in the building. “Because I might have to teach you some appropriate library etiquette if that is the case.”


Briefly, Brie’s mind conjured up some very inappropriate images of how she might teach these college athletes good library behavior, but most of it didn’t involve being quiet.


She could feel the young man’s gaze on her, sweeping from head to toe, then lingering on her chest, where Brie’s low neckline failed to completely hide her cleavage. “I don’t much like the sound of an etiquette lesson,” he answered, rolling his eyes, “but I’ll be back tomorrow.”


He leaned back in his chair, looking over the mess on the table as if seeing it for the first time. “I’m Jasper,” he said, giving Brie a wink. “You can just leave this stuff out. We’ll need it again, so there’s no point putting it away.”


“That’s not how libraries work.” It was very hard not to roll her eyes at that, but Brie did manage. The way Jasper leaned back into his chair did nothing but make Brie want to teach him how to behave in a library more. The relaxed pose and the world-is-mine attitude were tiring and Brie was pretty sure that she knew exactly what a spoiled brat like Jasper needed.


Tapping her fingers against the table, Brie gave a small hum. “The etiquette lessons aren’t meant to sound appealing,” she informed Jasper. “They’re a lot more about getting a point across than making sure you enjoy yourself.” There she paused, running her tongue over her lower lip. “Though, I’m sure I could manage to work in some enjoyment.”


That made Jasper raise an eyebrow, and Brie was pleased to see him sitting up a little straighter, actually paying proper attention. “That sounds… promising,” he murmured, lifting a hand to run slowly over the front of his shirt. He was handsome, Brie had to give him that, clean-cut and in a designer shirt that flattered his broad shoulders.


“What would this lesson involve?” he asked, standing up and taking a step closer. He was taller than Brie had expected, towering over her, even in her heels, and it only made her more determined to show him his proper place.


She didn’t take a step back, despite assuming that that was probably what Jasper had expected. Instead, Brie tilted her head slightly, giving a small hum. “Well, first, I would obviously have to punish you for all the misbehavior of today,” Brie informed him. “And then I’d have to tell you precisely how to behave better.” At that, Brie ran her tongue over her lips, before her fingers reached to trace over Jasper’s chest, the touch ever so light.


“Tell me, Jasper,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “Do you enjoy being punished?” From the sort of richer-than-thou attitude, Brie rather assumed that Jasper didn’t have a lot of experience with being punished. That, to be fair, only made the prospect of disciplining him so much hotter. From the way he shifted, Brie was quite sure he, too, was thinking similarly.


“I might enjoy being punished,” Jasper answered, and there was only a very slight hesitation. Brie could almost see the moment that he talked himself into it, and he added, “At least, I might enjoy being punished by you.” It was both a promising and a flattering addition.


Still seeming unwilling to take his eyes off her, Jasper closed the distance between them, letting Brie’s hand settle more firmly against his chest. She could feel the heat from his skin through the thin material. “What do you want me to do?” he asked, and whether or not Jasper had done this before, Brie was pleased he seemed willing to take instruction.


And really, ’what do you want me to do’ were some of Brie’s very favorite words. “Follow me,” she told Jasper, running her finger over his chest one more time before she turned away to walk towards her desk. She did glance over her shoulder to make sure that Jasper was following her and smirked as she turned away again, because yes, yes he was. This was going to be fun, Brie was quite sure.


When they reached her desk, Brie faced Jasper, biting her lower lip teasingly, before bringing her hand up to ’accidentally’ undo the top buttons of her dress. It exposed her breasts beautifully and Brie was very well aware of that.


Sitting down on the desk, she gave Jasper a curious look. “Kneel,” Brie instructed.


There was definitely a hesitation, and Brie almost wondered if Jasper would ask why, or simply turn around and walk out. She said nothing, just watched the uncertainty and curiosity on Jasper’s face. Glancing down at her breasts, Jasper licked his lips, then seemed to make up his mind.


Slowly, he dropped to his knees, his hands loose at his sides. There was still doubt in his eyes, but Brie could see arousal there, too, as he looked up at her from his new powerless position. “What -” His voice was rough, and he paused to clear his throat before he tried again. “What else?”


Brie smirked at Jasper, pleased with the obedience. He looked unsure, but also like he wanted to see what else she’d do to him. And Brie had many plans. “First, I’ll have to punish you for your behavior today,” she informed Jasper seriously. Brie lifted her leg, stretching it out so she could place the heel of her shoe just below Jasper’s shoulder. When his eyes slowly moved up her leg, Brie grinned at him.


“Have you ever been whipped, Jasper?” Brie asked. It was good to know exactly what experiences Jasper may or may not have, but she fully intended to educate him about the ones he hadn’t. And probably some of the ones he’d had, too.


“No,” Jasper answered, and his eyes had definitely widened in surprise. Brie could see the way his throat moved as he swallowed, and his gaze briefly left her to move around the room, as if he were expecting to see a whip hanging on the wall somewhere. “You bring a whip to work?” he asked, and his tone sounded at least as much impressed as startled.


He shifted his weight, evidently trying to get comfortable on his knees on the thin carpet. To give him the credit he deserved, he didn’t complain, nor ask if he could stand up.


“Well, libraries are magical places, you never know what you’ll come across.” Brie did have a whip in a drawer, she had a great deal more in a drawer, too. “Your constant talking has rather shown me that you have very little respect for a library. I’ll have to make sure to change that.” And Brie was very confident that she could do that. Or at least show Jasper why respecting libraries was important.


Certain that they were now the only people in the library, with Arnold having locked the front door before his nap, Brie smiled. “Take your shirt off,” she instructed.


This time, there was no hesitation in Jasper’s movements. His fingers came almost instantly up to the buttons of his shirt, deftly slipping each of them open, revealing such an even and unblemished tan that Brie felt eager to leave some marks on it. Once Jasper had finished with the buttons, Brie moved her heel from against his shoulder, allowing him to slide the shirt the rest of the way off.


Glancing up at Brie once more, Jasper let his arms hang at his sides while her gaze moved over his exposed muscles. “Should I fold the shirt?” he asked, one hand making a small gesture to where the material had puddled against the floor.


It wasn’t what Brie had expected, but that just somehow made it hotter. Both because he’d volunteered and because it was such a subservient action that Brie could hardly resist it. “Yes,” Brie nodded, waiting for Jasper to fold the shirt. When he had, setting it to one side, Brie stood, walking over so she could drag her hand over Jasper’s shoulders.


“Good. Obedience will get you rewards,” she told him seriously. But before any rewards, Brie still fully intended to discipline Jasper. She was very curious about how he’d find being hurt. She rather hoped enthusiastically.


“I can be obedient,” Jasper said, so quickly that Brie doubted he’d really meant to say it at all. He sounded genuine, and though he blushed, he kept his chin up, brazenly meeting Brie’s eyes. It was a very good beginning, and one Brie was sure she could build on.


He kept his shoulder still under Brie’s touch, and that, too, seemed like a promising start. “What kind of rewards?” he asked, gaze dropping to where Brie’s breasts almost spilled out of her dress. “Will you take your clothes off, too?”


The question made Brie laugh, and she very much enjoyed how keen Jasper sounded. “All in good time,” Brie nodded. Her plan definitely did involve taking her clothes off, too, but not just yet. “Good rewards,” she added, before walking around the desk to open the drawer where she knew a short, but nonetheless beautiful, cat o’ nine tales lived. She slapped it against her palm, drawing Jasper’s attention up to her.


Smirking, Brie walked around him, dragging the strands over his back gently. “Before rewards, however, punishment must be issued for your earlier misbehavior.”


Though she couldn’t see his expression, Brie could read Jasper’s nerves in the way the muscles of his shoulders tightened. She waited, enjoying the power it gave her not to whip Jasper when he was clearly expecting it. His back was every bit as tanned and unmarked as his chest had been, and Brie let the strands of the whip caress him, imagining the way his body would react to her first blow.


Jasper’s hands clenched and unclenched, but he didn’t turn around. Brie wondered if it was taking a considerable effort of self-control to keep his eyes facing forward. Finally, Jasper made a noise of frustration. “What are you waiting for?” he asked.


“Patience,” Brie answered almost instantly. “It is a virtue, after all.” If anything, the challenging tone made her less likely to do what Jasper wanted. Still, Brie didn’t want to push her luck too much. She didn’t know exactly what Jasper’s limits might be, so experimenting with it gently was the best approach. Asking could also work, but Brie felt that he honestly might not know.


So finally, she brought the whip down against his back. It wasn’t a hard blow, but one that would still send a sting through Jasper’s body. While Brie might’ve followed that up with another blow with someone she knew, not knowing what Jasper’s boundaries were made her pause for a reaction.


Jasper drew in a sharp breath, but Brie didn’t have to wait very long before he let it out in a low moan. “Fuck,” he said, and the surprise and the desire in his voice made Brie feel a throb between her legs. “It hurts, but it feels good.” Some of the tension had seeped out of Jasper’s body, his head bowing forward as he relaxed into the sensation.


“Will you do it again?” Jasper asked and, when Brie gave no instant response, added, “Please.”


He would’ve hardly needed to ask but Brie nonetheless appreciated that he did. “Yes,” she answered easily, fully intending to do it more (now that she knew he was willing to take more). This time when the whip came down against Jasper’s back it was harder, tails licking over his shoulders. It wouldn’t leave very significant marks, but it did in the first instance leave red criss-crosses on his skin.


This time the moan that fell from Jasper’s lips was almost instant and Brie gave a similar sound herself, almost unexpectedly. His enjoyment of the pain definitely made her hotter. She landed the whip again, letting it spread streaks of red across Jasper’s back. He looked so good like this, leaning into the pain as it came his way.


“Does this make you hard?” Brie asked, but she could see over his shoulder the way his pants tented. This definitely did make him hard. “Being punished for your misbehavior?”


“Yes,” Jasper answered, lifting his head but not looking over his shoulder at Brie. She could see the way his ribs heaved with every breath he drew in, a bead of sweat sliding slowly down his spine. “Being punished, and that it’s you punishing me. You’re so hot in that tight dress. I was thinking about you all day.”


That pleased Brie, to know that he’d been thinking about her. Still, she was rather sure whatever he’d imagined hadn’t been this and that just thrilled Brie more.


Jasper leaned forward, almost inviting Brie to use the whip against his back again. “I don’t even know your name,” Jasper moaned, as if that somehow made everything even hotter.


She couldn’t help but laugh at that, because Jasper was right, Brie hadn’t told him her name. Mostly that had just been accidental, though, she had no need to not disclose it. “Brie,” she told Jasper, dragging the tails of the whip over his back gently, almost teasingly. It was enjoyable to watch the way Jasper’s muscles twitched, like he wasn’t quite sure when the next blow might come but also anticipated it.


“What were you thinking?” Brie asked. “I want you to tell me.” She loved to imagine how he’d sat there at the desk, watching her, getting more and more turned on every time she’d come to tell him and his friends off for being too loud in the library.


“That you were too hot to be a librarian,” Jasper answered, and Brie could tell without even being able to see his face that he was smirking. “And that I liked watching you walk away in your tight skirt. You’ve got a great ass, as well as great boobs.” Brie had to wonder if Jasper was deliberately being crass, hoping to get her to whip him again.


“I definitely thought about bending you over the library desk,” he carried on, and then paused. “I didn’t expect this,” he admitted, sounding more sincere.


“No, I don’t imagine you did,” Brie commented, her hand sliding over Jasper’s back, pressing against the marks she’d left there. It didn’t surprise her that his thoughts had involved her ass and her breasts, both were very attractive.


Leaning down, Brie ran her tongue over the rim of Jasper’s ear. She could feel the way a shiver ran down his body, smirking against his skin at it. “See, I was watching you, too. And my thoughts were similar... except in my fantasy you were the one who gets bent over a table,” she half-whispered in Jasper’s ear.


She could see the way Jasper’s hips shifted, pushing his hard cock forward against empty air, and he gave a low groan. “You want to fuck me?” he asked, with only a slight hesitation. Brie suspected it wasn’t something he’d done before - but he didn’t sound shocked, so she’d bet good money that it had at least crossed his mind.


“Have you got a strap-on in that drawer as well?” he asked, in a very different tone, one that Brie recognized for the bravado that it was. He still hadn’t said no.


“Libraries are magical places,” Brie repeated teasingly. She wouldn’t insist if Jasper didn’t want it, but so far he hadn’t really indicated that he would be against the idea. Still, Brie would start with simpler, easier things. “But that can wait,” she promised him before walking around so he could see her. Brie set the whip down, before leaning against the table. She pulled her skirt up, slowly, revealing more skin inch by inch.


Jasper’s eyes followed her movements, which made Brie smirk. “I’ve seen that your mouth can do a lot of talking, can it do other things, too?” She certainly had told him and his friends off enough for talking, and each time Brie had imagined what it’d be like to tell them to do something better with their tongues. Now was her chance to find out just how good Jasper’s mouth could be.


As she lifted her skirt high enough to reveal her lace panties, Brie could feel the weight of Jasper’s gaze on her. It almost made her want to spread her legs and pull him in immediately. Almost, but not quite, because Brie enjoyed making Jasper wait.


It took him a moment to remember that she’d asked a question, and he didn’t lift his gaze to meet her eyes as he answered. “Yes, I can do other things,” he promised, darting his tongue out over his lip. “Can I show you?” He started to crawl forwards.


Brie held her leg up, her heel against Jasper’s shoulder just like it had been before, except this time it dug into the bare skin. “You can, but in future wait for a response before moving,” she instructed. Jasper was obviously lacking experience and Brie wouldn’t punish him for that. If he now repeated the mistake, though, that was a different question.


Satisfied that Jasper did still and wait, Brie parted her legs more before lowering her foot from Jasper’s shoulder. She leaned back on the desk, supporting her weight with her hands behind her. “Take my panties off.”


“Yes, Brie,” Jasper agreed, and the eagerness in his tone was very encouraging. He didn’t move quite as fast as Brie suspected he would’ve liked, instead slowly letting his fingers tease up her calves, then the outside of her thighs. Brie could feel arousal thrumming through her the higher Jasper’s touch moved, and she had to bite back a moan as he finally brushed against the material of her panties.


Jasper was careful as he hooked his fingers under the fabric, drawing it down past Brie’s skirt and licking his lips again. “Fuck, this is so hot,” he told her, looking up as he let her underwear fall the rest of the way down her legs. “Can I show you now how good my mouth can be?”


Brie hesitated, only because she wanted Jasper to wait. But there wasn’t a lot of time that she felt like she could wet, her pussy felt so hot that Brie felt like she might ignite. “Yes,” she finally allowed. “Show me.” It was all the encouragement that Jasper needed before he was pushing her thighs further apart and leaning in to run a tongue over her heat. Brie moaned instantly, a deep sound that rumbled all the way through her body.


Jasper’s hands rested lightly on Brie’s thighs, his fingers flexing like he wanted to grip her tightly, and was resisting. His tongue explored every inch of Brie’s pussy, circling around her clit before diving lower to lap at her so slowly it made Brie ache. Judging by the way Jasper’s own moans vibrated against Brie’s skin, he was certainly enjoying himself.


He moved one hand to Brie’s skirt, pushing it higher up so he could wedge himself more firmly between her legs. His other hand moved to Brie’s ass, not quite pulling her forward against him, but almost. His tongue moved faster, flicking lightly against Brie’s clit.


“Ah, yes, just like that,” she moaned, fingers coming to tangle in Jasper’s hair. She tugged against it, hard enough that it made him groan, but not so hard that he’d pull away. Instead, she pulled him even closer, rocking her hips forward and matching the speed with which Jasper’s tongue licked her.


His mouth was talented and it managed to get quite a few loud noises to fall from Brie’s lips. He rightfully took it as even more encouragement, licking faster, his tongue darting inside her before moving back up to her clit almost teasingly.


The hand still on Brie’s thigh teased her, too, the pressure of Jasper’s fingers so light it almost tickled. In contrast, she could feel his strength in the hand that squeezed her ass through her skirt, and the combination made Brie feel as though her whole body was alight. Jasper groaned, his own hips rocking despite the fact there was nothing for him to rub up against.


When Brie tilted her hips just right, she could feel Jasper’s tongue dive inside her, thrusting hard and fast in a way that made her imagine what it would be like if it were his fingers or his cock, something which could reach deeper. Brie was so wet, she was sure that if they weren’t both moaning so loud she’d be able to hear the sounds of Jasper’s tongue fucking her.


She gave his hair another hard tug, before pulling him back so she could look at him. “Your mouth is much better used like this,” she informed him. Bringing her hand up, Brie ran her hand over her breasts that were still at least half inside the dress she was wearing. She wanted to have Jasper use his mouth to lick all over her, to have him play with her nipples just as she imagined he wanted to. But Brie also wanted Jasper to experience not being just handed things he wanted.


“Take the rest of your clothes off, I want to see you. All of you,” she instructed, leaning back on the table, her legs still spread wide, giving him a clear line of sight to her pussy. At least until Jasper had to rise to get out of all of his clothes. “Slower.”


It was obvious the instruction surprised him, and Brie had to stifle a laugh. He was so young, rushing to get everything as fast as he possibly could. Brie liked the idea that he might leave this room a little bit more patient, with a greater understanding of how building anticipation could make everything hotter.


“Like this?” Jasper asked, dragging the zipper of his pants down slowly, his hips swaying slightly as if he were imagining himself on stage. He bent, pushing the material down his legs inch by inch, before straightening up again, in just his boxers. He brushed a hand against his obvious erection, his moan loud in the otherwise quiet room.


“Yes,” Brie nodded, very much enjoying watching Jasper’s body. He had a nice, toned stomach, wide shoulders and beautiful arms. The physique of an athlete. “And now the rest,” she told him, licking her lips in anticipation. When Jasper’s boxers finally came off, Brie wasn’t disappointed. His dick was as outstanding as she had presumed it would be.


Brie reached up to undo the rest of the buttons on her dress, her breasts spilling out. She smirked at Jasper, seeing the moment he realized there was no bra under her dress. She shrugged the material off, leaving her sat there in nothing but her heels.


“Touch yourself.”


Jasper’s hand moved quickly, curling fingers around his dick and giving another moan before he glanced up at Brie. “Slowly?” he asked, quirking one eyebrow at her. At least he was learning. He didn’t wait for an answer, he just moved his fingers teasingly up the length of his cock. Brie could see the way his hips bucked forward, and his head fell back, exposing the length of his throat.


“Fuck, it feels good,” Jasper said, tongue darting out to wet his lips. “But I bet it would feel better if you touched me.”


“It will,” Brie confirmed, very confident that she could make touching Jasper feel excellent, but all in good time. “First, you’ll have to earn that,” she advised, spreading her legs wider and then nodding downward to imply that she expected Jasper to move back in. “You can carry on touching yourself, but if you come there will be severe punishments.” The tone Brie used there was serious because she didn’t want Jasper to come, not yet and if he did come, she would hardly let him do so again.


When Jasper moved in again, Brie shifted so he’d have easier access to her pussy. At the contact of Jasper’s tongue and her clit, she gave a sharp, pleased moan, fingers returning to Jasper’s hair.


Brie could tell that, at least at first, Jasper wasn’t very good at doing two things at once. He would moan against her pussy whenever he stroked his cock, and then his mouth would still until Brie tugged on his hair to remind him of what he was doing. When he did finally catch hold of the rhythm, Brie couldn’t fault that he really was very good with his mouth.


As Brie’s hips rocked closer, Jasper pursed his lips around her clit and sucked slowly and noisily, making Brie’s thighs clamp around his ears. He didn’t stop, instead lifting a hand to tease a finger over Brie’s pussy. He waited, finger poised to slide into her, and it made Brie feel even wetter to think he might be waiting for permission.


“Go on,” she encouraged, making a mental note to reward him for being such a quick study. She didn’t have a lot of time to think, though, not before a loud moan fell from her lips. Jasper’s long finger curved slightly inside her before he pulled back and then pressed it in again.


“Add another.” It didn’t require her to say anything more than that before another loud cry of pleasure escaped Brie at Jasper pushing another finger in.


He began to lick faster against her clit as his fingers fucked her, she could almost tell that his own pleasure had become secondary because his moans were much further apart. It was almost as if he’d forgotten that he was interested in his own pleasure and only wanted to focus on hers. He really was a quick study and it wasn’t long before an orgasm began to build low in Brie’s belly.


For all his inexperience, Jasper had obviously done this before, because his fingers rubbed against all the right places, and Brie urged him on with louder and louder moans as she her pleasure coiled tighter. Jasper must have felt she was close because he flicked his tongue faster against her clit and gave a groan which tingled all the way up Brie’s spine.


When she came, her muscles clenched tight around Jasper’s fingers, and she felt more than heard the cry he gave as her fingers tugged harder in his hair. He clearly understood what Brie wanted, and he didn’t stop licking her slowly and thoroughly until she had to actually pull him away.


“That’s enough,” she told him seriously, but then a small smile settled against her lips. “You did well,” she praised. It took Jasper a moment, probably because most of his blood had gone south, but Brie saw the moment the praise hit him. Oh, she had chosen well. “I want you to bend over the table for me,” Brie instructed, getting off the table and reaching out to run a hand over Jasper’s arm, leaning in to lick her own wetness off his lips when he stood up.


It wasn’t quite a kiss and before he could make it one, Brie pulled back again. “Bend over,” she repeated. “I won’t do anything without checking with you first.” That seemed to ease some tension that she could see building inside of Jasper and he gave a sharp nod before following her instructions.


Reaching for the whip, Brie dragged it down his back lightly. “The whip is your reward this time.”


He looked so good bent over her desk, the few light marks Brie had left from her earlier whipping still visible. She could see some tension still in the muscles of his shoulders, and she moved the whip lightly, letting him get used to the play of the strands against his skin.


Turning his head, Jasper didn’t quite move far enough to actually catch Brie’s eye, but at least she could hear him better when he asked, “How will it be different from when the whip was my punishment?” He sounded genuinely curious, like he wanted to know how Brie thought it would be different. And, Brie noted, he hadn’t asked if it would be different, so he clearly trusted her to make it so, and Brie liked the feeling of power that gave her.


“You’ll beg for more,” she answered easily, the smirk not leaving her lips. It would be different anyway because Jasper was much more turned on now, but also Brie intended to use it against his ass and legs, which would just feel different, too. She waited only a moment longer, not wanting to tease Jasper too much since it was a reward.


When the whip came down against his bare ass, Jasper gave a sharp intake of breath. It pleased Brie to her core and she grinned wider. The next blow was as strong, leaving a streak of red across Jasper’s ass. Then, Brie ran her hand over it, softly. She watched as Jasper’s body twitched before he pushed back into her touch.


“Such a good boy,” Brie muttered.


“Fuuuck,” Jasper moaned, bracing his hands against the desk so he could push back harder into Brie’s hand on his ass. Though he couldn’t see her face, it made Brie smirk again, pleased with just how responsive he was to praise. Jasper widened his legs, and Brie could hear every harsh breath.


When she didn’t move immediately, Jasper turned his head once more, lips slightly parted and eyes dark. It took a moment for Jasper to find the words, but when he did, they went straight to Brie’s pussy. “Please,” he said softly. “It feels so good, don’t stop now.”


Brie smiled at Jasper’s words, even if he couldn’t see it, before whipping him again. Some of the strands licked lower, leaving equally red strikes against Jasper’s thighs, too. He rocked into it more, making Brie genuinely quite pleased. She let the whip smack against his skin again, before pulling back so she could run her hand over the marks, pressing in to make Jasper’s breath catch.


Stepping away briefly, Brie fetched some lube and it wasn’t long before she was sliding a long, slick finger between Jasper’s cheeks. She teased the tip of her finger against his asshole, watching carefully how he’d react. “Have you ever tried this?” She asked curiously. He’d made it pretty clear he’d never tried more than a finger, but Brie wasn’t sure he would’ve even tried this.


It took Jasper a moment to answer, and Brie couldn’t be sure if it was because he was processing the physical sensation or deciding what he wanted to say. While Brie waited, he shifted his weight, his ass moving slightly, and she heard his breath catch when it made her finger brush lightly over his hole. “No,” he admitted, finally, “but I thought about it. I had a girlfriend who said I could fuck her ass if she could fuck mine first.”


He shifted again, and this time gave a low moan at the contact. “The idea didn’t sound awful, and I bought the lube, but -” Jasper trailed off, and Brie could see the spot of red high on his nearest cheek. “Couldn’t quite bring myself to do it,” he admitted.


That was a promising answer, and Brie proceeded to slowly slide her finger inside Jasper. She was careful, but nonetheless made sure that he could feel it. With a hand against Jasper’s back, Brie steadied him, making a soft ‘shh’ sound, as if to comfort any anxiety he might feel. She moved her finger back out before pressing in again, just as slowly. The lube was plentiful, which meant that Brie didn’t have to worry about accidentally hurting Jasper.


It wasn’t until she pressed a second finger in with the first that Jasper truly started to wiggle under her. Not so much that he’d push her away, though, she noted. Brie picked her speed up a bit, enjoying having a string of soft, pleasurable sounds that began to emerge from Jasper in response.


Shifting his weight onto the balls of his feet, Jasper was able to push his ass back, taking Brie’s fingers deeper. She could feel his muscles stretch around her, and the groan Jasper gave in response sounded well satisfied. Brie felt a surge of arousal at the thought of what Jasper would sound like with a dick in him.


“I can take more,” Jasper insisted, sounding half boastful and half just eager. “Or faster,” he added. “I can definitely take it faster, Brie, come on.” With Brie’s hand on his back, he couldn’t wiggle too much, but Brie could feel how he was trying.


“I’m sure you can,” Brie agreed, widening her fingers just a touch to see the way Jasper reacted. His want to take more was intoxicating, and kind of fascinating. For someone who hadn’t done this before, Jasper was certainly very keen. It wasn’t a bad thing, far from it, but Brie did feel that his patience was something they needed to work on. To illustrate the point, she continued to move her fingers slowly, getting more and more moans out of Jasper.


It wasn’t until she was absolutely certain that Jasper couldn’t take much more, the way his body shivered under her touch, that Brie pulled back. “Do you want me to fuck you, Jasper?” Brie asked, but she was already moving to get the strap-on that was, in fact, in another drawer.


Jasper’s initial answer was a wordless moan, followed by a sharp inhale of breath. He turned his head, following Brie’s movements. “Yeah,” he answered, tongue moving slowly over his lips. Brie could see the way his eyes widened when she pulled the strap-on into view.


“It’s big,” he observed, and Brie could hear the sudden rush of nerves in his tone. Nerves, and excitement. Jasper swallowed, eyes still on Brie. “Will you be gentle?”


“I will be,” Brie promised. “And if it’s too much, you can tell me,” she added and then paused to make sure Jasper understood. Just because they weren’t lovers who’d done this before didn’t mean that Brie didn’t want Jasper to trust her. She wanted them both to feel good about this.


Brie proceeded just as she’d promised - gently. She made sure to use a lot of lube, her fingers returning to prepare Jasper more before she felt he was finally ready for the strap-on. Still bent over the table, with his legs spread, Jasper looked good and Brie couldn’t wait to see how much better he looked with her cock inside him.


She went slowly enough that Jasper could adjust, press back as much as he wanted or push forward. Once she was half-way in, Brie paused to check in with him.


“I’m good,” Jasper said, though he was panting like he’d run a marathon. “Fuck, it feels even bigger than it looks. Go slow.” Brie did, rolling her hips to push the cock deeper into Jasper. He gave a delicious-sounding whine, a fine shiver running up his spine.


Brie carried on, enjoying the variety of noises pouring from Jasper’s lips. She didn’t speed up, not until Jasper cried out when she pushed her hips flush against his ass. “Please,” he begged. “Faster, I can take it.”


This time, Brie did speed up. Not by much, but enough that the noises from Jasper increased even more. He pressed back against the strap-on and Brie had to steady his hips so he wouldn’t take too much too fast. She did then let him push back a bit more, in small increments as Jasper fucked himself against the strap-on. Then, once she felt that he was truly ready for it, Brie began to move her hips faster, fucking into Jasper with some strength.


He cried out again, pleasure evident in his tone and begging for her to do it harder. So Brie did, before she turned her hips slightly, smirking when it clearly worked, hitting that special spot inside of Jasper. The noise he made filled the library, only muffled by the shelves and shelves of books around them.


“God, you sound so good,” Brie praised, driving her hips forward again, making Jasper’s whole body twitch.


His fingers curled around the end of the desk, and Brie could see the muscles in his arms tensing as he pulled himself forward so that he could push his hips back harder. “Yeah?” he asked, breathless at Brie’s praise. “You like it?” he pressed, and it was clear he was eager for more. “You like fucking me?”


As Brie fucked him harder, Jasper moaned, his head falling forward as his shoulders heaved. “Can I -” He broke off, giving a grunt as Brie pulled the strap-on almost all the way out, only to slam it back into him. “Can I touch myself?” he asked.


“No,” she shook her head before pounding into him again, harder this time. Then Brie leaned forward to press a kiss against Jasper’s back, saltiness of sweat sticking against her lips. “I want you to come in me,” she told him before rolling her hips and making Jasper cry out in pleasure again. She definitely could make him come like this, probably even without him touching himself, but Brie wanted him to fuck her too.


There were a few more thrusts - just as hard - before Brie finally pulled back. She unclipped the strap-on, letting it fall on the floor before she nudged Jasper to lean back against her. “Are you going to be a good boy and fuck me just right?” Brie was quite confident the answer to that was a strong ‘yes’.


Jasper let Brie take most of his weight, and looking down over his shoulder she could see just how hard he still was for her, his cock flushed red all the way to his balls. “I will,” he promised. “I’ll fuck you so well, exactly how you want me to, if you’ll tell me how.”


It seemed very much like Brie had fucked all the false confidence and bravado out of Jasper, leaving him more obedient, and more willing to ask for instruction. It was a job done well, Brie thought, but it wasn’t over yet. “Please,” Jasper begged. “Will you let me make you come again, too? I can.”


Brie loved the begging and she would’ve made Jasper do so more, but Brie also loved getting fucked. Walking around Jasper, Brie sat down on the table again, before dragging Jasper in closer. “I want you to fuck me hard, and you’re not allowed to stop until I say so,” she instructed, widening her legs so he could slot between them.


Jasper leaned into her immediately and then paused, and Brie could almost see him remembering all her instructions to slow down. He ran a hand down her body, taking the time to thumb her nipples to hard points. He leaned in, circling his tongue around them and making Brie’s breath catch.


Finally, he led his cock to her pussy, teasing it through where Brie’s liquids had gathered. When he pushed in, Brie could feel every inch of his thick cock as it filled her. Her moans of encouragement urged Jasper to speed up, until he was fucking Brie as hard as she had asked for, his hips slamming against her thighs.


As an athlete, Jasper had both strength and stamina, something that Brie definitely appreciated. She pushed forward on her hands, somewhat matching the rhythm with which Jasper was fucking her. His breath was coming in short, hard gasps and Brie loved how good he looked like this, completely at her whim and yet also so strong.


“Come on, harder!” She encouraged, wanting to see if he even could. Brie wasn’t disappointed when Jasper sped up, slamming into her with all his might, making her cry out in pleasure so loudly that even the books around them struggled to muffle the sound. “Fuck, yes!” She screamed, the table under them beginning to rock, too.


Jasper was close, Brie could tell, but he kept going, hard and fast, making Brie’s moans louder and louder. “I want you to come now,” she told him. “Fill me up, Jasper.”


He pounded into her once, twice, three more times, then stilled, his hands gripping Brie’s hips hard enough to leave bruises. He moaned wordlessly as he came, a long, low noise that seemed to echo around them. With her hands on his broad back, Brie could feel the tremors that ran through his muscles, and before long he was panting against Brie’s shoulder.


“You didn’t come,” he said, his tone almost whiny. “Will you let me go down on you again? I can lick you clean.” He sounded so eager, so willing to do whatever would make Brie most pleased with him.


“Yes,” she breathed. Brie didn’t need to come, but she felt that Jasper kind of needed her to. Besides, Brie would hardly turn down such a nice offer. So she let him slide to his knees again, it was, after all, one of her very favorite positions to see a man in. Leaning back on the table, Brie moaned loudly when Jasper’s tongue slid inside her straight away. He hadn’t been lying about wanting to lick her clean, at least some of his own cum mixing together with her wetness on his tongue.


Jasper’s lips then moved up, to suck lightly against Brie’s already sensitive clit. She knew it wouldn’t take him long and when Jasper also slid a hand up to play with one of Brie’s nipples, she began to rock harder against him. “Fuck, yes! Just like that,” she encouraged.


The orgasm came suddenly, shaking her whole body and Brie cried out in a loud scream. Every nerve felt on edge in the best sort of way. Jasper took care to lick her through her throes of pleasure, and only pulled back when Brie tugged on his hair.


He moaned softly, looking up her from his position between her legs. “Fuck,” he breathed. “You looked so hot, and you tasted so good as you came.” He licked his lips like he was chasing any hint of Brie’s flavor. “Did I do well?” He looked so eager for her praise, and he tilted his head slightly to one side, making Brie’s fingers tug in his hair.


It was undeniable that Brie was pleased with how well and how eager Jasper had been in his responses. She hadn’t expected this good of a behavior from him but she was definitely very pleased. “You did very well,” she told him honestly, stomach flipping a little at how pleased Jasper looked in response to her words.


Making Jasper get up, Brie scooted forward on the chair so she could tilt her head back as she pulled him down to kiss her properly. “Will you behave better tomorrow?” She asked. “If you require more discipline, you can ask. I will be very cross with further misbehavior if it’s intentional.”


Jasper seemed to be coming back to himself, emerging out of whatever type of subspace he’d dropped into. He gave Brie a smile that was almost a smirk. “I bet you’re hot when you’re cross,” he teased before he lowered his gaze in an almost respectful way. “I’ll be better,” he promised, “but I probably won’t be perfect, so you might have to give me some more discipline.” He didn’t look at all as though he would mind.


Not that Brie minded either. Jasper had certainly proved himself to be worth disciplining and Brie could easily imagine all the different ways in which she could do so much more with him. Besides, Brie was very good at disciplining men.


“I will see you tomorrow,” she told Jasper, leaning back on the table and crossing her legs. It took him a moment to realize that she meant for him to leave, and another moment during which he paused to take in how she looked. Then he finally collected his clothes, heading off as Brie stayed sitting on her desk naked apart from the heels she’d never bothered taking off.


They’d have fun tomorrow, she was sure.
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