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 Author's
Note

 


 


This book contains erotic fiction with
graphic sex and is intended for mature readers only.

 


“Mistress Managed - Book One” begins a
trilogy. The three books were written as a consecutive story and
should be read in order.

 


My sincere and devoted thanks go to Thomas
Antonson for his editing acumen and his uncanny ability to
understand which word I really meant to use.

 


Please visit my website: bjfrazier.com

 


I know there are a lot of books for sale, and
I thank you for choosing mine.

 


Happy reading,

 


~B.J.

 


Severe Content Warning: B.J. Frazier books
contain *plots* and *well-developed characters*

 


Enjoy!




 Prelude

 


 


Jeneca Avery pulled away from his
embrace.

 


She’d already stayed longer than she’d
intended.

 


Sliding off his body and off the bed, she
walked naked, bending at intervals to retrieve her clothes;
discarded as the pair had walked and kissed their way to the bed
two and a half hours ago.

 


She could feel his eyes on her and knew he
wanted her to stay--which is why she increased her pace. She jumped
into her jeans, threw on her sweatshirt, sunk her bare feet into
heels, and scooped up her undergarments.

 


Keegan Randolph sighed as he watched Jeneca
gather her clothing and leave. He lay still, listening for the
elevator doors to close. Then he sighed again. He ran his hands
through his grey and brown hair and relived the past two and half
hours.

 


After dinner, he had tried to determine
Jeneca’s game plan for the evening’s sexual pleasures. “I’m dying
to know what’s under those jeans and sweatshirt,” he told her from
the kitchen.

 


She smiled at him, seated at the bar, facing
into the kitchen. “How long before you die?”

 


Her answer meant tonight would be an “equal”
night, and he smiled back.

 


She had straight, jet-black hair that reached
her mid-back. Her eyes were black, with a green speckle in the
right eye. It was off-center, on the right side of the iris. She
had high cheekbones, a wide, oval face, and a long nose with a
slight hook at the top. She stood five-feet-six, weighed one
hundred and thirty-five, and had natural C-cups.

 


“I’m in a critical state now,” he quipped,
standing next to her.

 


She arched her neck to look up at him. “I
might know of a cure, sir.”

 


“Do tell.” He took the last step and fully
entered her space. She pushed him back gently and rose from the bar
stool.

 


Keegan was her newest playmate. She had been
leery of him in the beginning, but he had proved to be skilled in
many areas. He was the oldest of the men she played with at
fifty-one, while she was forty-five and used to dominating twenty-
and thirty-somethings.

 


The youngsters weren’t clingy and didn’t want
drama.

 


They wanted sex.

 


And lots of it.

 


She didn’t want drama, either, but it didn’t
stop some of them from becoming clingy as Jeneca fulfilled
unrealized desires.

 


For this contingency, she implemented a
discipline policy.

 


They received one warning. And that
was it. If they couldn’t comply, she refused to see them again.

 


Ever.

 


Keegan was six-foot-three, muscled and
weighed two-twenty-five. He used to have short hair, but Jeneca
preferred longer hair to pull, so he had grown it for her. He had
thick eyebrows, a square jaw and a straight nose. Depending on his
surroundings, his eyes were either green, blue or grey. They were
sprinkled with brown dots, and he thought their speckles solidified
their match.

 


Of course, he never voiced this notion to
Jeneca.

 


He understood her rules.

 


They were, after all, the same rules he had
espoused as well.

 


Jeneca put her hands on Keegan’s chest. “You
need to be in a bed post haste,” she said seriously.

 


“I like this remedy.”

 


Jeneca walked slowly toward the bedroom,
deliberately swaying her ass. Keegan caught up to her, cupped her
ass and pulled her against his midsection. She pressed back and
wiggled.

 


“Mmm, I’m starting to feel better already,
Doc,” he breathed into her ear.

 


She arched her back against him, flung her
arms backwards around his neck, and wiggled some more. He placed
his arms around her waist and hugged her. When she turned to face
him, he softly kissed her lips. Her lips parted, and she sucked his
tongue.

 


When he moaned, she broke the kiss, telling
him:

 


“This is just temporary. The bed is what will
really save you, sir.”

 


She broke away and continued swaying toward
the bedroom.

 


Keegan watched her walk for half a beat
before gliding to recapture her. He grabbed her right hand, yanked
her back and spun her against him. He held her tightly and said, “I
think I need more of the temporary aid because it’s a very long
walk.”

 


Her eyes twinkled as he crushed her mouth
with his.

 


He loved it when she was like this; both of
them free to play in their equality. He was able to dominate her at
other times. And she was quite an accomplished domme. But their
equal time was when he felt the most comfortable with her. Not that
he was ever uncomfortable with her...

 


Except until she left.

 


Jeneca felt the power in his arm. She liked
it when he took control. His body was warm and commanding yet
comforting, and she took a moment to revel in it by making out with
him. When she sensed the train about to pull into Comfy City, she
broke the kiss and pushed him off.

 


“The cure, sir. Follow me, please,” she said
with a smile.

 


Keegan chuckled but let her go. “Tell me you
want my cock.”

 


Jeneca froze. “Good lord, sir!” she
admonished without turning around.

 


“Jeneca. Tell me.”

 


“You’re wasting precious time, sir.” Jeneca
still faced forward.

 


“Jeneca. How wet are you right now?”

 


“Sir--”

 


“Answer me.” His voice was nearly a
growl.

 


Jeneca pivoted. She’d chosen to be equal this
evening. If she didn’t answer him, by their unspoken rules, he
would dominate her. She saw his hand twitch and his temples
pulse.

 


She softened her face to answer, “I’m
dripping.”

 


He relaxed. So, she wanted things to continue
on an equal footing. “Tell me how much you want my cock.”

 


She glanced at his trousers and licked her
lips. “Very badly.”

 


“Good girl. Proceed. You were taking me to
this miracle cure?” He tossed the reins back to her.

 


She pivoted again and continued to the
bedroom. “Yes, it’s just in here.” She stopped in the doorway.

 


Keegan stood behind her, their bodies
touching. He ran his hands down her arms. He smelled her hair. “You
want to feel me inside you, don’t you?”

 


Jeneca leaned back against him. “Yes. I do.”
She wiggled her ass against his crotch.

 


“Mmm. Don’t stop.”

 


She reached behind to rub his cock, and he
moaned louder.

 


“Feels like you want to be inside me.”

 


“Yesss, I do,” he hissed.

 


The sibilance added to the sensuality she
felt radiating from him.

 


“What are you gonna do about it?” She took a
teasing step forward; their doctor game dissipating.

 


He smiled as she turned to face him. Then,
took one step forward. “Take off your heels.”

 


She complied. Standing nine inches taller,
Keegan bent slightly without making body contact. Jeneca arched her
neck and waited.

 


“You want me to make you come, don’t
you?”

 


She smiled and nodded.

 


“How do you want me to do that?”

 


“I want to feel your mouth against my
lips--both sets.” Her breathing became harder. The man knew how to
use his mouth.

 


“Is that all?”

 


“N-no.”

 


“Stammering already, are we?” He smiled.

 


“Good lord, fucking take me already!”

 


“I’m rather enjoying this.”

 


Jeneca grabbed his tie and pulled his face
even with her own.

 


“Fucking…”

 


She kissed him and forced her tongue
inside.

 


“…Take…”

 


She spat out the corner of her mouth while
still tongue-dancing.

 



“…Me!”

 


She sucked in his tongue hard, and he grabbed
her, not breaking their kiss, as he ran his hands down her backside
to clutch the bottom of her oversized top before whipping it off in
one practiced movement. Their lips parted only long enough for the
material to pass and float to the floor, where it was swiftly
joined by the tie she had loosened and pulled over his head before
hastily unbuttoning his shirt.

 


With their lips still locked, he walked them
toward the bed, their clothes strewn along their path. Naked by the
bed, Keegan lifted Jeneca, and she clasped her legs around his
waist as his hand dove into her hair while their long, passionate
kiss continued. He could feel her wetness against his stomach as
the tip of his cock throbbed against her ass. Moving his hands
under her arms, he lifted her higher, and tossed her onto the
bed.

 


Jeneca’s tits jiggled as she landed with a
bounce that caused Keegan’s cock to throb while she chewed her lip
in anticipation.

 


Keegan watched her watching.

 


“Tell me you want this cock,” he said,
grabbing the base of it and waving it at her.

 


“I want that cock,” she answered
hungrily.

 


“Mmm.”

 


Keegan climbed onto the bed and spread her
legs as Jeneca propped two pillows under her head.

 


“I thought you wanted my lips on these lips
first,” he teased as he lightly touched her outer lips.

 


Jeneca’s hips involuntarily pressed against
his finger, and she moaned her agreement.

 


“Tell me.”

 


“I want your lips on my lips.”

 


Keegan trailed his fingertips from her knees
up her inner thighs, watching her face. They’d been intimate for
several months, and he knew what turned this woman on.

 


He knew how to tease her.

 


He knew how to bring her to the edge and when
to pull back.

 


He also knew how to push her over that
edge.

 


Sliding his fingers up and down her outer
walls, he smiled to discover she was every bit as wet as he had
known she’d be, and noted with pleasure that her eyes were
half-lidded with sensuous anticipation.

 


Jeneca hooked her legs over his shoulders and
pressed her heels against his shoulder blades as he ran his hands
up and down her outer thighs.

 


“Is someone getting a little impatient?”

 


“Yesss,” she hissed.

 


Keegan chuckled.

 


“Tell me what you want; and be specific.”

 


He loved to hear her talk dirty.

 


“Unnnh,” she groaned. “I want you to touch my
clit. I want you to slide your finger up and down my slit. I want
to feel your tongue where your fingers are. Then I want you to
slide your tongue up and down my slit and in my hole and around my
clit. I want you to suck on my clit and nibble it and make me
come.

 


“Repeatedly.”

 


While she was talking, Keegan had continued
to massage her outer lips; his cock pulsing after each
sentence.

 


“Fuuck, you are a dirty girl, Jeneca.”

 


She smiled at him, and he lowered his torso
so his face was even with her dripping cunt.

 


“So beautiful,” he breathed as her sex
contracted against his warm breath. “Mmm.”

 


Keegan replayed the scene in his mind while
he stroked his cock. Jeneca had tasted so sweet, and he’d loved
gliding his tongue over her bald pussy. He could eat that sweet
love-box blindfolded--and he had. He knew every groove and crevice;
every fold and surface of Jeneca’s pussy, and he loved the way her
body responded.

 


If only her mind would respond the same
way.

 


He dismissed the frustrating thought and
forced himself back into the memory.

 


He’d made her come three times with his
tongue alone. Then two more times by pumping his fingers while
nibbling her clit. After her fifth orgasm, he mercilessly gnawed
her clit. He knew it was too sensitive for rough handling.

 


He was rewarded when she pushed his forehead
away from her pussy:

 


“No. No, please. Don’t make me come
anymore.”

 


“Don’t make you come anymore?” he mockingly
parroted.

 


“No,” she panted.

 


“Are you done for the night?” he asked,
shifting backwards.

 


“No,” she opened her eyes and looked at him,
smiling.

 


“Talk to me.”

 


Those three words. Why did they get her going
so intensely? He knew the effect they had on her, and he used them
often.

 


For that reason.

 


“No,” she said; her eyes closed, as if by
keeping them shut she could avoid his request.

 


“Talk to me,” he said more insistently.

 



She remained silent for several seconds
before looking at him:

 


“I want your cock,” she said simply and won
from him a broad smile as he hovered over her, knees on either side
of her waist.

 


Still smiling, he grabbed his cock, then took
her left hand and wrapped it around his base. “Here. It’s
yours.”

 


She smiled painfully at him. He wanted her to
beg. She should’ve foreseen it, but she’d just come five times.

 


She rolled her eyes and squeezed his cock. “I
want your cock inside of me.”

 


“Ohh, inside of you. I had no idea
that’s what you meant,” he twinkled at her. Still, he made no
move.

 


She pushed back on his cock unsuccessfully
and sighed. “Please.”

 


“Please what?”

 


“Please take your cock and ram it into me
over and over.”

 


He smiled. “Gotcha.”

 



Jeneca insisted upon condom use--despite
Keegan’s medical paperwork declaring him disease-free. She
rationalized they were not exclusive, and things change all the
time. She was adamant on that point.

 


Keegan, of course, chose his times to broach
the subject. That night had not been one of those times.

 


After he was properly sheathed, Keegan fucked
her sensitive pussy hard and fast, and continued until he didn’t
think he could anymore.

 


And then, he pumped harder.

 


Keegan was proud of his stamina.

 


As Keegan watched the replay in his mind, his
hand on his cock moved faster. He wasn’t surprised how quickly he
became hard again. Jeneca turned him on like no other woman.

 


He suspended his play to bring the used
condom to his nose. It was the closest their juices came together.
Stroking himself, Keegan came again and then, as he lay panting
with a puddle of cum on his stomach, he reached for the spot she’d
vacated minutes earlier.

 


She had been on top when they had last come
together. They were exhausted, and she had rested her head on his
shoulder. He loved the feeling of her spent and vulnerable body
collapsed on him, completely exposed, and had wrapped his arms
around her, played with her hair and traced her back.

 


She had allowed him to do it.

 


The end, as usual, was always a precarious
time.

 


He wanted to hang onto it forever. He wanted
her to stay the night. He never wanted her to leave.

 


But he had ruined it. He had known it the
instant it happened. He’d instinctively moved to kiss her forehead,
and she had tensed. He couldn’t help himself and had wanted her to
relax fully. Wanted her to relax so much that he hadn’t stopped and
had lightly kissed down her cheek and played with her hair.

 


But she hadn’t relaxed.

 


Instead, Jeneca had pushed herself off him,
slid off the bed, out of his room, and out of his penthouse.




Chapter 1

 


 


Jeneca Avery was a successful trial attorney.
She was well-known for her scrupulous ethics, substantive
preparation, and bulldog nature. When insurance lawyers saw her
name on a case, they shook their heads and prepared for battle.

 


The lesser ones settled, which was perfectly
acceptable to Jeneca and her clients.

 


The courtroom battling and bravado enabled
Jeneca to hide her feelings, to put up a barrier. She knew the
courtroom was merely a stage, and she played her part well. As a
result, the curtains typically closed on her “plays” with large
verdicts. Jeneca wasn’t materialistic--she sought justice for her
clients, who had suffered from corporations’ greed or doctors’
negligence.

 


She slept well at night.

 


Outside the courtroom, Jeneca Avery was a
kind, giving and nurturing woman. She had raised three daughters,
who were all thriving. She sat on the boards of two charities, and
she handled twelve pro bono cases per year. Physically, she kept
fit--she had earned her second degree black belt in Judo when she
was thirty-two. Plus, she had been a dutiful and sexual wife.

 


Jeneca had married young. Evan Avery had been
her high school sweetheart, and they married a month after
graduation. All but her brother David were opposed to Evan, but she
was in love--and a virgin, waiting for the rest of her life.

 


Unfortunately, the “rest of her life” came at
age forty-two, when she found Evan pumping hard and fast into the
maid. The maid’s legs were splayed and her nails dug into Evan’s
back, leaving deep red trails.

 


Jeneca was crushed and the divorce was
swift.

 


Her connections in the legal field landed the
best divorce attorney, although Evan didn’t fight. Custody wasn’t a
factor since the girls were adults. Jeneca kept the name because
she had established it in the business world.

 


The first year after her divorce was a
robotic blur. Jeneca was up by six to work out, suck down a protein
shake, and then at work by seven. She came home at seven, went for
a run, shoveled food, and was in bed by nine... then up again by
six.

 


Evan didn’t want the divorce. He tried to
talk with Jeneca, but she refused. Evan begged for counseling, to
explore sex, to do anything to keep her. He claimed he had a
voracious sexual appetite for kinky things but Jeneca didn’t listen
to him.

 


But she did hear him.

 


Her mind replayed the coupling of Evan and
the maid. Jeneca was shocked by the brutality of Evan’s fucking. It
looked savage. It looked painful. But the maid--no longer the
maid--enjoyed it! Her moans were animalistic but also ecstatic.

 


And the nail marks!

 


Evan had screamed, “Yes! Hurt me!” His skin
had been broken.

 


It was a kind of sex she and Evan had never
even talked about prior to her discovery.

 


Both virgins at the time of their marriage,
they’d experienced everything together, and he knew how to turn her
on. She thought she knew how to arouse him, too. When the kids were
young, she kept their parenting and dating separate and their sex
life active. They looked forward to adult time, sometimes skipping
the date in favor of a motel room.

 


After they had tried everything they could
think of, they sought books for different positions and other ways
to please.

 


Jeneca didn’t think sex was ever an issue.
She craved Evan’s body. In fact, the morning she found Evan
forcefully fucking another, she and Evan had made love on the same
sheets!

 


But never like THAT.

 


The thought consumed Jeneca for the first
year but, toward the end of the second, she emerged from her funk…
though the scene still looped in her head. She discovered that she
was both mortified and attracted. Evan had never been rough with
her and had given her no clue he had wanted to be.

 


Had he?

 


What would she have done if he had tried?

 


Mixed with Jeneca’s despair was an increasing
desire for alternative sex.

 


Would it be pleasurable?

 


Did she even want it?

 


She was an avid researcher, having honed the
skill as a lawyer, and found volumes online. She read personal
accounts of rough sex, or BDSM. Dominance and submission followed
closely behind. She devoured magazine articles, how-to guides, and
rough-sex porn. They contained explicit details of use, how to
pleasure, instructional pictorials, various online stores, and
images of toys.

 


Jeneca was fascinated.

 


In the beginning, she’d wanted to share her
research with Evan, and it was painful to remember that he wasn’t a
part of her life any longer. With everything she read, she
envisioned Evan’s body. What she would do. How he would react.

 


She also knew that she would never have sex
with Evan again, and pushed him from her mind to concentrate on
herself.

 


This was her sexual awakening. Her
time to shine. And her time to protect herself. Evan had been her
protector. He was her rock, her lover, her confidante, her
friend.

 


But he turned out to be less than heroic.

 


Far less.

 


She vowed never to give another man enough
power to cause her that much devastation, and BDSM and dominance
were the perfect solutions. That way, she could have sex with her
heart safely locked away. After all, she was skilled at keeping
emotion out of business and could do the same just as easily with
sex.

 


After combing the written subject matter,
Jeneca turned to porn. She initially viewed it as something that
overweight, middle-aged, sexless people used to get off. Certainly
never young, fit and sexually active people. Right?

 


Jeneca’s first porn clip was a mistress
dominating a chained male slave. While she’d read about the D/s
side of BDSM, she considered it a male-dominated area. To watch the
whip crack against the man’s back, leave a mark, and hear him cry
out in pain--and then pleasure--was exhilarating. She was
captivated.

 


The dominatrix donned a long whip in one hand
and a short paddle in the other. As she cracked the whip against
the man’s buttocks, Jeneca felt the power. She concentrated so
heavily on the dominatrix that Jeneca never saw the man. She heard
him, but she forgot to look. When the clip ended, Jeneca’s wetness
oozed onto the bed.

 


She hit the replay button and focused on him.
The paddle crashed against his ass, turning his white rear crimson.
Jeneca could almost feel the heat radiating from it. The man’s body
lurched each time the paddle made contact, and he let out a
strangled growl.

 


The dominatrix would pause for him to say,
“Thank you, Mistress.” Such power! Jeneca watched the man’s wrists
strain against the chains. She saw his struggle as he accepted the
pain. She also saw his excitement as his cock pulsed after each
thwack! and drops of precum oozed.

 


His pleasure was completely at the
dominatrix’s whim, who took him to the edge and yanked him back. He
begged her to touch him. To suck him. To let him come. To fuck him.
He was so needy. Jeneca didn’t know what was more stimulating: the
dominatrix’s power or his strife.

 


Jeneca replayed the clip a third time and
watched the entire scene. The rawness, the power and the submission
sent her pussy into a hands-free orgasm. Jeneca recognized porn’s
stimulation together with something far more important.

 


She was learning how to be dominant.




Chapter 2

 


 


Before Jeneca could put her knowledge to
work, she needed a wardrobe and toys.

 


A well-known and respected attorney couldn’t
be caught in a sex shop, so Jeneca shopped online, and shipments
arrived in nondescript packaging.

 


Jeneca examined each item and experimented on
her body. Clad in a new outfit, she stood in front of the mirror
donning a harsh ponytail and a stern expression before she picked
up a crop. She bent forward, still looking in the mirror, and
watched her boobs rush to the edge of the leather cups. Then, she
smacked the crop against her booted leg before she slowly rose and
smacked harder up her leg. The leather provided too much
padding.

 


Jeneca held a breath, brought her arm above
her head and, with a loud whoosh and thwack!, she smacked
the side of her lower leg.

 


The boot shielded the worst of the blow, but
she felt a small sting, and the sides of her mouth crept into a
wicked smile.

 


She then less forcefully struck the side of
her bare thigh. Jake, a rescued black lab mix, was curled on the
bed and picked up his head at the sound.

 


Jeneca laughed. “Not enough force that time,
Jake.”

 


He put his head back down.


 


With determination, she brought the crop
crashing against her bare thigh. Her eyes welled and her pussy
contracted sharply. Turning to her side, Jeneca saw a red mark
spread on her thigh. She touched it with her fingertips, and the
softness was a welcome contrast. Then, she licked her finger,
rubbed the mark, and her pussy twitched. Impulsively, she took the
crop and lightly tapped her leather-clad pussy. The pressure was
wonderful.

 


She tapped harder…

 


And harder…

 


She couldn’t stop.

 


Jeneca yanked off her clothes and lay on the
bed as Jake hopped off. Grabbing the crop close to the flap, she
lightly tapped her sopping cunt. The sloshy noise mixed with the
sting and made her strike harder. Her pussy tried to cling to the
leather as her hips thrust against it.

 


Not obtaining any friction, Jeneca smacked
faster and harder and, suddenly, the pain and pleasure soared
together. Her neck arched back, and her body tensed as she brought
herself to a powerful orgasm.

 


Still in a daze, she pulled her corset down
and, gripping the handle of the crop, she tried to swat her boobs,
but the stick was too long. So she lowered her grip and smacked her
nipples. It sent an electric current straight to her pussy. Jeneca
continued to swat each nipple with varying degrees of force until
she came again.

 


“Fuck!” she yelled.

 


Jeneca similarly tested the rest of her
goodies; not coming as hard as the first time, but explored the
nuances with different body parts, angles and force. Then, as her
heart rate slowed, she glanced across her king-sized bed and
remembered all the passionate but vanilla sex she and Evan had
shared. She wistfully considered playing with him… at least until
the image of him and the maid burst through.

 


With anger for both his faithlessness and the
waste, she shut Evan out of her life and told herself that what she
needed were lab-rats.

 


Rats who wouldn’t talk. Who wouldn’t demand
anything. Who didn’t want a permanent relationship.


 


After changing into PJs, she cleaned the toys
and placed them against a black, plush blanket before taking
individual photographs and heading to her nook.

 


When she was in law school, Jeneca had turned
the library into her office. Evan had worried she wouldn’t have
time for their family. So, Jeneca had studied during non-family
times. To semantically assist, she referred to the library as her
“nook”, which sounded more homey than “office”.

 


Jeneca took dinner into her nook and
researched hook-up sites. After selecting the best one, she posted
her profile:

 


 


Mistress looking to play only.
Does not want a permanent sub or slave. You must be discreet,
disease-free, and able to follow direction.

 


Looking for 30-something, fit, and
able to take punishment. I’m 5’6”, 135, C’s, disease- and
drug-free.

 


Message me with “Mistress, Please”
as your subject line. In the body, tell me what you hope I will do
to you. Then tell me your experience, if any, with BDSM and D/s. If
your profile doesn’t include a picture, attach one to the
message--not the Christmas card version.

 


If you don’t follow these
instructions, your message will be deleted.

 


 


Jeneca posted several pictures; however, they
were of her toys. She answered only the basic questions required to
finalize her profile, and omitted anything remotely close to
personal.

 


Within seconds of posting, she received a
message, but it was only a welcome email. Jeneca finished dinner
while perusing men’s profiles. She was pleased with how many
contained dick shots. However, the majority of men were dominant or
looking for vanilla play. Those who were submissive wanted
something long-term. Accustomed to long hours of research, Jeneca
wasn’t dissuaded.

 


Jeneca logged off and went in the den to
read. She was reading Cutting for Stone by
Abraham Verghese. It was a long but compelling book about doctors.
Jeneca enjoyed reading about doctors because it assisted with her
medical malpractice cases.

 


She read seventy-five pages before shutting
the book, rising and stretching.

 


Jake uncurled himself and stretched as well.
He looked up at her expectantly and, when she absently ruffled his
head, he ran to get his leash.

 


Jeneca had rescued Jake the year after her
divorce in a protest against men. Her future relationships would
only be with canines. They were trustworthy and loyal, unlike their
human counterparts.

 


“Jake, do you think we got any messages?”
Jake wagged enthusiastically, dropped the leash, and followed her
into the nook.

 


As Jeneca sat, Jake curled himself at her
feet.

 


She opened her profile and smiled as she
found six messages awaiting her attention.

 


“Six, Jake!” she gushed.

 


Jake placed his head on her feet but said
nothing.

 



Four of the messages didn’t follow her
instructions, so she deleted them without a thought. Of the
remaining two, one contained an attachment. She opened it
first.

 


It depicted a young male lying on a couch
with his fully erect penis in hand. Around his neck was a sign:
“I’ve been jerking without you and need to be punished.” His face
was semi-remorseful; his body was chiseled.

 


Jeneca smiled again and read the message:

 


 


Good evening Mistress. As you can see from my
picture and subject line I know how to follow instructions. But
sometimes I forget and need to be punished. I would love to have an
experienced women such as yourself provide that punishment...with
whatever implement that pleases you, tho I prefer a flogger.

 


I’ve been with dominating women in the past and am
into it.

 


I hope to hear from you soon so you can correct my
bad behavior!

 


Brad.

 


 


Jeneca chuckled. The boy had style, despite
the grammar errors. And he had experience.

 


She felt a twinge of insecurity. Did she
really want someone with experience? What if she wasn’t all that
she thought she could be?

 


Realizing they were the same jitters that
plagued her before entering a courtroom, Jaz calmed herself as she
did before a trial: All of her research had prepared her for that
moment.

 


She took a gulp of air and breathed it out
slowly but she wouldn’t write back immediately. First, she’d read
another message, then carefully weigh her options before committing
to anything. Still, she felt her pussy twitch.

 


Crossing her legs tightly, she opened the
last message:


 


 


ms. id really like u to suck my dick and really
make me suck you’re pussy. i know how to suck pussy good. i love
sucking pussy. a lot. please let me suck your pussy. youd never
want me to stop sucking your pussy. because i love to suck
pussy.

 


 


“Good lord!” Jeneca exclaimed.

 


Knowing the exclamation wasn’t directed at
him, Jake didn’t move. Jeneca deleted the message without
responding and then read Brad’s profile on a split screen next to
his picture.

 


He was thirty-five, six-foot-one, unattached,
and local.

 


Considering the five other messages, Brad was
in the number one position.

 


Jeneca composed a response in Notepad to
ensure nothing was sent prematurely.

 


When she was satisfied, she copied it to the
site:

 


 


Brad:

 


What a good boy, following all my
directions! But you have greatly displeased me by using my cock for
your own pleasure. I was looking forward to sucking it when I got
home from work, but you’ve ruined that. I’ll have to punish you and
teach you a lesson before I can have my fun. I think your
punishment should take place at the Motel 6 downtown.

 


~Mistress

 


 


Jeneca clicked the send button and felt her
pussy contract.

 


“I’m so horny!”

 


Jake opened his eyes but remained in place as
she considered her choice of man and location.

 


She’d chosen the Motel 6 for its layout.
Odd-numbered rooms faced away from the parking lot so her car
wouldn’t be seen.

 


Jeneca logged out and checked the time:
nine-fifteen. Too late to meet on a work night. Too early for
bed.

 


Her synapses fired like popcorn in the
microwave: “Okay, Jake. Looks like it’s you and me again tonight.”
Jake stood up and wagged his tail. “You wanna go for a run?”

 


Jake wiggled and retrieved his leash.

 


* * * *

 


It was ten-thirty when Jeneca returned from
her jog. She took a quick shower before returning to her nook and
laptop, where permitted herself one peek to see whether Brad had
responded--or anyone else. The next day’s schedule was full, and
she wouldn’t be able to check the site until lunch, and even that
was iffy.

 


When she logged in, Jeneca discovered three
new messages. One was Brad’s. In a concerted effort to remain calm,
she opened the other two first.

 


They were both from twenty-somethings.
Twenties? That was way too young. Wasn’t it? The first one
had a picture of an amazingly appealing torso and beautiful cock.
The picture didn’t look like a twenty-something.

 


The message read:

 


 


Mistress I would like for you to disregard your age
requirement and consider me for your next boy toy.



I’m attaching my photo just in case you don’t
bother viewing my profile. As you can see from the pic I’m well
equipped to handle any punishment you see fit to give
me...including my not following your age requirement. I nervous
about telling you that my only experience in this kind of thing is
watching porn. But I really want to do it. I’ve been with older
women though so I’m not completely new.

 


I really hope to here from you. I’ll answer to
anything but my friends call me Brian.

 


 


Jeneca saw Brian’s profile as a quick-view
and saw that he was twenty-six. Good lord, that seems young!
Her logical and adult mind screamed, “run away!” while her inner
domme considered the possibilities. Her pussy twitched as she saw
his other pictures. She returned to her in-box without reading his
profile.

 


The next twenty-something didn’t attach a
picture. His mini-profile revealed his age as twenty. Not even a
“something”; just straight-up twenty! Good lord!

 


Curious and mortified, Jeneca opened the
message:

 


 


Yo beautiful mistress lady!

 


 


Jeneca rolled her eyes and deleted the
message. A twenty year old?, she chastized herself. How was
it that Brian, at twenty-six, seemed much older?

 


Jeneca sighed, shook her head and opened
Brad’s message:

 


 


Good evening Mistress. Thank you most deeply for
responding to me in such a positive manner and so quickly. Please
know that I am remorseful for having displeased you today. I
wholeheartedly agree that the only way for me to make it up to you
would be through the punishment you spoke of at the Motel 6. If you
give me instructions and a date and a time I will carry them out to
a T and except your marvelous punishment.

 


Brad

 


 


Jeneca grew wet as she read Brad’s
message.

 


Her body wanted to meet him immediately!

 


But she had to act like an experienced
mistress, and it would ruin the persona to tell him it would be her
first experience.

 


Plus, she wasn’t about to reveal anything
personal about herself.

 


She checked the times of their last two
responses. Brad had replied six minutes after hers, at nine-twenty.
He was very eager. She saw the present time was just after eleven.
Good enough.

 


She crossed her legs tightly and crafted her
response to sound dominating and experienced. She again typed in
Notepad first. Once it was acceptable, she copied and pasted her
response:

 


 


Brad:

 


While you have pleased me with
your rapid and remorseful response, you still need to be punished
for your actions today. Your additional instructions are as
follows:

 


1. Secure an odd-numbered room for
7:00 p.m. tomorrow evening.

 


2. Send me the room
number.

 


3. Prop the door open.

 


4. Be fully clothed and seated on
the bed.

 


5. Bring your own
condoms.

 


6. Do not message me
again.

 


7. Do not expect anything
long-term.

 


If you agree to the above-stated
terms, send two messages. The first should be only, “Agreed,
Mistress.” The second should contain the room number.

 


~Mistress

 


 


Jeneca made a list of things she’d like to do
to Brad. Afterwards, she logged off and went to her bedroom to
prepare a bag of goodies. Then, she crawled into bed and rubbed
herself as she thought about her first experience as a domme as she
slipped into sex-filled dreams.




Chapter 3

 


 


In the morning, Jeneca opened Brad’s two-word
response, “Agreed, Mistress.” She didn’t have time to read the
other messages. The trip into work was made with a smile upon her
face and a pulse in her pussy.

 


Dana Sinclair popped out of her chair as
Jeneca Avery walked in. Dana followed Jeneca and shut the door,
keeping her hand on the knob, and faced Jeneca.

 


Dana was thirty-two, divorced and raising two
sons under the age of ten. She’d forgotten how to be attractive,
subconsciously splitting her life between her sons and her job. Her
business attire consisted of drab-colored pantsuits and flats. Her
dirty-blonde hair was either in a strangled ponytail or in a heap
loosely-resembling a bun with escaping strands.

 


Jeneca saw past Dana’s appearance and valued
her performance. With Jeneca’s hectic trial schedule, meeting with
clients and the necessity to be available to opposing counsel,
organization was paramount.

 


Dana had worked for Jeneca for eight years.
The pair could read each other well, and Dana’s dance at the door
meant bad news to start the day.

 


“Out with it while I still have a smile on my
face, Dana.”

 


Dana’s eyes met Jeneca’s and she sighed
heavily before motioning to the chair.

 


“Seriously? It’s so bad I have to sit for
it?”

 


Dana took the chair opposite Jeneca’s desk,
and both women sat.

 


“Good lord, we both have to sit for
this? Don’t tell me it’s the Baldoni file.”

 


“It is.”

 


It was Jeneca’s turn to sigh. What should’ve
been a slam-dunk, multi-million-dollar settlement was turning into
major aggravation; though the facts of the case were simple. At
thirty-five, Anthony Baldoni had been a healthy, Italian-American
male. He’d been admitted into Mercy Hospital with pneumonia. Eight
months later, he was discharged after the hospital amputated each
leg below the knee.

 


Cases didn’t come any easier. Jeneca had
predicted a settlement in less than two months.

 


Seven months into it, however, they were
still arguing about basic discovery.

 


“I’m so glad I woke up this morning. Please,
tell me.”

 


“Phil Newman sent an email late last
night.”

 


“If Phil’s working late, it’s even worse than
I thought.”

 


Phillip Newman was an in-house insurance
defense attorney. Even though they were on opposing sides, Jeneca
and Phil were friends. In the courtroom, however, they donned game
faces for their clients.

 


 


Phil was sixty-three and close to retirement.
In his younger days, he was known as a bulldog because he chomped
at the bit to try cases. He wanted to bite attorneys and spit them
out, thinking he’d build his trial skills while staving off future
money-grubbers.

 


His reputation was well-known, and plaintiff
attorneys cringed to see Phillip Newman’s name on their case. Most
were intimidated and gave in to lowball settlements before the case
ever began. But Jeneca Avery was not most nor did she ever back
down from a fight.

 


Especially when justice wasn’t being
served.

 


Despite his reputation, when Jeneca first saw
Phil’s name on a case, she was unfazed. She prepared, strategized,
and prepared some more. She, too, began her career with a thirst
for courtroom drama.

 


When Phillip Newman first saw Jeneca in a
pretrial conference, he nearly laughed out loud. This was
the latest addition to the domineering firm of Levan, Ulrich,
Knight & Young? The hiring team must’ve been going through a
collective mid-life crisis. Her diminutive frame, her striking
beauty and her tailored clothing screamed more bimbo than
opponent.

 


Such were his thoughts.

 


Then Jeneca spewed law, and Phil was
hard-pressed to find a counter argument.

 


After careful research, he’d learned Jeneca’s
case was iron clad. The best he could do was stave off the tsunami
by settling. He decided to take her to lunch and lowball her. New
lawyers were often lured into lesser settlements early in a case
because not much time was invested, so the profit margin was hard
to pass up.

 


Again, though, Jeneca wasn’t a typical
newbie.

 


She’d gone to law school after her kids were
in elementary school. Evan’s mechanic business had thrived, so
money wasn’t a motivating factor. The fancy restaurant, the
charming smile and the compliments didn’t lure her, either.
Instead, she had taken the lunch in stride, making Phil believe
things were going smoothly.


 


Upon leaving, however, Jeneca leaned across
the table. She smiled and said, “I want to thank you for your
welcome into the industry, Phil. The food and company were
delicious, but your offer was rather bland.

 


“As you know, I have a fiduciary duty to
relay your offer to my clients. But I’ll advise them against taking
it, for obvious reasons. I won’t insult your intelligence by
reciting those reasons, Phil. I trust you won’t insult mine by even
thinking of giving me such a ridiculous offer again. When I
call you tomorrow morning with my clients’ refusal, I expect you to
have an offer we can all agree on.”

 


With that, Jeneca had left while Phil’s jaw
was still on the floor.

 


From then on, they were close business
associates and respected each other’s lawyering in and out of the
courtroom. In fact, the two became advisors on their other
cases.

 


Jeneca knew Phil was ready to retire, and his
game had been slipping for a couple of years. Where he once put in
sixty-plus hours a week, he now skipped out before five. So for him
to send an email late at night, it wasn’t a good sign.

 


“Okay, hit me with it,” Jeneca braced herself
and gripped her empty coffee mug.


 


“You know how he won’t put anything in
writing,” Dana began. She continued as Jeneca nodded. “His email
was cryptic about an investigative report. So I called him this
morning. He told me the toxicology report came back with some high
levels of creatinine, indicating drug use on Tony’s part.”

 


Jeneca processed the information silently.
She always asked about illicit activities during the initial
consultation. Tony had assured her there was nothing in his closet.
In fact, he’d unequivocally stated he was anti-drug, except for the
occasional alcohol overuse. But that was legal.

 


If the drug test was true, the defense could
argue culpatory factors on the loss of limbs. It was a stretch, but
it was a card to play.

 


And Phil knew how to play cards.

 


Phil didn’t have to divulge the information
to Jeneca. He could’ve easily buried it. But she would’ve
discovered it at some point. Working with Phil, Jeneca knew
everything was up-front and honest.

 


She stared at Dana. “So much for a good
morning, eh?”

 


“Heh. What are you thinking?”

 


“You tell me.”

 


“I’m thinking you’re not pleased, but it’s
nothing so major as to affect the settlement figure too terribly.
You’re more displeased with Tony for lying. And you’re gonna want
to have a meeting with him and his wife as soon as possible.”

 


“Do you know I think you should go to law
school, Dana?”

 


“Only because you tell me every week.”

 


“You should. We could open our own firm.”

 


Dana smiled, but she knew it would never
happen because Jeneca was a partner at the firm. Plus, Dana didn’t
have the money, time or energy to go to law school. Still, she
liked to hear her boss say it.

 


“I have them coming in the day after
tomorrow.”

 


Jeneca nodded at Dana. “Good. I’ll need the
toxicology reports and the--”

 


“Already pulled ‘em for you.”

 


Dana handed her a file containing the medical
reports along with the toxicology and blood tests.

 


“Did you have time to summarize them, too, by
any chance?”

 


“Sorry, Jeneca. Seeing as how it’s five after
nine, and I got here fifteen minutes before the bell, I only had
time to open the email, talk to Phil and then make the appointment
with the Baldonis. I’ll try harder next time,” Dana said with a
grin.

 


“See that you do, Dana, see that you do.
Highly disappointing, as always,” Jeneca grinned back.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca spent several hours combing the
Baldoni medical file, speaking with the firm’s medical expert and
doing research. While the predominating opinion showed no causation
between casual drug use and pneumonia, there was some dispute as to
how extended drug use affected the body. There were medical experts
who testified convincingly--though not scientifically--that
prolonged drug use could create mitigating factors to hospital
negligence.

 


Jeneca’s irritation grew. She knew Phil would
have discovered the same things, and she had no doubt he’d retained
one of the questionable experts. While she was confident she could
overcome the argument, Jeneca never liked to give a jury any reason
to rule against her.

 


At two, Dana quietly entered Jeneca’s office
with a chicken salad, protein bar, fresh coffee, and a carafe of
ice water.

 


“So basically, the handful of so-called
experts are whoring themselves out to defense firms in order to
line their own pockets,” Jeneca spat at her medical expert.

 


She covered the receiver and told Dana,
“Thank you.” Dana nodded and left as quietly as she’d entered.

 


After completing her conversation, she buzzed
Dana to send the medicals and her notes to their expert. Jeneca ate
while she continued her analysis. As the cold water chased the hot
coffee, she smiled broadly and buzzed Dana again.

 


“Get in here!”

 


Dana emerged quickly with a pad and pen.
“Yes?”

 


“Sit,” Jeneca ordered.

 


Dana took a chair, unfazed by Jeneca’s
dictatorial demeanor because Jeneca often shared insights with
Dana. It helped her to think.

 


“Well, there’s no real causation, even if
Tony was using drugs.”

 


Dana nodded, her pen no longer poised.

 


“But there are a few experts
out there who’ve testified that prolonged drug use can lead to
other things. I don’t know if any have said amputation. But I’m
sure they will now that Phil’s on it.”

 


Dana nodded again; she knew Jeneca had this
figured out, but she didn’t see how.

 


“They’re basically testifying at random to
buy their next vacation or yacht. And guess what?!” Jeneca’s eyes
gleamed.

 


Dana shrugged, lost.

 


“Each of these experts have only testified
for the defense!”

 


Dana shared a conspiratorial smile with
Jeneca. It was one thing to say the opposing side’s experts
were crooked; it was another thing entirely to be able to prove
it.

 


“Nice. I don’t know how you do it, Jeneca.
But way to go.”

 


“Yeah, well, we’re not completely outta the
water yet, but I sure feel better than I did this morning!”

 


“Nice,” Dana said again. “Are you going to
reward yourself with an extra trip to the gym and leave early?”

 


“That does sound appealing. But I’ve got to
do a couple more things on this medical thing before I talk to
Tony--when is he coming in again?”

 


“Friday.”

 


“That’ll give me two days. Hopefully nothing
else pops up before then. I’m hoping to be outta here by
four-thirty.”

 


“Sorry, the settlement check for the
Fredericks came in late yesterday by courier, and I’ve set up a
final disbursement with them at four.”

 


“Shit. Make that outta here at five-thirty,
then.”

 


Jeneca’s determination to leave early every
day at four-thirty was a standing joke; in fact, it was early for
her to leave before six.

 


Tonight was different, though.

 


Tonight she had an important seven o’clock
rendezvous.




Chapter 4

 


 


Jeneca made it home at a quarter after six.
She needed fifteen minutes to get to the motel. With her and Evan’s
heavy sex life, she’d gotten laser hair removal on her sex and
legs. Twenty minutes to get herself ready and take care of Jake was
easy.

 


She already had her goodies packed. Plus,
she’d installed a doggy door because of her long work hours. She
would give him food and water, and use the rest of the time to get
ready.

 


She’d had a late lunch, but she normally had
a protein bar or shake before a workout, and debated the pros and
cons of eating before or after.

 


Choosing after, Jeneca headed to her nook.
She logged in to the site and found several messages. She found
Brad’s at the bottom of the pile: “Room 209.”

 


“Pretrial jitters” were kicking in. Unlike
court, though, her pussy moistened. She logged out and went to her
bedroom.

 


Taking the time to do a brief yoga routine,
Jeneca settled her breathing. She was in command. She would dictate
the pace. There was no need to rush. In a much more relaxed state,
she padded into the shower.

 


The night before, Jeneca had packed
everything in a black leather carrying case with hidden
compartments. She had also laid out her outfit. Then, she’d gone to
her nook for a last-night snack of coffee and blackberries to type
out her agenda and objectives:

 


 


1. Do not provide ANY
personal information

 


2. Leave purse & phone in car; put key fob in
hidden lining of bag

 


3. Act like you have done this many times
before

 


4. You are in control. Always. You call the shots.
Make sure he knows this and/or punish him when he misbehaves

 


5. Go over rules, safewords. Make sure he
understands and repeats

 


6. Ask for hard limits

 


7. Make sure you check for levels of comfort--take
care of your toy!

 


8. Keep an eye on the time. Leave after 75 minutes;
90 tops

 


 


Jeneca dried off before rubbing lotion over
her smooth body. Then, she pulled her sleek, black hair into a high
ponytail, and wrapped a strand around the holder to render it
invisible.

 


She then applied black eyeliner and black,
thickening mascara before dabbing reddish-brown blush under her
high cheekbones, and finished the look with blood-red lips.

 


Next, she inserted long, silver-stranded
earrings that touched her shoulders, put on a silk black thong with
matching push-up bra, which teetered her C-cups up to the edge, and
zipped herself into a black leather corset. Her legs slid into
six-inch black leather boots which rode above her knee. The final
article of clothing was a pair of black silk gloves that reached
her elbow.

 


Jeneca returned to the bathroom for
inspection. Staring back in the mirror was an accomplished-looking
domme. Jeneca glared into the mirror as if displeased with what her
boy-toy had just said. Then she smiled with confidence, and knew
she was ready to leave.

 


She grabbed the leather case and headed
downstairs. Jake was at her heels. She covered her outfit in a
belted raincoat, which came down to mid-thigh.

 


As she stepped into the garage, she turned to
tell Jake, “Bye, Jake. Be a good boy. I’ll be back soon.”

 


He wagged his tail.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca arrived at the motel at five after
seven and stashed her things in the middle console. Then, she
grabbed her leather bag and stowed her fob in a hidden compartment.
Three minutes later, she found the door to Room 209 slightly
ajar.

 


Fully enmeshed in her roleplay, Jeneca
grasped the handle and entered the room. Brad was sitting on the
end of the bed fully clothed. His hands were behind his back, and
he immediately looked to the floor when she entered. Forcibly
fighting down her own jitters, Jeneca surveyed him as she shut and
locked the door.

 


She placed her bag on the floor next to the
chair. She bent down--giving the peeking Brad a view of her
rear--unzipped it and withdrew her collapsible crop. Standing with
her feet apart, facing Brad, she snapped it into place. As the
first segment snapped, Brad looked up.

 


“You’ve been a bad boy, playing with my cock
without my permission, Brad.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Once fully unfolded, she slapped the crop
against a gloved palm.

 


“Before the punishment can begin, we need
rules. When I ask a question, your answers will be short. You will
say ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ whenever possible. And your sentences
should generally end with ‘Mistress’.

 


“Do you understand me, Brad?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Good boy. Tonight is a one-time event. There
will be no long-term relationship. If you become clingy, you will
get one warning before I refuse to see you ever again. Do you
understand, Brad?”

 


“I understand, Mistress.”

 


“Good. I will punish you for your
insubordination. I don’t know your comfort level, so you will learn
safewords should you need to communicate. Are you familiar with
safewords, Brad?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Good. Mine are slightly different; I prefer
colors. You will use ‘yellow’ to warn me I’m approaching your
limits. You will use ‘red’ to tell me to stop immediately. Do you
understand, Brad?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“What will you say when you want to caution
me, Brad?”

 


“Yellow, Mistress.”

 


“And what will you say when you need me to
stop, Brad?”

 


“Red, Mistress.”

 


“Good boy.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


“Before we begin, please tell me your hard
limits, Brad.” He looked at her questioningly.

 


“You are permitted to speak freely for this
question, Brad.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress. While I am your toy to
be used as you see fit tonight, I would very much like not to be
used with scat, yellow, humiliation, or anal, please,
Mistress.”

 


“Anything else, Brad?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca nodded. “I will honor your
requests.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


“I also need to test your limits and learn
about you. I do this with a five-point scale, five being the most
painful. Do you understand, Brad?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


His cock was pulsating in his jeans. Ever
since an encounter with a Vegas dominatrix three years prior, he’d
been hooked. Brad had picked up local women in bars, but he
couldn’t get off on vanilla sex anymore. He’d asked them to be
dominant, but they didn’t know how.

 


The mistress in front of him definitely knew
what she was doing.

 


Jeneca planted her legs on either side of
Brad’s and, without warning, took her crop and smacked him across
his cheek lightly.

 


“One to five, Brad.”

 


A bit stunned by the suddenness, Brad
stammered, “T-t-two, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca hit his other cheek harder. “One to
five, Brad.”

 


“Four, Mistress.”

 


“Which pain number do you like to be at,
Brad?”

 


“Thank you for the consideration, Mistress. I
don’t like to go higher than four, please, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca smacked the first cheek at a level
four and said, “Agreed, Brad.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


Power surged through Jeneca’s veins with the
first swipe of the crop. Her pussy clenched as she struck the side
of Brad’s face, and it clenched again at his shocked expression.
She strove to keep her face stoic.

 


Jeneca walked backwards to the chair and sat
down. She placed the crop across her lap. Brad watched her in
silence, patiently awaiting the beautiful woman’s next
directive.

 


“Strip for me, Brad. We have more body parts
to test.”

 


“Yes, Mistress,” he said, rising slowly off
the bed. He unbuttoned his shirt while staring at Jeneca. She
avoided his eyes. Eyes were too personal.

 


Brad’s fingers trembled with anticipation. He
wondered what the mistress wore under her coat.

 


“Faster,” Jeneca ordered.

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Brad tugged his shirt off and let it fall to
the floor. He had his pants down in seconds. Jeneca’s eyes moved to
his wrapped package. Brad stalled, opting to remove his shoes
first.

 


“Do you understand the word ‘strip’ means to
remove all of your clothing, Brad?”

 



“Yes, Mistress.” Brad dropped his boxers and
stood on display.

 


“Turn around.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” Brad showed his
backside.

 


“Take a step backwards, then turn to face me,
feet shoulder-width apart.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Good boy,” Jeneca purred. She walked to him
gripping her crop. “After my crop makes contact with your body, I
want you to utter one word: a number between one and five.
Understood?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Thwack! the crop hit Brad’s
midsection. His abs contracted as he said, “Three.”

 


Thwack! the crop hit Brad’s nipple.
Brad’s upper torso flinched as he said, “Three.”

 


Thwack! the crop hit Brad’s seven-inch
hard-on.

 


Brad sucked in air as he winced, “Three.”

 


Jeneca proceeded to smack Brad’s body,
getting a feel for the crop and the power. Her pussy twitched with
each thwack! When her research was complete, Jeneca
ordered:

 


“Sit on the edge of the bed.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She walked to her bag and swapped the crop
for a flogger before she turned to Brad and teasingly caressed the
thin strips of leather across her hand. “Your punishment commences,
Brad, with your preferred method.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.” His cock bounced and
his eyes dilated.

 


“Tell me why you need to be punished,
Brad.”

 


“Because I played with what belongs to you,
Mistress; your cock.”

 


“You did.” Jeneca lightly swatted Brad’s rod,
which jutted an inch longer than Evan’s. Brad moaned. “Number.”

 


“One.”

 


She flogged harder, trying to match the level
of the crop. Brad made a wince-turned-moan sound and closed his
eyes as his cock bounced. “Number!”

 


“Four, Mistress.”

 


“Good. I think you need to fully appreciate
the wrong you caused me. What do you think, Brad?”

 


“I agree, Mistress. I want to be good for
you.”

 


“Clasp your hands behind your back and thrust
your pelvis out while I punish your cock, Brad.”

 


He obeyed.

 


Jeneca swatted left and right; the flogger a
fist to the cock’s punching bag. After ten flogs to each side,
Jeneca paused for Brad to catch his breath. His core was braced,
and he was alternately moaning and wincing.

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


“Hold your cock up so I can flog your balls,
Brad.” He obeyed again, and Jeneca repeated the same method to his
balls. When she was done, she pushed him back.

 


“Thank you, Mistress,” he said as his back
hit the mattress.

 


She walked the flogger back to her bag. Brad
rested on his elbows and watched her. She turned to face him.
“Would you like to see what’s under this raincoat, Brad?”

 


“Yes, please, Mistress.”

 


“Do you think you deserve to see?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“And why is that?”

 


“Because I still disobeyed you and haven’t
serviced you properly, Mistress.”

 


“I see. That’s true. Would you prefer I left
the raincoat on?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“So you’d like to see even though you’re
undeserving.”

 


“Yes, please, Mistress.”

 


“Only because I want to take it
off.”

 


Jeneca slowly unbuckled the belt and spread
the coat open. The effect was like curtains welcoming the audience
to an ornate set.

 


Brad gasped.

 


“What do you think of it?” Jeneca asked as
she draped the raincoat onto the chair.

 


“Oh, Mistress, you are so beautiful. You are
very kind to me, even when I have behaved so wrongly. Please tell
me how I can make it up to you, Mistress.”

 


“I will tell you when you need to know,
Brad.”

 


“Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca retrieved handcuffs and a clasp at the
end of a rope. She walked to the bed and ordered Brad to put his
hands above his head. She then straddled him, handcuffed his
wrists, and affixed them to the edge of the mattress. “One to five
with the pain in your wrists.”

 


“Two, Mistress.”

 


“Good. You aren’t to move until I say so. Do
you understand?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca walked her pussy above his face.
“You’re going to lick me, Brad.”

 


“Yes, Mistress,” he inhaled her scent and
lifted his head.

 


Jeneca slapped his cheek. “You weren’t given
permission!”

 


“Sorry, Mistress.”

 


“Show me your tongue.” Brad opened his mouth
and stuck out his tongue. Jeneca lowered her crotch to an inch
above his tongue. “Lick me.” Brad tried in vain to make his tongue
connect with Jeneca’s thonged pussy. “I thought you wanted to lick
me.”

 


“Yes, Mistress. I’m trying, Mistress.”

 


“Try harder.” Brad strained, willing his
tongue to grow longer but he couldn’t reach the prize.

 


“Lift your head and lick me.”

 


Brad eagerly lifted his head and licked up
and down the strip of Jeneca’s thong. She was soaking. Brad could
taste her through the thin silk. He moaned and his cock jumped.

 


“Do you like it?”

 


“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

 


“Lick faster, Brad.” Brad sped up. Jeneca’s
hips bucked against Brad’s tongue. “Good boy,” she moaned.

 


“Thank you, Mistress,” Brad mumbled around
the thong.

 


“Take off my thong.” Brad looked at her,
helpless. “Be creative. I want to feel your tongue against my bare
cunt.”

 


Brad moaned. He lifted his head further and
tried to bite at the fabric. Just as he was about to make solid
contact, Jeneca raised her hips.

 


“Get it,” she coaxed.

 


Again Brad tried, and again she pulled
up.

 


He groaned.

 


“Do I have to fucking do it myself?!” Jeneca
glared down at him.

 


“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca jumped to a standing position over
Brad. He looked worriedly up at her, and she slowly peeled down her
thong then returned to her position. She wiped her wadded-up thong
over his face.

 


“Do you feel how wet I am?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” He turned his face to sniff
deeply at the thong.

 


Jeneca smacked his face. “Why was I forced to
smack you, Brad?”

 


“Because I moved my head without permission,
Mistress. I’m sorry. Thank you for punishing me.”

 


“You are correct. Try to behave.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She set the thong next to Brad and lowered
herself onto his mouth. “Open your mouth and stick out your tongue
but don’t move,” she ordered.

 


He obeyed as she lowered the bottom of her
slit to the tip of his tongue and slid over it, reveling in the
feeling.

 


“Lick my clit slowly,” Jeneca commanded, and
her senses tingled from the joy of control as he carried out her
command. She felt the softness glide against her clit.

 


Her ass tensed.

 


“Faster,” she demanded.

 


Brad licked faster and applied more
pressure.

 


“Yes! Good boy!” she cried; allowing herself
a brief respite to enjoy Brad’s ministrations.

 


She looked down at him, and the sight of her
cunt covering his mouth as his jaws moved rapidly greeted her.

 


“Suck it,” she demanded, growing more
imperious by the second

 


There was no prevarication from him, and the
instant he sucked, Jeneca grabbed the back of his head and pulled
him into her.

 


“Yes! Just like that! Suck my clit,
Brad!”

 


Encouraged by her desire, Brad sucked harder.
Jeneca bucked her hips against his face. Her inner thighs gripped
his cheeks. He loved being made to eat the gorgeous domme, and his
submissive, thirty-something soul was thrilled as her body tensed
before exploding down and over his chin.

 


Brad tried to lap it all up, but Jeneca
shoved his forehead into the mattress and stood up. Her clit was
too sensitive, and she wanted to make sure Brad could breathe. She
was reassured when, panting and smiling, he looked at her.

 


She glanced at the clock. Seven-thirty-seven.
Good lord, time was going fast! She wouldn’t get to all of her
planned activities.

 


As Brad licked Jeneca’s juice from his mouth,
his cock screamed for attention.

 


Jeneca returned her attention to Brad. “Where
is the condom?”

 


“In the drawer,” he turned his head to the
left.

 


Jeneca leaned over him and pulled out a box.
“Optimistic, are you?”

 


“Sorry, Mistress. I didn’t want to be
under-prepared.”

 


Jeneca retrieved one and rolled it over
Brad’s throbbing cock. She couldn’t wait to feel him inside of her.
Brad would be the only other man to enter her besides Evan. Her
pussy contracted but she couldn’t show her heightened arousal.

 


She was, after all, a Mistress who had done
this many times before.

 


Back in the groove, she grabbed the wrapped
cock and positioned it just under her opening, and Brad
involuntarily tensed with anticipation, causing the cuffs to dig
into his wrists.

 


He didn’t feel it, and Jeneca didn’t notice.
She used his cock as a joystick, pleasuring her clit to another
orgasm. Brad watched in awe as she used him. He knew not to thrust,
and thought about cars to fend off his ejaculation. It was a
painful endeavor.

 


After she came, Jeneca glanced at the clock.
Seven-forty-six. Thirty minutes left, disregarding her lateness. It
was going to be close, but she had the fifteen-minute leeway.

 


“You don’t come until I do. Understood?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“I don’t care how long you’ve been teased.
You’re here for my pleasure and my orders. You don’t come until
you’re told.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“What is your pain number with regard to
coming?”

 


“I’m managing, Mistress. Thank you for your
concern.”

 


“How are your restraints?”

 


“They are good, thank you, Mistress.”

 


Brad wondered if her questions were aimed at
concern or to prolong the edge. He focused on feeling the inside of
her cunt. He could’ve been shot and he would’ve assured her that he
was fine--anything to be inside. His cock was his brain.

 


“Are you sure you’re ready, Brad?” Jeneca
slowly rubbed his tip up and down her slit. Having already
climaxed, she was free to be cavalier.

 


“Oh yes, Mistress. Please.”

 


Jeneca slapped his face. “Don’t beg.”

 


“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress.”

 


Another quick glance revealed three more
minutes had passed. Without warning, Jeneca impaled herself on
Brad’s cock.

 


He moaned loudly, “Fuuuck!”

 


Jeneca jumped off. She slapped his face and
cock while glaring down at him.

 


“I’m sorry, Mistress. You’re just so
good.”

 


She slapped him again.

 


“I’m sorry, Mistress.” His eyes pleaded with
hers.

 


She impaled him again and bounced quickly on
his cock. She also calculated the time to get off, clean up, put
things away, get clothed, and leave. Satisfied she’d meet her
requirements, she turned her attentions to the first fuck since
Evan.

 


Not only was Brad longer, but he was thicker,
and she felt him completely. She shifted to make his tip hit her
G-spot. With her hands flat on his stomach, she rocked her hips and
moaned.

 


Brad struggled to keep his exclamations from
leaving his mouth. She was amazing. Plus, he hadn’t come in three
days and was nervous about the wait. How many times had she come?
He’d lost count and couldn’t concentrate, hoping for her to get off
quickly and equally hoping the feeling would never end.

 


When she shifted and he hit her cervix, he
saw her close her eyes. He wouldn’t have to wait long, he told
himself as he tried to remember the image for future masturbation
sessions.

 


Jeneca’s entire focus was on Brad’s tip
hitting her G-spot. The sensation was overwhelming. The feeling was
akin to landing a six-figure settlement before trial, only better.
She leaned back and placed her hands on her supplicant lover’s
thighs, moving her hips in longer strokes.

 


Brad fought hard not to erupt.

 


Jeneca’s nails dug into his flesh, her body
tightened as her thighs squeezed his waist, and her pussy clenched
his cock. Her head went back. She gutturally emitted a long and low
“Unnnnngh” as her pussy spasmed.

 


Brad watched and felt her warmth spread down
his sheathed cock. He was over the edge with only a finger grasping
the ledge.

 


Jeneca sat upright and looked down at Brad to
survey his angst and whisper:

 


“What a good boy. You may come now.”

 


Almost before the sentence was completed,
Brad yanked his restraints, bent his knees and pushed his feet into
the mattress to lift his ass; coming violently as his entire body
shuddered. Jeneca felt the rapid pulses and the hot bubble.

 


It was the first time she had experienced a
condom before.

 


And she didn’t like it.

 


But safe was safe.

 


On this, there would be no compromises.

 


Jeneca waited until just before Brad’s
breathing returned to normal. Then she got up.

 


Eight-oh-three.

 


Brad watched her with hazy vision as she
collected her thong, deposited it into her bag and secured her
raincoat. He didn’t dare speak. While putting her thong away,
Jeneca had clutched her fob and discreetly put it in her
pocket.

 


With the bag on her shoulder, Jeneca walked
to the side of the bed to retrieve her toys.

 


Pushing the release button on the cuffs, she
gasped as she saw angry red marks on Brad’s wrists.

“You told me you were fine!”

 


Brad didn’t understand what the problem was,
and Jeneca recovered.

 


She put the toys in her bag and grabbed a
tube from a side compartment. She flipped the lid, squeezed a blob,
shut the lid, and returned it to the bag. Then she applied the
ointment to his injured wrists.

 


The salve provided instant relief to what
Brad just realized was pain, and he watched her face as she tended
to him. The marks were nothing in comparison to the entire
encounter. She had thought of everything, and Brad was convinced
she was a longstanding domme…and wanted to be hers forever.

 


Jeneca wiped her hands on the comforter and
looked at Brad. “You should have told me your restraints were
digging into your wrists. I’ll message you on the site. Wait ten
minutes before you leave. Do not contact me.”

 


With that, she left.

 


Jeneca was behind the wheel at
eight-twenty-three--exactly seventy-five minutes, door to door.

 


She was impressed with herself.

 


* * * *

 


Back in her nook, Jeneca reflected upon the
encounter. It was incredible fun! She was pleased with her
transition to real life. She couldn’t wait to do it again, although
her pussy was very sore. It wasn’t ever sore after sex with Evan.
Was it due to her sexual hiatus or from Brad’s size? She didn’t
care.

 


She opened her agenda, calculated times and
mentally adjusted for the next time. Then she composed a message to
Brad:

 


 


Brad:

 


You followed directions marginally
well today. You still require work. Nevertheless, I would see you
again. In the meantime, please answer the following questions to
assist the next encounter.

 


1. What did you like best/least
from today’s encounter?

 


2. What was the most difficult
thing you had to do?

 


3. What would you like to see come
out of my bag?

 


4. How are the wrists?

 


~Mistress

 


 


Jeneca was exhausted but needed dinner and a
soak in the Jacuzzi, so she logged off the site without reading her
other messages. She took her dinner to the bathroom, where she
enjoyed leftover salmon and asparagus with a glass of white wine.
With the warm jets soothing her muscles, she lit a vanilla candle
and smiled as she replayed her first encounter.




Chapter 5

 


 


Jeneca arose early the next morning. She
grabbed coffee with cinnamon and nutmeg, and logged in to the site.
Jake happily trotted after her. Jeneca absent-mindedly handed him a
bone as the screen came into focus.

 


Her in-box had thirteen messages! Jeneca
checked the time, and was happy she could read them all. She
quickly scanned for Brad’s response. He’d sent it within a
half-hour of hers:

 


 


Mistress,

 


I know you like your answers kept short. But last
night was one of the best sub experiences of my life. Please except
my sincere thanks and praise for your amazing domme skills. Also
hoping I don’t sound to over the top here I’m extremely excited by
your willingness to meet with me again. I won’t pressure you.
Please know I will happily rearrange my schedule to acommodate
yours anytime.

 


1. While I liked the entire experience, your use of
the flogger was supreme. It is my favorite punishment toy and you
wielded it so good. I honestly don’t have a negative thought about
yesterday.

 


2. The most difficult thing easily was holding
back. You were so hot and sexual and stimulated me so good it was
painful at times. But I didn’t want to displease you again
Mistress.

 


3. I have wanted to try nipple clamps in the passed
but haven’t let anyone use them on me. I think I would like you to
use them on me Mistress...should you care to.

 


4. Thank you Mistress for asking. I didn’t care
about my wrists, but I will try to be aware of my body in the
future. The stuff you put on it took care of everything thank you
for thinking to bring it.

 


Yours whenever Mistress wants – Brad

 


 


Jeneca took a sip of coffee and worried about
his clinginess. Then she chewed the inside of her lower lip and
smiled.

 


“Jake! He thinks I’ve done this before!” Jake
looked up and wagged approvingly. “Yes, he does!” she continued.
“But there’s too much in this email. I’m not going to respond
today. Make him sweat it out.” Jake wagged his agreement.


 


Jeneca sipped again and thought she’d
stumbled upon the perfect situation: She could have sex on her
terms with whomever she wanted, whenever she wanted. And she would
be forever protected, because it was just sex; no commitment, no
emotion, no chance to be lied to again.

 


She was sated mentally as well as
physically.

 


Jeneca reread Brad’s email before looking at
the others. Six were from out of state, so she summarily deleted
them. Four were from boys between the ages of eighteen and
twenty-three.

 


Eighteen? Good lord!

 


Jeneca paused briefly to look over their
attributes, but eventually deleted their messages without
responding.

 


Her terms. Her rules. She was allowed to be
rude.

 


Three messages were from men in their late
sixties: one was in decent shape; one was an inch shorter than her;
and one was in a wheelchair. Jeneca considered dominating the first
one but changed her mind. She wanted someone younger and more
virile and willing to be a good pup.

 


She trashed all three without answering.

 


One message caught her attention. One in
thirteen. He’d followed her instructions, and he had a smoking hot
body.

 


But there were drawbacks--not least amongst
them being his age of twenty-three. He was a foot taller than her,
and she’d have to host. She toyed with keeping him just in
case.

 


Ultimately, however, she deleted his message,
because she knew there would be others who fit all of her
criteria.

 


The next message in the box was the one she’d
already read from Brian. The twenty-six-year-old. She reread his
message and looked at his picture.

 


In comparison to the others, he looked like
an even better prospect.

 


She’d keep him in the back of her mind if she
ever decided to try someone so young.

 


* * * *

 


One of Dana’s boys was sick, and Jeneca
insisted she take the day off. Dana had to be forced to take time
off work. Jeneca’s work day was less hectic but busy, nonetheless.
She did more research on the Baldoni matter, and she prepped for
Friday’s meeting.

 


That afternoon she realized she should
schedule lunch with Phil after she talked with Tony and gave him a
call:

 


“Phil Newman.” His voice was taut and
edgy.

 


“Phil. Jeneca here.”

 


“Jeneca,” his voice softened, “how are
you?”

 


“I think I’m better than you, by the sound of
your voice,” she teased.

 


“Yeah. Heh-heh. I believe you’re probably
right.” He sighed, not wanting to get into it. “What can I do you
for, ma’am? Not that it’s not a pleasure just to hear your
voice.”

 


“I’d tease you some more if you didn’t sound
like such shit, Phil! I’m calling to invite you to a casual lunch
next week.”

 


“A casual lunch, eh? How casual?”

 


Over the years, their friendship had
progressed to overt flirting. Phil was happily married, and if
Jeneca had given him any indication of acceptance, he would’ve
fled. Jeneca was aware he wouldn’t go through with it, which is why
she played along.

 


“What would you say to Baldoni-type casual,
hmm?”

 


“Ah, Baldoni-casual? I’d say that that
doesn’t sound very casual at all, actually.”

 


“Okay, you caught me, Phil. Casually off the
books, so to speak.”

 


Phil laughed. With all the other oily lawyers
around, he greatly valued Jeneca’s candor and no-nonsense approach.
“What day are you looking at? You know I’ll clear my calendar for
yours.”

 


Jeneca chuckled as she thought about Brad’s
willingness to clear his schedule for her sexual whimsy, and
flipped her calendar to next week. “How about we make it a good
Monday and meet at eleven-thirty? Usual place downtown? Shouldn’t
be too busy then.”

 


“It’ll give me something to look forward to
over the weekend.” The two laughed. Then Phil added, “I’ve got a
bad feeling about this one, Jeneca.”

 


“We’ll talk Monday, Phil.”

 


Jeneca hung up and pondered Phil’s ominous
statement.

 


Tony may have used recreational drugs but it
was still a case of hospital negligence. There was no way to deny
liability. Still, she’d never heard Phil sound like that before.
Was it due to his impending retirement or was there something she
didn’t know? She decided to push it from her brain.




Chapter 6

 


 


The next day, Dana announced, “The Baldonis
are here. You want ‘em in the conference room or your office?”

 


“Bring ‘em in here. It’s a bit more casual
for this line of questioning.”

 


Moments later, Jeneca rose as her clients
entered her office. She walked to the door, shook hands, greeted
them by name, and motioned to the two seats in front of her desk.
Tony grimaced as he lowered himself to a seated position, and
Jeneca noted the distance between him and his wife. He was still
learning to maneuver the prosthetic devices.

 


As she walked to her chair, Jeneca thought
she felt Tony’s eyes on her ass as she passed, but it could’ve been
her naughty behavior vying for daylight hours. She focused on the
matter at hand.

 


“Can I get you anything to eat or drink
before we get started? Some water, coffee, soda? I hear we have a
fresh assortment of Danishes.”

 


“That sounds very good, them Danishes.
Coffee, too,” Tony said.

 


Arianna gave him a sideways glare. She meant
to do it surreptitiously, but Jeneca got the message, too.
Uncomfortable in the professional atmosphere, she turned to Jeneca
and sweetly said, “I could use some coffee, as long as this one’s
gettin’ some,” she thumbed at Tony.

 


“Of course.” Jeneca buzzed Dana with the
order. She’d previously instructed Dana not to offer refreshments
as playing hostess would make her clients feel more at ease.

 


While waiting for Dana, Jeneca made small
talk. As with most things, though, she had a plan. The
conversational tone was meant to ferret out other issues. “How’s it
going with the new legs, Tony?”

 


“Oh,” he sighed. “It’s got me for a
loop.”

 


“You look like you’re getting along
better.”

 


“It’s like I gotta learn to walk all over
again,” Tony downplayed his progress, thinking it would help his
case.

 


Arianna, not wanting Tony to appear less of a
man, quickly spoke up, “Oh no, Tony’s doing so good! He even walked
up and down the stairs yesterday all by himself!”

 


She beamed at Jeneca. Tony threw her a
sideways glance that missed its mark. Again, Jeneca caught it.

 


“I thought he looked better, Arianna,” Jeneca
agreed. Then she turned to Tony. “Well, which is it, Tony? Are you
progressing or not?”

 


He looked from one female to the other. “The
two of yous together, heh!” he deflected.

 


“Actually, Tony, I’ve told you, I need to
know about your progress--or lack thereof--because it helps me
negotiate. Anything you say to your doctor at this point is going
to be revealed to them, so I have to know everything. Before them.
Nothing will change the facts of your case much at this point; I
just need to know the truth, Tony.” Jeneca pointedly stared at
him.

 


Tony knew her track record; she was good.
Still, he wasn’t keen on lawyers--no matter how beautiful and
fuckable they looked.

 


Arianna elbowed him in the gut. “See? I told
ya y’gotta tell her everything, Tone.”

 


“Yeah, okay.” He shoved her elbow back into
her lap.

 


Both of their gestures carried an undertone
of hostility, and Jeneca got a sense that the two hadn’t been
intimate in a long while. That fact was actually good for the case,
as she had claimed a loss of consortium count. It meant that Mercy
Hospital’s negligence had caused problems for their marriage.

 


Arianna had a right to Tony’s intimacy since
they were married, but he hadn’t been able to perform because of
learning to walk, the constant pain, and insecurity about not being
a whole man. Jeneca had discussed it with them several months ago.
They’d told her there had been no intimacy since the accident. She
sympathized but told them not to hold off for the sake of the
case.

 


Tony continued. “I still got the pain like a
motherfu--”

 


“I told you about that language in
here!” Arianna gut-punched him again.

 


“Sorry,” Tony said to Jeneca. “The pain’s
still got me outta things. I gotta practice walkin’ every day. I’m
makin’ progress, but it feels real slow to me, and I get frustrated
at everythin’.”

 


Jeneca saw Arianna’s confirmation. “I’m sorry
to hear it, Tony. Keep listening to your doctors and keep
practicing. I’m confident you’ll be walking smoothly in no
time.”

 


Tony thanked her, maintaining direct eye
contact. He let his eyes shift to her chest, where he hesitated
very briefly before lowering them. Jeneca was unsure whether it was
a leer or her imagination.

 


Dana came in with the refreshments. She set a
tray on the end of Jeneca’s desk, closest to the clients. As she
bent, Tony moved his eyes over her backside and down her legs. The
view was obscured head-on, but Jeneca saw it reflected in her glass
bookcase.

 


He was definitely leering!

 


As her clients ate, Jeneca pulled the medical
reports. “We have a bit of a problem, which is the reason I called
you both in today,” Jeneca began.

 


The couple looked up.

 


“The lab reports came back with high levels
of creatinine, which indicates drug use; or at least drugs in the
body.” Jeneca had learned it was best to be straightforward.

 


After an uncomfortable silence, Tony was
elbowed. He glared at Arianna, who shrugged back at him and
motioned with her hands, indicating he should tell Jeneca. Tony
turned to Jeneca and cleared his throat. He put the Danish on the
plate and spun the coffee cup so the handle faced the opposite
direction.

 


Then, speaking to the cup, he said:

 


“Yeah, well, um, I, uh, didn’t know if we’s
could trust you back then. You know, with illegal kinda activities
and whatnot.” Tony stole a peek at Jeneca but kept his face
down.

 


“Have I earned your trust yet, Tony?”

 


She was one tough broad. “I, uh--I’m sorry, I
don’t mean it like that, y’know.”

 


“I’ve explained the attorney/client privilege
to you. I’ve explained the importance of my knowing absolutely
everything before I negotiate with the other side.” She paused for
a response.

 


“Yeah. I get them things.”

 


“It would be like one of your construction
workers not following your specifications on a job site and not
telling you until after the building collapsed.” Tony looked at
Jeneca. “You could’ve fixed the problem had you known ahead of
time, right?”

 


“Yeah, prob’ly.”

 


“So when you don’t tell me things--or you
tell me untruths--I have a lot bigger mess to fix than if I knew at
the outset. Do you understand that?”

 


“Yeah. Are you sayin’ this thing is the same
as a buildin’ collapsin’?” Arianna looked nervous.

 


Jeneca sighed. “Before I answer that
question, I need to know all the details, Tony.”

 


He nodded. He explained how he smoked
marijuana and occasionally did some blow. He didn’t think it would
show up in his system, as it had been a while since the last
use.

 


“Is there anything else that you’ve either
not fully disclosed or haven’t told me because it’s illegal or you
felt wasn’t pertinent to the case?”

 


“Nah.” Jeneca stared at him. “There’s nothin’
else, I swear.”

 


Jeneca sighed again. “Okay. Good news is I
received the information from, let’s say, ‘a worker’s buddy’, so
the building can still be fixed. But I warn you--both of you--not
telling me something in the future could be irreversibly
detrimental.”

 


Jeneca finished the meeting by discussing the
game plan for disarming Mercy’s experts, should the need arise. She
gave a blanket warning to cease drug use, and she reiterated her
plea for firsthand knowledge. Jeneca also requested they keep a log
of Tony’s progress, which they should email weekly to Dana.

 


The Baldonis agreed.

 


* * * *

 


Dana shut the door behind her and took the
seat Tony had vacated. “Well? How’d it go?”

 


“Ugh, why do I even bother with the intake
form and consultation if they’re gonna lie to me?!”

 


“He admitted it?”

 


“What choice did he have? He knew he did it,
and I had the tests to prove it!” Dana nodded.

 


Jeneca recapped the meeting.

 


“Hopefully they’ll listen from now on. When’s
their first progress report due?”

 


“Next Friday. Please let me know if they
follow through.”

 


“Of course. I saw you scheduled lunch with
Phil on Monday.”

 


“Yeah.” Jeneca then relayed Phil’s ominous
parting.

 


“That doesn’t sound like him.”

 


“I know. I’m hoping it’s nothing.”

 


“Me, too.”

 


“Somehow I don’t think so.”

 


“I don’t, either.”

 


Jeneca’s cell phone rang, and Dana went back
to her own desk.

 


* * * *

 


“David! Hi!”

 


“Hey, Jeneca. It’s been a while so I thought
I’d check up on you.”

 


David Lowery was Jeneca’s older brother by
two years. He was five-eleven and shared the same black hair and
high cheekbones as his sister. His eyes, however, were a speckless
black. The two were inseparable as kids. As adults, they had
remained close but had let time lapse between visits.

 


Since the divorce, he’d resumed the position
of her best friend.

 


“Hey. It’s so good to hear from you.”

 


“Yeah? Cuz phones also dial out.”

 


“I know, I know. I’m the one who let this
lapse. I’m sorry.”

 


“What gives, Dude?” He knew she hated his pet
name.

 


“Ick! I’ve been researching this case and got
caught up in it.”

 


“Problems?”

 


“I don’t really think so, but stuff has come
up that I wasn’t expecting.”

 


“You’ll figure it out.”

 


Jeneca briefly told David the facts of the
case and the problem. He listened and supported her.

 


“Thanks, Davey.” He hated being called Davey.
In fact, Jeneca was the only one allowed to do it; not even his
wife got away with it. “When can you do lunch so we can really
catch up?”

 


“You wanna come to the house?”

 


“I’d rather take you out somewhere
gourmet.”

 


Jeneca didn’t like David’s wife Betsy. The
two women were socially pleasant but both preferred to be anywhere
else. Jeneca was happy David was with someone who made him happy.
It had been palatable to get together as couples but, with Evan
gone, Jeneca made excuses to keep David to herself.

 


“Sounds yummy. Whaddya have in mind?”

 


David was vaguely aware of the superficial
relationship. Neither woman discussed it with him. Since the
divorce, though, Betsy had complained about the time David spent
with Jeneca.

 


“How about Delle Amiche, Sunday at one?”

 


“Ooh, fancy, Dude. I’m pretty sure it’ll be
okay, but let me clear it with Betsy first.”

 


“Sure. Let me know.”

 


“I will.”

 


“Um, David?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“How’s your sex life?”

 


“What??”

 


“Not if you’re getting it but more
like what kind are you getting?”

 


“Are you serious?”

 


“Um, kinda, yeah.”

 


“What’s going on?”

 


“Why does something have to be going on, we
talk about everything, Davey.”

 


“Yeah, but never this. What are you
after--and don’t play me. I know you, Jeneca.”

 


Jeneca sighed. “Have you ever had or been
into dominance and submission?”

 


“Like slave shit?”

 


“Yeah, or maybe something a step below
that.”

 


“A little back in college. Nothing
heavy-heavy, like ordering people around or whips and chains and
whatever. Why, is someone trying to force you into it? Hold up! Are
you seeing someone, Dude?”

 


“You have done it before?”

 


“Yes, Counselor. Now answer my
question.”

 


“Sorry. No, no one is forcing me to do
anything. Quite the contrary, actually.”

 


“Oh?”

 


“I like being in charge.”

 


“Yeah, I can see that.”

 


That was so David. No admonishment about the
deviance of his sister’s admission; just straight to
acceptance.

 


“Sounds like you are seeing someone,
though.”

 


“Well, not just one. Many.”

 


“Many? Like how many? And who are they?” And
*poof*, he went into protective brother mode.

 


Jeneca briefly explained her recent foray
into the naughty side of sex. David was both intrigued and
concerned. “You’re meeting strange men by yourself for sex? You
can’t do that, Jeneca.”

 


“Why not?!”

 


“Because you could get hurt…or worse.”

 


“So I’m just supposed to be a sexless
divorcée from now on?”

 


“Jeneca. I’m not saying you can’t have sex.
I’m not even saying you shouldn’t continue what you’re doing. Just
be smart about it.”

 


“I am. I screen their emails. I’ve got
their pictures and stats, and everything.”

 


“Jeneca, anyone can put up fake pictures and
write words. How ‘bout this: Send me the info on these guys before
you meet and then call me after so I know you’re still alive. Can
you do that for me? Please?”

 


“I’m not going to report to you every time I
have sex, David! That’s ridiculous. I’m forty-five years old!”

 


“True, but you’re also a hot female. Funny
how the news isn’t filled with dark stories of women butchering men
they’ve just met online, hmm?”

 


“I concede your point,” she sighed.

 


“And you’ll notify me?”

 


“That just seems so adolescent. But I’ll
compromise. I’ll type an email with all the info you may need if
something goes awry, but I’ll postdate it so you’ll only
receive it if you need it. That way, I’ll still be safe, and you
won’t know my every move.”

 


“I can live with that. But we’re gonna talk
more on Sunday, ‘cause my client just got here.”

 


“Okay. Love ya!”

 


“You, too, Dude!”




Chapter 7

 


 


Jeneca finished her work early and headed
home, wanting another encounter with Brad. After taking care of
Jake, she ate in her nook, then opened her laptop and composed in
Notepad:

 


 


Tonight, 7:30, same place. Message
me with the odd-numbered room so I know you received
this.

 


~Mistress

 


 


Reading it over, Jeneca was satisfied, and
she logged in to the site and sent it. She saw eight more messages
but ignored them and logged off. If Brad was true to his word,
she’d hear back in less than ten minutes, and she didn’t want to be
online.

 


She finished eating, sorted her personal
email and scanned the news. Jake came in when he was done eating,
and she set down her plate for him to clean. She absently patted
him. Then she remembered her conversation with David, and she began
an email with the facts she knew about Brad.

 


Twelve minutes later, she logged back in and
found a response from Brad. It said: “Room 211” and Jeneca’s face
spread into a wicked grin. She logged out and returned to David’s
email. She entered the room number, hotel and time, then set it to
send at eleven. Then she ran upstairs to shower, plan, dress, and
pack.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca entered the motel room at
seven-thirty-two. Brad was waiting on the edge of the bed.

 


“What a good boy you are, Brad, sitting in
the same spot without any direction from me. That pleases me
greatly.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress, for the praise and for
meeting me again.”

 


Jeneca placed her bag on the floor and
removed her raincoat. She was in the same boots; however, she wore
a white lace bra and panty set, and her hair was in the same high
ponytail. Jeneca bent at the hips and dug into her bag.

 


Brad had a nice view of her legs and ass.
He’d been aroused since receiving Jeneca’s message, and his cock
was flying high.

 


Jeneca slowly turned around. With a flogger
in one hand and nipple clamps in the other, she walked to Brad,
placed her feet outside of his legs, and bent like she was going to
kiss him. He arched his neck and parted his lips, only to be
thwarted when Jeneca placed her toys on either side of his waist.
Then she retrieved the ice bucket.

 


“Strip to your boxers, Brad.” Brad
immediately removed his clothes. “Good boy,” Jeneca said while
slapping his left nipple.

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


“I need ice. Go down the hall and fill this
halfway.” He looked at her hesitatingly, and she slapped his left
nipple with force. “Now,” she demanded.

 


Brad took the bucket and left the room.
Jeneca locked the door behind him. Brad fetched the ice and passed
a couple on his way back. When he knocked on the door, Jeneca
purposefully made him wait. Neither being seen in his underwear nor
being locked out deflated his cock.

 


After a few minutes, she opened the door.
“Good boy. Follow this set of instructions in order, and I’ll give
you a reward. Do you understand?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Remove your boxers. Put the bucket in the
middle of the bed. Place a condom on the night stand. Sit upright
against the headboard. Stroke your cock.”

 


Brad juggled the bucket to get his boxers off
before setting the bucket in the middle of the bed. Next, he
retrieved a condom from his jeans pocket and set it on the night
stand. He hesitated, trying to remember. Then, he took a seat on
the bed and stroked himself.

 


When he finished, she purred, “What a good
boy I have! You take orders very well.”

 


Brad’s cock throbbed in his hand. “Thank you,
Mistress. I seek to please you.”

 


Jeneca climbed onto the bed. “Let go of your
cock.” Brad painfully let go, and his cock bounced. “We’re going to
see how much pain you can handle today. If you’re a good boy, you
will get fucked. How does that sound, Brad?”

 


“Heavenly, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca straddled Brad’s lap. She grabbed an
ice cube and rubbed it in circles around Brad’s left nipple. He
sucked in air but said nothing as his nipple puckered under the
coldness.


 


“Hold this,” Jeneca said, placing the cube in
Brad’s mouth, “and don’t drop it.”

 


Brad nodded.

 


Jeneca picked up a nipple clamp, squeezed
Brad’s nipple and surrounding skin, and affixed it. Brad groaned.
Jeneca took the ice cube and repeated the process with the right
nipple. When both were clamped, she tossed the cube into the
bucket. “How does that feel, Brad?”

 


“Amazing, thank you, Mistress.”

 


“You should thank me. I’m a good
mistress to you. Because I am going to exceed your request, Brad.”
She reached for the flogger. “I know how much you love this toy,
right?”

 


“Oh yes, Mistress.”

 


“Here’s where the pain comes in, Brad. I’m
going to use both of your requests together. You’re going to tell
me, after each hit, what pain level it is. Understood?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” It was more than he could’ve
hoped for. Precum was oozing.

 


Jeneca backhanded the flogger against his
left, clamped nipple. “Two, Mistress.”

 


“What level would you like to go to,
Brad?”

 


“I--I’d like to try a five, Mistress.”

 


“Mmm. Good boy.” She backhanded again,
harder.

 


“F-four, Mistress.”

 


“Ready?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” Another backhand, slightly
harder. Brad’s hands involuntarily flew up at the contact. “Oh,
fuck yes, five, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

 


The pain was incredible. The sting spread
throughout his body and made his cock pulse harder. He could feel
precum leaking out.

 


“Clasp your hands behind your back and keep
them there!”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” She smacked the right nipple
with the same force. Brad’s torso lurched forward, and he shut his
eyes. “Five,” he moaned.

 


Jeneca paused, and Brad looked at her.

 


“I’m going to speed things up. You shout out
numbers as best you can. Understood?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Brad braced himself. Jeneca alternated her
swings between each nipple, starting softly and then building the
intensity and speed. Brad’s body was on fire and aching to be
fucked. He desperately tried to spit out numbers, but he couldn’t
keep up with the attack. After ten hits to each side, Jeneca took a
break. Brad’s chest heaved, his nipples were numb, and his cock was
throbbing.

 


“Had enough, Brad?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“Good answer,” Jeneca smiled at him before
assaulting him again without warning.

 


Brad braced his core and focused on calling
out numbers. After twenty to each side, Jeneca stopped. Brad’s body
slumped.

 


Jeneca shifted to his left side and looked at
his shiny cockhead.

 


“Look at what you’ve done.”

 


“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

 


“Wipe that up with both hands and rub it
around your nipples.” Jeneca watched with glee as Brad carried out
her order. “Good boy. Now pick up that condom and put it on.”
Again, she watched him obey. “Lie back. I want to fuck you.”

 


Brad slunk down, and his cock pulsated with
anticipation. With every movement, pain surged through his nipples
and coursed throughout his body. It was a constant tease.

 


Jeneca straddled him, pulled her panties to
the side, and slowly impaled herself on his cock. Brad groaned and
fought to keep his hips against the mattress.

 


“Remember, you cannot come without
permission, Brad.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“And tonight, you cannot come until I remove
your clamps. Understood?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Tonight you are my fuck toy. I’m going to
use you. I’m going to torment those nipples. And if you’re good
throughout everything, I’ll let you come.”

 


Jeneca was bouncing on his cock. He could
barely understand what she was saying through the sensations.

 


He fought to keep his eyes open so he could
watch her, record it and replay it while he jacked off later.

 


She was just so fucking hot!

 


Jeneca leaned forward and backward as she
bounced, angling his cock into her pussy. His cock felt good, and
so did her power. As she rode him, she flicked his clamps. With
each flick, she felt his cock respond. She was his puppet
master.

 


The flicking quickly sent Brad into a frenzy,
and her fast-paced fucking threatened to send him over the
edge.

 


“Miss--Mistress, I--please--”

 


Jeneca slapped his cheek. “Don’t stammer!
Speak!”

 


“I… I’m gonna come, Mistress!”

 


“NO, you’re not, Brad. You’re
not going to come!” Jeneca leapt off Brad’s dick and stood
above him. The sudden loss of her warm, wet pussy made his cock
throb in anger but not as desperately. One problem abated. “Do you
understand me, Brad?”

 


“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca resumed bouncing on his cock and
flicking his nipples. Brad quickly climbed back up the ecstasy
ladder. This time, though, Jeneca was with him. Seeing her face
contort and feeling her body tense gave Brad the power to prevent
him from coming.

 


Jeneca arched her back, grabbed Brad’s thighs
and dug in her nails. Her bouncing turned into slow grinding, and
she let out a deep groan as she came. Brad held his breath as she
rode out her orgasm.

 


When she settled, she placed her hands on his
stomach. “I’m going to ride you hard. You’re going to tell me when
you need to come. Then, I will count down from three. After I yank
your clamps off, you are free to come. Do you understand?”

 


Brad gulped. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca started to bounce. She leaned against
her hands and thrust her ass high into the air and slammed it
against his pubic bone. Brad thrust back from under her.
“I’m--oh!--almost--”

 


“Tell me when!”

 


“Now! Please!”

 


“Three. Two. One.” Jeneca counted down,
stopped bouncing, ground against him, and yanked off the clamps.
Brad exploded as a surge of pain rippled through his body, shooting
a copious amount of cum into the condom.

 


“OHMYFUCKINGGOD!!” Brad yelled.

 


Aftershocks hit as he came down. He was
panting heavily and sweating profusely. Jeneca sat next to him and
reached for the ice bucket. She took a cube in each hand and rubbed
them against Brad’s sore, red nipples. The coldness put out the
fire across his body and slowed his blood flow.

 


“Fuck-fuck-fuck,” Brad exclaimed. “Thank you,
Mistress.”

 


Jeneca didn’t say anything but collected her
things and left the room.

 


It took Brad fifteen minutes to settle down
before he left.




Chapter 8

 


 


Jeneca was greeted by Jake at eight minutes
after nine. She quickly changed, took care of her toys, and went
for a run. She left the iPod at home, opting for her thoughts. She
wanted to process her new domme experience.

 


She congratulated herself on better time
management and thought about what questions she’d ask Brad. There
had been a glint in his eye that Jeneca didn’t like. There was a
similar vein in his lengthy email, too. She was worried that he was
getting clingy. To combat that, she decided to begin communications
with other subs. She hoped the messages in her in-box would be
promising.

 


Eager to move forward, Jeneca stopped at her
nook before showering. She grabbed water and coffee, settled into
her chair and logged in to the site. She had over twenty messages!
She scanned them and was disappointed to see one from Brad. She’d
been clear: no contact!

 


She decided to deal with that problem
first:

 


 


Mistress, please forgive me this outofbounds
communication but what you did to me tonight is by far the best sex
I ever experienced. Thank you doesn’t seem good enough. But thank
you. The image of you dominating me is forever etched in my brain
and I will use that image over and over and over again to jack off.
Again many thanks.

 


Awesome!

 


Your submissive Brad

 


 


Good lord! Jeneca shook her head as
she reread the message but couldn’t help feeling proud of her
newly-acquired sexual skills.

 


He liked it; he really liked it, she marveled
before chiding herself:

 


Okay, Sally, you’re not winning the Oscar
here.

 



Jeneca decided not to send questions to Brad,
sensing that he’d have nothing constructive to say after his
gushing message. Instead, she turned to the rest of her in-box.

 


There were four out of the twenty remaining
messages that were worthy of a response. Three of which were quick
and easy. In fact, she used the same first message she’d sent to
Brad.

 


The fourth, however, required more attention
because Jeneca was highly intrigued and more than a little unsure
how to proceed.

 


 


Mistress,

 


I came across your profile a couple of days ago,
and it has resonated with me. While I have been nothing but
dominant--and my profile will scream dominant to you--I have been
toying with more submissive cravings recently.

 


Given your beautiful prose, I assume you are
well-educated and, like myself, quite fed up with the typical
riff-raff that troll these sites.

 


It makes me wonder if I somehow stand out to you as
well, and whether you would consider meeting someone with zero sub
experience?

 


As an experienced dom, I find both sides of the
spectrum share many qualities. I therefore offer you a willingness
to please, a passion to learn, and an overactive sex drive. I can’t
promise I will do everything to your liking, but I know how to
handle constructive criticism (in whatever form it may come).
Moreover, I possess the ability to learn from my mistakes.

 


I’ve doubled-checked your requirements, and I’m
confident I meet them. My profile contains pictures and more about
me. If it hasn’t been clear thus far, what I hope to get from you
is the best lesson in how to be submissive and service you,
Mistress.

 


I look forward to hearing from you. I hope your
weekend will be as scintillating as mine will be...as I dominate a
plaything while thinking of you wielding your pictured toys over my
naked body.

 


Sincerely and hopefully,

 


A dominant-yet-willing submissive admirer

 


 


Jeneca reread the message before clicking on
his profile. Despite her evening’s encounter and run, her pussy
responded to his intelligence. She struggled to keep her heart rate
and expectations down; which was something of a lost cause when his
profile shimmered into focus and she was greeted by his torso.

 


He was ripped and had the perfect amount of
greyish-brown hair.

 


The next picture was a dick shot next to a
quarter.

 


Good lord!

 


Angles could be manipulated, but it looked
large and thick, and very, very suckable.

 


The next picture was the backside of a female
on all fours. A man’s hands lay flat on either butt cheek. Under
one was a single, red rose and under the other was a short whip.
Presumably, they belonged to the writer. There were other similar
pictures.

 


None contained his face.

 


She glanced at his stats.

 



He was six-foot-three, fifty-one, green/blue
eyes, single but non-monogamous, salt-and-pepper hair, and, of
course, he was dominant. The pictures screamed dominance.

 


And then she read his profile:

 


 


Do you enjoy vanilla sex but crave something more?
Or have you already gone beyond vanilla and can’t go back? Whether
you’re an experienced sub or wish to learn, I can assist. I know
how to please a woman. Completely. Thoroughly. And on my
terms.

 


I am a gentleman. I will not do anything without
your consent--and at times, you will beg. I will not do anything to
harm you, unless it is pain you seek. I will bring you to the brink
and pull you back until I deem it time for you to go over.

 


And I will do it repeatedly.

 


I am smart enough to realize there are many
misrepresentations on this site; therefore, I have developed a
protocol to make us both feel more comfortable.

 


We will first meet in public. Let me take you to
lunch or dinner. We will meet and evaluate each other in a
pressure-free setting, where we are both free to leave. I stress
“both”. For while I know men are scumbags, you ladies are sometimes
not the most forthright of creatures, either.

 


Please make no mistake about what this is. I do not
seek a permanent slave or submissive. I do not seek anything
long-term nor can I promise for how long we will see each other. I
do not want a relationship. This is important and bears repeating:
I do not want a relationship. So no matter how good of a sub you
are, you won’t change me.

 


If you’d like to get to know me better, please send
me a note. Tell me what you like. Tell me what you’d like to get
out of an encounter with me. I do not initiate any communication,
so if you want my attention, you’ll have to ask for it. My
attention is only drawn to profiles with pictures. If yours does
not have one posted, be sure to attach one in your message.

 


I will respond to all messages. My response may not
be what you want to hear, but I will always be respectful and
honest. I expect you will be as well.



I look forward to hearing from you.

 


 


Holy fuck! Was the guy for real? Was it just
her imagination or did he sound like the exact counterpart to
herself?! She lifted her hands to the keyboard and noticed they
were shaking.

 


Good lord!

 


She shook them into Jake’s fur as he happily
wagged. “This is ridiculous, Jake.”

 


He wagged some more.

 


“He’s fifty-one. That sounds extremely old,
doesn’t it?” Jake wisely kept his head down and his thoughts to
himself.

 


“I didn’t have a problem with age before. But
I like being with Brad, and he’s younger. I’m going to try
out Brian and others, too. They’re all young, Jake. Plus,
he’s six-foot-three. That’s nine inches taller than
me!”

 


She brought her hands back to the keyboard,
and Jake placed his head back on the floor.

 


Jeneca didn’t like the feelings swirling
inside. It was a fuck site. A way to get sex while maintaining
anonymity and definitely not get involved. She laughed
derisively to get rid of the feelings.

 


“A couple of well-written messages?
Seriously? Anyone can do that, Jake!”

 


She ignored the inner voice which said,
but they haven’t.

 


As a way of rebuking the dom, Jeneca
responded to the twenty-six-year-old. He’d asked for an age
consideration even though he’d never roleplayed before. With the
dom still in her head, Jeneca wrote:

 


 


Brian:

 


Thank you for following my
instructions. I’ve come to believe age is but a number. What’s more
important are the looks and willingness of the sub, not so much the
experience.

 


I propose some light play tomorrow
to see how you handle yourself...and me. Should you wish to
proceed, respond with only “Yes, Mistress” and I will provide you
with instructions. Reply with something more, and your message will
be deleted.

 


~Mistress

 


 


Jeneca reread her email before hitting send.
She glanced at the dom’s email resting in her in-box, and her pussy
involuntarily twitched again. Determined to follow her rules, she
logged out without responding. He was a paying member and would
therefore be able to see that she viewed his profile and read his
message.

 


That’s all he gets now; if he gets anything
more, ever.

 


Jeneca took a long, hot shower and tried to
empty her thoughts. It didn’t work. Her mind circled around the
dom. What was so intriguing? The ego boost? But he was a skilled
dom and would scrutinize her every move. He’d know that she didn’t
know what she was doing.

 


She forced her mind to concoct a game plan
for Brian--or whomever she found to play with the next night. Had
she not been close to panic, Jeneca would’ve realized that her age
requirement dismissal for Brian was her acceptance of the dom’s
age. Instead, she concentrated on packing a light bag for
instructional fun, and she forced herself to stay away from the
site.

 


Despite her active day, she crawled into bed
and lay wide awake and sexually charged. She thought watching porn
would make her sleepy. The evening’s genre was women being
dominated by men. Freud was unnecessary. She took out her Hitachi
Wand and brought herself to multiple orgasms.

 


Her dreams centered on the same stimulus.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca awoke at six in an antsy state. Her
first thought was of the dom. Pissed at her mind’s betrayal, she
concentrated on Brian. But it was too early to check her messages.
Instead, she downed a protein shake and took Jake on a five-mile
run. She was home before seven, which was still too early to check
messages or go to a Judo class, so she did a strength circuit at
the gym. Afterwards, in an attempt to further quash her
restlessness, she accompanied some acquaintances to the juice
bar.

 


At eleven, Jeneca was in her nook and freshly
showered. As the site came into focus, her eyes were drawn to the
spiraling number over her in-box. It stopped on eight. After
quickly scanning the senders’ names, Jeneca realized it wasn’t
Brian’s she was hoping to find but the dom’s.

 


Banishing the thought, she rescanned and
deleted anyone outside her area. That left a message from Brian and
a new one. The new one sounded promising, though he was only
twenty-five. She glanced through his photos and read his profile
before she returned to Brian’s.

 


It was short:

 


 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


 


Jeneca grinned.

 


She settled in to write her list of
instructions, similar to the one she had sent Brad. This time,
though, she sped up the preliminaries by explaining her safewords
and five-point pain scale, and ordered a seven o’clock play. While
she was happy with her message by noon, she didn’t send it until
one-thirty.

 


She heard David’s voice in her head.

 


“Good lord!”

 


She had forgotten to delete the postdated
message from the night before. Maybe the postdating hadn’t worked
because he hadn’t emailed her back. She could only hope.

 


Pulling up the previous email, she changed
the info from Brad to Brian, and set it to send at ten.

 


Then she snuggled on the couch with the
Baldoni file and a light lunch. The morning’s edginess coupled with
the double workout caused her to nap after lunch. Jeneca awoke at
five-thirty with the file on her stomach and Jake on the floor.

 


She got ready and went to the motel.

 


* * * *

 


At three minutes after seven, Jeneca walked
into the motel room and found Brian on the edge of the bed.

 


“Strip,” she commanded as Brian rose. He was
five-feet-ten, blond, blue eyed, tan, and completely hairless. His
muscles flexed as he stripped, and his cock was average but wide
awake.

 


When naked, Jeneca had him turn for
inspection.

 


“Sit.”

 


When he obeyed, she removed her raincoat and
revealed the same outfit she had first worn with Brad.

 


And was rewarded with an identical
response.

 


Brian sucked in air, his cock throbbed, and
his breathing became heavier.

 


When she retrieved her crop and paddle, she
could hear his breath as he vacuumed it into his mouth.

 


Jeneca walked up to him and stood with her
legs on the outside of his. “You’ve read my instruction email,
Brian?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Yes what, Brian?”

 


“Y-yes, Mistress. Sorry.”

 


“Sorry what?”

 


“Sorry, Mistress. Sorry. Mistress.” Brian was
flustered, and his face turned a deep red.

 


Jeneca placed the paddle under his chin and
forced it upward. “Would you like to stop?”

 


“No, Mistress!”

 


“Good boy. There’s nothing to be afraid of,
Brian.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Tell me what the safewords are.”

 


“Red to stop, yellow to slow, Mistress.”

 


“Very good boy.” Jeneca caressed his face
with the paddle, and Brian’s cock pulsed. “Do you remember the
five-point pain scale?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“What’s the most important caveat,
Brian?”

 


Brian had to force some blood to his upper
head to search for the answer. He couldn’t think of it.

 


Jeneca saw his confusion. “What are you not
to expect with this arrangement?”

 


“Oh! This isn’t long-term, Mistress.”

 


“Good boy,” Jeneca purred. She caressed the
crop against his cock. It throbbed wildly. “And what happens if you
try to cross that line, Brian?”

 



“You will warn me once and then never see me
again.”

 


“Yes. Do you want to see me again?”

 


“Oh yes, Mistress!”

 


“Are you ready to begin, Brian?”

 


“Yes, ma’am--Mistress.”

 


Jeneca administered a shortened pain test.
She liked the effects of the paddle. It was more powerful than the
crop or flogger.

 


As much as Brad could handle the pain, Brian
handled more. Where Brad had seemed apprehensive, Brian was quite
eager. When the levels reached a solid four, Brian flinched but
didn’t back down. He also didn’t hesitate before giving his
answers.

 


Even though Brian said he wanted to go to
level five, Jeneca thought it best to go slowly in the initial
meet. She did, however, proceed further than she’d originally
intended. “Nipples sensitive?”

 


“I--I don’t know, Mistress.”

 


“I’d like to find out, okay?”

 


“Y-Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Place your hands behind you and present your
chest to me.” Brian complied. “Do not move from this position.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca circled her fingers around Brian’s
nipples. He watched her, and his cock throbbed--he wasn’t sure
whether it was from the touch or the sight; nor did he care. Jeneca
increased the pressure on his nips. When he still didn’t react, she
twisted them slowly. He looked up at her.

 


“Pain number?”

 


“Two? Three? I’m not sure, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca slapped them and Brian smiled. She
then took her crop to them at a level four and watched his cock
pulse once and hold the position. Next, she traded the crop for the
paddle and raised it to his eye level.

 


He stared at it evenly and waited.

 


But not for long as she smacked his nipples
at a level four.

 


His stomach contracted and he blew out air
but otherwise remained rigid.

 


“Tell me about your nipples now, Brian.”

 


“They like pain, Mistress. They like what
you’re doing to them.”

 


“Good boy,” she said, circling the paddle
over his nips soothingly before bending down and flicking her
tongue over them.

 


She sucked one in hard before baring her
teeth teasingly and slowly sinking them into one nipple and then
the other.

 


“Ohhh, fuuuuck,” Brian blurted, then quickly
added, “Mistress,” before she could reprimand him. He’d only read
about these kinds of sex games. And he’d only been with girls his
age or younger. None of them had teased him, and all had expected
him to set the pace.

 


The encounter had already surpassed any
experience he’d had, and blood surged into his cock and crashed
against its head so forcefully that he didn’t know how much longer
he could last.

 


He needed to fuck.

 


And fast.

 


Jeneca checked the time. Seven-thirty-two.
She had plans for the boy, but she didn’t know how much longer he
could hold on. Suddenly, she grasped the paddle and smacked his
cock right and left. The shock and sting removed the desperation.
Brian heaved forward and let out a groan.

 


“I’m not done with you yet, boy.
You’re going to control that thing or we won’t be able to
continue.”

 


“Yes, Mistress,” Brian whispered.

 


“Get up.” Brian rose. Jeneca sat in his
place. “On your knees, boy.”

 


Brian sank to the floor.

 


“Do you know how to eat pussy, Brian?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“We’ll see about that. Lick me; show me what
you’ve got.”

 


Brian turned his attention to Jeneca’s bald
and glistening pussy, held his tongue out and moved his head
rapidly up and down, using its length the way he’d use a paintbrush
as Jeneca propped herself on her elbows and watched.

 


He altered neither pace nor movement.

 


“Stop.”

 


He looked up at her, bemused.

 


“Just stop.”

 


He moved back.

 


“Keep your head still and move your tongue
instead.”

 


Brian did so.

 


“Good. Now make your tongue less rigid. Let
it flow. Like you’re licking ice cream.”

 


Brian altered his licking accordingly and
felt her hips sway under him.

 


“That’s it. Much better,” she purred. “You
can move your head sometimes, too,” she instructed.


 


Brian did just that.

 


“Now change your pace. Move your tongue
slowly for a bit, then speed it up.”

 


As he obeyed and then sped up, he felt
Jeneca’s fingers in his hair, gripping and pulling him closer.

 


“Yesss, that’s it, good boy!”

 


Her hips moved faster.

 


“Do you know where the clit is?”

 


Brian nodded.

 


“Find it and suck it,” she commanded, eyes
haughtily boring into his as his lips clamped down on her clit
before sucking it into his eager and moist mouth.

 


She squeezed his face with her thighs, and
she tightened her grip in his hair as she moaned, “That’s it. Keep
going. Yes, just like that.”

 


Her hips ground against his face.

 


“Stick two fingers in me but don’t you dare
stop sucking!”

 


As his fingers penetrated her, Jeneca’s back
arched and she tensed around him as she exploded down his face,
holding him in place. Then she pushed him back. “Now you
know how to eat pussy, Brian.”

 


“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

 


None of the girls he’d eaten before had
complained, and many had exploded on his tongue while he employed
the paintbrush technique. But her explosion had been much more
intense. Learning from Mistress would enable him to be a god with
girls his own age.

 


“Put on your condom and lay on the bed, face
up.”

 


Brian scrambled to obey, and his hands shook
as he uncurled the wrapper over his cock. His cock pulsed rapidly,
and he knew he wouldn’t last much longer. Just the thought of her
riding him nearly set him off.

 


Jeneca glanced at the time again.
Seven-fifty-one. Good thing he was close to exploding.

 


She grabbed the paddle and straddled him.
Looking down at him, she briefly teased him before impaling herself
on his clothed cock. After slamming all the way down and bouncing
all the way back off, Brian groaned loudly.

 


“More.”

 


Jeneca smacked his face at a level two, and
Brian opened his eyes. “Do not tell me what to do.”

 


Stunned out of his reverie, Brian said,
“Sorry, Mistress. I’m just--”

 


She smacked him again. “Do not tell me
what to do. Do not speak unless spoken to.”

 


“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

 


“Do you like this, Brian?”

 


“Fuck yes, Mistress.”

 


“Do you need me to bounce on your cock and
make you come?”

 


“Oh fuck. Yes. Please, Mistress.”

 


Most of the girls he had been with were
silent. Those who spoke didn’t talk dirty. If she didn’t hurry,
he’d explode just from her words.

 


“Beg me.” Jeneca paddled each nipple
repeatedly at a level three.

 


“Oh god. Please. Make. Me. Come. Mistress,”
he uttered words in between smacks.

 


Jeneca bobbed on his cock. “Don’t come until
you’re told to, Brian.”

 


She alternately smacked his nipples as she
slid down his cock. He was completely in her control, and that
power pulsed through her veins and throbbed against her pussy.

 


After a few more bounces, she told him, “Get
ready.” She could feel his body tense and knew she needed to time
it perfectly. “Not yet!”

 


He groaned.

 


“Almost.”

 


He growled.

 


“Now! Come for me, Brian!”

 


He grabbed her waist and thrust up. Holding
her in place, he shot rope after rope of gooey cum. She felt the
force of his ejaculation.

 


She slid off and began to collect her things.
Brian lay unmoving and panting heavily.

 


“Focus. Tell me what’s running through your
head right now, and don’t filter anything.”

 


Without thought, Brian spoke, “Omifuckingod,
that was, like, the best sex I’ve ever had in my entire life. Ever.
I swear, if you gimme, like, three minutes--five tops--I’ll be
ready to go again for you. Oh shit. I mean, please, Mistress.
Omigod, your husband has got to fucking love you. I’d never
let you outta my sight if you were mine. I can’t wait to fuck you
again. I hope I was a good learner--”

 


The door clicked, and Brian looked
around.

 


Jeneca had left.

 


* * * *

 


My husband? Yeah, right.

 


Jeneca shook it off. Of course he’d assume
she was married because of her age. She willed herself to
concentrate on the other things. Best sex ever. Good
learner. He only needed minutes to be ready again.

 


Even when they were young, Evan had required
more than five minutes to recover. She had looked back at Brian
before she left and had seen his cock reviving, so she believed his
claim. The thought intrigued her, and she filed it away for future
use.


 


She made it back home at eight-twenty-five.
She turned on her phone and found a missed call from David. David!
Jeneca ran to delete the message queued to send.

 


Then, she called David back and was relieved
to learn he was only confirming the next day’s lunch. He didn’t
mention the email. Maybe he didn’t get it.

 


Jeneca worked on the Baldoni file, ate
dinner, showered, and went to bed early. She replayed her scene
with Brian and got herself off. She’d send the questionnaire in the
morning. She rubbed herself again, concentrating on the power in
denying Brian his orgasm. It was a thrilling sensation.

 


As she lay in her juice puddle, she slowly
moved her fingers up and down her slick slit. She was very drowsy
but she was proud of herself and knew she was a good mistress.
She’d done her research well, and she needed to call Evan to let
him know. Good lord!

 


She pushed him from her mind. It was her
adventure. Best sex ever. It was a soothing balm to her ego. She
smiled, and her fingers moved in slow circles over her clit as her
hips thrust lightly. She was now able to take on inexperienced
subs...like the dom.

 


Good lord!

 


She pushed him from her mind but he wouldn’t
be pushed.

 


Or was it that she didn’t want him to
leave?

 


She gave up and thought about his message.
About his body. About his grammar. About dominating him.

 


Her fingers moved faster and her hips thrust
harder, with her excitement peaking so much that she needed to drop
her other hand to her opening and insert two fingers.

 


The orgasm that soon followed was fierce.





Chapter 9

 


 


“Dude!” David affectionately greeted
Jeneca.

 


“Davey!” Jeneca hugged him.

 


They traded small talk before the waiter
arrived. “Would you like to hear the specials today?”

 


“I’d like to know what you recommend today,”
Jeneca countered.

 


He looked around. “Well, normally our lasagna
isn’t usually good. Today, though, the chef tweaked the recipe, and
it’s all I can think about!”

 


Jeneca grinned. “Put me down for the lasagna,
then.”

 


As the waiter walked away, David teased,
“You, having pasta?!”

 


“Yes, me.” Jeneca usually chose her
waitstaff’s suggestion, because she loved trying new things. “I’ve
been very good this week, and I’m entitled to a splurge.”

 


“That’s not what I read.”

 


“What do you--good lord! You got it?”

 


“I did,” David grinned.

 


“So much for safety.”

 


“I drove by your house and saw you were home.
Gonna tell me about it?”

 


“No!” Jeneca flushed.

 


“Aw. I’ve been looking forward to it.”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes. “I’m not doing this
email thing anymore. If you hadn’t called last night, I would’ve
forgotten to delete another one!”

 


“Are you saying two in one week? Really?”

 


“Kinda.”

 


“What does that mean?”

 


“Are you asking about the number of
encounters or the number of guys?”

 


“How ‘bout you tell me what you
mean.”

 


Jeneca giggled as the drinks were placed in
front of them. When the waiter walked away, David raised his
eyebrow.

 


“Two guys. Three encounters.”

 


“In how long?”

 


“This week.”

 


“This week?! How many before
then?”

 


“None. I just started.”


 


“Glad to know I’m in on the ground floor. I
guess. What the fuck are you doing??”

 


Jeneca was instantly angered. “What the fuck,
Davey?! Don’t take that fucking tone with me. If I were your
brother, you’d be high-fiving me!”

 


David looked around the restaurant as
Jeneca’s voice crescendoed. “Okay. You’re right.” Jeneca took a sip
of water and glared at him. “Maybe I’m a little jealous.”


 


“What?!” She wasn’t expecting that. “Of
what?!”

 


“Of your newfound sexual freedom. Bets and I
have been together for a very long time, and, well...” he trailed
off.

 


“Well what, David?” She held her breath. It
sounded like one of them had cheated.

 


David talked about mundane sex and a severe
lack of any. Jeneca didn’t say anything disparaging about Betsy. He
claimed he wanted to live vicariously through her, and Jeneca
wanted someone to confide in.

 


Jeneca talked about how her research led up
to posting on the site.

 


“Omigod, Jeneca! Does Shayla know?”

 


Shayla was their “accident” sister, twelve
years younger than Jeneca. She led a sheltered life and was vanilla
in all aspects.

 


“Good lord, David! You know she doesn’t
know!”

 


David grinned. “Okay. So, before we get to
the details, how come you felt you needed to do this?”

 


“I dunno.” She looked down.

 


“It’s Evan, right?” David put his hand over
hers, and she looked at him. “I don’t wanna put words in your
mouth.”

 


The waiter brought their appetizers, which
provided a breather for Jeneca. She didn’t expect to start the
topic so early. As she watched the waiter walk away, she took a
spoonful of soup and blew on it until all the steam was gone. Then,
she pushed it into her mouth and swallowed.

 


“Mmm, this is good; you want some?”

 


“No, thanks.” David watched her and
waited.

 


“Well. It’s based on what Evan did, for sure.
Any shrink would be able to see that.” She looked at David but he
sat quietly watching her. “What?!”

 


David shook his head. “I’m all ears,
Jeneca.”

 


“No, you’ve got something to say. Just say
it.”

 


David looked away then back. “Is there any
part of you that’s doing this to get Evan back?”

 


She stared at him. Was she? Her eyes
searched his while she thought and slurped two spoonfuls of
soup.

 


“No. I’m not. I don’t want him back. Ever,”
she said evenly, while looking directly at David.

 


“Then I’ve got to tell you something.”

 


“Fuck--” she blurted. She closed her mouth
and her heart stopped.

 


“I never liked Evan, Jeneca.”

 


She breathed out then gasped for more air.
“What?!” All those times he stayed up late with her during the
divorce, talking, soothing, massaging, making her think things
could work out.

 


“I know what you’re thinking. Everything I’ve
done and said up to now, how could I, right?” She nodded
emphatically. “Because I didn’t know what you were gonna do. I
didn’t wanna tell you anything negative if you were gonna
reconcile. It would’ve made it awkward between us. I would’ve
supported whatever you chose.”

 


“Why tell me now?”

 


“Because I believe you. You’re over him.”

 


Jeneca smiled. “How’d I get so lucky to get
you for a big brother?”

 


“Yeah, well, your luck is my
misfortune for getting you as a little brat!” They laughed.
“Seriously, I love you.”

 


“I love you, too. But what the fuck, David?
You never liked him? Seriously?”

 


“Kinda. I mean, no one wanted you to marry
him, and especially so young. And everyone was coming down on you.
I knew that if you’d been unsure before their attack, you were
definitely gonna marry him because of it! So I chose to
support you. But the guy was an ass, Jeneca. I’m glad you’re over
him. And if this is what it takes to make you happy, I support
that, too. But continue, please. You delved into this nastiness,”
he prompted.

 


“Did you know he was cheating?”

 


“No. I suspected at one time, but no, I
didn’t know. I would’ve told you, y’know.”

 


“Okay.” Emotions back to normal, Jeneca was
able to actually taste her soup. “Mmm, this is really good!
Here, try!”

 


David knew she wouldn’t relent, so he opened
his mouth. “Yeah, that’s good. Now tell me!”

 


“Did you do it to this extent in college--and
was it with Betsy?

 


“Not to this extent and not with Betsy. I’ve
sorta repressed the urge.”

 


“Can you talk to her about it?”

 


“Moving on.”

 


The waiter brought their meals. Jeneca tasted
it and told him, “Mmm, it’s delicious! Thank you.” She watched him
walk away again.

 


“Jeneca. That’s the second time you’ve
checked out our waiter. You do realize he’s, like, what,
twelve?”

 


Jeneca smirked. “You do realize that my
encounters have been with younger men, right?”

 


“Not until just now. How much younger?”

 


“First one is thirty-five. The one from last
night is twenty-six.”

 


“Holy fuck! My sister’s a cougar!”

 


“Shh! Good lord!”

 


Jeneca nervously looked around the
restaurant. Seeing no shocked expressions, she continued.

 


“Younger’s better. There’s no chance of
getting involved. They want sex and they have stamina. And I direct
everything. It’s a win-win situation.”

 


“Please keep sending me those emails. There’s
a lotta assholes and freaks out there.”

 


“I will.”

 


They finished their meals with detailed talk
of Jeneca’s purchases and her selection process for boy-toys. She
veered off-topic to provide some details on the Baldoni case and
the latest problem. David listened.

 


In the parking lot, David said, “I’ve got my
table in the car. You want me to follow you back and give ya a
massage?”

 



“Omigod, yeah!”

 


They went back to her house, and Jeneca
climbed onto the table in a bikini. David began to untie her
knots.

 


“When did you decide to go with babies?”

 


Jeneca snickered. “They’re most definitely
not babies, Davey!”

 


“Dude, don’t start with me!”

 


She giggled. “I don’t think I chose it. It’s
just that the majority of messages are from young guys.”

 


“And the minority?”

 


“Well, there’s this one...”

 


“Yes? What about him?”

 


“Would you let me not proceed?”

 


“Not a chance in hell.”

 


She sighed heavily. “It’s nothing, really.
There’s a guy who just messaged me, and I’m actually trying not to
think about him.”

 


“Why; creepy?”

 


“No, the exact opposite.”

 


“I’m intrigued.”

 


“So am I! But I don’t want to be.”

 


“Tell me about him.”

 


“Uh...I don’t know where to start. I mean, I
don’t really know anything about him. I haven’t responded
yet. He’s a dom with submissive fantasies. Claims to have been
captivated by my profile, seeking someone intelligent...and you
know, all kinds of shit just to get what he wants,” Jeneca rushed
to close the topic.

 


“How old is he?” David decided not to push
because he heard her say “yet”.

 


“Fifty-one. Doesn’t that sound so old!”

 


“Yeah, he’s nearly double last night’s boy!”
David said drily, and Jeneca punched him in the gut. “Careful!” He
grabbed her wrist and held it. She thought about fighting back but
decided against it.

 


“Fine. Can we drop it now?”

 


“I don’t understand why age is a factor if
you’re gonna dominate him anyway. He’ll probably do what the others
do, right?”

 


“I guess...but he’s a dom, David. He’ll be
able to see right through me. These other guys don’t know
shit.”

 


David chuckled. He knew his sister’s
research-’til-expert ritual and was convinced the dom wouldn’t be
able to tell. He was about to say so, when Jeneca mistook his
laughter.

 


“Don’t laugh! I can tell he’s different from
the others!”

 


“Ohhh, so you like him, do you?” he
teased.

 


Jeneca was glad she was face-down. “Like has
nothing to do with it,” she answered way too quickly.

 


“Uh-huh. So are you gonna reply to him?”

 


“I’ll answer him once I figure out what to
say. Besides, I can’t respond too quickly or he’ll know before the
game ever gets started.”

 


“I’m so jealous.”

 


“You can do it with Betsy.”

 


David pushed his thumb into a large knot at
the base of Jeneca’s back, causing her to cry out.

 


“What would you suggest for a novice?”

 


“Handcuffs is a good way to ease into things.
Tie her hands to the bedpost and have your way with her.”

 


“Hmm.”

 


“Most females fantasize about force, even if
they haven’t talked about it. It’s one of those secret girl
things.”

 


After David finished, as per custom, Jeneca
returned the favor. She’d been David’s practice dummy during
school, so she’d learned, too.

 


As David left, he turned to Jeneca, “Just
promise you’re gonna be careful and always send emails, okay?”

 


“I will.”

“I’m glad you’re back in action, but you need
to be safe.”

 


“I know. I love you.”

 


“I love you, too, Dude.” He hugged her,
patted Jake’s head and left.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca took ice water into her nook, and Jake
tagged along happily.

 


“I think it’s time to respond to the dom,
Jake. What are we gonna say?”

 


Jake put his front paws in her lap and kissed
her cheek.

 


“No, silly boy. We’re definitely not
going to kiss him!”

 


Jake spun several times before curling
himself into a ball at her feet. Jeneca opened Notepad and stared
at the screen. What was she going to write? The pressure to be
intelligent, firm and witty was overwhelming.

 


 


Dear Admirer,

 


Thank you for your message and
kind words. While you did follow my instructions, I don’t see how
we are a “match”. Inexperienced men are fun and easy to train.
However, you are not only inexperienced but a dom. You have
preconceived ideas, whereas my inexperienced subs have puppy-dog
eyes and are eager to do whatever I ask of them.

 


I suggest that you order one of
your subs to dominate you the way you’d like. That way you have the
best of both worlds: you maintain your dominance while giving in to
your submissive cravings. I view it as a win-win
situation.

 


Should you care to share, I’d be
interested in knowing how you find your submissive
encounter.


 


~Mistress

 


 


As she wrote, she decided that she couldn’t
meet him and congratulated herself for sounding dominant with the
highly creative suggestion. When she reread the message, she didn’t
like the last paragraph. It sounded like she was begging him to
communicate.

 


Good lord, she WANTED to communicate with
him!

 


She quickly changed the paragraph to:

 


 


I wish you well with your
endeavors.

 


 


There. Good. Final.

 


She hit send.

 


“Done!” she said to Jake as she patted his
head.

 


He wagged his tail perfunctorily. He knew she
wasn’t done.

 


Next, she sent a note to Brian, which she
copied from Brad’s:

 


 


Brian:

 


You were a very good first-time
sub. You still require work. Nevertheless, I would see you again.
In the meantime, please answer the following questions to assist
the next encounter.

 


1. What did you like best/least
from yesterday’s encounter?

 


2. What was the most difficult
thing you had to do?

 


3. What would you like to see come
out of my bag?

 


~Mistress

 


 


Jeneca then sifted through her bulging in-box
and found two messages worthy of a response. She copied and pasted
her usual first message to the two newbies.

 


Then she responded to Brad’s unsolicited
message:

 


 


Brad:

 


You have displeased me with your
last message. You were instructed not to contact me first. Please
prepare a proposal for how you should be punished. Your message
should contain only that.

 


If it oozes more sappy
compliments, you will not hear from me again.

 


~Mistress

 


 


She was about to log out when a notification
popped up indicating that the dom had opened her message.

 


She panicked like she’d been seen.

 


He was online right then!

 


Jeneca logged out and turned off her laptop.
She needed a distraction. Turning to work, she opened the Baldoni
file and prepared for the next day’s lunch with Phil; immersing
herself in the legal world as Phil’s ominous last comment rang in
her head:

 


“I’ve got a bad feeling about this one,
Jeneca.”

 


Jeneca had a light dinner and a quick run
with Jake before plopping into bed with a book and Jake curled up
next to her.

 


After an hour of reading, she turned off the
light, snuggled into Jake and whispered to him:

 


“Jake, you’re my happiness. You’re the only
man I need.”

 


Jake rolled onto his back and stretched a
front paw over his head before dismissing her obvious insincerity,
wagging his tail and licking her chin.




Chapter 10

 


 


While normally five minutes early for
everything, Jeneca was always late to meet Phil. It began years ago
when Jeneca had been delayed due to a car accident. Phil had said
he’d watched her walk to him and pretended like she was really
walking to him. Their flirtation established, Jeneca
purposely arrived late ever since.

 


Phillip Newman stood with a stilted smile and
greeted Jeneca with a perfunctory, “Nice to see you walking to me,
Jeneca.”

 


“Nice to walk to you, Phil. I think.”

 


Jeneca took her seat and studied Phil’s face.
His forehead cracked new wrinkles and new sprouts of grey topped
his hair. His eyes were puffed.

 


“You don’t look your best.”

 


“Thanks. I’ve never seen you looking
better.”

 


“Ha. Okay, cut the shit. Your comment has
freaked me out all weekend. What’s the bad feeling?”

 


A waitress interrupted the answer by asking
Jeneca what she’d like to drink. “What do you suggest for a dry,
red wine?”

 


Phil smiled. He was aware of her ordering
habits. He already had an amber-colored drink, half-empty. With the
wine served, Jeneca raised an eyebrow to Phil.

 


He shook his head. “Jeneca. This case is not
going to go smoothly. For either of us.”

 


Jeneca tried humor. “Is that your last-ditch
effort to make me crumble when I’ve got the cards stacked,
Phil?”

 


Phil didn’t return the smile. “You know we’re
well beyond me trying to break you, Jeneca.”

 


“Okay. I’d be scared if I didn’t know the
case inside and out.”

 


The waitress came back for their order. Her
recommendation was red snapper, and for Jeneca to switch to a white
wine. Jeneca followed her suggestions.

 


Then she turned back to Phil. “Put me outta
my misery already, Phil!”

 


“I’m afraid the misery is just starting.
You’re aware that your client is in the Mafia, right?”

 


Jeneca chuckled. “Oh, Phil. You watching
The Sopranos reruns?”

 


Everyone knew Tony was in the Mafia, but she
wasn’t going to admit anything, especially with Phil’s mood.

 


“This isn’t a game, Jeneca.”

 


“Fine, I know he’s mobbed up.”

 


“So do my higher-ups.”

 


“So? How does that exonerate Mercy Hospital?
You gonna claim that my client’s injuries are the result of a hit
gone bad?”

 


“No, but that’s a very clever angle. I’ll
have to store it away, just in case.” A half-smile briefly
appeared.

 


“Nice.”

 


“No, Jeneca. They’re not trying to place the
blame on someone else; they’re trying to divert it.”

 


“I don’t understand.”

 


“They want me to be a ringleader and create a
circus. They want me to dig into Baldoni’s past and bring up
everything that can be used against him.”

 


“Why?”

 


“They feel a jury would be more sympathetic
to Mercy than a mobster.”

 


“That’s ludicrous!”

 


“I’m well aware. That’s why I advised them
against it. I also advised them to settle--the second I read the
facts of this case.”

 


“That’s good advice, Phil. But I’m confused.
They’ve listened to you for nearly forty years. Why not now?”

 


“It started with the toxicology report.”

 


“So he lied about using drugs. Most people
do. It doesn’t change any--”

 


“I know that. You know that. But these
insurance fucks are clutching onto it.”

 


“Hey now, you’re an insurance fuck, Phil,”
Jeneca said with a smile, trying to lighten the mood.

 


“I’m an attorney insurance fuck, Jeneca.
There’s a big difference.”

 


“Okay. Must be why I love you so much.”

 


Phil smiled with her. “To be totally honest
with you, they’re pissing me right the fuck off. They think since
I’m close to retiring that I don’t know what the fuck I’m talking
about anymore. They’ve second-guessed me this entire case. But this
new tack is over the fucking top.”

 


Phil rarely swore. He’d landed more F-bombs
in the last three minutes than Jeneca had heard in their entire
relationship.

 


She gave up trying to lighten the mood.
Instead, she tried to redirect him with the research on drugs and
causation. “I’m assuming you have one of the few experts who will
testify that there is or could be a causation.”

 


“I only do because the insurance fucks
demanded I retain one.”

 


“So what are you telling me, we’re going to
trial on this? Lemme at ‘em; your insurance fucks will be crying
when the verdict comes in!”

 


Phil chuckled. “I’m well aware, Jeneca. I’ve
told them this isn’t the case to fuck around with, especially since
you’re opposing counsel.”

 


“Why thank you, Phil.”

 


“It’s true. Anyway, that’s not the only
thing.”

 


“There’s more?”

 


Jeneca said it before she could hide the
shock on her face. She’d pored over the file all weekend, even
though she knew it by heart. There wasn’t anything else that she
could’ve misconstrued.

 


“Yeah. And this is bigger than the drugs,
Jeneca.” She didn’t say anything. “Your client--”

 


The waitress set down their meals, along with
a second drink for each. Jeneca quickly took a first bite and
thanked the waitress for her recommendation, though her mind was
focused on Phil.

 


“My client,” Jeneca prompted as the waitress
left.

 


“Look, I could sit here and ask you how his
rehab is going, and you’d lie to me. And we could play this tennis
match rather delightfully for a while. But I’m guessing you don’t
know what I do, because the insurance fucks have also hired a
private investigator to tail your client.”

 


“What?!”

 


“I didn’t know, either. They told me Friday
morning; hence my comment to you.” The pair took thoughtful sips of
their drinks.

 


Jeneca knew Phil shouldn’t be telling her.
She also knew the insurance company should’ve settled months ago.
“And?”

 


“And your client’s been fucking every female
in his neighborhood.”

 


“So?” It was a defensive utterance. Jeneca
knew the implication: no loss of consortium claim.

 


Phil took another sip and watched Jeneca
process the statement. Jeneca took a sip of white wine and looked
at Phil.

 


“Okay, fine, don’t answer that.”

 


“I wasn’t about to.”

 


“You believe this P.I.?”

 


“There are pictures.”

 


“I see.”

 


They ate in silence. “It still doesn’t
minimize the hospital’s responsi--”

 


“You’re preaching to the choir, Jeneca. I’ve
already told them. Do you know what it’s like to educate
non-lawyers about the law?! They think they’ve solved this one,
Jeneca! They don’t think they’re going to have to pay one fucking
dime!”


 


“They can’t seriously think that, Phil. After
all your time there? All the millions you’ve saved them? All of
your expertise?”

 


“That’s why I’m so fucking pissed off,
Jeneca. They want--no, they demand that I take this to
trial.”

 


Jeneca shook her head. They continued to eat.
“The negligence is still--”

 


“Look. They wanna fuck this up, that’s their
problem. I hope they have to shell out a billion fucking
dollars. And I’m going to help you get it, because I’ll be made to
look like an absolute fool in the courtroom on what is most likely
my last trial.”

 


“Help me?”

 


“We’re not disclosing the P.I. report until
after we depose your client,” he winked.

 


“Ah. I see.” They chewed in silence.
“Phil!”

 


Phil looked up. “What?”

 


“You didn’t advise them to hold the
disclosure, did you?”

 


“Fuck no. Why?”

 


“Don’t you think that’s a highly legal thing
to do?”

 


Phil nodded and slumped back. “They’re
getting advice from other counsel,” he said, putting two and two
together.

 


“Who?”

 


“Fuck if I know. I haven’t ever considered
that, Jeneca. But you’re absolutely right. It fits with some of the
other shit they’ve done, too. Procedurally.”

 


“It still doesn’t change the liability
issue.”

 


“No, it doesn’t. It doesn’t change anything,
really, except it’s a great thank you for my service.”

 


“I’m sorry, Phil.”

 


“Me, too. I’m glad I’m getting out.”

 


They finished their meal. Jeneca reached for
the check, but Phil stopped her. “It’s on them.” Jeneca nodded.

 


They walked to the parking lot together. “I
gotta figure out how to tell my client to keep his dick in his
pants without saying, keep your dick in your pants!”

 


“I’d love to be the Invisible Man in that
meeting!”

 


Jeneca hugged Phil. “Keep your chin up. And
thanks.”

 


“Thank you, Jeneca.”




Chapter 11

 


 


Jeneca returned to the office, shared Phil’s
news with Dana, and said she a meeting with Tony alone. She had a
plan for broaching the infidelity subject.

 


She spent the next couple of hours on edge.
She couldn’t concentrate on her pro bono landlord/tenant case and
didn’t really need to; they were cases she could do in her
sleep.

 


Her mind circled around Phil’s warnings and
concluded that the insurance company was grooming another lawyer to
take Phil’s place. But it was strange they didn’t have Phil do the
grooming. What nagged her the most was the secrecy.

 


Jeneca’s mind wandered to her collection of
boy-toys. She logged in to the site on her laptop to avoid the
firm’s computer, and discovered many messages. Quickly, she scanned
for one from the dom, but she didn’t expect anything since she had
summarily dismissed him.

 


But there was a message from the dom!

 


Trying to settle her pulse, she figured it
was just a final thank-you note. He was a gentleman, after
all; or so he claimed. She refused to open it until the end and
turned to the weeding process. There were several responses from
new toys answering her initial messages. She combed their profile
gardens, did another weeding, and responded to the ones with whom
she wanted to play.

 


Then she read Brad’s:

 


 


Mistress,

 


I need to be punished so bad by your gorgeous self
for displeasing you so much. I think you should smack my hard thick
rod with your crop and your flogger and clamp the head mistress. It
would hurt so bad, mistress. But I deserve it so bad for disobeying
your rules. I think you should also not make me cum even if I beg
for it because I’ve been so bad mistress. Please, I beg you to
punish me so bad. Anytime, anyplace, anywhere, mistress.

 


Brad

 


 


Jeneca scoffed when she read it, but the
thought of beating him sent pulses to her pussy. She crossed her
legs and read Brian’s response:

 


 


Mistress,

 


Im so excited you want to see me again. You have
gave me the best orgasm in my entire life! I can’t wait to see you
again and learn more awesome sex stuff.



Here are your answers 1. I loved everything you did
mistress. Everything. I didn’t not like anything you did. 2. The
most difficult thing with you was not cumming. I needed to cum so
bad it hurt. But it hurt so good. 3. I don’t even know what I want
to see come out of that bag of yours Mistress. Anything and
everything you want to show me. Oh, I seen a cock ring, and thought
maybe that could help with the cumming problem? But really I want
to do anything you want to do Mistress. Brian

 


 


Jeneca smiled at Brian’s response. He sounded
less intelligent in writing. Much like Brad but different. Brian
wasn’t needy. She hoped Brad wasn’t becoming attached and decided
he needed further punishment. So she responded to Brian first:

 


 


Brian:

 


Show me what a good boy you are by
getting an odd-numbered room tonight at 7:30. If you are a good
boy, respond within 30 minutes with “Yes, Mistress”. Then send me
an email later with the room number. Make sure you are naked at the
end of the bed tonight.

 


~Mistress

 


 


Then Jeneca drafted a message to Brad:

 


 


Brad:

 


Your message was borderline
insubordinate. If you had followed my directions to not be overly
gushing, I would have punished you tonight. Instead, I will play
with another boy-toy. You are on probation. Do not contact
me.

 


~Mistress

 


 


Jeneca held the message in Notepad. If Brian
wasn’t available, she would punish Brad that night. Jeneca was
addicted to her naughty play.

 


After three dry years, Jeneca craved sex.

 


Her heart skipped as she remembered she’d
saved the best for last: the dom. She was deciding whether to hold
off longer when a message notification sounded. She quickly muted
her sound. It was from Brian. It read: “Yes, Mistress”.

 


Jeneca smiled. She copied and pasted Brad’s
message from Notepad to the site and hit send. Brad would wait.

 


With a rush of confidence and power, she
opened the dom’s message. Her hands trembled a bit, and she shoved
them between her legs. Instead of the expected short, dismissive
note, it was long:

 


 


Mistress,

 


I must confess that I chuckled a bit at your
response. I considered how I would’ve responded if the situation
were reversed. I came up with the exact same response! Great
dom(me) minds think alike?

 


I’ve actually done as you suggested, though not
because of you. I’ve had these submissive fantasies, shall we say,
for a while now. And I’ve ordered several subs to dominate me, up
to and including specific instructions on what to do, so they felt
a kind of submissive responsibility.

 


However, they couldn’t handle the task. Instead of
maintaining a commanding persona, they’d end with the question,
“Did I do that right, sir?” All of them asked this same question.
All of them were remorseful to have displeased me. All of them were
punished accordingly, if not overly-harshly.

 


I’m sure you’ve never asked this question of your
boy- toys. For obvious reasons, the experiences were less than
pleasing, and I stopped asking. It’s why I still have cravings.
Your reply convinced me I wish to submit to you, for only a true
domme can provide a true submissive experience.

 


As for your concerns about my submissiveness, I’m
forced to say I understand them. Opening the lid of a fresh can of
Play-Doh is invigorating, whereas remodeling someone else’s
Play-Doh house is less pleasing.

 


I assure you, Mistress, that I am most willing,
that I have aforementioned puppy-dog eyes, and, should you lift my
lid, you will find the freshest of Doh. I beg you to allow me to
prove this to you, Mistress. I trust the significance of a dom
begging is not lost on you. I hope you can see me not just as a
begging dom but as a willing sub.

 


I remain,

 


Your hopeful, willing and eager admirer

 


 


Good lord! Jeneca knew she was wet.
She wasn’t sure whether it was from his impeccable grammar or his
sexual aura. Jeneca chastized herself. Sexual aura from a computer
screen?! Good lord!

 


Jeneca checked the time. Three-thirty. She
had to appear in court on the landlord/tenant issue at
four-fifteen. The firm was situated across the town square from the
courthouse and she could easily walk there in less than five
minutes.

 


She had time to reread the dom’s message.

 


His intelligence oozed off the screen, and
his humor was dry. She was beyond intrigued. She’d have fun toying
with him in her response but she didn’t have time to compose
it.

 


Instead, she logged out and made a list of
what she would do with Brian that evening.

 


At four, Dana knocked on her door.

 


“Yes?”

 


“Here’s the order for the judge to sign,
after you’re able to convince her it’s what she needs to do.”

 


“Thanks,” Jeneca said, taking the
document.

 


“And just a reminder that I’ve got to take my
little guy to a follow-up doctor’s appointment.”

 


“Right. Go. I’m fine.”

 


“You have to be in court in less than fifteen
minutes.”

 


“And I will be. Hope the appointment goes
well.”




Chapter 12

 


 


Jeneca met her clients outside the courtroom
at four-ten. She perfunctorily discussed the procedure before they
entered, where they waited twenty minutes. During that time, they
heard the judge deny several tenants’ claims. Jeneca’s clients were
nervous. Jeneca was not. She presented her case succinctly and
commandingly while the landlord stumbled his way through sans
law.

 



At five minutes to five, the judge not only
signed Jeneca’s order but admonished the landlord on several
accounts, including not knowing the law. Jeneca’s clients insisted
upon hugging her and talking about their lives.

 


Professionally listening, Jeneca displayed a
well-practiced smile. She really was happy for them and the judge
ruled appropriately, but she had Brian and a cock ring on her mind.
Then she saw an escape.

 


“Phil! Got a quick minute? I need to talk to
you.”

 


“Sure, Jeneca.”

 


Jeneca turned to her clients. “I’m sorry,
I’ve got to go. I wish you both all the best.” With that, Jeneca
walked with Phil in the opposite direction.

 


“Pro bono case?”

 


“Yes. Thanks for saving me.”

 


“Do I need to ask whether you won?”

 


“Nope. Open and shut.”

 


“Nice. Even nicer to see you twice in one
day,” he smiled.

 


“Phil! Ever the charmer.” Jeneca glanced at
her watch. “Hey, it’s after five, isn’t it late for you?”

 


“Such a smartass!”

 


They bantered their way to the parking lot
and parted amicably.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca made it home by five-thirty and went
for a run with Jake. He ate while she showered and prepared for her
evening’s tryst. Before running out the door, she logged in to get
the room number. Then she set an email to send to David at ten.

 


She arrived at the room at seven-thirty and
found Brian naked at the end of the bed.

 


“What a good boy you are, Brian.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress. It’s very good to see
you again.”

 


Jeneca shed her raincoat, revealing a dark
blue ensemble. Turning toward Brian, she said, “I have a treat for
you, my good boy.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


“You don’t even know what it is yet!”

 


“It doesn’t matter, Mistress. I’ll like
whatever you have.”

 


“Such a good boy!” Brian beamed. “You
are going to like this. It’s the cock ring you
requested.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.” His cock pulsed and
leaked precum.

 


“Since this device will help to hold back
your eruption, I intend to tease you far more than last time.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca wound the leather strap around Brian’s
cock and balls before snapping it snugly in place. “How does that
feel?”

 


“Perfect, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca slid to her knees and began to torment
Brian’s bound bulge with her tongue. She licked with just her tip,
then with her full tongue before she sucked in his head and shaft
down to the strap.

 


Brian moaned and fought the urge to thrust in
her mouth. His cock continuously pulsed.

 


Jeneca started over again, kneading his balls
gently together. She felt his thigh muscles twitch and heard his
strangled breathing. The cock strap wasn’t going to prevent
everything.

 


Jeneca stood. “You can’t come until you’re
told.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” The absence of Jeneca’s
mouth made his cock pulse wildly in search of it.

 


“Get on your back,” Jeneca ordered as she
walked back to her bag.

 


“We’re going to have to teach that cock of
yours a lesson,” she told him as she hovered above him on the bed;
red candle in one hand, lighter in the other.

 


Brian stared up at her.

 


“Apprehension level?”

 


“Zero, Mistress. I trust you.”

 


“What a good boy,” Jeneca smiled.

 


She dragged her tits across his chest and
licked up his neck to his mouth, where she dragged her tongue over
his lips. He inhaled her scent as she moved her mouth to his ear
and whispered:

 


“For being such a good boy, you are granted
the special privilege of kissing me on your own terms until I call
time.”

 


Brian didn’t need a second invitation. He
pulled on the back of her neck and rammed his tongue down her
throat while he grabbed her ass. Then he quickly slid his hand
upwards and cupped and squeezed her breast.

 


Jeneca had underestimated his dominance. She
felt his power course through her and almost gave in to it.

 


Almost.

 


She gruffly spat, “Time!”

 


Brian slowly let go of her.

 


“Arms over your head. Now!”

 


Jeneca shifted to an upright position, hoping
she wasn’t as flushed as she felt.

 


Brian complied as his cock strained. He’d
never been called off before, and it was difficult to focus on
being submissive. In that state, he had no capacity to consider her
thoughts.

 


Jeneca tried to steady her hands as she
reached for the candle and lighter, which had been forgotten in
Brian’s kiss. She took some yoga breaths while she lit the candle.
Brian watched her while trying to regulate his own breathing.

 


“I forget you haven’t been a sub before.”

 


“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

 


“Now that you got your animalistic side out,
we’re going back to taming that naughty cock of yours.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Brian’s breathing was labored, having been
fascinated with candles and always wanting to try it. As such, his
cock was jumping.

 


Jeneca moved to his side and held the candle
twelve inches above his cock. Lacking the ability to realize
danger, his cock attempted to make contact with the flame. It
angrily retreated when the first drip hit its tip.

 


Brian let out an “Ooh.”

 


“Gimme a number.”

 


“Three, Mistress.”

 


“Good boy.”

 


Jeneca let the wax drip in the same place.
Brian’s arms involuntarily flew to protect his cock. “No! If you
can’t keep those hands behind your head, you will be tied!” She
smacked the inside of his thighs for emphasis.

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Number!”

 


“Four, Mistress.”

 


“We’re going to a five now, Brian, for that
disobedience.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca’s research revealed a cock strap
shouldn’t be worn beyond thirty minutes because it can cause
tremendous pain. It was close to thirty minutes. She brought the
candle three inches above the head and let the wax run out. It
coated Brian’s head, which throbbed with every drip.

 


“Five, Mistress,” he breathed.

 


She watched him struggle. “Do you want to
call ‘yellow’?”

 


“No, Mistress,” he whispered.

 


“Do you want to call ‘red’?”

 


“N-no, Mistress,” he whispered.

 


Jeneca paused. It had been thirty-two
minutes, so she blew the candle out and released the strap. Brian
released a breath before heavily panting.

 


“Put your condom on.” In a daze, Brian
followed her instruction. “Arms behind your head.” Again, he
complied.

 


Jeneca placed her knees on either side of
Brian’s waist and hovered above him before she grabbed his base and
balls like a cock strap. While lowering her dark blue panties to
his head, she squeezed the base hard.

 


“Yellow, Mistress,” Brian panted.

 


Jeneca released his cock and bent to lick his
nipples. “Too sensitive with the wax and gripping?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“My poor boy. Do you think it will be too
painful if I slide my dripping, wet pussy down your cock?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“Do you want me to do that?”

 


“Yes, please, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca glanced at the time. It was running
out.

 


“No coming until you’re told.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca resumed her previous position. She
slid her panties to the side. With a palm on his stomach and
fingertips around his base, Jeneca lined up his head with her
opening. She hesitated at the top and looked down at Brian.

 



“What color, Brian?”

 


“Fuck. Green. Green, please, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca slid down the length of his shaft,
stayed to grind for a bit, then came back up. She hesitated a
second before sliding back down; then up and down. Grinding every
three strokes. She leaned forward to hit her G-spot. She slid her
camisole down and brushed her nips across his chest.

 


Brian moaned. He wanted to thrust back; his
leg muscles spasmed from restraint.

 


“How badly do you want to come?”

 


“Five, Mistress.”

 


“NO!”

 


“Fuck, Mistress.”

 


“Do not come.”

 


She rode him harder, and he clenched his
teeth. She watched his temples throb and felt the muscles in his
legs. He was teetering on the edge. She moved her mouth to his ear
while still bouncing on his cock.

 


“Just a little bit longer.”

 


“Yes, Mistress,” he muttered. His entire body
was tense; with his focus on her lips sliding up and down his
shaft.

 


“A little bit.”

 


“Yes, Mistress,” he was on auto-pilot. He
needed to come.

 


“Look at me.” He struggled to open his eyes
and focus. “Count for me. You can do this.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” He wasn’t going to make
it.

 


“Count backwards from five and wait
for my command.”

 


“Five, four, three, two, one.”

 


“That was too fast. Do it again.”

 


Oh, fuck! His eyes pleaded with her.
When she didn’t respond, he tried to insert a pause in between the
numbers. If she didn’t--

 


“Come for me! Come now!”

 


Brian flattened his feet against the bed and
thrust up, shooting repeatedly into his hooded sack. He moaned
loudly as he held a tense position; his semen the only thing
moving.

 


As soon as his ass lowered, Jeneca leapt off.
She straightened her panties, tucked her breasts back in, and
collected her toys. Brian lay immobile, eyes closed, heavily
panting. As she zipped her bag, Brian let out a guttural,
“Fuuuck.”

 


Jeneca walked to him and patted his heaving
chest. His cock throbbed a hint of life at her touch.

 


“You were a very good boy tonight, Brian.
You’ve pleased me greatly. The wax will come off in the shower and
won’t leave marks. You’ll hear from me. As always, wait ten minutes
before leaving, and do not contact me.”

 


She left.

 


* * * *

 


Jake greeted her just before nine. She’d made
it within ninety minutes. Numbly, she went upstairs and cleaned her
toys before she used the Hitachi Wand and brought herself to
orgasm. She’d been too focused on Brian’s orgasm and yellow warning
to come but she was pent up.

 


It was early, and she was too wired for bed.
Jake carried the looped end of the leash in his mouth as he
accompanied her on a quick three-mile run. Jeneca used the run to
calm down and think about her response to the dom.

 


After the run, she sat at her desk with a
protein shake, water, and Jake by her feet. She opened Notepad.
That afternoon, she’d copied and pasted the dom’s message so she
didn’t have to log in to the site until she was ready to
respond.

 


She reread his message and grew wet again.
While she was intrigued, she was not going to dominate him.
She did like communicating with him, however. With her mind still
upset over Brian crying “yellow”, she composed:


 


 


Admirer,

 


I congratulate you on attempting
to use your subs.

 


After reading your account, I
understand how a sub wouldn’t be the best option to fulfill
submissive cravings.

 


While the significance of your
begging did not go unnoticed, I remain unconvinced if not
indifferent to your pleas. I’m not one to say never but, at this
point, I do not wish to meet you. However, I will continue to write
to you, should you choose.

 


I’d like to question your dom
methods. What safewords do you employ? What is your punishment toy
of choice? Has a sub ever uttered a safeword? Have you ever
dominated more than one sub at a time? Do you humiliate your
subs?

 


I look forward to your
responses.

 


Should you choose not to
communicate any longer, I understand and wish you well in your
search for a submissive experience.

 


~Mistress

 


 


Jeneca checked the time of the dom’s email.
It was sent the night before, and it was after ten when she reread
her message. Satisfied, she put it into her buffer, logged in to
the site, opened the dom’s message, and pasted her reply. Instead
of sending, though, she kept it in drafts while she scanned her
other messages.

 


The first-time messages were all duds, and
she quickly deleted them. There were a few responses from some
potentials. She’d intended on punishing Brad the next night but
came up with a better idea.

 


 


Brad:

 


I want you to fully think about
the wrong you’ve done. So take tomorrow and think of nothing else.
Nothing else. No porn watching. No porn reading. No jacking off. No
touching yourself. If you have plans with someone, cancel them. You
will be completely celibate until I say otherwise.

 


It’s a shame you were so bad,
because I used a cock strap and a sex candle tonight. It could’ve
been with you, if you had listened like a good boy.

 


Don’t touch that cock, Brad. Not
even in the shower. I’ll contact you Wednesday.

 


~Mistress

 


 


Next, she set up a double-booking for the
following night. She sent the same rule-laden message and
arrangement to two twenty-five-year-olds. One was for seven; the
other for nine-thirty. The timing allowed for a shower in
between.

 


Then she sent her response to the dom and
logged off.




Chapter 13

 


 


Keegan Randolph eagerly checked his in-box
for messages from the Mistress. He kept track of communication
timings with his subs and carefully spaced his replies. As a dom,
he looked for eager subs and noted their response times. He figured
the Mistress would as well. He also correctly assumed she wouldn’t
check his profile again.

 


Since he was vying to be her sub, he didn’t
track his responses. When he read that she wouldn’t meet him, his
heart sank. But then a smile spread at her passive refusal coupled
with her desire to continue communication. As a skilled businessman
and an experienced dom, he knew her denial wasn’t a hard one.

 


He read her message and concentrated on her
questions. A tactical business maneuver was to bury the most
important question in a series of three; in her case, the series
was five.

 


Thereby making her most telling question the
third one, or: Has a sub ever uttered a safeword?

 


He guessed she’d had a recent encounter where
she either pushed the limits too harshly or she was warned. He
wasn’t sure which but, either way, it had affected her to the point
of seeking assurance.

 


He analyzed the interesting problem.

 


Her question revealed that she regarded him
as a more experienced dominant. Did that mean she was a new domme?
That she hadn’t ever acted out a domme scenario in real life? That
she was hard on the surface yet emotionally affected
underneath?

 


Or did it mean she had no one with whom to
discuss dominant encounters? His sexual proclivities weren’t
something he openly discussed.

 


Her other questions were banal in comparison.
To an untrained eye, all five could be grouped together. Keegan
usually summed up a person accurately, whether live or over the
net. He had a steady influx of messages on the site, and he could
usually weed out the psychos and unsures.

 


He realized he didn’t think about his
subs. It was a straightforward arrangement. None of them were
overly interesting, beyond what their limits were, and he didn’t
think of them outside of sex.

 


He wondered whether it was the Mistress or
acting like a sub that made him think more about her.

 


Returning to her questions, Keegan concluded
one of her subs had used a safeword. The more he considered, the
more convinced he became that it had only been a warning. The
question then became, was she a new domme or looking to
commiserate?

 


When searching for a domme, Keegan had read
many profiles. Most were just playing around. Some had pictures of
themselves in everyday clothes, not outfitted to task. Others were
true dommes but severely overweight. In fact, the Mistress was the
only one without a picture of herself, and she was the only one to
whom he’d written.

 


After corresponding with her briefly, he knew
there was no one else he’d submit to.

 


Her profile had resonated with him, yet he
hadn’t written immediately but was careful and methodical.

 


He was also extremely patient; waiting three
days to see if he felt the same way. Then he’d taken a pen to
paper--his fingers were large, and they stumbled over the keyboard,
so it was faster for him to write. Plus, he didn’t want to
accidentally send something as his fingers tripped across the keys.
He’d focused on creating the best first sub message, despite his
dom background.

 


In his preparation and planning, Keegan had
never even considered he’d be refused.

 


Her refusal was more intriguing than anything
she could’ve said.

 


Keegan wasn’t used to being refused. In his
professional life, he gave orders that were immediately obeyed.
With his height and looks, he was also never refused
personally.

 


His first response had been anger. How dare
she refuse him?! Then his analytical side looked at the situation
from a dom perspective. He understood her refusal and kicked
himself for not realizing it sooner. If he had received a message
from a domme wishing to flip, he would’ve responded in the exact
same way.

 


No, the Mistress was definitely not new to
the domme arena, and he didn’t get that vibe from reading her
profile, either. He didn’t consciously register that their profiles
were counterparts of each other’s; he only knew he was
attracted.

 


So, had the safeword calling been her first
warning or a recent one? More importantly, how should he respond?
His answer couldn’t convey how much he had gleaned. Not entirely
sure what to do, he decided to start with the easy ones.

 


 


Mistress,

 


Thank you for your response. I’d be lying if I said
I was okay with your decision and I understand I need to prove
myself to you. By continuing to communicate with you, I hope to
demonstrate how obedient a sub I intend to be.

 


I’m happy to answer your questions. Though I feel I
should begin with a few caveats. First, I don’t discuss my dom
activities with anyone, for obvious reasons. It’s not something,
dare I say, that’s in the normal realm of water-cooler
conversation. Perhaps that’s why you ask your questions; because
you, too, don’t have anyone with whom to have discussions?

 


Second, I’m going to trust that you’re asking for
your own edification. What I say to you is for your eyes only.

 


Third, and most important, I will answer provided
you do not take our dominant discourse as a diminishing of my
submissive cravings.

 


I want it well understood up-front that I am
serious about submitting to you, and that I can set aside my dom
tendencies to obey you, Mistress.

 


That said, I’ll proceed with your unstated
acceptance of my terms. I’ll answer your questions in order of
difficulty. First, no, I don’t humiliate my subs. Ever. I don’t
like that type of roleplay. Instead, I seek to tease and control
them.

 


Punishment of choice is a paddle. I like the
ruggedness and the duplicity of it. Plus, I like the way it feels
in my hand. A paddle quickly reddens a sub’s backside while
producing a most delicious sound. On the contrary, I can use it to
caress. Also, if I turn it on its side, I can use it to tease
trails.

 


Multiple subs. Short answer is yes, I have. Long
answer is, I don’t anymore. I’m a guy. We’re notorious for not
being able to multi-task. While I’ve successfully dominated two
women at once, it was very taxing on my brain. I’ve enjoyed
threeways and more in the past, but I greatly prefer the heightened
intimacy of one-on-one fun.

 


Safewords. I have found that the more outrageous
the safeword, the easier it is for the sub to remember. I’m sure
you’re well aware that “stop” or “no” aren’t inhibitors when you
are full-on dominant. Therefore, my cautionary word is “pineapple”.
It’s fun to say and hear in the moment, yet it indicates “yellow”
to me, as it is yellow in color, and also because a pineapple has
prickers on the outside.

 


Likewise, my stop word is “mustang”. In my mind,
the only color a mustang should ever be is red.

 


Safeword uttered. I’m not into humiliation, as I
stated, and I’m likewise not into fear or great bodily harm. That
said, I like to dance the boundaries. Without meaning to, yes, I’ve
crossed them. It’s caused me considerable inner angst--both because
of the causation and the fact that, in the role, I couldn’t show
remorse.

 


The few times when “pineapple” was uttered, it
provided a welcome laugh. I paused the scene to inquire whether the
lady would care for some fruit. It made for a lighthearted change
of pace without completely diminishing the mood. I’m proud to
report that I’ve never had occasion to ask whether the lady wishes
to ride in a mustang.

 


In an attempt at fair reciprocity--and because
you’ve refused to meet me--I’d pose the same questions back to you.
Your answers would provide interesting fodder when I imagine being
your sub. Realizing subs aren’t bold, and understanding our
aforementioned caveat, I’ll be so bold as to presume your
punishment toy of choice is a crop? If I’m correct, I’ll share with
you my rationale.

 


I remain,


 


Your ever-hopeful admirer

 


 


It wasn’t until Keegan edited his message
that he realized he’d written over six pages. He rubbed his palm
while he read it over. While he edited a few things, overall he was
happy. Were it not for voice recognition software, it would’ve
taken him two hours to type. He carefully watched for improper
“recognition” of his words. After editing it on the screen, he
clicked the send button.

 


It was late, and he had an important meeting
the next day. Still, he had a difficult time getting to sleep as he
kept imagining the Mistress’ reaction to what he wrote. He hoped
she’d be comforted with his safeword utterances. Also, he hoped
she’d laugh when she read, “would the lady care for some
fruit”.

 


His main thought, however, was how she would
respond.


 


* * * *

 


As Jeneca lay in bed, her mind flitted to
Brian calling “yellow”. She tried to convince herself that that was
the reason for safewords, but she couldn’t help feeling guilty. She
knew she handled the situation properly, and knew she’d left Brian
in ecstasy. The entire evening hadn’t been a complete disaster. But
she also knew the wax would cling to the skin.

 


Why did she have to squeeze him? It would’ve
been perfect if she hadn’t.

 


No, she reminded herself, it was a good
thing, because now she knew how to handle cautions.

 


She forced herself to file the matter in the
“settled” bin. Then, her mind drifted to Brad. She hoped he would
wait until Wednesday. If he didn’t, she’d have to cut him
loose.

 


Although she tried to avoid it, Jeneca
thought about the dom. Was he going to want to continue
corresponding? Did she want him to?

 


Yes! screamed the committee in her head.

 


Or was it just the camaraderie of discussing
dominance?

 


She’d like the answer to be yes, but she knew
it wasn’t, and conceded her attraction to his intelligence.

 


Only the intelligence?

 


Her pussy twitched.

 


No, not just his intelligence. She’d seen his
pictures. She’d read his profile. She wanted to be with him.

 


Good lord, no! I WANT to dominate him!

 


Her committee quietly asked, or do you want
to be dominated by him? She audibly scoffed.

 


As if trying to change the subject in her
head, she wondered if she’d included the safeword question to him.
She went back and forth. Ultimately, she kicked off the covers and
went to her nook. She opened Notepad and found the question. Still
unsure whether it made the cut, she logged in.

 


Her heart skipped when she saw the dom’s
response. Her hand wavered on the mouse. She wanted to open it and
read it immediately but she denied herself. Instead, she clicked on
her sent box and read the entire message. The safeword question was
in there. She sighed.

 


Jake lightly jumped up on her. “Looks like
I’m an idiot, Jake,” she told him while scruffing his face. He
kissed her chin and wagged his tail. “Oh, you’re agreeing that I’m
an idiot?” Jake barked once and kissed her chin again. “You have no
idea what I’m saying. How about if I say you’re the idiot?”
Jake barked and kissed again. “Mmm hmm, that’s what I thought.
Upstairs with you; it’s time for bed!”

 


Once snuggled under the covers, Jeneca yoga
breathed to relax. She couldn’t quell the giddy feeling of not only
his response but how quickly he’d sent it! Did it mean he didn’t
want to continue the correspondence? Was it just a summary
dismissal? Jeneca didn’t think so.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca awoke rested. She hit the gym for a
quick workout then downed a protein shake while checking for
responses from her two twenty-somethings. Both sent “Yes, Mistress”
messages. Jeneca was geeked. Her eyes flitted over the dom’s
message still sitting in her in-box, but he would have to wait.

 


She would wait.

 


Her Tuesday was uneventful. Having too much
downtime caused the dom’s message to hover like a rain cloud. She
didn’t want to read it. She didn’t want to want it! Instead,
she prepared for Tony’s meeting, had a consultation with a
potential client, and had to handle motions for a colleague.

 


Dana ordered lunch, and they ate in her
office. Jeneca outlined her plan for Tony’s meeting. After
scheduling the rest of the week, she listened to Dana talk about
her boys. Jeneca wistfully remembered when her girls were
younger.

 


She left the office at five-thirty. She took
Jake on a run, ate dinner and prepared for her back-to-back
rendezvous. As she queued messages to David, she cursed herself for
forgetting to call off the previous night’s.

 


In between her trysts, Jeneca came home to
shower and clean her toys before driving back to the motel--the two
rooms happened to be two doors apart. Her evening was a success,
and she was elated to pull off a double-header.

 


On the way home from the second encounter,
however, her mind was focused on the dom’s message. She’d forced
herself to wait until after her evening was finished. If he were
paying attention to her online times, he’d see she’d been online
but hadn’t opened his message, and hoped it would convey her lack
of interest in him.

 


She hurried into her nook, logged in to her
account and ignored all the other messages in favor of the dom’s.
The first thing she noticed was its length! She smiled and settled
into her chair.

 


The smile remained on her face throughout the
entire read. Instead of drafting a response immediately, she sent
questionnaires to the twenty-five-year-olds. Then she glanced
through her in-box for a message from Brad. She was relieved to see
nothing.

 


Then, she reread the dom’s message before
copying it to Notepad.

 


He assumed she’d change her mind if
she continued to talk to him?! Still, he’d answered her questions.
There was a flow to his answers, but Jeneca was left with a nagging
feeling about why the safeword question was last. He couldn’t have
known it was the most important: She’d carefully buried it.

 


She smiled at the pineapple story and
wondered if she should change her safewords to outlandish
ones--especially since she had to answer her own questions for him.
She didn’t have to answer them, but she knew she would.

 


Her safewords were fine. Besides, they were
already in play, and it’d be difficult to change. Moreover, she
wasn’t going to change them simply to impress the dom!

 


Jeneca found it interesting that the dom had
similar angst about the use of safewords and felt connected to him.
She pushed that thought out of her mind as she remembered his group
sex encounters. The dom was far kinkier than she! But what did it
matter? It did not matter!

 


The water cooler comment was a common phrase,
but it generally referenced an office setting. Jeneca wondered what
the dom’s occupation was. She toyed with asking but she decided
against it. It wasn’t going to get personal.

 


Ever.

 


Her committee asked, hasn’t it already
gotten personal? He’d already shared intimate details of his dom
nature, and he didn’t talk about it with anyone. He suggested she
needed someone to talk to, but did he, too, need the same?

 


Their correspondence was personal.

 


It was edgy.

 


It was probably something she shouldn’t
continue.

 



But she couldn’t not continue.

 


She wouldn’t send her response until the
following day, but Jeneca drafted it that night.

 


 


Admirer,

 


I didn’t say you had to like my
decision. Nor did I say I need you to further prove yourself. In
fact, I didn’t mention anything about changing my mind; simply that
I didn’t like to say never. Your reaction to my words leads me to
believe that you typically get what you want--both in and out of
the bedroom. Correct?

 


Before you get your hopes up, let
me unequivocally state that I have not changed my mind with regard
to meeting you.

 


I agree to your caveats; except I
feel the necessity to reiterate that I’m not corresponding with you
to test your submissive nature. But I do thank you for your
responses. The pineapple story put a big smile upon my
face!

 


If you were a sub, I’d most
definitely reprimand you for trying to turn the tables by asking me
the same questions. As you hinted in your preface, it’s not
something a sub does. I’m sure you don’t answer your subs’
questions, either.

 


Since we don’t have a dom/sub
relationship, I’ll answer. My safewords are “yellow” and “red”. I
also incorporate a five-point scale with regard to pain level. My
punishment toy of choice IS a crop. I await your rationale for
saying same. A sub has uttered “yellow” once. I effectively dealt
with the caution while maintaining the hotness of the scene. It
ended in his satisfaction.

 


I haven’t dominated more than one
sub at a time nor do I seek to. I, too, view humiliation like you
do. Likewise, I’m more about teasing and denial.

 


Have any of your subs become
clingy or wanted more from you? If so, how did/do you deal with
that?

 


~Mistress

 


 


Jeneca edited her message. By definitively
and succinctly summarizing the safeword issue, she felt her true
meaning was successfully averted. She read her words about not
wanting to meet and was happy with the tenor. However, if she were
being honest with herself, his response had made her want to meet.
Instead, she was contented to have someone to chat with about
dominant behavior.

 


She left the message in Notepad and went to
sleep.




Chapter 14

 


 


Jeneca awoke thinking of the dom, and she
logged in, copied the message from Notepad and sent it. She ignored
messages from the other night’s youngsters. Instead, she sent two
short notes to Brian and Brad.

 


 


Brad:

 


You’ve made me slightly happier
since you’ve not communicated with me. Tell me, though. Have you
touched yourself, made yourself cum or watched porn?

 



~Mistress

 


 


Jeneca decided not to meet Brad that night
since she was sore. She thought a Judo class would be better. Plus,
Brad should really feel his punishment more.

 


 


Brian:

 


You are a very good boy. I trust
all the wax came off without incident? Please tell me how you’ve
incorporated your sexual learning into your everyday
life.

 


~Mistress

 


 


Jeneca wasn’t concerned about Brian becoming
attached. He was there to learn and then play with others. She was
interested in what he found worthy to incorporate in his regular
sex life.

 


* * * *

 


At eleven, Dana buzzed Jeneca, announcing
Tony’s arrival. “Make him wait six minutes, then show him
back.”

 


“Will do.”

 


Timing was everything. What she had to say
was delicate, and a man like Tony didn’t do delicate. So, she had
to appeal to what he knew. Making him wait sent the message that
she was in charge.

 


Six minutes later, Dana escorted Tony to the
office, and he limped inside as Jeneca rose to greet him.

 


She purposefully chose her outfit: black
short skirt and blazer, white button-down blouse with the top two
undone, lacy white bra, four-inch black heels. Her hair was
down.

 


Jeneca asked if Tony wanted anything before
nodding to Dana, who went to get it. As she pivoted to speak with
Dana, she sent her left leg out. Tony took the bait and dragged his
eyes up her leg. Jeneca turned back while still speaking, catching
him in the act. He coughed and hobbled to the chair.

 


“Thank you for coming on short notice, Tony,”
Jeneca said as she walked to her desk.

 


She turned quickly, again catching Tony
checking her out. He averted his eyes to her bookcase.

 


“Sure. You got a lotta books. When Jay Leno
said, ‘kill all the lawyers’, I bet he was referrin’ to so many
books,” he joked.

 


“Hmm, yes. Shakespeare is the one who penned
that, and it’s been sadly misquoted. The full message is if you
want chaos, first you kill the lawyers. Shakespeare was actually
paying tribute to lawyers and the legal system.”

 


Jeneca was still standing. She put her hands
on her desk and looked at Tony. Her blouse billowed forward,
revealing her bra. Tony immediately looked.

 


“But you weren’t looking at my books.”

 


The harshness of her tone made Tony
reluctantly look into her eyes. She was angry.

 


“Heh. You can’t help a guy, am I right? And a
cripple at that.”

 


“Hmph.” Jeneca sat down authoritatively and
pulled her chair in. “You’re supposed to be a cripple who’s had the
trauma of losing his lower legs, therefore feeling less of a man,”
she said pointedly.

 


“I am!”

 


“A man who is so ashamed of his newfound
situation that he cannot perform like a man is supposed to perform
with his wife.”

 


“I ain’t slept with Arianna since I went into
the hospital.”

 


“So you’ve said. That’s why we have the loss
of consortium claim.”

 


“The what?”

 


“We’ve been over this. Married couples--”

 


“Oh, yeah. Yeah, and I ain’t done it!”

 


Jeneca stared at Tony. He looked away. Her
point having been made, she softened her tone as she continued.

 


“It doesn’t seem to be affecting your
appetite, though.”

 


“My appetite?” Tony patted his stomach. “I
eat. That’s about all I can do now.” Tony had gained a lot of
weight since being in the hospital. He didn’t know where she was
going.

 


“I’m not talking about food, Tony.”

 


“No? What you talkin’ ‘bout, then?” He tried
not to look at her tits but couldn’t help himself.

 


“I’m talking about that, Tony. Since
you’ve been in my office, you’ve made four overtly sexual stares
and however many more in the reception area.”

 


“I am still male, y’know.”

 


“I’m well aware of that. And while I don’t
want you to act any differently because of this lawsuit, there are
some things you must consider. You’re rather well-known in
the community, right?”

 


Tony understood her meaning. “Yeah, you could
say so.”

 


“You’re a very recognizable face, I’m sure.
Because of that, and given your male status, people can
easily put two and two together. Are you with me?”

 


“Um, I ain’t sure.”

 


“Let me be blunt.”

 


“Please.” Tony forced his eyes to remain
above her breasts. He felt his cock pulse. She looked especially
fuckable that morning.

 


“If I’m able to notice your leers,
then anyone on the street can see them, too. Presumably, your
male-ness is not confined to just these office walls? You
make these leers wherever you go, no matter who’s around. Am I
correct?”

 


Tony looked down and shifted uncomfortably in
his chair; not being used to directness from a woman. He coughed
and drank some coffee.

 


“I take it by your discomfort that the answer
is yes?”

 


“Yeah. I don’t mean nothin’ by it.”

 


“Well, some people may not feel that’s true.
You have to consider that anyone could become a juror in this
case--”

 


“I thought you said it wasn’t goin’ to
trial?”

 


“I told you it’d be foolish for the hospital
not to settle, but I never said unequivocally we wouldn’t go to
trial. I don’t know what the other side is gonna do. I can only
speak from experience. I still think it’d be foolish, but I also
thought they would’ve settled by now. So we have to start thinking
about trial.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“What I’m saying is, you don’t necessarily
want to give the impression that you’re sexually active if you’re
not.” She paused for a reaction. Tony squirmed in his seat.
“Understood?”

 


“Yeah. But it don’t mean nothin’.”

 


“The only thing that matters is people’s
perceptions. If they see you leering, they’re going to think you’re
doing. Got it?”

 


“Yeah.” Tony felt like when his mother had
reprimanded him for staining his suit before church.

 


To establish a “legitimate” reason for the
meeting, Jeneca continued with particulars about his rehab and the
prosthetics. She brought up the tension between he and his wife the
last time they were in, and she said she wanted a chance to speak
with him privately about his progress, or lack thereof.

 


Tony spoke candidly, glad to be off the sex
topic. He prattled about rehab problems. Overall, he claimed to be
doing well, despite continued pain in and around his knee joints
where the devices were pinching. He was waiting on a final
fitting.

 


Jeneca told him to call Dana after the
fitting and reminded him about his weekly progress emails. After a
few general questions about his family and business, she sent him
on his way.

 


Dana came in afterward. “How’d it go? Did he
take the bait?”

 


“Couldn’t’ve gone better if it was Broadway!”
Jeneca grinned.

 


She recapped the meeting and Tony’s
discomfort. Then she had Dana docket the upcoming fitting.

 


“Please make sure to call him the following
day if you don’t hear from him.”

 


“Will do.”

 


Jeneca’s cell rang and Dana left.

 


“Hey, Davey!”

 


“Dude! You free for lunch?”

 


“Can you gimme a half-hour?”

 


“Sure. The diner?”

 


“I’ll meet you there!”

 


Jeneca jotted some notes in the Baldoni file.
Then she called Phillip Newman.

 


“Phil Newman.”

 


“You don’t sound very good, Phil.”

 


“Jeneca. How are you?”

 


“Mission accomplished.”

 


“How’d he take it? Did he deny it?”

 


“I didn’t actually spell anything out. I wore
a provocative outfit, caught him looking and admonished him from
there.”

 


“Ouch. Provocative, you say? You free for
lunch, then?”

 


Jeneca chuckled. “Very funny.”

 


“No, I’m serious. I’ve gotta get the hell
outta here.”

 


“Actually, I’m meeting David. Raincheck?”

 


“Sure.”

 


“Hey, can I ask a favor, though?”

 


“Anything, provocative lady.”

 


“Well, if it’s anything, I may have to
rethink it!” Phil chuckled. “Seriously though, is your P.I. still
employed?”

 


“They’re not telling me things, Jeneca. It’s
gotten pretty strange around here. If I had to guess, I’d say
yes.”

 


“Okay. If y’get any more intel, could you
please let me know?”

 


“Absolutely.”

 


“Thanks. I appreciate it.”

 


* * * *

 


David was seated in a booth when Jeneca
arrived. He stood up to hug her.

 


Sally zipped over to her regulars. They’d
been coming to the diner since David had his massage classes
downtown. “What’ll it be, my faves?”

 


David said, “The usual.”

 


Jeneca followed their script. “What do you
recommend today, Sally?”

 


Sally rattled off Jeneca’s favorite
breakfast. “Today I’d go with the egg-white omelette with spinach,
tomatoes and feta, a side of fruit, and if you’re especially
hungry, the bacon.”

 


“Is it good today?”

 


“Crisp, just like you like it.”

 


“Okay, I’ll go with your suggestion,
Sally.”

 


Sally winked at her and left.

 


“Two lunches in one week! To what do I owe
this awesomeness, David?”

 


David glanced around the diner. The place was
packed, and the noise level was high. Still, he felt it necessary
to lower his voice. “I, uh, did as you, um, suggested.”

 


Jeneca smirked as she watched him squirm but
feigned confusion. “I don’t know what you’re talking about?”

 


David fidgeted some more. “Well, um, the
other day, uh, you told me, with Betsy, and like, well...” he
glanced up and saw her grinning. “Dude! You bitch!”

 


Jeneca giggled. “Sorry, couldn’t resist.
Okay, so how’d it go?”

 


“It didn’t. Ended before it started,
actually.”

 


“Why?”

 


“Well, I showed the handcuffs to her as I
undid my tie--”

 


“What do you mean you showed them to
her?”

 


“Just that; I showed ‘em to her. Told her I
was gonna do something different.”

 


“Noooo. I didn’t say to do it like that!”

 


“You told me to get handcuffs and then
blindfold her.”

 


“Yeah, but I never said to ask her
permission to do it!”

 


“What was I supposed to do, just grab her and
cuff her?” David rolled his eyes at the absurd idea.

 


“Um, yeah.”

 


David stared at her. “You’re serious.”

 


“I am. If you give her a choice, she’ll
refuse. She’s not going to tell you she wants to be taken!
You’ve got to take her; hence the taking part.”

 


“We’re talking about Betsy here.”

 


“It doesn’t matter. Grab her hands, handcuff
them to the bed, then blindfold her. And then pleasure her. Trust
me, Davey.”

 


“Do all of your boy-toys trust you?”

 


It was Jeneca’s turn to stare. “We’re not
going there, Davey.”

 


“No? Not even with two-a-days now?”

 


“What?” Jeneca thought back. “Fuck! You and
your stupid ideas, David! I can’t remember to cancel the fucking
emails! How many have you gotten?”

 


“It’s half-past hump day, and I’ve already
gotten three this week. How many have you had?”

 


“Three. Shit. This is ridiculous. I’m not
gonna send ‘em anymore. I know what I’m doing.”

 


David turned serious. “No, Jeneca. I’m sorry.
I’m just a little embarrassed with the whole Betsy thing, so I
teased you. Please don’t stop sending them. It just takes one time
to be unsafe.”

 


“I’m a second degree black belt, David. I can
protect myself.”

 


“Not against a guy with a gun.”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes. “Fine,” she
grumbled.

 


“So. Two in one night, eh?”

 


Jeneca grinned. “Yeah.”

 


“But not at the same time?”

 


“No. Not into that.”

 


“And that’s where the line is.”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes. “The power thing is a
trip. And I wanted to see if I could pull it off. They were both
first-timers.” Her eyes twinkled.

 


“I’m glad you’re out of your funk. Maybe we
should have a family reunion...and a coming out party?” David
teased.

 


“Yeah, right. The ‘rents will flip, as will
Shayla and Betsy--though, maybe not Betsy if you start playing
rough!”

 


They both laughed. “Maybe I’ll become a dom,
just like your dom from the site.”

 


David had been trying to work him into the
conversation. He thought it was perfect timing and watched his
sister as he said it. Her eyes flashed though her answer was
nonchalant.

 


“You gonna advertise for subs?”

 


“Maybe I’ll search for a dominatrix.”

 


Again, he watched her and she held his
gaze.

 


“No, you won’t.”

 


“You’re right. So. Have you heard from your
dom-turned-sub again?”

 


Sally arrived with their food. As part of the
game, she waited for Jeneca to take a bite, feigning nervousness.
“I hope’s it’s as good as I’ve said.”

 


Jeneca chewed. “It’s stupendous. Thanks,
Sally!”

 


Sally grinned, knocked her knuckles on the
table and walked away.

 


Jeneca’s smile faded as she resumed the
conversation. “You’re so fucking transparent, David.”

 


David smiled sheepishly and shrugged.
“Have you?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“And?”

 


“And it’s not a subject worth talking
about.”

 


“I think it is.”

 


“I’m aware. There’s nothing to talk about,
though.”

 


“Have you met him?”

 


“No, and I’m not going to.”

 


“But you want to.”

 


Jeneca stared at her brother. They knew each
other too well. She looked down and said quietly, “Yeah, I think I
do.”

 


“But you haven’t told him yet.”

 


“No. And I don’t know that I will.”

 


“How many messages have you swapped?”

 


“I’m not sure. A few each.”

 


David watched Jeneca eat; he knew she was
trying to downplay her feelings. David wasn’t sure if he should be
happy that Evan was out of the picture or worried that the someone
new was a dom from a sex site.

 


As they continued to eat, Jeneca told him
about her meeting with Tony. David listened before asking for
specific instructions on how to proceed with Betsy.

 


“Omigod, David, you’re not sixteen! You’re
married to her. Plus, you’ve done this kinda thing in
college, you said. Just have fun. You’ll both have fun!”

 


“Thanks, Dude.” He hugged her good-bye.

 


“Thanks, you two!” Sally called to them,
pocketing Jeneca’s usual ten-dollar tip.




Chapter 15

 


 


Keegan Randolph had research to do on
Wednesday. He preferred to do it before the rest of the world was
awake and able to bother him. An email notification from the
naughty site interrupted his work.

 


Since he was in research mode, Keegan scanned
the message for any indication of willingness to meet. Seeing none,
he went back to the top and read for content.

 


Keegan wasn’t used to quick wit and
intelligence, which stirred a stronger hunger than his sub-speak
did. He was bored with his subs. They weren’t challenging. The
Mistress challenged him on many levels.

 


Her question about getting his way made him
wonder if she knew him, though he realized she most likely utilized
deductive reasoning.

 


He flipped his notepad to a fresh sheet and
picked up his pen.

 


 


Mistress,

 


You caught me. Allow me to rephrase. It is *I* who
very much desires to meet you, perhaps even more so now. I
understand you’ve turned me down. It is me and me alone who thinks
I can prove my sub-worthiness to you and that you will change your
mind.

 


I’m glad I was able to put a smile upon what I have
no doubt is your beautiful face. It is, after all, why I shared the
story with you. With the growing BDSM acceptance in our culture
recently, many men believe humiliation and pain are the focal
points. They don’t comprehend finesse or the power that comes from
controlling another.

 


Additionally, I find that if there isn’t some level
of fun, then what’s the point?

 


There’s too much seriousness in this world; both in
business and beyond. Sex is for pleasure and fulfillment of
desires. If you can’t have fun during sex, when can you have
fun?

 


I apologize. I didn’t mean to get philosophical.
But we seem to think alike on this topic.

 


Am I wrong?

 


Thank you, Mistress, for answering the questions.
I’m interested in your five-point pain level scale, though. You’ve
stated you’re not into pain, either, so I’m a bit confused.

 


Please explain what it is and how you incorporate
it.

 


As for the crop rationale, I’ll admit it’s not very
in-depth. I figured it was your favorite since it’s the first
picture posted.

 


Your handling of the “yellow” utterance leads me
to, again--or still--want to submit to you, Mistress. You seem kind
and attentive to your subs. I bet you’re a consummate domme.

 


As to my subs, yes, there have been women who
became clingy, jealous, demanding, and, well, psycho. I’ve
unequivocally stated in my profile that I’m not looking for a
relationship. Perhaps, as a female, you’re in a better position to
explain why females think they can change a guy, despite being told
up-front the way he is?

 


Maybe it’s ego? Maybe they feel if they’re the best
sub ever I’ll change my mind and seek monogamy? Whatever it is,
it’s a complete turn-off. I’ve tried rehabilitating subs in the
past to no avail. So now, when I see the first signs of cling, I
let her go.

 


I’m not sure if that answers your question. If not,
please re-ask it a different way, and I’ll try again.

 


Please let me have a standing caveat to all my
future questions that I sincerely wish to be dominated by you,
Mistress. That kept in the background, permit me to ask in the
foreground: what is your favorite sexual position? What is most
intriguing about being a domme? Why are you corresponding with
me?

 


Always hopeful,

 


Admirer

 


 


Keegan flipped his pages back and was
surprised to find his diatribe about BDSM misconceptions. He wanted
the Mistress to realize their similarities so she’d change her mind
about meeting. It probably wouldn’t work, but he also wanted to
differentiate himself from the wanna-be doms.

 


He made a few grammar corrections. Overall,
he liked what he’d written, except for the last line. “Why are you
corresponding with me?” He didn’t need to ask that. He knew she
wanted to or else she wouldn’t be. So he changed it to: “Why do you
like corresponding with me?”

 


Keegan dictated the message and gave it the
once-over before sending.

 


He shook his head at how much time had gone
by. Returning to his research was difficult as thoughts of the
Mistress distracted him. Even though he didn’t know what she looked
like, he was convinced she was stunning, and her intelligence gave
him a hard-on.

 


When he’d decided to explore his submissive
side, he had no idea how challenging it’d be. He’d only sought a
one-off encounter. He hadn’t thought he’d like it, but it’d been
festering for a while. The fact that she continued to refuse him
heightened his desire.

 


Knowing she wouldn’t respond until the next
day, at least, Keegan messaged a sub and ordered her to service him
after lunch. Then he placed the Mistress out of his mind and
concentrated on his research.

 


He had a few hours before he grabbed food and
then prepared himself to dominate the sub.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca waited until Thursday to meet with
Brad. She told him to expect punishment. When she entered the room,
she gave him the one warning in her disciplinary plan.

 


“If you cannot abide by the rules, as you’ve
already agreed to, you will never see me again. You are not
to contact me first. Ever. Not even if you think it’s a good idea.
Not even if it’s an emergency. If you have an emergency, call
9-1-1. Do you understand, Brad?”

 


Brad was naked at the end of the bed with his
head down. “Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Look at me.” He looked up. “This is not part
of the game, Brad. This is very serious. I like playing with you.
But if you can’t follow my rules, you’ll leave me no choice but to
sever communications.”

 


Her eyes were hard.

 


“Do you understand, Brad?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Lay on your stomach for your beating.”

 


Brad’s cock pulsed as Jeneca flexed the whip
in her hand, and he eagerly rolled over.

 


Jeneca was excited to use a new toy. She’d
purposefully chosen a leather one with more thickness to curb the
sting. After she’d practiced on her pillow, she was ready to use it
on a human.

 


She climbed on the bed with her feet on
either side of Brad and dragged the whip across Brad’s taut ass and
up his back.

 


“You may need your safewords for this,
Brad.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Tell me what they are.”

 


“Yellow and red, Mistress.”

 


“Tell me you won’t let yourself become
hurt.”

 


“I won’t let myself become hurt,
Mistress.”


 


“Tell me you will use the safewords as you
need them.”

 


“I will use the safewords as I need them,
Mistress. Thank you for your kindness, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca cracked the whip against Brad’s middle
back at a level three.

 


“That’s what I’m talking about!”

 


She cracked it again a bit higher.

 


“I gave you the words to say, and you still
went beyond.”

 


“Ah! I’m sorry, Mistress.”


 


“Gimme a number.”

 


“Three, Mistress.”

 


“What do you want to be at?”

 


“I think I can go to a four, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca cracked the whip harder across his
shoulders. “Ah! Four, Mistress.”

 


“Are we good there?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca smiled. The whip felt good in her
hand. She enjoyed the power as she heard the whip whistle through
the air and the crack! as it connected with skin.

 


“You will take twenty-five lashes now that
we’ve established a pain level.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“You will count each one. If you make a
mistake, you will start over at one.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Are you ready?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca could barely contain her excitement.
She started at the shoulders and ran the whip down the left side of
Brad’s body as he kept count. Then she whipped down the back of his
left leg. Moving to the right leg, she whipped up to his ass and up
his right side. Brad grunted with every crack! and called
out each number. His cock throbbed against the mattress.

 


Red lines spread across Brad’s backside.
Jeneca smiled at her handiwork. None of the strikes broke skin. She
had chosen her whip, along with all of her toys, with care and
attention to detail.

 


Upon reaching twenty-five, she ordered Brad
to his knees on the floor. Jeneca sat on the edge of the bed,
swapping the whip for her trusty crop, and ordered Brad to eat her
until she came. With each additional instruction, she swatted him
with her crop.

 


“Faster!”

 


The crop descended on his buttocks at a level
five.

 


“Slower!”

 


The crop descended on his side at a level
four, with the sequence continuing until she drenched his face.

 


To be safe, she ordered Brad to stand, and
she applied salve to the red marks. It was difficult for Brad to
keep from saying, “Thank you, Mistress,” but he did.

 


Then she ordered him to lay backwards on the
bed face-up with his head over the end. She sat on his face and
ground her pussy against his mouth before she directed his it to
her satisfaction. The final order was for Brad to lick, suck and
nibble until she climaxed again.

 


Afterwards, she collected her things. As she
left, she told him, “Remember, not one fucking email or we’re
done.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Just before closing the door, she turned to
face him. “One last thing. You’re still on probation. Don’t touch
that cock until you hear from me.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Brad was in pain, but not from the
punishment. The lashing had made him hard, and he had wanted to
fuck the mattress. Having the Mistress’ beautiful pussy in his face
had made him harder. The fact that she had left him unfulfilled was
beautifully harsh.

 


He licked her drying juices from his face,
and used his fingers to wipe up more. His cock pulsated.

 


It would, he knew, be difficult to
abstain.

 


* * * *

 


When Jeneca got home, she was greeted by Jake
and a Post-It note: Delete email to David! She marched to
her nook and deleted the message. After taking care of her toys,
she took Jake for a run, and analyzed the whipping.

 


She felt awesomely powerful and sexually
invigorated. While she hoped Brad would follow directions, she knew
there were plenty of others if he didn’t.

 


Specifically, Brian. She’d set up a time the
following night to play with him and a leash and collar. She’d
originally planned on testing them with Brad, but she was afraid
the collar would represent a long-term commitment to him.

 


After the run, Jeneca took a protein bar and
water into her nook. She’d read Keegan’s message the previous day
but hadn’t had time to respond. Smug from her treatment of Brad,
and with lots of time, she settled in to respond.

 


 


Admirer,

 


As I, too, don’t want a
relationship, I allow my subs one error only. If they continue to
disobey, I’m done. No more communication. As a matter of fact, I
just had to discipline a clingy sub tonight. He was whipped. He was
forced to pleasure me using only my directives and was denied his
own pleasure.

 


I’m hoping he can be rehabilitated
because I enjoy playing with him. If not, he’ll be
discarded.

 


So no, I cannot answer why women
feel they can change guys.

 


As you can see, I have a similar
problem with guys wanting to change me, despite my unequivocal
claim of not wanting a permanent sub.

 


My five-point pain scale helps me
determine each of my sub’s limits, as we all experience pain
differently. My first session with a sub utilizes various toys and
tests the levels with each. He gives me a number after each strike
so I can better assess his limits.

 


No, I’m not into pain, as I’ve
said. However, as I’m sure you know, subs need to be punished at
times. Or are you telling me you do nothing along the lines of
punishment? For me, the punishment is more controlling than pain.
Because of that, I need to know how much each sub can
take.

 


Seriousness versus playfulness.
Yes, I completely agree with you. Though I take my role as a domme
seriously, I like to have fun during my encounters. Your
seriousness comment leads me to wonder what it is you do that’s so
serious in the business world?

 


Your questions amuse me. So I’ll
answer them. My favorite sexual position is anything that grabs my
fancy in the heat of the moment. If forced to pick one, it would be
on my back with my legs over his shoulders, as that provides a
better angle for deep penetration.

 


Domme intrigue? The raw power. The
fact that I’m the one in control. I think you’ve alluded to this in
your previous correspondence. Calling the shots and having someone
else completely submit, obey and behave the way I want is a
rush.

 


As for your last question, I
should refuse to answer it. It assumes facts not in evidence, does
it not? It reveals your dom side in spades.

 


However, I concede. I enjoy
corresponding with you. Early on you spoke of the lack of
intelligence on this site. Your writing contains immense
intelligence, and I value that.

 


I understand your caveat about
wishing to submit to me. I don’t want you to feel like I’ve changed
my mind in regards to meeting you. I haven’t.

 


~Mistress

 


 


Jeneca reread her message. After a few
modifications, she sent it. Next, she sorted her in-box, which was
bulging from inattention. She found a few more prospects and sent
them the now-formulaic first response email.

 


* * * *

 


The following evening, she walked into
Brian’s motel room, where he was naked on the edge of the bed.

 


“What a good boy you’ve been.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


“I have a special treat for you tonight.”

 


Brian’s cock jumped. “Thank you,
Mistress.”

 


“You don’t know what it is. It could be
horrible.”

 


“No, Mistress. I know it’s good ‘cause it’s
coming from you.”

 


“Such a good boy.”

 


Brian beamed. He watched her remove her
raincoat, revealing a short skirt and button-down blouse. She
reached into her bag. His cock jumped in anticipation. The woman
had brought him to sexual heights he hadn’t even known existed. He
would let her do anything.

 


When he saw the collar, his cock jumped a
third time. He’d watched that type of play in porn clips before and
didn’t really enjoy it, but it hadn’t been with the Mistress.

 


“I want you to wear this, Brian,” Jeneca told
him, walking toward him.

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“I’m gonna have you put it on, because this
is just for our play tonight. It doesn’t mean you’re going to be my
slave forever.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Nor does it mean we are entering into a
long-term relationship.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“This is just for now. Perhaps sometimes in
the future. But no promises. Understood?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca handed him the collar, and he secured
it around his neck. It was thick leather, and he felt the clasp
immediately. She clicked a leash onto the collar. His cock jumped
knowing that the woman now controlled him more thoroughly.

 


She patted his head. “Good boy,” she
murmured. He grinned. She tugged a bit on the leash. “Pain
number?”

 


“One, Mistress.”

 


She tugged harder. “Number?”

 


“Two, Mistress.”

 


“That’s where I want you, Brian.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“On your fours, Brian.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca tugged on the leash to bring him down.
Then tugged again as she told him, “Walk with me to the chair.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Brian crawled next to the Mistress’ legs, and
his cock flopped and leaked precum with each step. He never thought
he’d agree to it. Now, he couldn’t wait for more. The tugs on his
neck reminded him that he was her toy.

 


Jeneca sat in the chair. “Sit back.” Brian
sat on his ankles. “Good boy,” she said as she ruffled his
hair.

 


“Thank you, Mistress.” The tugs, the orders
and the praise worked together to put Brian into a sexual
frenzy.

 


Jeneca splayed her legs, revealing her bare
pussy. Brian’s cock throbbed wildly. “Do you like?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Look at me.” Brian looked up. “This is your
treat for being such a good boy. You get to lick me until I
come.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


“I will direct you.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”


 


Jeneca pulled on the leash which pulled
Brian’s head to her crotch. “Smell me.” Brian inhaled deeply. “Do
you want to taste me?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Ask me.”

 


“Please, Mistress, can I taste you?”

 


“You may. Start at the bottom, one lick, all
the way up. That’s all.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Brian held his tongue against the bottom of
her slit and licked all the way up. She was wet. He sat back and
flicked his tongue in his mouth.

 


“Good boy.” Brian smiled. “Do you want
more?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Ask me.”

 


“Please, Mistress, can I lick you some
more?”

 


Jeneca pulled the leash in answer. Brian
again licked up her slit and returned to a seated position. She
repeated it a few more times before she held him in place and told
him to lick. Brian greedily licked her juices, moaning as he did
so.

 


Jeneca held the leash in one hand and gripped
Brian’s hair with the other. “Faster,” she ordered, as she pressed
his face against her pussy. Brian moved his tongue faster, licking
harder. “Yes,” Jeneca said. She pressed his nose to her clit. Then
she pulled it back, lifting his face from her sex. “Breathe.” Brian
gulped air.

 


Jeneca repositioned him and ordered, “Lick my
clit.” Brian happily obliged. Jeneca ground her pussy against his
face. “Yes. Right there. Suck me!”

 


Brian slurped the Mistress’ clit into his
mouth and her ass lifted off the chair as she ground harder against
his face.

 


“Uhngh. Don’t stop,” she ordered.

 


Brian flicked her clit obligingly and sucked
it in, like she’d taught him.

 


Jeneca gave him a chance to breathe again. He
sat up heaving and licking his glistening face. “When I pull you
back, you’re going to do the same thing, but this time you’re going
to lightly drag your teeth against my clit. Do you
understand?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” He was anxious. He’d been
told to be gentle with a clit.

 


“Now! Make me come!” Jeneca forced his head
back against her. Brian licked and sucked. When he had her clit in
his mouth, he slowly parted his lips and lightly pressed with his
teeth.

 


Jeneca squealed, “Eeeee!” She ground against
him as her entire body tensed and he knew she was close. He licked
the tip of her clit as his teeth pressed on the top. That
combination sent Jeneca over the edge, and her knees squeezed
Brian’s cheeks as she pulled his hair.

 


As soon as she finished, she shoved him off
her clit. Her ass hit the seat. She let go of his leash, closed her
eyes and panted.

 


Brian sat back and licked his lips as he
watched her return to normal. His cock pulsed, demanding something
to fuck.

 


Jeneca opened her eyes and looked into
Brian’s. She smiled, sat up and patted his head. “Such a good boy!
Gimme your leash.”

 


Brian handed her the loop, and Jeneca rose
and tugged gently on his lead.

 


“Heel.”

 


Brian crawled with her as she led him to the
night stand.

 


“Wrap your cock.”

 


Jeneca climbed onto her fours on the bed with
her ass facing Brian.

 


She looked over her shoulder, “It’s part of
your reward and theme of the night to take me doggy style.”

 


She wiggled her ass at him and his cock
throbbed wildly. His right hand grabbed her hip. His left hand
grabbed his cock, and he guided it up and down her slick slit.

 


When he had it positioned at her opening,
Jeneca pushed back against him.

 


He entered her with ease, and they moaned
together until she demanded:

 


“Fuck me!”

 


Brian put both hands on her hips and thrust
into her. She pushed back with every thrust, causing him to probe
deeper.

 


“Yes, Brian. Just like that!”

 


He continued his unabashed fucking. He
watched her ass hit his stomach each time. The force caused her
skirt to billow, giving him a bull’s eye view of his disappearing
cock. The peak of their fucking, her moaning, the depth, and her
thrusting bought him to the edge.

 


“Uhn, Mistress, I--”

 


“No! Not yet! You don’t come until I say you
can come!”

 


“Y-yes, Mistress.” Brian heard himself say
yes, but he didn’t know if he could wait.

 


“Wrap your hand around my waist and rub my
clit.”

 


The command shifted his focus. He reached
around, bunched her skirt and circled her clit with his fingers.
Her ass wiggled wildly against his cock. He kept thrusting. He
moaned loudly.

 


“Do you need to come?”

 


“Fuck yes, Mistress.”

 


“I want you to count with me, and when you
reach one, you can come. Do you understand?”

 


“Y-Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Give me five deep thrusts, Brian. Count back
from five. Now!”

 


Brian concentrated on counting and thrusting
deeply. He didn’t need to build up, because he was already there.
Each time he bottomed out, he called a number. When he got to one,
he exploded.

 


Jeneca crawled away from him, and he
collapsed onto the bed. She smoothed her skirt, retrieved her
things and left.




Chapter 16

 


 


Over the next six weeks, Jeneca’s life became
patterned.

 


By day, she was an accomplished attorney, who
fought for her clients’ rights. By night, she was an accomplished
domme, who controlled her boys. In between, she worked out,
volunteered, counseled her brother, and corresponded with the
dom.

 


Brad was unable to keep silent. He messaged
Jeneca seeking a permanent relationship, claiming his request
wasn’t rule-breaking but the highest of compliments. Furthermore,
he felt that, despite Jeneca’s claims to the contrary, she had
feelings for him. That their relationship was special. That they
needed to be together, possibly forever.

 


Jeneca read the message with mixed emotions.
She didn’t share Brad’s emotional attachment but she did enjoy
playing with him. The path to becoming a domme was accomplished in
order to avoid an emotional commitment. Therefore, she never
contacted Brad again. He sent several follow-up messages, and
Jeneca blocked him.

 


Playing with new boy-toys became a well-oiled
process. First, Jeneca emailed her requirements and protocol.
Second, she met them and ascertained their pain level. Third, she
sent follow-up questionnaires. The first couple of encounters were
formulaic with some ad-libbing. More creativity was utilized by the
third meeting.

 


The newfound sexual power was exhilarating.
She was in control of her life again. She controlled the men she
chose, and they obeyed. Their mutual satisfaction was completely up
to her. It was a symbiotic relationship.

 


She had her fun and went home. Jake always
welcomed her with an eager wag. And she thought she was content; at
least, she refused to believe that she wasn’t.

 


Post-It notes reminded her to delete emails
to David. However, some snuck through when her focus shifted to
communicating with the dom. David commented on those trysts and
found a way to inquire about the dom. David knew Jeneca was drawn
to the dom and was surprised they hadn’t met yet.


 


He wondered what kind of a sub the dom would
make. When asked, Jeneca admitted to wondering the same thing. She
had a glint in her eye, convincing David that she would meet the
dom soon.

 


The dom and Jeneca corresponded more
frequently. After a while, she stopped worrying about the timing of
her messages and responded organically.

 


* * * *

 


Keegan smiled when he found the Mistress’
email in his in-box and while he read it. The smile remained as he
pondered what she wrote. The research part of his brain focused on
her intelligence. There were several phrases the Mistress used that
stuck out.

 


These phrases floated through his head:
“rehabilitated”, “concede”, “unequivocal”, “assumes facts not in
evidence”, and “caveat”. While he had used some of them, her use
seemed more assimilated than regurgitated.

 


He wondered if Jeneca was an attorney but
knew he couldn’t ask.

 


He reread her message in a detective mode.
She’d dismissed a sub because he didn’t play by her rules. She
liked being a domme because of the control. He knew lawyers didn’t
control everything in a courtroom. Yet he didn’t feel her domme
tendencies were from a helpless within her profession.

 


Keegan surmised the lack of control was from
her bedroom. She could be divorced after a longstanding marriage.
The divorce could have been a surprise, thereby making the Mistress
feel like she had to take control of all things sexual. If that
were true, did that also mean her ex had cheated?

 


Why did he think she wasn’t as hard as she
wanted to appear?

 


Keegan reread her older messages. He
remembered her question about the safeword. She had been concerned.
It displayed a crack in her hard exterior. Her willingness to
communicate with him was another crack. Or was it? Would he have
continued to communicate with her if the situation were reversed?
He couldn’t answer.

 


The woman intrigued him. Her intelligence
matched her sexuality. Keegan thoughts fixated on her throughout
the day. He jacked off while thinking about submitting to her,
meeting her, what she looked like, what she’d do to him, and how
he’d feel to obey her.

 


Getting her to agree to meet him became his
primary focus.

 


He played with subs to get her out of his
head but became irritated by their stupidity and need to
please.

 


He didn’t want them.

 


He wanted her.

 


He was crueler than normal and fucked them
harder.

 


Her message was reread again.

 


A pain scale!

 


Why had he never incorporated it?!

 


He thought about his first encounters. He
never went overboard, because he was able to read his subs’
expressions. What if they had covered up the pain to please him?
No, he would know.

 


Writing the Mistress became an all-consuming
game of wit. He contemplated his response while he got a fresh cup
of coffee. Then he outlined what he needed to say and what he
needed to leave out.

 


 


Mistress,

 


I believe both of our caveats are firmly in place:
I wish to submit to you, and you wish to not meet me. Let’s leave
them be, understood in the corner, shall we?

 


I find it amusing that you wonder what I do for a
living. I came up with several responses. I could tell you, but
then I’d have to kill you. Perhaps you’re not as old as you post,
in which case you’d most likely not find the humor.

 


As I thought about other responses, I realized I
cannot answer you. You, like me, refuse to get personal. If we were
to cross that line, it would invariably mean I’d never stand a
chance of meeting you.

 


So I’ll politely refuse to answer. I’ll leave you
with whatever choice of rationale pleases you more: that I wish to
meet you or that I wish to keep my personal life personal.

 


Besides, I know what you did with your sub who
refused to play by your rules. I don’t wish to be cast aside,
Mistress. I’m patient. I think you’re worth the wait. And I’ll play
by your rules.

 


Always.

 


Should you wish to divulge what you do for a
living, I promise to be a good listener. Lol.

 


I found myself nodding and smiling when I read
about your attraction to domination. The rush is definitely
there.

 


Thank you for your explanation of your pain scale.
I must admit, I hadn’t considered it. I read my subs’ expressions
well, and I dole out the lashes accordingly.

 


As for your favorite position, your first response
was beautiful, as I’m sure you are. Sexual positions are indeed
dependent upon the mood. I enjoy your go-to position for the same
reasons you stated. Sometimes it becomes almost carnal to get as
deeply into someone as I possibly can. I imagine the need to be
filled is as powerful. I’m glad you found my questions amusing
enough to answer.

 


Without trying to sound too obsequious, let me
thank you again for your compliment on my intelligence. I’m humbled
by your claim. Your intelligence oozes from everything you write,
and I admit to being a sapiosexual, so your words definitely turn
me on, Mistress.

 


I shall tempt fate again with more questions for
you. Is there anything you wish to ask of me? This year, what is
the youngest sub you’ve dominated? Do you have a minimum age? Do
you use protection or require medical certification?

 


I look forward to your response, and I remain,

 


Your admirer

 


* * * *

 


After reading the dom’s message, Jeneca
immediately Googled sapiosexual:

 


“A person who is sexually attracted to
intelligence or the human mind before appearance.”

 


She smiled. The dom taught her a new word.
Did that mean he was attracted to ugly females? She suddenly wanted
to know what he thought of her looks.

 


Then she chastized herself. “Pfft,” she said
out loud.

 


Jake shifted at her feet.

 


“I think he just said that to get me to send
a picture, Jake!”

 


Jake lifted his head but offered no
evaluative comment, placing his head back on his paws as she turned
back to her laptop.

 


Had she asked him what he did for a
living? She hadn’t meant it as such, but she understood why he’d
think that. His response was perfect, though she found herself
wondering even more what he did. With his intellect and dominating
aura, she felt he succeeded in whatever he did.

 


“Perhaps I’m not as old as I post. Does he
think I can’t tell he’s asking me how old I am, Jake?” Since she
didn’t shift her body, Jake remained unmoving. She drafted a
response.

 


Jeneca worried about personal information
being stored on the site’s servers. She also wanted to keep her
subs separate from the dom. She had a host of other justifications
to move things off the site. So she set up a dummy email account
and told the dom to send her a confirming email, should he wish to
communicate off the site.

 


His first email contained three words:

 


 


“Talk to me.”

 


 


Jeneca was expecting a submissive response,
like, yes, I’d like to communicate here. His three words held a
greater impact. When she read them, she felt a pull in her stomach.
The words were both dominant and submissive.

 


The pair continued to communicate, delving
into their protocols of first-time sub encounters and shared dumb
first messages. They both felt the other’s competence in
domination, grew comfortable with their communication, and looked
forward to the emails.

 


Keegan pressed his desire to submit.

 


Jeneca steadfastly refused.

 


Keegan understood the path they were on and
patiently waited.




Chapter 17

 


 


Dana entered Jeneca’s office with coffee and
a protein bar. “You’re going to want this before Arianna comes
in.”

 


“I didn’t see her on the schedule.”

 


“She just called. Tony has to have another
surgery because the prosthetics don’t fit. She’ll be in after you
eat this.”

 


“I thought things were going well?”

 


“All but the pain around the knee joints,
which was because the prosthetics didn’t fit, which caused ligament
damage. So they have to rebuild some ligaments to fit the
newly-ordered set of legs.”

 


“Good lord. Hasn’t he been through
enough?”

 


“I know.”

 


“So why does she need to come in?”

 


“Well, she was a bit hesitant on the phone. I
think she wants to discuss some delicate things with you. I’m
assuming something along the lines of the loss of consortium
claim?”

 


“Okay.”

 


“That’s why I thought you’d want the
protein.”

 


“Good call, thanks.”

 


Soon after Jeneca’s impromptu lunch, Arianna
came in. She refused food or drink and nervously sat down. Jeneca
gently began, “I understand Tony’s had a bit of a setback?”

 


“Yeah. The surgery’s gonna be at the end of
the week.”

 


“Please tell me it’s not going to be at Mercy
again.”

 


“Heh. No, we’re goin’ t’General.”

 


“Good. How are his spirits?”

 


“He’s very depressed ‘bout havin’ t’have
another surgery, but you know Tone; he won’t never admit it.”

 


Jeneca nodded. “I’m sure he’ll make a speedy
recovery. The new legs should make him feel much better.”

 


Arianna looked up questioningly.

 


“D’you want him t’do normal things? I mean,
I--I thought it was better for the case, maybe...” she looked
away.

 


“Arianna, the case is clear-cut hospital
negligence. What happened to Tony is a tragedy. I want to see Tony
living his life as close to normal as soon as possible. Even if I
weren’t your attorney, I’d want this. I thought I made it clear
that progress is good.”

 


Arianna nodded and wrung her hands. “I hope
this is the last surgery before he can get back to normal. He’s
sorta been in purgatory since them amputations.”

 


“I understand that.”

 


Arianna licked her lips and continued to
fidget. “I mean, y’want him t’go back t’normal, the way he was
before, right?”

 


“Yes. Is something bothering you, Arianna?”
Jeneca couldn’t watch her squirm any longer.

 


Arianna sighed. “Well, it’s just, y’know that
lost consort thing you said you was claimin’ on my behalf?”

 


“The loss of consortium, yes,” Jeneca gently
corrected.

 


“Yeah. That. I mean, well, d’you want him
t’do those kinds of things, too?” Her eyes were averted.

 


“Absolutely. Look, just because we have a
claim doesn’t mean Tony needs to remain an invalid. The claim
covers the time from Mercy’s negligence to when he’s able to resume
his spousal duties. Neither of you should prevent yourselves from
having a full life. You should continue living like there was no
lawsuit pending.”

 


“And you’re sure that won’t affect
nothin’?”

 


“If you and Tony resume marital relations,
I’m positive it won’t impact the outcome of the case.”

 


Arianna breathed a sigh of relief. “Okay.
It’s just, I mean, I didn’t wanna do nothin’ that would cause
unrepairable damage to the verdict.”

 


Jeneca let the botched legalese slide.
“There’s nothing you can do to cause that, Arianna. But just so
we’re clear, what exactly are you talking about?”

 


“Oh, well, I mean, I just thought maybe Tone
would feel more like a man if he was able to perform, you know, in
that arena again. So I thought t’myself that maybe I should,
y’know, try to coax him into doin’ somethin’. But I haven’t yet
because I didn’t wanna cause no unrepairable damage, y’know. But if
y’think it’s a good idea...”

 


“Arianna, I think you’re absolutely right;
Tony would feel better about himself as a man if he were able to
have sex again.”

 


She carefully worded her sentiment, knowing
that’s exactly what he had been doing, just not with Arianna.

 


Arianna let out another breath. “Oh, thank
you! I didn’t wanna do nothin’ without your blessin’. But I mean, I
was thinkin’, y’know, like, after this surgery, when he comes back
home, I could, y’know, sort of help him get there, if y’know what I
mean.” She looked up at Jeneca.

 


“I think that’s a great idea, Arianna. You’ll
want to include it in your weekly reports because it could
potentially come up at trial.”

 


“Y’think this’ll go t’trial? I mean, I
thought you said before it would settle before trial?”

 


“I can’t predict the future, Arianna. I
thought the case would settle. I’m still hopeful it will. But we
have to prepare for anything. A chronology like the one you’re
providing can’t be constructed in the future.” She smiled
reassuringly.

 


“Yeah. I can see that. Okay. Well, thank you,
I mean, I don’t wanna take up no more of your time. I wanted t’talk
t’you about the surgery...and the other.”

 


“I’m glad you did, Arianna.”

 


She buzzed for Dana to walk Arianna out. When
Dana returned, Jeneca recapped and told her to ask Arianna
separately about the progress in the bedroom.

 


Then she phoned Phillip Newman and invited
him to lunch.

 


“Jeneca, always a pleasure. An impromptu
lunch with you? I can’t think of anything I’d rather do more,
dear.”

 


“Great. Diner at one-thirty work for
you?”

 


“I shall await you with bated breath.”

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca was five minutes late. They exchanged
their flirtatious preliminaries, and Jeneca danced with Sally over
her recommendations for lunch. Phil watched with an amused
expression. As Sally walked away, he turned serious.

 


“Okay, out with it, Jeneca.”

 


“Out with it?”

 


“Yeah. You didn’t just seek a lunch companion
today, as much as I am wonderful company,” he smiled.

 


“That, you are, sir. But you’re right.
There’s a bit of a hitch in Mr. Baldoni’s recovery.”

 


“Oh?”

 


“Yeah, seems he has to have yet another
surgery.” Jeneca outlined the issue.

 


“I see. And you’re going to claim it’s the
hospital’s further negligence that caused this additional
surgery?”

 


“It absolutely was and you know it, Phil! If
they had properly fitted him to begin with, he would be well on his
way to a normal life right now.”

 


“You know I’ll be forced to argue that your
client gained weight, which could have impacted his fittings. Plus,
I’m sure there’s research out there to show how fittings aren’t
really a developed science yet.”

 


“I’m just giving you a heads up. The case
against Mercy is huge. The latest surgery adds to it, regardless of
what you intend to argue to the contrary.”

 


“I’m aware. I’m also letting you know what
the insurance fucks will demand I argue.”

 


“You’re still calling them insurance fucks.
That can’t be good.”

 


“It’s not. I was actually toying with
inviting you to lunch this week, Jeneca.”

 


“Oh?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


Sally placed their food down, and they
briefly paused their conversation to dig in. Jeneca
enthusiastically told Sally that her recommendation was spot-on.
Sally tapped her knuckles on the table and walked away.

 


Jeneca waited for Phil to continue. “They’re
adamant about going to trial, Jeneca.”


 


“Still?”

 


“More so.”

 


“You think they’ll change their mind after
they learn about his new surgery?”

 


“I don’t think they’ll care if a medical
record suddenly appeared stating that Mercy purposefully and
maliciously caused the amputations, Jeneca.”

 


Jeneca scoffed. “Are you serious? They’re
going to lose millions if they go to trial, Phil.”

 


“Again, you’re preaching to the choir.” Phil
leaned in closer and whispered, “The environment over there is so
detestable that I’m going to refuse to try this case.”

 


“What?!”

 


“You heard me.”

 


“I did, but why?”

 


“Because this is a loser, and I don’t want my
last trial to go down in flames. They’re not gonna play me, Jeneca.
I won’t allow it.”

 


She shoved eggs in her mouth and chewed.
“Will they permit you to do that?”

 


“I’ve got a plan. This setback fits right in.
Means it can’t go to trial yet because your client will need
recuperation time. And we’ll need to see how he adjusts to his new
prosthetics. The longer it goes, the closer I get to my pension
amount. I’m willing to forego some monthly bucks in order to retire
on the spot. Before trial.” Phil winked at her.

 


“Phil! Are you serious?”


 


“Like a heart attack.”

 


The pair continued to eat in silence. Jeneca
thought if Phil refused to go to trial that the insurance company
would be forced to settle because no one else could get up to speed
in time. Plus, she knew the judge hated adjournments.

 


Phil watched her calculate.

 


“I already told you, Jeneca, I’m going to
help you rake them on this one.”

 


“Do they still have the P.I. sniffing
around?”

 


“I’m not in the know. But if I had to guess,
I’d say yes. There’s a higher up insurance fuck who’s getting his
rocks off on this case, Jeneca.”

 


“You’re still going to tell me whatever else
the P.I. finds? I mean, I think I got my point across, but who
knows, y’know?”

 


“I will,” he reassured her.

 


They finished their meals amicably talking
about life in general. Phil told her that the insurance fucks were
going to pick up the tab.

 


“Okay, but let me leave the tip. I always
give her a ten.”

 


“The insurance fucks can tip her ten dollars,
too.”

 


Jeneca smiled and thanked Phil. Sally thanked
them as they left.




 Chapter 18

 


 


Later that week, Jeneca had lunch with David
at the diner. Sally made a smartass comment about Jeneca dating
more than one man. It didn’t prevent Jeneca from playing the
recommendation game with her.

 


“I’m dying to know how things are with
Betsy!” Jeneca told David.

 


“Okay, I have to admit that you were
right.”

 


“Wait, stop! Can you say that again?” she
smiled.

 


“You were right.”

 


“Wow, I didn’t think you were gonna actually
say it!”

 


“Shows how happy I am.” David explained how
he forced the handcuffs and blindfold on Betsy. “It was the hottest
sex we’ve had in years!” he gushed.

 


Jeneca grinned. “I’m glad. Can I say it?”

 


“Yep, cuz it won’t even affect me.”

 


“I told you so!”

 


“See, no affect. I had amazing sex!”

 


“Okay, you can spare me the details from
here.”

 


“We also went to the sex shop.”

 


“Did you?!”

 


“Yep, we’re looking to expand our horizons,”
David grinned.

 


“Betsy went with you?”

 


“Yeah, and it was hot! We were there for damn
near an hour.”

 


“Spend a lot?”

 


“Yeah, but considering the payoffs,” he
winked. “We went to the one downtown here. Is that where you
went?”

 


“Good lord, no, I can’t be seen in a place
like that. I did my shopping online.”

 


“Ah.” David switched topics. “So, you’ve
either gotten better at deleting your emails or you’ve given up the
domme game in favor of the dom. Which is it, Dude?”

 


David’s eyes twinkled as he teased his
sister.

 


She grinned until he got to the dom part.
Then her eyes clouded briefly. “I’ve gotten better, Davey,
at both!”

 


“Both deleting and domming?”

 


“Yep.”

 


“I’m glad you haven’t given up emailing me
altogether.”

 


“You made me promise not to. I’ve actually
been putting Post-It notes in the hallway.”

 


“A few emails still made their way to my
in-box. What happened those times?”

 


If he got a message, he covertly sent her a
text to make sure she was okay, like ask if she wanted a massage or
tell her the latest with their sister or parents. He never
referenced her encounter.

 


Jeneca looked away sheepishly. “Note must’ve
slipped,” she mumbled.

 


David looked at her. She was blushing and
avoiding eye contact. “Uh-huh.”

 


Jeneca quickly looked at David to determine
his seriousness. He had a poker face. For a second, she thought
she’d escaped detection.

 


“You didn’t comment on the dom.”

 


“What do you mean?”

 


“You know what I mean,” he scrutinized her
face.

 


“There’s nothing to tell.”

 


“C’mon, Jeneca. This is me.”

 


“I haven’t met him.”

 


“Okay. You still want to.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Why haven’t you?”

 


Jeneca shrugged and sighed. Knowing he
wouldn’t relent and needing to talk to someone other than Jake, she
answered.

 


“I honestly have no idea. I’ve been trying
not to think about it, but it’s always kinda floating in my head.
We’ve continued to email. And actually, they’re emails. I
set up a dummy account.”

 


“You’ve progressed off the site, eh?”

 


“Don’t call it ‘progressing.’”

 


“What should I call it?”

 


“I just didn’t want to get him confused with
my other boy-toys on the site. Plus, I don’t think the site is very
private, and we started talking about our methodologies, if you
will.”

 


David lifted his head slightly and nodded
slowly while holding her gaze.

 


“What?!”

 


“I’m just wondering whether you expect me to
believe that shit or you’re trying to make yourself believe
it.”

 


“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she
said without conviction.

 


“Try again, Dude. And please, try to remember
who you’re talking to.”

 


Jeneca stared at him and felt tears
threatening to well up.

 


“Good lord!” she said to scare the tears and
to admonish David.

 


He kept silent.

 


“You want me to tell you that I like him?
That I want to meet him? That I want to dominate him? That I want
to run off into the sunset and make beautiful babies with him and
live happily ever after?!”

 


“Do you want to tell me those things...or did
you just tell me?” he asked quietly.

 


She rolled her eyes and shook her head. “This
is ridiculous. And so are you!”

 


“Me? How?”

 


“Because you’re chomping at the bit to see me
fall for this guy!”

 


“I am?”

 


“Good lord, knock it off, Davey!”

 


They both concentrated on their meals for a
bit.

 


Finally, Jeneca looked up and spoke:

 


“Look. I like this guy, okay? I think that’s
why I don’t want to meet him.” David looked confused. “The whole
point of the domme thing was to play by my terms. It’s worked well.
Really well.”

 


Once she started, she couldn’t stop. The past
several weeks came flooding out. David set his fork down and
listened.

 


“There are so many reasons not to meet him,
David. He’s an actual dom. I’m just pretending. I don’t know
what the fuck I’m doing. I think I’ve gotten better. My guys seem
to like what I do. But they’re young and inexperienced. This is new
for them. But the dom is older. He’s definitely experienced. I
don’t think it’ll be the same encounter. I don’t know that I can
‘perform’ with him.

 


“If you really want me to be honest, I’m
afraid. Plus, our correspondence is good. Like, really good. I look
forward to getting his emails. I’m not playing the time game,
waiting to respond. I just respond. But I do it carefully. I mean,
I don’t want this to get personal.”

 


She laughed.

 


“I mean, beyond sexually personal. I’m
careful not to give him any information about me. At the same time,
I scrutinize his messages for intel. But then I don’t, because I
don’t want to know about him, really.

 


“I don’t know. I mean, seriously, I do not
know, David. I don’t want to like him. I don’t want to like
anyone. I don’t want to be in that position again...of being
duped. Of trusting. Of being stupid. And good lord, this is a
fuck site we ‘met’ on, y’know! This isn’t the kind of thing
that rom coms are written about.”

 


She paused to sigh, and looked for David’s
reaction.

 


David took a drink to see if she was going to
continue.

 


Hearing nothing, he spoke:

 


“Well, I understand your fears, Jeneca. But I
can tell you like this guy. It’s okay to like someone, no matter
where you found him. I don’t want to tell you everything will be
wonderful and you’ll do that sunset thing. But at the same time,
you don’t know that he’ll be like Evan, either. Plus--and this is a
big one--you really don’t know anything about this guy.”

 


Jeneca raised her eyebrows then knitted them
together as she looked at the situation from David’s
perspective.

 


“We’ve discussed some pretty deep things,”
she defended.

 


“I’m sure you have. But you’ve not met him.
You don’t even know what he looks like, right? Just naked pics? You
haven’t had a live conversation with him. There are news stories
daily about online misrepresentations. And I’m not saying he’s like
that, either. I’m just putting things in perspective.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“You’re fighting with yourself not to meet
this guy because you think it’ll end like Evan. But you’re not even
close to that point, Jeneca.” She nodded slowly, taking it in.
“You’re relying upon words on a screen. But you’d know a lot more
after a face-to-face encounter, wouldn’t you?”

 


She nodded again.

 


“I mean, what if he can’t hold a live
conversation? And many other ‘what ifs’. I think you should meet
him and go from there.”

 


David made a lot of sense. She had
been building things up from a one-sided viewpoint. Still, it was
safe. Online-only was akin to the perfect relationship.

 


“If we meet in person, it could jeopardize
everything.”

 


“It could, yes. But what is
everything, exactly?”

 


Jeneca pushed food around her plate. She
slowly shook her head. “No. No, David, I can’t. I don’t meet anyone
first. There’s no test period. It’s straight to a hotel room, where
I have a protocol. It doesn’t include chit-chat.”

 


“Seriously?!”

 


Jeneca nodded. “Why?”

 


David shook his head. “That’s really
dangerous, Jeneca. Especially for a female. What if you don’t like
the guy? What if you don’t have chemistry with him? What if he
overpowers you? Or worse?”

 


“I’ve already told you I vet these guys
before I meet them. I give them instructions. And they’re young.
Besides, I send your stupid emails, too.”

 


“Anyone can lie about their age, Jeneca.
Isn’t that the number one complaint by online daters? And anyone
can post whatever picture they want. I think you need to rethink
your protocol, sis.”

 


“Maybe. But it’s worked for months. I think
what you say could be true for a regular hook-up. But what I
do is different. Bad guys or criminals or whatever aren’t going to
seek a dominant female.”

 


She had a point.

 


“I just want you to be safe, Jeneca.”

 


“I know. I am.”

 


“Maybe you can change your protocol for the
dom, then.”

 


“No. But maybe you’re right, and I should
just meet him and get it over with. Agree to dominate him.”

 


David decided to let the subject lie, and
steered the conversation to the Baldoni case, some of his massage
clients, and life in general.

 


Sally thanked Jeneca for the ten-dollar tip
as the pair left.

 


Outside, David hugged his sister. “I love
you, y’know, and I just want you to be safe and happy.”

 


“I know. I love you, too. You available for a
massage this weekend?”

 


“You giving or getting?”

 


“Both, of course.”

 


“Then yes.”

 


They walked in opposite directions. Then
David turned to yell at her, “Hey, Dude!” Jeneca turned. “Don’t
delete the email after you meet the dom!”

 


“Good lord, Davey!”




Chapter 19

 


 


Keegan gasped aloud when he read the
Mistress’ email:

 


 


Admirer,

 


If you still seek domination, give
me your asset, and I’ll send you instructions re the motel room,
protocol and safewords.

 


~Mistress

 


 


Was she serious about dominating him and
about meeting at a hotel first? He ignored his eager cock as he
reached for his notepad and drafted the most difficult message
yet.

 


 


Mistress,

 


I unequivocally want to be dominated by you.
However, I don’t want you to skip your normal protocol because of
our long correspondence period. Dare I say, I don’t want to miss
the meal before the dessert. I want to experience you as any other
new sub.

 


Please permit me to be so bold as to suggest a
dinner at the Radisson’s restaurant downtown. I’m free any evening
this week at 7:00. It would be my honor to take you to dinner. We
can discuss your protocols and demands, should you deem me worthy
enough to dominate at a future date.

 


I remain,

 


Your most willing and happy admirer

 


 


Keegan looked at the page, replete with
scribbles and scratch marks. It had taken him nearly an hour to
compose, and he was shocked by how short it was.

 


Meeting at a hotel first couldn’t be her
protocol, because she was highly intelligent; and meeting for sex
first was the antithesis of intelligence.

 


The first meeting was in case the female
wasn’t all that she’d puffed. He’d made his way through too many
meals with severely overweight and less-than-appealing women.

 


While Keegan thought the Mistress was
everything she promised, he felt he’d go through with an encounter
even if she wasn’t. But she didn’t know about him, aside from a
naked torso.

 


Did she?

 


Keegan reassured himself she couldn’t
possibly know who he was. He’d been careful about concealing
identifying information.

 


She had to meet her subs first. Was he
obsessed with meeting her first because he wanted to be more than a
sub to her? He looked forward to their witty banter. Sometimes he
asked outrageous questions just to read her reactions. She never
disappointed. He was eager to experience the banter live. Meeting
in a hotel room first would prevent that kind of interaction.

 


Keegan transferred the message to his
computer and hit send.

 


He hoped she wouldn’t think his response was
too dominant.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca panicked when she read the dom’s
response.

 


She had been expecting a simple “Yes,
Mistress”--even though she hadn’t demanded it. But she knew she
couldn’t refute his claims, especially given what David had said
the other day.

 


David!

 


She called him.

 


“Hey, Dude,” he answered.

 


“Are you alone? Can you be?”

 


“Hang on.” David moved to a secluded area.
“Okay. What’s up?”

 


Jeneca read her email followed by his
response.

 


“Can I say it?”

 


“Do you have to?”

 


“I told you!”

 


“Good lord! Not helpful, David!”

 


“Okay, I’m done. So, what are you thinking? I
mean, you obviously can’t tell him you don’t meet in public first,
right?”

 


“Yep, that’s what I’m thinking. So what do I
do?”

 


“You meet him for dinner.”

 


“I do?”

 


“You do.”

 


“I don’t think I can, David.”

 


“Look, I know you’re freaking because this
isn’t your protocol. But it’s okay to go with the flow every once
in a while. At the very least, you’ll have met him. You’ll get a
nice dinner out of it--the Radisson!--and you can figure out what
you want to do from there.”

 


“Yeah, no. I’m going to pay for
dinner!” Then she added, “If I go.”

 


David ignored the last part. “Okay, Jeneca.
It’ll still be a good meal, regardless of who pays. You’re going to
meet him. Maybe it’ll suck. Maybe he won’t be who your mind’s
created. Or maybe it’ll be awesome and he’ll become your best
boy-toy ever!”

 


“Why are you so calm about this?!”

 


“It’s easy to be calm when someone else is
wigging. Plus, I’m not the one doing it; I’m only tangentially
affected.”

 


“I don’t want to do it, David.”

 


“You’ll be fine, regardless of the
result.”

 


“I shouldn’t’ve sent the email.”

 


“That’s the past. You can’t stay stagnant
forever. You know that, Jeneca.”

 


“Good lord, this is ridiculous!”

 


“You’ll be fine. Pick a good day and meet
him. Let me know what day you choose, please. Then let’s have lunch
the following one, okay?”

 


“You don’t wanna come over after?”

 


“How ‘bout this: me and Betsy will eat at the
Radisson at the same time. We can stop over and say hello? Pull up
some chairs and join you?”

 


“Good lord! Stop!”

 


He chuckled. “Okay. I’m just trying to calm
you. Besides, you’ll need time to process. And who knows what’ll
happen after dinner, Dude?” he kidded.

 


“Davey!”

 


“You’ll be fine.”

 


“Hey! If I do it Friday, can you come over
Saturday morning and trade massages?”

 


“Sounds like a plan, Dude. I’ll see ya at
nine Saturday.”

 


“Thanks, David.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


* * * *

 


She hung up with David and sent her
response:

 


 


Admirer,

 


I can do Friday at 7:00. I assume
you won’t send a face pic in this forum. I won’t, either. Tell me
how to find you.

 


~Mistress

 


 


Within a half-hour, she received his
response:

 


 


Mistress,

 


Tell the hostess you’re meeting Keegan, and she’ll
bring you to me.

 


Until Friday, I remain,

 


Your ever-eager admirer

 


 


Jeneca read it and panicked. It was out of
control. She was losing control of the entire situation. She
dictated the terms. She made the arrangements. His message
reeked of instructions to a sub!

 


To regain control, she decided she wouldn’t
respond to his email; she’d just show up Friday. She knew parking
for the Radisson was underground, so she could conceal her car. As
she continued to check off control issues in her head, she breathed
easier.

 


The following day, she made arrangements to
charge her credit card automatically upon completion of the meal,
including a twenty-five-percent tip for the inconvenience. She
asked to leave the receipt with the hostess before seven. The
manager accommodated her and confirmed Keegan had already made the
reservation. He further informed her it was for an alcove booth,
which was semi-private.

 


She tried not to wonder whether that was his
standard booth for first-time subs. If it was, it made her feel
even more in control to pay for the meal. She was sure a sub would
not think to pay.

 


Jeneca called David, who was supportive:

 


“Good! I can’t wait to hear all about it
Saturday at nine!”




Chapter 20

 


 


Jeneca changed her outfit three times. She
finally decided on a simple black dress with a modest V-neck, and
four-inch, zippered black heels. Completing her look were long
silver earrings, a silver teardrop necklace and several thin silver
bracelets.

 


She debated on her undergarments, but
concluded it was still a domme meeting, and slipped into a black
lace set.

 


On her drive, she focused on the things she
did and did not want to do.

 


Do not say anything personal.

 


Do take control and maintain it throughout
the dinner.

 


Do not appear flustered in any way.

 


Do keep the conversation centered on sex and
domination and do not expect anything.

 


Jeneca ran through her checklist like she was
entering a courtroom.

 


As always, she prepared well.

 


She knew what she was doing.

 


She pulled into a parking space on an
uncrowded floor, and placed her valuables in the console and her
key fob in her clutch. With each step, her head prepared for
battle, and she grew more confident. At the same time, however, her
blood thinned.

 


She approached a young blonde behind the
hostess stand. Jeneca asked for the receipt. The blonde fumbled
with papers, claiming she wasn’t told about one. Jeneca saw her
name and pulled out the receipt. She signed it before announcing
she was meeting Keegan at seven.

 


The blonde looked over her reservation list,
grabbed a menu and took Jeneca to Keegan.

 


“Here you are. Enjoy your dinner,” she said
dismissively as she walked away.

 


But did she wink at Keegan? Jeneca pushed the
thought from her mind and concentrated on being dominant.

 


The booth was U-shaped and faced the rest of
the dining area. The lighting was soft, and there was a lit candle
on the table.

 


Keegan rose to greet her. He loosely placed
his right hand on the small of her back and bent to brush his lips
against her cheek. Jeneca responded accordingly.

 


To observers, it appeared to be a neutral
greeting.


 


Even in four-inch heels, Keegan was five
inches taller. He gestured with his hand, indicating Jeneca should
sit first. He watched as she sat on the edge of the booth and slid
toward the center. When she was situated, he joined her.

 


Before either of them could speak, their
waiter appeared and asked for drink orders. Jeneca ordered a sweet,
white wine, and Keegan ordered a gin and tonic.


 


It gave them a chance to silently size the
other up. Keegan was older than her normal playmates. But he was
distinguished and exuded a pervasive sexual aura. Jeneca was highly
attracted to him. His tie was green, which brought out the green in
his eyes.

 


She tried to forget that she knew what his
body looked like under his tailored suit.

 


Since Keegan faced the hostess stand, he had
the opportunity to watch Jeneca walk toward him. He had no idea
what she looked like, but he knew it was her. She was stunning, and
she looked like a domme, even in her downplayed outfit. Keegan
wondered if it was her normal attire for first-time meetings. It
was a teasingly tempting outfit.

 


Forcing himself to look into her eyes, he was
amazed to find them beautifully black with an emerald speck in the
right eye. Her features and outfit made him smile. He felt his cock
stir but ignored it as he rose to greet her.

 


He pushed the boundaries by greeting her as
he did. He was surprised and pleased she accepted his touch and
kiss. Then again, they were in an upscale restaurant; she was
forced to follow his lead. She smelled of a pleasant mixture of
vanilla and raspberry. He tried to see down her top but was
unsuccessful. He saw enough, however, to know she was
well-endowed.

 


He watched her slide into position; not too
close to the middle but not too far and had to remind himself that
she wasn’t a sub.

 


“Mistress, it’s very nice to meet you in
person.”

 


“And you as well,” Jeneca replied
automatically.

 


His voice was like warm silk that she wanted
wrapped around her naked body. It was deep and smooth, and it
resonated throughout her core. She knew she’d hear it again
whenever she read his emails.

 


Keegan reached into his jacket pocket,
unfolded a piece of paper, and slid it to Jeneca.

 


She picked it up automatically and scanned
it. She noted it was Keegan’s medical record, declaring him
disease-free. His last name, address and phone number had been
blackened out, along with the doctor’s name.

 


“What’s this?”

 


“I asked you a few weeks ago whether you
required a medical statement from your subs. We moved off the site,
and you never answered. I took the liberty of providing you with
mine on the off-chance you sought it.”

 


Though it was hardly necessary, Keegan leaned
in to point out his status.

 


“You’ll see I carry no diseases.”

 


Jeneca pushed the paper back to Keegan.

 


“I have no requirement, aside from my subs
wearing protection. Medical records can be faked. I have no way of
verifying this, as everything besides your first name is redacted.
Not to mention in the sexual world, things change rapidly, as I’m
sure you’re aware. For that reason, I rely upon condoms, not upon
medical tests.”

 


“Gotcha,” Keegan said without reacting.

 


He refolded the paper and slipped it back
into his jacket pocket. He paid for his subs to be tested as he
abhorred condoms.

 


Jeneca watched him. He was far too cocky and
dominant. She needed to take control. “Besides, we haven’t even
gotten to that point yet, and there’s no guarantee that we ever
will.”

 


Keegan looked at her, surprised. “My
apologies, Mistress.”

 


“Accepted.”

 


Jeneca opened her menu and forced her eyes to
focus on the offerings. Instead, her body focused on feeling his
naked body. She pretended to read, relying upon her waitstaff game
to order.

 


“Do you normally order for your subs,
Mistress?”

 


The question stopped her, as she didn’t
normally dine with her subs, but she couldn’t let him know.
Accustomed to ad-libbing with confidence, she didn’t miss a beat as
she answered.

 


“No. While we’re in public, we’ll appear as
close acquaintances. No one should suspect anything between us, and
definitely not of a dominant nature. You’ll not refer to me as
Mistress in public. You’ll call me by my name; Jeneca.”

 


“Understood, Miss…Jeneca.”

 


Good fucking lord!

 


She gave him her real name!

 


It was something she should’ve planned for so
she could’ve provided a fake name.

 


That’s why she didn’t do public
meetings.

 


Keegan stuck out his large palm and said,
“Pleased to meet you, Jeneca. My name is Keegan.”

 


Jeneca shook Keegan’s hand and found it warm
and soft and protective as her thoughts raced:

 


Good lord! No!

 


“It’s nice to meet you as well, Keegan; live,
anyway.” Her smile hid her inner turmoil.

 


The waiter returned with their drinks, and
Jeneca took a large sip as he watched her over the top of his
glass.

 


Her demeanor, he saw, was calm and
controlled. She’d done this before. Yet he couldn’t help feeling
like there was something beneath the surface.

 


Was she somehow uncomfortable?

 


He hoped he wasn’t being too dominant, and
made a conscious effort to watch his verbiage.

 


After their brief exchange, Keegan was
convinced that she was the one to dominate him.

 


“Are we all set to order or do you need a few
minutes?” In the typical patriarchal fashion, the waiter addressed
his question to the man.

 


Keegan deferred. “It’s up to the lady. Do we
need more time?”

 


“Do you know what you want?”

 


“I do.”

 


“Okay.” She turned to the waiter. “What do
you recommend today?”

 


The waiter glanced at Jeneca. Her seriousness
reminded him that she’d already paid, including a
twenty-five-percent tip. He answered honestly, even though he was
told to push the specials.

 


“The filet was just brought in today, and the
chef is making it to simply melt in your mouth. The vegetables of
the day aren’t seasoned properly, so I’d suggest upgrading to
either the asparagus or a house salad. If you’re on the hungry
side, I’d highly recommend starting with the lobster bisque. It was
made fresh this morning, and it provides a nice hint of surf and
turf to round out the meal.”

 


Jeneca listened and read his nametag.
“Thanks, Fred. That all sounds wonderful. I’ll go with your
suggestion, and let’s do the asparagus, please.”

 


“Yes, Miss. The soup as well?”

 


“Yes, and please change me to a wet red for
the meal.”

 


“Absolutely.” He turned back to Keegan. “And
for you, sir?”

 


“That sounds like a much better choice than
what I was looking at. I’ll do the same thing, all the way down the
line.”

 


“Very good, sir.”

 


Keegan hoped his order would scream
submissive. Jeneca noticed but didn’t comment. While the selection
did sound good, Keegan wondered whether Jeneca’s choice was a
money-grubbing ploy.

 


He discounted it.

 


She would’ve needed to collude with the
waiter earlier.

 


Plus, he had the distinct impression that
Jeneca had money.

 


Jeneca took another long swallow of wine and
shifted slightly to face Keegan. He watched her and took another
drink.

 


Their meeting was vastly different from his
others. He would’ve been well into a conversation centered on the
sub’s life and interests, and he would’ve made up his mind whether
he wanted to proceed with the sub.

 


While he definitely wanted to proceed with
Jeneca, he didn’t know how, and felt unaccustomedly awkward for the
lack.

 


“We haven’t really talked about our first
meeting much. Are you comfortable discussing certain topics in
public?”

 


“I wish to follow your normal protocol,
Mistress.”

 


Jeneca was relieved he didn’t use her name.
“Look, we’re not going to get very far if all you do is kiss my
ass, okay?”

 


Keegan frowned, confused. “Apologies.”

 


“When I phrase something open-ended, I expect
to have your thoughts; not what you think I wish you to say.
Understood, Keegan?”

 


There we go!

 


Jeneca felt the power shift and felt
comfortable with her typical dominant questioning.

 


While Keegan knew she was a domme and had
been reprimanded in email, he was nonetheless taken aback by her
abruptness and candor.

 


It was intoxicating.

 


He wanted more, and his cock wanted to slide
across the booth.

 


“Understood. I don’t have a problem
discussing sex in public.”

 


“Good boy,” she smiled at him and drank.

 


The praise and the words she used went
straight to his balls, pulsed a rush of blood to his tip and made
his cock stand at full attention. He shifted, placed his left knee
onto the seat and turned to face Jeneca. The move secretly provided
more space for his package.

 


“Tell me what your hard limits are.”

 


It was a question Keegan routinely asked his
subs. He shouldn’t be surprised by it. But the fact was, he’d not
considered it for himself.

 


His cravings had been centered solely around
submitting.

 


He thought of the typical answers he
received:

 


“Scat, yellow, humiliation, excessive pain,
permanent markings, blood, male-on-male action.”

 


He paused to drink, and Jeneca waited.

 


“I think that’s it for hard ones.”


 


“Have you ever done anything with another
man?”

 


“No, and I’d like to keep it that way.”

 


“Has your anus been used?”

 


“No--”

 


“I meant by a female.”

 


“Oh…no.”

 


He hadn’t considered it. The majority of
femdom porn centered on abusing the anus during a harsh form of
punishment. To Keegan, it was the same as excessive pain and
therefore a hard limit.

 


“Do you want it to be used by a female?” Why
was she asking that line of questions?

 


“I’m not sure. I thought you told me you
weren’t into excessive pain, either?”

 


“I’m not. The anus houses the male G-spot,
right?”

 


Keegan nodded. He’d heard about it. But he
was also a dominant male, and the thought of someone playing back
there, even a female, sent his gaydar soaring.

 


“Would you let me play with your back door,
Keegan?”

 


In her research, Jeneca had discovered the
prostate massage. She’d read about how to do it and the thrilling
orgasm it provided a male. She wanted to try it to see whether she
could apply her research but had forgotten about it.

 


Until now.

 


With Keegan.

 


She watched the muscles in his face contort.
She watched his jaw clench. She watched his temples throb. She knew
to keep silent and wait for a response.

 


He took a sip and saw her watching. He made
eye contact and said, “I might.”

 


“What?” his thoughts screamed as he
realized he felt pressured to give that answer; conceding that, if
he gave his ass to anyone, it’d be to her.

 


Jeneca knew it was a big concession for the
big man.

 


“Okay. Let’s not do anything with the back
door to start, sound fair?”

 


“Not only does it sound fair, but it sounds
like we’ll actually start,” he twinkled at her. He couldn’t help
himself. She had an incredible balance of dominance mixed with
compassion mixed with heat.

 


He wanted her--both as her submissive and as
her dom.

 


The waiter returned with fresh drinks and
soup. As per Jeneca’s routine, she tasted the soup quickly and
declared, “Mmm, Fred, you’re right; this tastes mighty fresh!”

 


Fred beamed and walked away.

 


Keegan hadn’t picked up his spoon while he
watched the exchange. He thought the waiter acted like one of
Jeneca’s young pups, and his stomach lurched in jealousy. In an
attempt to pacify it, he tasted his soup. It was good, but he
wasn’t going to act like a pissant sub!

 


“Talk to me. Tell me what you like to do in
your spare time.” His voice was gruff.

 


Those three words again. They came alive more
vibrantly than on the screen. Her pussy twitched as she chastized
him.

 


“I’m not going to answer personal questions,
especially not any spoken as an order,” Jeneca answered, equally
gruff.

 


“Apologies, Mistress. Please. Forgive me.
Being in your presence is…forgive me.”

 



“Being in my presence is?”

 


Keegan put his spoon down and stretched his
left arm along the top of the booth.

 


“I’m struggling with being submissive. As you
know, this is my first time.”

 


He paused and Jeneca sucked in a breath. Was
he about to say he couldn’t continue? Why was she so disappointed?
She held her breath and stared at him.

 


He took another drink. “I apologize. Please,”
he motioned with an upturned palm, “I turn the reins over to you,
as best I can.”

 


Jeneca breathed out slowly and chose to be
direct:

 


“Are you saying you want to dominate me,
Keegan?”

 


Fuck, she was going to leave, he
thought.

 


He looked into her eyes and opened his mouth
to protest, but she interrupted him:

 


“You want to fuck me?”

 


She paused, and Keegan’s mouth remained
agape.

 


“Do you want to take me right here, in this
booth, right now?”

 


Keegan choked back a chuckle, but not before
the smile made it to his eyes. She was so sassy. Had she been a
sub, he would’ve ordered her into the bathroom, shoved her against
a wall and fucked her hard. He found it difficult to concentrate
with the blood flowing downward.

 


“If I said yes?”

 


“Are you saying yes?”

 


“Yes.”

 


She held his gaze and hoped her voice sounded
authoritative and not fluttery like her stomach.

 


“Then let me remind you, Keegan, that you
came to me to submit. I’m here for that purpose and nothing
else. Whether you get to fuck me is entirely up to me.
When you get to fuck me--if ever--is entirely up to
me. And certainly, how you get to fuck me is completely up
to me.”


 


Her expression did not waver.

 


“Is that understood, Keegan?”

 


He did not hesitate.

 


“It is, Mistress.”

 


Goddamn, he needed to jack off in the
bathroom so he could continue the meal on an intellectual
level.

 


“I told you that it’s easier to work with
someone who’s never done D/s roleplay. I had reservations about
your dominance. But you assured me you could follow orders and
submit. I agreed to meet you to see.”

 


Jeneca paused for a sip of liquid
encouragement, and Keegan made the most of the opportunity.

 


“What you say is true. I’ve struggled. But
I’m willing to learn. I require a veteran instructor to help me
understand submission fully.”

 


“I suggest a bathroom break to do some
thinking. I’m neither sure you understand nor wish to proceed.”

 


Keegan started to speak again, but she
stopped him.

 


“No. That was not a suggestion, Keegan, and
it’s not open for discussion.”

 


Jeneca rose, took her clutch and walked in a
manner she hoped looked unemotional, confident and controlled as
Keegan watched her walk away.

 


She never looked back.

 


Seeing Jeneca rise abruptly followed by
Keegan caused the waiter to inquire whether everything was okay.
Keegan assured him they just needed to use the facilities.

 


Keegan made it to the bathroom. The
possibility of her leaving and never seeing him again took care of
the blood-flow problem. He’d never been refused before, and he had
no idea what to say or whether he’d get a chance to say anything.
He forced himself to wait two more minutes before returning.

 


Jeneca didn’t look back when she left because
she was afraid he’d leave. Plus, it would appear she’d lost
control.

 


She was in way over her head. Why did she ask
him if he wanted to fuck her? Projection. She sat on the toilet and
touched her panties. They were soaked. She couldn’t do this. Should
she let him take her on his terms?

 


Good lord!

 


Absolutely not.

 


Afraid if she didn’t get back, he’d leave--if
he hadn’t already--Jeneca forced herself to walk back to the
table.

 


He wasn’t there, and she panicked.

 


She surreptitiously glanced around the
room.

 


Had he left after she went to the
bathroom?

 


The waiter appeared at the table. “Shall I
reheat your soups, Miss?”

 


“Our soups?”

 


“Yes, the gentleman hasn’t returned yet. Cold
lobster bisque is not good, no matter how fresh it is,” he grinned
at her.

 


So Keegan had gone to the bathroom and hadn’t
returned yet.

 


“Thank you, Fred. That’d be great.”

 


“Not at all. I’ve already told the chef to
hold the fire on your entrées.”

 


“Thank you again.” Jeneca settled in to wait.
She had no idea what to say, but she knew she had to be dominant
and controlled.

 


Keegan returned and slid into his spot. He
placed his napkin on his lap, shifted his knee to the bench, turned
toward Jeneca, and took a sip of his drink. “I really want to
submit to you--”

 


The waiter returned with their warmed-up
soup. “He reheated for us,” Jeneca explained.

 


“Thank you,” Keegan told the waiter, who
bowed and left. He turned back to Jeneca. “I really want to submit
to you. I’ve told you I can be a good student, and I can be. If you
still feel like teaching me, I’ll do my best to keep my dominance
in check.” He glanced at Jeneca. “Or perhaps if I am unable to, you
could punish me?”

 


Jeneca’s blood sped through her veins upon
hearing he wanted to continue. But she couldn’t reveal her
happiness. She ate a few tasteless spoonfuls of soup, and then she
drank the last of the white wine.

 


“I haven’t agreed to do anything but meet
you. Whether I feel like teaching you or not remains to be seen.
Pick up your spoon and eat your soup.” She lowered her eyes to the
soup.

 


From her periphery, she watched Keegan obey.
“That was very kind of our waiter to reheat the soup.”

 


“Yes, it was.”

 


After a beat, “I do apologize.”

 


“Don’t grovel.”

 


They finished their soup in silence. Keegan
was determined to keep the dom at bay. Jeneca struggled for a
direction.

 


She took the first sip of red wine as the
waiter placed their filets down. “Bon appétit!”

 


Jeneca cut a small slice of her filet and
popped it into her mouth. “Mmm,” she exclaimed. “Fred, you are a
man of your word. This is literally melting in my mouth! Thank
you.”

 


Again, Keegan hadn’t picked up his utensil
and watched the interplay. Jealousy was threatening as he watched
the waiter smile broadly, bow and walk away. He turned his gaze to
Jeneca and smiled at her lit-up face.

 


She caught his eye and removed the glee from
her face. She worked at cutting her asparagus.

 


Keegan stole glances at her. He felt his cock
responding again. He was about to say something but realized it
wasn’t submissive to begin a conversation, so he took another
drink.

 


“Were you done with your hard limits,
Keegan?”

 


“I think so, yes.”

 


“Tell me the kinds of things you’d like me do
to you and with which toys, Keegan.”

 


“I’d like you to use all the toys in the way
you like; the ones that you’ve posted on your profile.”

 


“Okay. Is there any one in particular you’d
like me to use?”

 


“Knowing the crop is your toy of choice, I
would very much like to see you wield that, Mistress.”

 


His cock was pulsing and it was becoming
increasingly difficult to think. As a dom, there was no pressure:
he knew whether he would fuck or not. The lack of control was
frustrating but stimulating.

 


“How are you with being tied up?”

 


“It’s something I’d love to try.”

 


“Have you ever been deprived of an orgasm
before?”

 


Keegan wryly thought he was currently being
deprived of one but instead answered, “No.”

 


“Do you think you’d be able to keep from
coming if ordered to?”

 


“Again, I’d love to try.”

 


“Do you really think that if you’re in the
heat of the moment you could quash your dom tendencies and be
completely submissive?”

 


“I’m willing to try.”

 


“You don’t think you’d try to force me to my
fours and take me from behind instead of following orders?”

 


Keegan’s cock pulsed at the visual and her
cavalierly spoken words. He wanted to place her on her fours and
take her in the booth. The middle finger on his left hand twitched.
His jaw clenched. “I’d do my best to carry out your orders.”

 


“Do you flip your subs to their fours and
take them?”

 


“Only when they’re very good,” Keegan’s eyes
flashed, “or when they’re very bad.” He grinned.

 


Jeneca involuntarily smiled. Her entire face
softened. She looked even more beautiful. Keegan’s cock pushed
against his pants, demanding to be released.

 


“Do you test their limits at your first
dinner, such as this?”

 


“No.” The smile left his face.

 


“Explain what the first dinner is for,
then.”


 


“To determine whether I want her as a sub. I
make the sub feel as comfortable as possible, as it’s a new
experience for some. So I steer the conversation to her interests
to loosen her up.” Keegan kicked himself for sounding like a
dom.

 


“I see. Would you feel more comfortable if I
asked you to tell me about yourself?”

 


“No,” Keegan said forcefully. “I mean, I
thought you don’t get personal with your subs. I’d prefer if we
kept it that way.”

 


“And if I tell you that this is what I, too,
do with my subs? That the lack of personal involvement was mine and
not theirs?”

 


Keegan stared at her. She didn’t look away.
He weighed the benefits. “If you’re telling me as my domme that
these are questions I must answer, then I’ll obey you.”

 


Jeneca stared at Keegan. He was having
difficulty separating his dominant nature from his desire to be
submissive. She felt certain she could force him to reveal
things.

 


The power of that knowledge was intoxicating,
and she considered the implications of hearing about his personal
life.

 


Swirling in her head was the mantra:

 


“Do not get personal.”

 


She took a sip of wine before responding.
“You can be a good boy when you put your mind to it. The
fact that you’re willing to give me something you don’t wish to
give is noted. If I required that information, rest assured, I’d
have it from you. However, you’re correct; I don’t wish to get
personal with my subs.”

 


“Thank you.”

 


Keegan couldn’t believe he nearly broke his
cardinal rule of not getting personal. There was something about
this woman that made him willing to do many things he’d previously
shut and locked the door upon.

 


“Moving on. What is your determining factor
for agreeing to fuck a sub?”

 


“The kiss. However, dare I say, I’d rather
talk about being a good submissive for you.”

 


“Then stick to my questions!” Jeneca spat
out, surprised by how harsh she sounded.

 


Where did that hostility come from? Jealousy?
Because he mentioned kissing other subs? Irritation with herself
because she almost broke the first rule about getting personal? She
didn’t think it was irritation with his inability to be submissive.
Jeneca actually liked his struggle. She even imagined him being
dominant in bed.

 


Her pussy twitched, and she crossed her
legs.

 


“Gotcha. I will.”

 


“What about a kiss would send someone over
the edge or not? You don’t decide within the first thirty
seconds?”

 


“I have a good idea before I agree to meet
her. The meeting is for the times I’m very wrong. But yes, I
generally know within the first couple of minutes. Given the
physicality of sex, I like to reserve judgment until the kiss. You
can have a great conversation, and you can think similarly about
sex, but it’s nothing without a spark.

 


“So a kiss with someone who’s marginal could
sway me either way.”

 


The cadence and deepness of Keegan’s voice
reverberated along every nerve in her body. Jeneca agreed with him,
though she thought the connection he spoke of referred more to a
relationship than pure sex. The kiss didn’t matter for her motel
encounters: if she didn’t like the kiss, she instructed him or she
didn’t kiss.

 


“For example?”

 


“It’s more of a feel.”

 


Jeneca’s raised eyebrow forced him to
explain.

 


“If there’s too much tongue outside of the
mouth, that’s a turn-off for me. If it’s just a kiss with no bodily
reaction, that’s a turn-off.”

 


“And you kiss everyone you’ve shared a meal
with?”

 


“No.” Keegan wasn’t sure if she was testing
his submission or toying with him about kissing her. He decided to
press his luck. “Do you kiss all of your would-be boy-toys on the
first meeting?”

 


“Yes,” she answered automatically with her
motel meetings in mind. When she realized the implication of what
she’d said, she sighed. She knew she couldn’t correct it.

 


Luckily, the waiter appeared with a dessert
tray. “Can I interest either of you in one of these decadently
delicious desserts?”

 


Jeneca looked at the tray as a welcome
distraction. Keegan viewed it with contempt. He turned to her with
a glint in his eyes. “Would the lady care for something sweet?”

 


“Not for me, thanks.”

 


Keegan turned to the waiter. “No, thank
you.”

 


“Another round of drinks?”

 


“I’m driving,” Jeneca said.

 


“None for me, either.” He turned to Jeneca.
“After-dinner coffee or something?”

 


“I’ll take some water.”

 


“Two waters, please, and the check.”

 


The waiter wasn’t expecting that, as Jeneca
had already paid. Jeneca shook her head, silently asking him not to
say anything. He mumbled “yes, sir” and walked away.

 


“I’ve already taken care of the check,
Keegan.”

 


He stared at her in disbelief.

 


“It was my idea, and therefore my
responsibility.”


 


“I’m not comfortable with that,” he said
automatically.

 


“I don’t care.”

 


It took concerted effort for Keegan to
transform his dominance into submission. He gritted his teeth.
“Thank you for dinner. It is most kind and generous of you.”

 


“You’re welcome. Good boy.”

 


She grinned and ruffled his hair.

 


Her contact, however innocuous, sent a
current from his hair to the tip of his erection. He wanted to grab
her hand, suck her fingers, pull her body against his, and kiss her
deeply. Her grin was playful, and he grinned back, ignoring the
ache in his body.

 


He had a beautiful smile. And his hair was
soft and thick. She wanted to run her fingers through it and pull
slightly. No, she wanted to pull hard and bring his face to hers
and kiss him deeply. Instead, she returned her hand to her lap.

 


The waiter set water before them. “Everything
is set and you’re free to just leave whenever you want. I’ll still
keep an eye on you, and should you need anything, please signal
me.”

 


“Thank you, Fred.”

 


She turned to Keegan. She tried to erase her
blunder by changing the subject. “You’ve said you sometimes don’t
judge correctly. Have you had bad encounters?”


 


Keegan chucked. “Yes, absolutely.”

 


“With the meet or with the encounter?”

 


“Both.”

 


“Tell me about them.”

 


Keegan took a long drink and looked at her,
weighing the personal factor. Deciding it fell on the sexual side,
he answered. “I’ve met women who were all over it in writing but
who showed up completely shy and reserved. Nothing I did made them
comfortable.”

 


“Did you kiss them?”

 


“It wasn’t even worth it.”

 


“How’d you end it?”

 


“I got them talking about themselves and kept
the conversation far away from sex. Had a polite meal, then told
them I didn’t think they really wanted to proceed. They were
grateful for the release.”

 


Jeneca wasn’t expecting an answer so gallant.
“And the ones who failed at the encounter?”

 


Keegan smiled. “Different things. Some were
too sensitive; either with verbal commands or light spankings--and
some didn’t like either. There were some who didn’t know anything
about sex; how to tease, how to give a blow job, how to please, how
to be pleased.”

 


“What’d you do?”

 


Keegan felt like he was being interviewed by
a beguiling interviewee. “Depends on the situation and my mood. If
they were sensitive and I was horny, I’d revert to vanilla sex. If
not, I’d send them home. The ones who didn’t know anything, I
either fucked them hard or sent them home.”

 


“How do you decide whether you’ll meet
someone?”

 


Keegan laughed.

 


“Well, first of all, grammar and writing is
important. It’s generally not seen on that site; present company
excepted.” He watched her accept the compliment with a slight nod
and a knowing smile. “I mean, I’ve gotten hellacious messages where
even though I knew what they were talking about, I still couldn’t
figure it out!”

 


Jeneca laughed and added some of her
atrocious messages. “So, I have to tell you that your messages
stood out in terms of grammar, writing and intelligence,
Keegan.”

 


He smiled at her. “Thank you. Y’know,
sometimes I wonder, with our country’s current state of affairs,
whether the government is run by the idiots who contact us so
abhorrently.”

 


Jeneca giggled.

 


The two slid into a political conversation,
where they found themselves on the same side of the fence. They
shifted to current events followed by a general outlook on
business. For the next hour, they exchanged an easy and equal
discourse, accidentally learning far more than either had wanted to
divulge.

 


The second time Fred refilled their waters,
he again asked about dessert, and they again refused. Keegan was
impressed and felt comfortable in her presence. Jeneca felt the
comfort sneak in and realized she’d lost the dominance.

 


When Fred left, Keegan expected more
conversation, banter and laughter. Jeneca, however, brought them
back to business. “I have homework for you.”

 


“I’m eager to please you.”

 


Keegan was disappointed to see the softness
leave her body but was intrigued with her demand.

 


“I want you to link me a porn clip depicting
a male being dominated by a female.”

 


“It’ll be my pleasure.”

 


“I expect it before midnight.”

 


“I’ll have it to you before midnight.”

 


Jeneca stood. She stretched her arm across
the table to shake his hand and said, “Thank you for taking the
time to meet with me in person, Keegan.”

 


Instead of shaking her hand, Keegan also
stood. “The pleasure was all mine. Allow me to escort you to your
car. It is late, and even though I hope to submit to you in the
bedroom, I’ll protect you in the parking lot.”

 


He put his arm around her waist and guided
her to the exit.

 


She walked with him, calculating an escape.
He would obtain too much personal information if he got to her car!
But it felt good to have his arm around her. He would be nice to
snuggle naked.

 


They walked in silence down a wide hallway
leading to the elevators. As they passed a dark and open conference
room, Keegan pushed her inside.

 


“What do you think you’re doing?!”

 


“Providing you with a more private place in
which to kiss me. Parking lots are for teenagers. And while we may
have public fantasies, our first kiss should be somewhat private,
don’t you agree?”

 


Jeneca’s back was facing the wall. Keegan was
standing a few steps away yet it felt like he had her pinned. She
stalled, trying to recapture the dominance. “Why do you think we’re
going to kiss now?”

 


“You said you kiss all of your first
encounters. Direct me, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca took a deep breath and let it out
slowly:

 


“The kiss is on equal footing; no one is
dominant. Therefore, there’s no direction, except the go-ahead for
you to show me what you’ve got.”

 


What was she saying??

 


“And what is that signal?”

 


“Go ahead and show me what you’ve got,
Keegan.”

 


The second she finished the sentence, he was
in her space, running his hand into her hair. He grabbed a fistful
and pulled her head back before lowering his face to hers. There
was enough light to see into each other’s eyes.

 


With his lips parted, he hesitated and stared
into her eyes as she parted her lips. Then his mouth made contact,
softly at first, before his tongue forced its way in and tangled
with hers. They both closed their eyes, and Jeneca instinctively
wrapped her arms around his neck and her fingers intertwined with
his hair.

 


She kissed him back with fervor as his
possessive grip upon her own hair made her melt against him. While
he continued tongue-dancing, he used his other hand to rapidly lift
the front of her dress.

 


Before she was fully aware of what he was
doing, his hand was in her panties, and his fingers were swiping
her dripping slit.

 


Jeneca gasped at the invasion, embarrassed
that he knew how much she wanted him. He expertly caught her mouth
in another kiss. With one hand in her hair and the other one
rubbing her sex, he ground his pelvis against her thigh to
demonstrate how much he wanted her, too.

 


He was so hard, and it felt larger than she’d
ever experienced! His kiss and hands were making her crazy, and she
felt like she could come on the spot.

 


With extreme difficulty, she took her hands
from his hair, placed them against his chest, and pushed him off,
staring at him as he took a step back and licked his lips.

 


“I know you want me,” he said huskily. “You
know I want you. What do you do in these situations, Mistress?”

 


“I kick the sub in the balls and walk away
while ordering him not to follow me.” Her heart pounded, and she
struggled to maintain her breathing.

 


Keegan chuckled but reflexively took a step
back, put his fingers in his mouth and sucked them as he watched
her. He wanted to be inside of her. Then he remembered to be more
submissive.

 


“Direct me. Please.”

 


“I already have.”

 


Keegan frowned and, using the element of
surprise, Jeneca swiftly administered a front kick to his
balls.

 


Taken off-guard, he lurched forward, one hand
cupping his balls while the other rested on the floor.

 


Jeneca walked out of the room and called over
her shoulder:

 


“Don’t follow me. Be sure to get your
homework in before the stroke of midnight!” Then she walked to her
car on shaky knees, checking every so often to make sure he wasn’t
following her.

 


Keegan remained bent over as he collected his
thoughts and watched her walk away. He saw her look over her
shoulder several times as the entirety of her actions hit him, and
he chuckled deeply.

 


He liked her.

 


A lot.

 


She was gorgeous, sexy, intelligent, witty,
and strong.

 


Strong enough to put him in his place,
anyway.

 


Both dominantly and physically.

 


He could only hope she was half as impressed
with him.

 


For her part, Jeneca was anxious and aroused,
and consequently fumbled to retrieve the key fob and push the
button.

 


As the car opened and started, she stumbled
into the driver’s seat and locked the door.

 


Checking her rearview mirror as she sped
away, she drove a few blocks until she was convinced she wasn’t
followed, and pulled over.

 


Only then did she realize that her hands were
shaking and her breathing was erratic.

 


She also realized--far more crucially--that
her panties were completely saturated.




Chapter 21




 


Keegan was slow to rise after having been
blindsided by a front kick directly to his balls. He managed to
walk to his car without much difficulty and without being seen.

 


But he was in pain.

 


A lot of pain.

 


Once home and seated at his desk, Keegan
surfed the net. His homework was to link Jeneca a porn clip of a
male being dominated by a female. Having found a suitable clip, he
leaned back.

 


With his balls nestling an ice pack, he
thought back to the kick.

 


She’d told him she wasn’t into pain. When
they’d discussed hard limits, she’d qualified her stance as:

 


“Not being into excessive pain.”

 


So she had to have kicked him for another
reason. What was it?

 


Because you completely dominated her, you
idiot!

 


Keegan’s brain circled the statement. While
he felt it was probably the reason, he couldn’t help feeling like
there was an underlying one, too.

 


A kick to the balls--and such a hard one--was
excessive.

 


Her parting words were not to follow her, and
she’d looked over her shoulder several times to ensure he hadn’t.
Had she done it to protect her identity?

 


Keegan shook his head. No, that couldn’t be
it, because she could’ve just ordered him to stay.

 


She’d ordered you to do many things that you
disobeyed!

 


Keegan thought about the situation from the
other perspective. If a sub of his were defiant, he would punish
her. But he’d never resort to excessive force. His words and tone
were always enough.

 


But you’re six-three and two-twenty-five; no
female is going to challenge you!

 


But Jeneca had.

 


Correction: she had executed a sneak
attack.

 


None of his subs would ever think to
overpower him. Part of the game was knowing when to disobey, to
what extent, and to enjoy the punishment. As bad as the punishment
could be, the reward was always sweeter.

 


Okay, but if one had. If he had
agreed to train a dominant female seeking submission and she
couldn’t keep her domme in check, what would he do?

 


The dull throbbing in his groin made it
difficult to contemplate the crazy situation. There was no way he’d
ever be in that position.

 


Okay, so if he wanted to get away from a
female intent on following him, what would he do? All of the
possibilities that Keegan contemplated resulted in crimes.

 


Perhaps the simple answer was that’s what…
What was her name? Jennifer? Jenna? He couldn’t remember. Perhaps
she had to kick, given their physical differences and his
dominant nature.

 


She was a feisty one, that Jen-girl.

 


Keegan chuckled out loud, shattering the
silence around him.

 


As he remembered what she looked like, down
to her emerald-speckled eye, he grew hard, despite the pain. He
worried he’d been too dominant at dinner. When first considering to
indulge in his submissive fantasies, Keegan hadn’t thought that it
would be so difficult.

 


Would she see him again?

 


She’d reminded him about the homework. That
had been the last thing she’d said. If she didn’t want to see him
again, she wouldn’t have mentioned the future.

 


The corners of his mouth turned slightly
upward.

 


And that kiss!

 


Her body had leaned into his. She had liked
it. He had liked it. They both had wanted more.

 


In the heat of the moment, though, his
dominance had taken over. He’d hiked up her dress and plunged his
fingers in her sex. She was dripping.

 


Goddamn, she was sexy.

 


He glanced at his desk, strewn with the
contents of his pockets, which he’d tossed out to better position
the ice pack.

 


Keys, change, wallet...she had paid. And
she’d arranged it beforehand!

 


She had money; the restaurant wasn’t cheap.
He congratulated his earlier conclusion that she didn’t need to
money grub.

 


What was a rich, smokin’ hot domme doing with
self-defense prowess? Keegan shook his head. The answer lay within
the question.

 


Was she married and not getting enough
action? Too deviant for her husband? Keegan made a mental note to
pay more attention to her fingers.

 


Was she a businesswoman who needed to protect
her identity? Was her profession more demure yet public so she
needed the protection of anonymity? If so, was she a librarian?

 


Way too cliché. He’d watched too much porn
lately.

 


Porn!

 


He needed to get his homework emailed before
midnight, and he needed to compose a perfect note to accompany
it.

 


Once he grabbed his pad and pen, the analysis
fell by the wayside. Keegan put his feet on the desk while he
drafted. The message needed to be submissive without being
completely kiss-ass.

 


 


Mistress,

 


Thank you for dinner. It was most generous of you,
and unexpected. Thank you, too, for meeting with me. I’m more
convinced than ever of my wish to submit to you, Mistress.

 


I realize I had difficulties keeping the dom part
of me at bay, but I hope you saw my potential. I told you at the
outset that I was Play-Doh needing to be molded. Just because I’ve
been other shapes in the past doesn’t preclude me from being the
shape you seek in the present.

 


As for your most enjoyable homework assignment, I’m
attaching a link. I chose this clip because it shows the teasing
and controlling nature of a domme, like you and I have
discussed.

 


I watched it tonight and thought of you. The domme
in the clip skillfully wields a crop, and I imagine you possess the
same expertise. Imagining you and me will provide a better visual
when I re-watch the clip tomorrow in full ecstasy.

 


I’m not able to properly relieve myself this
evening due to a calamity. My dominance got the better of me
tonight, and I overstepped my bounds. My female companion was sexy
as hell. Her sexuality fueled my passion. My lust took over, and I
placed her in a compromising position.

 


I’m embarrassed to confess that she had to stop me
in a most deserved but incapacitating way.

 


I eagerly await my grade on the homework
assignment. And I’m even more eager to see you again, on whatever
terms you set, Mistress.

 


I am now your most devoted and ever-desirous
admirer, Keegan

 


 


Keegan reread his message. Having edited
while writing, he was satisfied it had the proper amount of
submission. He sent it, logged out, and took the ice pack to
bed.

 


* * * *

 


Once home from dinner with Keegan, Jeneca
quickly texted David: “We’re still on for 9, right?” David’s
response came within seconds: “Yes!”

 


Knowing she’d be able to discuss things the
next morning provided a sense of calm but Jeneca still had too much
energy. She told Jake to grab his leash, and the pair went running.
As always, Jake took himself for a run, holding the leash in his
mouth.

 


She knew she hadn’t done a good job of
maintaining her dominance. How could she have let him kiss her?

 


And how could she have responded like she
had?!

 


As her mind replayed the kiss, she ran
faster, in an attempt to outrun her desire. Jake’s lips puffed with
each breath.

 


She debated the kick. She had to do
it; he’d been way too dominant. Then again, she had caught him
off-guard, and the pain wasn’t warranted. She hadn’t meant to do
it, and she certainly didn’t want to cause him pain. But she had to
get away.

 


He couldn’t be trusted to obey her orders to
stay put. How could he? He’d been defiant the entire evening! It
was almost like he wanted to challenge her, to not obey, to make
her walk away.

 


Should she walk away? Jeneca couldn’t
answer.

 


She kept up her running pace.

 


The answer would be contingent upon his
homework.

 


If he didn’t do it, she’d walk away. If the
assignment was late, she’d walk away. If the clip wasn’t to her
liking, she’d walk away. If his message was overly dominant, she’d
walk away. If it was overly submissive, she’d walk away. If he
chastized her for kicking him, she’d walk away. If he attempted to
elicit pity by mentioning his aching groin, she’d walk away.

 


If there was any little thing that she didn’t
deem perfectly proper, she’d walk away.


 


She smiled when she reached her conclusion,
which happened to coincide nearly ten miles out. Doing an
about-face, she ran home at the same pace. Jake happily kept
up.

 


When they got home, they cooled down in the
pool. Jeneca threw a toy for Jake and talked while he fetched
it.

 


“I’m nervous about checking email, Jake.”
Jake huffed as he swam back to her.

 


“No need to be, though. I’m prepared to walk
away.” She threw the toy again, and Jake left without comment.

 


When he returned, she added defensively, “I
am prepared to walk away. It’s not my job to teach any
random guy, who suddenly has cravings, to be submissive! I did a
helluva lotta research. Anyone can do it. He should probably find
someone who has a fetish for training this type of sub.”

 


Jake swam his toy to the shallow end, pooped
after the twenty-mile run.

 


“I am going to walk away, Jake,” she
said as she followed him out of the pool. “C’mon. Let’s get some
water. Then you can have a treat while I check email, okay?” Jake
happily shook himself off and followed her.

 


Jeneca sat at her desk and was pissed that
her hands shook as she opened her dummy email.

 


When she saw Keegan’s message, she blew out a
breath of relief.

 


Was it his message or the thought of him that
made her wet? She read it twice before clicking on the link.

 


He’d managed to find a clip where the male
fought his submissiveness.

 


The domme in the clip playfully teased her
sub, brought him to the edge several times and denied him each
time. He begged her to come. She smilingly denied him while she got
herself off instead.

 


Jeneca noticed that the domme didn’t use
excessive punishment.

 


She reread the message again and searched for
a justifiable reason to walk away but couldn’t find one.

 


She hadn’t considered a perfectly-worded
message accompanied by a perfect video clip.

 


Sinking back in her chair, Jeneca absently
rubbed Jake’s head. He rose and put his head on her thigh.

 



“Now what am I gonna do, Jake?” He wagged his
tail. “You are my happiness, but you’re not entirely helpful,
y’know.” He wagged faster.

 


She knew she should proceed normally and with
caution, if she proceeded at all--though she also knew she wasn’t
acting normally. A normal response didn’t include that much
thought.

 


She should send a message to another
boy-toy and arrange a meeting the next day. But Jeneca didn’t want
to meet another boy-toy. She wanted to figure out what to do about
Keegan.

 


She couldn’t justify running away.

 


More than that, she didn’t want to run
away.

 


Toweling off after her shower, she decided
she’d discuss the situation with David and get a male perspective
before making any conclusions. Holding the decision in abeyance,
Jeneca climbed into bed with her book. She appreciated Abraham
Verghese for keeping her mind occupied.

 


* * * *

 


David entered his sister’s house at a quarter
to nine and was greeted by an enthusiastic Jake.

 


“Hey!” Jeneca called from her nook.

 


“Mornin’! I’m gonna set up, okay?” “Great. Do
you want anything?”

 


“No, I ate with the fam. But I’m able to get
lunch with you, ‘cause they’re shopping for the day.”

 


“Perfect!”

 


Jeneca greeted David with a big hug and a
smile, but he knew she was distressed and trying to hide it.

 


“What needs work today, Dude?”

 


“My legs! I accidentally ran twenty miles
last night.”

 


“How does one accidentally do that,
exactly?”

 


“I lost track of where I was. Jake and I were
on a roll.”

 


“That means there was no action after
dinner?”


 


“Uh, no. It was just a meet and greet,
remember?”

 


“Easy now.” David put his hands up in mock
surrender. “I was just teasing.”

 


Jeneca realized her voice was harsh and her
body was tense. “I’m sorry.” She climbed onto the table, and David
dug in.

 


“You need this!”

 


“Yeah. Feels good. Thanks, Davey.”

 


After getting the knots out of her legs, he
asked, “So how was the dom?” He hoped she’d start talking but she
had remained silent.

 


“His name’s Keegan.”

 


“Huh. Doesn’t sound very dom-like, does
it?”

 


“Oh, he is, trust me.”

 


“Okay. So tell me! I’m dying to know,
y’know.”

 


Jeneca smiled. “I’ve been trying to figure
out where to start. And don’t tell me the beginning,
Davey!”

 


“Didn’t even cross my mind,” he grinned, and
waited for her to start.


 


“Did I tell you I paid for the meal ahead of
time?”

 


“Yeah, you mentioned it.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Jeneca told him about signing the receipt and
wondering whether the hostess knew about Keegan.

 


“She probably doesn’t, since she checked the
reservations instead of giving you a knowing smile. Plus, why would
a well-rehearsed dom put her into his circle of trust?”

 


Jeneca was relieved by David’s answer. Next,
she described Keegan’s greeting.

 


“Huh. Well, it could be a dom behavior or him
just being polite. If he’s the businessman you think he is, he
could’ve wanted to give off an amicable and professional vibe.”

 


“Yeah, I considered that. But it was just
too familiar, y’know?!”

 


David suspected Jeneca’s problem was that she
liked it, but he withheld comment.

 


Jeneca then told David about the medical
record. She concluded with, “That was just ridiculous!”

 


“It was?”

 


“It wasn’t?”

 


“It sounds like he was just trying to
demonstrate how good of a sub he can be.”

 


“No, it doesn’t. It sounds like he was trying
to control the entire situation! I didn’t ask for a medical
release!”

 


“No, but you didn’t answer his question, you
said. So he did what he thought you’d require. When you told him
about condoms, he calmly put the paper back into his pocket. No
harm, no foul, right? Doesn’t sound dominant.”

 


David had a point.

 


Instead of acknowledging it, she said it had
seemed dominant at the time. Then, she relayed how she’d reacted,
and ended with Keegan’s apology.

 


“I see where you’re coming from with needing
to regain control. But it seems like he gave it to you, right?”

 


“I guess, but I didn’t think so at the
time.”

 


“So what’d you do?”

 


She talked about Keegan copying her order,
the sexual questions, and his way of kissing up to her, along with
her response.

 


“Okay. Sounds pretty normal, right? I mean,
you were there to dominate him. He seems to have appropriately
submitted when you checked him.”

 


“Yeah, but--” Jeneca stopped herself. She’d
forgotten about the next part.

 


“But?”

 


“I have no idea why I did what I did next,
David!”

 


“What’d you do?”

 


“He mentioned a hard limit of no male-on-male
action. And I jumped all over it.”

 


“I’m not with you.”

 


“I asked if his ass had ever been used. If he
wanted it to be used. If he’d let me use it if I wanted to!”


 


“Do you want to?”

 


“Kinda.”

 


“What’d he say?”

 


“He struggled. I know he doesn’t want to, but
he said he would.”

 


“How do you know he doesn’t want to,
then?”

 


“Because I know, Davey.”

 


“Okay, okay.”

 


Jeneca told him about using her real name.
“That’s your fault, Davey, because if I hadn’t gone to that
stupid dinner, I wouldn’t’ve been in that predicament.”

 


“Okay, it’s my fault,” he said flatly.

 


Jeneca moved on and outlined Keegan’s attempt
to take control again, her seizure of same, and how that led to the
bathroom break and her anxiety.

 


As each segment of the meeting was revealed,
David understood that his sister liked Keegan more than she wanted
to admit. Her account of his looks, dress and overall demeanor were
telling. She like-liked him.

 


It was time for her to turn over, and he
wanted to watch her expressions.

 


David interrupted her narration to ask, “I
thought you said you told him your name?”

 


“I did.”

 


“But now you’re saying he’s calling you
Mistress?”

 


“Yeah, he only used my name the one time,
when he shook my hand.”

 


“So he probably forgot what it is.”

 


“You think?” she asked hopefully but doubted
it. “It’s not a common name, y’know.”

 


David encouraged her to finish the story and
made minimal interruptions. She narrated up to the kiss, after
which she paused. David decided to backtrack to give her time.

 


“So you got him flustered by paying the bill,
eh?”

 


“Yeah, and thank goodness I did that
beforehand!”

 


“He sounds like a gentleman, walking you to
your car and all. I mean, it was late and y’never know about those
things.”

 


“Mmm hmm.” She opened her eyes to look at
David’s face, which he kept stoic.

 


He tried to make his voice high and light.
“So what’d you think of the kiss?”

 


She rolled her eyes. “I think it was a highly
dominant thing to do!”

 


“Was it?”

 


“Yes!”

 


“But you told him that you kiss all your
first-timers.”

 


“Yes, but--”

 


“Hang on, now. Sure, in your head it
was of the motel variety, but he didn’t know that. So his
excuse of not acting like teenagers is valid. By doing what he did,
he actually protected your image by choosing a private place.”

 


Jeneca responded softly, “Okay, I see that
now.”

 


“So.”

 


“Yes?”

 


“How was the kiss?”

 


Jeneca sighed. “Davey...” her voice faded
into another sigh.

 


“That good, huh?”

 


She peeked at him. He was smiling. She
proceeded to gush about how she felt when he grabbed her hair,
kissed her softly and then forcefully.

 


“Did you respond?”

 


“Yes.”

 


David nodded.

 


She told him about Keegan’s next move, his
words, and how she had needed to gain control.

 


“Yeah, I can understand that. So what’d you
do?”

 


“I kicked him in the balls and walked
out.”

 


“You did not.” David reflexively crossed his
legs.

 


Jeneca relayed the exchange.

 


“He didn’t follow you because he couldn’t,
right?”

 


“Right.”

 


“Did he do his homework?”

 


“Yes.”

 


Jeneca told him about the video and pointed
to the email she’d printed.

 


David placed the paper on top of her and read
it while continuing to massage. When he finished reading, he
commented, “He’s very clever, isn’t he?”

 


“How do you mean?”

 


“Well, he knew he couldn’t be too dominant or
submissive with you. The note is the perfect balance.”

 


“Yeah, I know.”

 


“And that’s good, right?” Jeneca nodded. “And
he was self-deprecating about the kick. He didn’t blame you--in
fact, he didn’t even say it came from you. This guy is good.
Plus, he complimented you without being overly flattering. And he
revealed his desire to see you again without being overly
needy.”

 


Jeneca listened while nodding. “Yeah, he
writes and speaks well. I told you that.”

 


It was David’s turn to nod. He understood why
she liked him and why she was struggling. “Did you respond?”

 


“No.”

 


“Are you going to?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“What’re you gonna say?”

 


“What do you think I should say?”

 


“No, Jeneca.”

 


“What?”

 


“This is your game. I can’t tell you what to
do.”

 


“No, I’m just curious about what you
think I’ll do.”

 


“Bullshit,” he grinned.

 


“Okay, fine. I have no idea what to do,
Davey!”

 


“What’s your protocol?”

 


She rolled her eyes. “My protocol is to
not meet beforehand!”

 


“That’s the past. What would you do if any
other sub acted like this?”

 


“I don’t know; they never have.” Jeneca
didn’t want to tell David that she’d normally arrange another
hookup with someone else.

 


“Do you want to see him again?” He tried to
sound like he didn’t know the answer.

 


“I don’t know.”

 


“Do you want to train him?”

 


“I don’t know. He’s not like the other subs.
In any way, really.”

 


“So do you want a challenge?”

 


“I don’t know.”

 


“Well, I guess you need to figure that out
first, Dude.”

 


“But Davey, can’t you help me?”

 


“Help you do what?”

 


“Figure out what to do.”

 


“No. You either want to meet him again or you
don’t. It’s really that simple, Jeneca.”

 


“What do you think, though?”

 


“I think it’s my turn for a massage.”

 


They switched places. Jeneca continued to
work his brain as she massaged his muscles.

 


“What do you think I should do,
though? I mean, can you see me meeting him again?”

 


“Yeah, I can.”

 


“You can?”

 


“Yeah, and I can equally see you not
meeting him.”

 


She punched him in the back. “Davey!”

 


“Hey, do I need to protect my balls
now?!”

 


Jeneca giggled. “No! I don’t want to dominate
you; I want you to tell me what to do.”

 


David laughed. She’d never asked for his
advice with any other boy-toy. And when she had discussed the
others, it wasn’t with a sing-songy voice, large eyes and blushes.
He knew she’d deny it if he called it to her attention. Therefore,
he knew he couldn’t win, and tried to change the subject.

 


“Sex has been rampant in the Lowery
household, thanks to you!”

 



“That’s good; you told me before. Just tell
me what to do with Keegan.”

 


She used his name freely. When referring to
her other subs, she’d only used derogatory and generic
references.

 


“You can’t choose the path until you know
your destination.”

 


“Wow, very poetic, David.”

 


“It was, wasn’t it?” he chuckled.

 


“Okay, so suppose I don’t want to meet
him.”

 


“Then you don’t have to do anything, right?
Isn’t that what you did with the young one who didn’t follow your
rules?”

 


“Yeah. But Keegan basically followed the
rules.”

 


“Well, then you send him a message telling
him that you gave him a chance but you don’t see it working
out.”

 


“Hmm. And if I want to meet him?”

 


“I guess whatever your protocol is for
meeting someone, right?”

 


“David, you’re a genius!”

 


“I am?”

 


“Yes!”

 


“I mean, those are your two options,
right?”

 


She punched him in the back again. “Why
couldn’t you have told me that a half-hour ago?!”

 


“Ow! Let’s go to lunch.”

 


On the way to lunch and up through ordering,
Jeneca talked about the Baldoni file. As the waitress walked away,
David asked, “What’d you order last night?”

 


Jeneca explained what the waiter suggested.
“Why?”

 


“Just curious.” David was able to redirect
Jeneca back to the case without telling her that he thought
Jeneca’s waitstaff game could be interpreted as submissive. Keegan
hadn’t reacted, however, so it probably wasn’t an issue.

 


When they got their food, David gently
steered the conversation back to Keegan. “Do you know what you’re
gonna do with Keegan?”

 



“Yeah, I’m gonna admonish his dominant ways
and ask if he wants to continue. If he says yes, then I’ll send him
the instructional email that I send to all my first encounters. In
that setting, I know what I’m doing. And I guess I’ll see if he can
handle it at that point.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“What?!”

 


“Well, I mean, he kinda already told you that
he wants to continue, right?”

 


“I guess.”

 


“You guess?! Jeneca, you kicked the
man in the balls, and he sent you an A-plus homework assignment!
What more are you looking for?”

 


Jeneca chuckled. “Yeah, he did, didn’t
he?”

 


David watched her laugh. He wanted to
continue to rib her for the kicking but opted for a different tack.
“Why not send him the first instructional email now?”

 


“I’ll think about it.”

 


David knew Jeneca would meet Keegan again
because she liked him. What he didn’t know was Keegan’s
perspective. He hoped his sister wouldn’t get hurt.

 


* * * *

 


Keegan wasn’t far from Jeneca’s mind the rest
of the weekend. None of the emails she drafted sounded right
because she couldn’t make up her mind between asking whether he
wanted to proceed and sending the first instructional email.

 


She replayed their dinner in her head, and
she went through the conversation with David. In the end, she
decided to treat him like any other sub: she ignored him.

 


Jeneca didn’t play with anyone else over the
weekend. In fact, she didn’t even log in to the site. Instead, she
kept busy and pretended like she was treating him like any other
sub.




Chapter 22




 


Dana brought coffee and closed the door first
thing Monday morning. “Thanks. To what do I owe this treat?” Jeneca
asked.

 


“A coupla things, actually. I talked with
people at Mr. Baldoni’s new hospital, General. His surgeon is
prepared to testify that the ligament damage was easily
preventable. That it’s a clear-cut case of negligence by Mercy
Hospital.”

 


Jeneca nodded. “This is very good news. I’ll
have to have lunch with Phil and make sure he’s aware.”

 


Dana nodded before continuing. “Also, Mrs.
Baldoni submitted a rather detailed update over the weekend.”

 


“Oh, good. How’s he doing?”

 


“Seems like General’s being overly cautious
because they’re aware of the lawsuit and the huge settlement
implications.”

 


Dana described the extra precautions, the
continued lack of intimacy, and the clients’ mental health and
outlook.

 


“They’re going to keep Tony for two more
weeks to ensure a successful fitting of the new prosthetics and
rehab to get fully acclimated. They want this done in a ‘safe’
environment.” She used air quotes to indicate that Arianna quoted
the hospital staff.

 


“It’s actually not a bad idea. It will keep
him safe from many things, if you know what I mean.”

 


“Yep, being chained to a hospital bed will
help him be a good boy,” Dana grinned.

 


The phone rang, and Dana answered it. “Ms.
Avery’s office; can I help you?”

 


“Hi, Dana. This is Phil. Has she made it into
the office yet?” Phil Newman joked.

 


“She’s right here, Phil.”

 


Dana handed the receiver to Jeneca, who
nodded and mouthed a “thank you” to her. “You’re in the office
early, Phil!” Jeneca greeted him.

 


“I was just telling Dana the same about
you.”

 


“To what do I owe the pleasure so early in
the work week?”

 


“You free for lunch?” Phil’s voice lost its
light-hearted, flirty tone.

 


“Hang on.” Jeneca pawed through papers to
find her calendar. “I can do an early one. Eleven work for
you?”

 


“That’ll be perfect because I have golf in
the afternoon.”

 


“So you’re in early because you won’t be
there after lunch?” Phil chuckled. “Same place?”

 


“Um, no. How about the new middle eastern
place on Main Street?”

 


“I’ve heard it’s good. Eleven at the new
place, then?”

 


“Right.”

 


After she hung up, Dana knocked on her door.
While she was on the phone, the head of Jeneca’s favorite charity
had called with an urgent matter.

 


“Okay. Why not just email me?”

 


“Because I get the feeling she wants to ask
you for a favor.”

 


“Ah.”

 


The charity was a women’s health clinic. In
high school, Jeneca had co-op’d there because it assisted
low-income women and girls in college. It assisted clients to
become self-sufficient instead of relying on others, and she liked
that model.

 


She sat on the board, held fundraisers and
helped out whenever she could. It wouldn’t be the first time she
handled a pro bono case for them.

 


While her firm valued her pro bono work--it
gave them prestige within the community--they preferred billable
hours. The partners had spoken with her about using company
resources. Jeneca got them to agree to one per month or twelve a
year.

 


“How many pro bono cases do I have this
year?”

 


“Depending on the timing of things, you could
get away with it if the Walker case settles this month.”

 


“Good to know. Thanks for the live phone
message, then,” Jeneca winked.

 


“You’re welcome,” Dana answered with a
smile.

 


“I’m meeting Phil for an early lunch at
eleven.”

 


“I’ll remind you if your morning gets away
from you.”

 


“Thanks, Dana.”

 


Jeneca spent the next hour talking with the
charity’s president, Christy Cooper. Jeneca would figure out how to
make it work on a pro bono basis. There were files that needed her
attention, but she wanted to do some research for Christy before
lunch.

 


At ten-thirty, Dana sent her a lunch
reminder.

 


* * * *

 


At three minutes after eleven, Jeneca walked
to Phil’s table. The new restaurant was clean and decorated in
earth tones. Phil picked out a quiet booth in the back, despite the
restaurant being nearly empty.

 


Phil rose to greet her per their script,
“Nice to see you walking to me, Jeneca.”

 


“Nice to walk to you, Phil. Why are you all
the way in the back, and why are we not at our usual place?” Jeneca
sat down.

 


“I’m growing paranoid in my old age.”

 


Jeneca checked his face for signs of sarcasm.
Seeing none, she said, “Understood. What’s going on?”

 


Before Phil could answer, a waitress
approached and exuberantly detailed the lunch specials. They
listened politely. “This is our first time here. What do you
recommend to a couple of newbies?”

 


When the waitress suggested the sampler plate
for two, Jeneca glanced at Phil, who nodded in agreement. “We’ll do
that, please. With coffee and water.”

 


When the waitress was out of hearing, Phil
leaned in to speak. “I don’t know if I’m being followed or
not.”

 


“Are you serious? Why and by whom?”

 


Phil shook his head. “It’s this case, Jeneca.
It’s going to kill me.” Jeneca frowned. “They’ve still got the P.I.
on the job, and he’s been tracking your client.”

 



“What?! How; he’s been in the hospital!”

 


“I know. I don’t know how often he’s
being used or how many reports he’s made. I’m only given
information to appease me.”

 


Jeneca shook her head. “I don’t get it.”

 


“I don’t, either, but all this clandestine
shit and going behind my back makes me nervous. So I don’t want to
be seen in public with you on the same day I got the latest
report.”


 


Jeneca’s eyes flashed briefly. “Okay. I get
it now. But before you tell me what’s in the report, I’ve got to
tell you something, too.”

 


“It won’t top mine.”

 


“Let me try.”

 


Phil held up his hand to stop her as the
waitress returned with their drinks. After she walked away, he sat
back and motioned for Jeneca to continue.

 


“Dana spoke with General’s surgeon, who will
testify that the ligament damage was a direct result of Mercy’s
negligence.”

 


Jeneca watched Phil’s face for a reaction,
but none came. “You’re not surprised?”

 


“Hell no. I’ve told you, Jeneca; this is
clear-cut negligence.”

 


“Yeah, that’s what he’s going to say!”

 


“I would’ve been surprised if he thought the
opposite.”

 


“Okay, but we didn’t have anyone saying it
unequivocally before.”


 


“I knew you’d get him.”

 


The waitress returned, set several plates and
bowls on the table and explained them. The pair tasted the food
before they could forget the explanation, and enjoyed the
samplings.

 


“So what’s your report say?”

 


“Oh, make no mistake, Jeneca, this is not
my report!”

 


“Okay, what’s their report say,
Phil?”

 


“Let me ask you something first.”

 


“Oh, great.”

 


“What have your clients told you about this
latest surgery and hospital time?”

 


“You obviously have something specific in
mind. Wanna narrow it down?”

 


“Let me put it this way. Have you spoken
directly with your client since he’s been in the hospital?”

 


“No. His wife’s been sending in reports.”

 


Phil nodded, expecting the answer. “And you
warned him about the loss of consortium claim before, right?”

 


“Right. Phil, the hospital’s being overly
cautious, because they know about this lawsuit. So they’re keeping
him an additional two weeks to make sure everything goes smoothly.
He’s been in the hospital for several weeks already. The
hospital, Phil,” she emphasized, meaning Tony didn’t have
access to trouble.

 


“Jeneca.” Phil paused.

 


“There’s no delicate way to say this.” He
paused again.

 


“He’s been fucking two nurses.”

 


“Good lord! Are you fucking serious?!”

 


“I have pictures, if that’s what you’re
asking. Do you need to see them to believe me?”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes. “Good lord!” she said
again and shook her head. “Clients! Why don’t they
listen?!”

 


Phil chuckled derisively. “Y’know, I’ve heard
you say that many times over the years. But I couldn’t fully
empathize until now, with everything the insurance fucks have been
doing.”

 


They ate in silence. Phil let Jeneca digest
his news. Jeneca tried to find a solution.

 


“Are you telling me that the loss of
consortium claim is a lost cause?”

 


“It doesn’t look good for your client, but it
also doesn’t negate the hospital’s negligence.”

 


“What if he feels less of a man, due to the
negligence, can’t be intimate with his wife and can only be
intimate with others who won’t judge him?”

 


“I don’t think you want to make that
argument, Jeneca.”

 


“No. I’m just grasping.”

 


“The bottom line is--”

 


“It’s still negligence,” Jeneca finished.

 


“Yes, but that wasn’t what I was going to
say.”

 


“Okay. What were you going to say?”


 


“I was going to say the bottom line is, it’s
still a loss of consortium because he’s not sleeping with his wife.
The claim becomes weaker since he seems to be sleeping with
everyone else, but it’s still a claim.”

 


Jeneca sighed and looked at Phil. “You’re
right. I’m not gonna remove it from the lawsuit.”

 


“I don’t think you should.”

 


“Are they still adamant about going to
trial?”


 


“Fairly certain. I mean, they’re being told
to employ the P.I. from someone, as you pointed out.”

 


“So you still think they’re getting advice
somewhere?”

 


“No doubt about it. They haven’t gone outside
of my counsel in decades, Jeneca. The insurance fucks just aren’t
that bright. This idea is coming from someone else. And I have no
idea who it is.”

 


Jeneca studied Phil’s face. It was taut from
betrayal. “You know they don’t deserve you, Phil, and they never
did.”

 


He looked up at her, grateful. “Thank you.
I’m okay. I don’t need pity or empty compliments.”

 


“You know I don’t give empty compliments,
Phil. Whatever they’re doing with this case, it won’t take away
your legacy. Lawyers will be talking about you for years to come. I
know we’ve been on opposite sides, but you’ve mentored me, and I’m
a better attorney because of you, Phil.”

 


Phil smiled. He leaned back and wiped a
napkin across his mouth. “I promise not to tell anyone you’re
actually mush on the inside, Jeneca.”

 


Jeneca smiled. “I’d sue you for defamation,
Phil!”

 


He chuckled. “This is a perfect time for a
hug but, honestly, I’m paranoid.” Phil glanced around the
still-empty restaurant.


 


“I’ll pencil you in for a future hug, then.
Good luck on the green. Who are you golfing with?”

 


“A couple of the insurance fucks, if you can
believe that! I think it’s just to keep an eye on me, though.”

 


“Are you going to tell them that you know
they have other counsel?”

 


“No. I’ll continue to play dumb. I’m hoping
to get some alcohol in them and coax a slip-up.”

 


“Let me know.”

 


“I intend to.”

 


As Jeneca reached for the check, Phil stopped
her. “Remember, the insurance fucks are paying for this.”

 


“Thank you again.” She rolled her eyes. “I
don’t know what to do with my client! I’ve already explained the
hazards of his extracurricular activities. I thought I spoke his
language.”

 


“I wouldn’t worry about it too much, Jeneca.
Even if it goes to trial and he’s made to look like a cheating
dirtbag, it doesn’t detract from losing his legs. Plus, you can
still make an argument on the other.”

 


“Yeah, you’re right. But not having control
makes me nervous, especially since you’re paranoid!”

 


“I still believe the ‘W’ will wind up in your
column.”

 


Jeneca nodded. “Take care, Phil. Good to see
you.”

 


“You, too, Jeneca.”




Chapter 23




 


Jeneca awoke Tuesday in the early morning
hours. Knowing she wouldn’t get back to sleep, she padded to her
nook to write a response to Keegan. She decided to take David’s
advice and proceed with her typical, first instructional email.
That way, she could assume a dominant role.

 


He’d sought her out to be dominated. She
wanted to dominate. She knew how to do that.

 


Even though she had honed the first-time
email to perfection several months prior, she scrutinized it
through Keegan’s eyes. There was some duplication of questions
they’d discussed at dinner, but she kept them for formality.

 


It was too early to send it, so she took Jake
on an early-morning run.

 


After the run, breakfast and a long shower,
Jeneca returned to her nook. She considered praising Keegan for his
silence over the weekend and for his ability to walk the line
between submission and dominance. She also thought it might be rude
not to mention how nice it was to meet him in person.

 


As she tried to write those sentiments,
however, she became frustrated when she couldn’t strike a balance
between polite and gushing. Completely irritated, Jeneca only sent
her first-time email.


 


Then, she went into work and researched the
clinic’s pro bono file. She kept herself occupied until ten, when
she could stand it no longer, and logged in to her dummy email.

 


There was an email from Keegan. Her heart
skipped a beat as she wondered if the short time frame was bad or
good. Did he follow her directions or did he change his mind?

 


Jeneca swallowed as she opened the email.


 


It began with his usual greeting of
“Mistress”. Followed by: “Thank you for agreeing to proceed with
me. I am most grateful.”

 


Jeneca started breathing again and a smile
sprawled across her face. He followed her instructions! She quickly
scanned the rest of the email.

 


As she continued to read, her smile turned to
a frown. Good lord! Keegan respectfully requested to move to a
hotel instead of her choice motel.

 


He proffered the Radisson; where they’d met
for dinner. Careful not to disparage her motel, Keegan stated his
acquired taste for the finer things in life and being accustomed to
certain levels of comfort.

 


He said it had nothing to do with being
dominant. As a show of good faith, he agreed to all the other
requirements and instructions. Plus, he answered all of her
questions without mentioning the redundancy of some.

 


Jeneca focused on Keegan’s intended
rationale. If she were honest with herself, she’d rather be at the
Radisson than the cheap motel. It served its purpose with the young
and nearly-impoverished toys. Yet when she had thought about
meeting Keegan there, it hadn’t seemed right.

 


He was so unlike her boy-toys. He was
refined, sophisticated, intelligent, experienced, wealthy--no,
that’s what he represented.

 


Jeneca looked at it from his perspective. A
change of venue wouldn’t be entirely out of the question since he
was paying for the room. Therefore, he should have a say in where
his dollars were going.

 


Was the shift in hotel an act of defiant
dominance?

 


Jeneca realized twenty minutes had elapsed.
She called David.

 



“Hey, Dude, my next client will be here in a
coupla seconds. What’s up?”

 


Jeneca told him about the change of venue.
“Do you think it’s an act of dominance, and should I force him to
go to the motel?”

 


David smiled and was glad Jeneca couldn’t see
his expression. She needed his consult on the dom. He tried to
erase the smile from his voice.

 


“From what you’ve said, he’s explained
himself well enough and followed all the other protocols. Besides,
I can’t believe you’ve been going to that crappy-ass motel in that
dirtbag part of town, Jeneca!”

 


“I know the layout of the parking lot, and I
have them get an odd-numbered room so they can’t watch me get in my
car.”

 


“Are you worried about that with Keegan?”

 


“Not really, because the Radisson has
underground parking.”

 


“So what are you worried about?”

 


“Whether I still look like a competent
domme.”

 


“Seriously?!”

 


“Yes!”

 


“I don’t think that’s an issue, Dude. The
guy’s into you. It’s just a room with a bed. It’s actually a better
room with a bed.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“Okay what?”

 


“Okay, thanks for your input.”

 


“Sure. You gonna meet him?”

 


“I guess...” she trailed off.

 


“My client’s here; I gotta go.”

 


“Do you wanna do dinner?”

 


“Can’t; I’ll call you later.” He hung up.

 


She considered David’s input and agreed with
him. Trained to look at all sides of a situation, Jeneca realized
it was the lack of control that was most concerning. She reassured
herself that she’d be in complete control during their first
encounter.

 


The corners of her mouth slowly reached for
her ears.

 


She didn’t want to admit to herself, David or
Keegan how much she was looking forward to the encounter.

 


She forced her corners back down and set her
fingers on the home row. She typed “Admirer” automatically, then
paused because she called all of her other toys by their first
names. Even after knowing his name for a while, she still hadn’t
used it.

 


Should she use it now?

 


Good lord! She tried to clear her head
by rolling her eyes and taking a cleansing breath before beginning
again.

 


 


Keegan,

 


Your venue request is extremely
ballsy. Given the problem with your dominant side, I was inclined
to deny it. However, you stated your reasons clearly and you
followed the rest of my instructions.

 


I’m benevolent but leery. I agree
to the Radisson, but you will be punished for your boldness. Take
heed. There will be no further accommodations. This is a warning to
keep your dom in check.

 


Here is your final set of
instructions. Acquire a room at the Radisson for 7:30 tonight. Be
waiting for me, naked, at the edge of the bed. Have protection on
the side table. Leave the door unlocked.

 


Do not touch yourself until then.
Do not expect anything long-term.

 


I expect to receive two emails
from you, and only two, containing the following information. The
first will be an acknowledgment. It should come shortly after you
read this. It should contain only: “Agreed, Mistress.”

 


The second email should be sent
after you have procured said room. That email should contain only
the room number.

 


The only response you’ll receive
is seeing me at 7:30 tonight.

 


~Mistress

 


 


Jeneca struggled with the force of her words.
Keegan wasn’t like her other playmates. He was a member of the
business community and might not be able to follow her timetable.
Perhaps she should offer a choice of three times.

 


No, he represented himself to be a
businessman. There would be no additional accommodation! Why she
was struggling?


 


She knew her other boy-toys would meet her
demands. They wanted to have the encounter. They told her they’d do
whatever she wished. Brad had even peremptorily stated that he’d
change his plans to accommodate her schedule.

 


Keegan hadn’t provided this level of
commitment. Had he?

 


He told her he wished to submit and that he’d
follow her orders. But he hadn’t directly stated that he’d drop
everything to be at her beck and call.

 


It should be assumed. He was a dom; he
had to expect the same from his subs.

 


This was her protocol. This was her show.
This was her game. If he didn’t comply, it was his loss. If she
took another step in the logical path, she would’ve realized she
wanted to meet him and would’ve considered his non-compliance to be
her loss. From there, she would’ve acknowledged that she had
feelings beyond her typical boy-toy scenarios. Since she had
trained herself to not feel again, however, her analysis ended
early.

 


Jeneca shuddered involuntarily. She stretched
her neck and flexed her fingers. Keegan would have to accept it or
she wouldn’t meet him.

 


End of discussion.

 


She quickly reread her email and hit
send.

 


Then, she forced Keegan out of her head and
focused on the medical issue for the clinic. Afterwards, she
arranged a work lunch with Dana to handle scheduling and to
brainstorm the clinic case.

 


She refused to acknowledge the lunch was a
distraction from Keegan.

 


* * * *

 


When the Mistress had first suggested
emailing, Keegan had created a dummy email account and downloaded
its phone app. It was used solely to communicate with her and to be
notified instantly.

 


His week would be a slow work week, and he
hoped she’d meet him soon. The notification came a bit after ten,
and his heart skipped.

 


He was always nervous that she would cease
communication, and the feeling was heightened with his Radisson
request. If she were looking for fodder to end things, that would
be it. At the same time, though, he wasn’t going to meet her at a
dive motel.

 


Keegan caught himself second-guessing that
decision. What would it matter? He should’ve acquiesced.

 


He nervously walked to his computer. After
scanning her response, he breathed easier to see that she
agreed.

 


Then he went back to the beginning and reread
the message fully.

 


His gut reaction was to dominate her
presumptive cockiness, and envisioned a scene where he grabbed her,
threw her on his desk, lifted her skirt, yanked her panties down,
and thrust into her from behind, like a “National Geographic”
mating special.

 


He smiled as he thought of what he’d do to
her, and his cock throbbed its agreement.

 


Then he remembered he wanted her to be
dominant. He was supposed to be the submissive one.

 


Keegan chuckled out loud. She was right: he
did have a problem with his dominant side. He put himself
into a submissive mindset and reread her message.

“Keegan.”

 


It was the first time she’d addressed him as
something other than “Admirer”. Then again, it was their first
correspondence when she’d known his name. Not a big deal.

 


But the timing was. She had never responded
to him in under three hours, and it came in less than an hour!

 


That had to mean something, right? Keegan
considered. It could mean she was excited to move forward or it
could mean she was establishing dominance. It told him nothing.

 


She stated “no further accommodations” were
to be made, which was a direct indication that she was
accommodating him. She was going outside of her protocol.

 


Keegan thought about the situation in
reverse. If a sub had challenged him on the venue, would he
concede? He didn’t think so. But he’d never suggest such a
shit-hole to begin with.

 


Then again, their situations were
different.

 


Part of his persona as a dom was to parade
his wealth and status. The subs he met were generally beneath him
and therefore duly impressed. By choosing the dumpy motel, it meant
Jeneca’s subs were from the same station as his subs.

 


Having met her, Keegan felt confident they
were in the same tax bracket. Perhaps a female didn’t require the
same economic status as a male. She held the power simply because
her subs willingly gave it, whereas he used his status as extra
power. He liked watching his subs’ eyes widen at the luxurious
rooms and the expensive lingerie gifts.


 


The dumpy motel suggested a need to hide her
status. A bell went off.

 


With the dumpy motel, she’d asked for a
specific room but not with the Radisson. Was he remembering
correctly?

 


Keegan opened her prior email and searched
for the room assignment. Yes, she’d specifically requested an
odd-numbered room. Why?

 


He Googled the motel and clicked on the map.
As he stared at a blueprint of a floor, Keegan noticed the
odd-numbered rooms faced the river. She couldn’t care about scenic
views.

 


When he switched the view to the outside of
the hotel, it became clear. The odd-numbered rooms didn’t face the
parking lot.

 


She must have chosen that particular motel in
order to park without being seen. To further ensure anonymity, she
must instruct her subs to wait naked on the bed. Likewise when she
left, she’d avoid being seen from the window.

 


She’d not specified any room at the Radisson
because it had underground parking, so the room assignment was
moot.

 


The extra power of luxury wasn’t needed by
her because it was salacious enough to be dominated by a female.
Society’s roles didn’t expect women to dote on men.

 


Keegan realized he didn’t expect her to dote.
He also hadn’t expected her to go outside of her protocol. But she
had.

 


There will be no further accommodation.

 


He hadn’t meant to challenge her protocol: He
had meant to be comfortable. If pressed, he would’ve conceded to a
little challenge beneath the surface. The fact that she agreed made
him feel wickedly gleeful.

 


Keegan was happy to accept punishment for the
delicious gift.

 


He looked forward to the punishment. As he
considered the possibilities, his blood flow surged downward, and
his cock took over. Keegan envisioned many scenes with the Mistress
straddling him and wielding toys.

 


His cock pressed against his pants, and he
automatically reached to relieve the pressure when the warning
glared at him. It was a tactic he used with his subs but never with
himself. In fact, part of his protocol was to jerk off in the
shower to promote stamina.

 


He considered subverting this rule but he
couldn’t; she’d know.

 


With difficulty, Keegan’s brain regained
control. It was nearly eleven. He needed to respond and secure a
room.

 


Knowing he wouldn’t get any work done--and he
didn’t need to--he ordered lunch and set a tee time for one. He’d
use golf to keep his mind and body busy until the evening.

 


As he ate, he wondered, would he have
changed venues? Keegan couldn’t think of a scenario where he
would’ve given away that much control. However, if the Mistress
were his sub, he would’ve accommodated anything.

 


And he would’ve punished her for it. Keegan
chuckled as he realized that’s exactly what she’d promised.

 


So, she was outside his box. Did her
acquiescence indicate he was special to her as well? Keegan didn’t
have enough information to answer. He assumed it was more wishful
thinking than fact.

 


While on the golf course, Keegan thought
about the Mistress. About her protocol. About her submission. Was
her agreement an act of submission? Was this another chink in her
armor? Could the domme be dominated?

 


His inner dom was percolating.

 


He wanted to experience her dominance
first.

 


Then, he’d concentrate on taking her.

 


His mind shifted to their kiss. Blood pulsed
against the tip of cock as he remembered grabbing her hair, tasting
her lips, and feeling her body melt against his. He had taken that
kiss. She had leaned against him.

 


Was her response a bigger chink in the
armor?

 


The image circled. Every time the scene
transitioned to her foot connecting with his balls, he
subconsciously wedged a protective club in front of his crotch.

 


To an observer, it appeared as though Keegan
was deciding how to play the hole.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca drew out the lunch, shifting from work
to Dana’s boys, but she ran out of topics at one-thirty. As soon as
Dana closed her office door, she checked her dummy email.

 


The email from Keegan was time-stamped less
than twenty minutes after hers. The subject line was “Agreed,
Mistress”.

 


Her heart pounded as she opened it. Relief
flooded when she found it blank. Her heart pounded again knowing
she was going to meet Keegan at seven-thirty!

 


She closed her email and pretended to work.
After an hour of daydreaming, she called David.

 


“Hey, Dude! Twice in one day!”

 


“Yeah. Sorry.”

 


“No worries. Didja fuck him yet?”

 


“Good lord, Davey!”

 


“What?” he asked coyly.

 


“No. But I agreed to the Radisson and told
him to get a room for seven-thirty.”

 


“And is he going to?”

 


“Yep.”

 


“Cool.”

 


There was a lightness in his sister’s voice,
and he decided it was best to ignore it.

 


“So, Betsy and I got a sex swing over the
weekend.”

 


“Wow! Where are you gonna put it?”

 


“Yeah, that’s the thing. We’re thinkin’ about
putting hooks in the ceiling. The swing’s portable. Just a coupla
clips and it’s good to go. So we’ll probably hang some planters in
case anyone wanders in our room, looks up and finds empty
hooks.”

 


“Sounds like a good plan.” “Have you ever
used one?”


 


“Nope, you’re surpassing my kink, Davey.”

 


“Heh. Somehow, I doubt that, Dude.” Jeneca
chuckled. “Do you know what you’re gonna do with the dom
tonight?”

 


“It’s Keegan, and yes.”

 


David had said “the dom” on purpose to get
her reaction. He smiled then frowned, hoping the guy wouldn’t hurt
her. “Are you going to share?”

 


“No!”

 


“Do I get to know after the fact?”

 


“Maybe.”


 


Another new thing for her. She’d freely told
him about her previous adventures. Now she was being private. “You
wanna do lunch tomorrow?”

 


Jeneca pretended to look at her schedule, but
she debated. She wasn’t sure how the encounter would go, and she
didn’t know if she’d want to talk about it so soon afterward.

 


There was more probability that she’d need to
talk, so she agreed. “Diner at one?”

 


“I’ll see ya there, Dude.”

 


“Bye, Davey.”

 


Jeneca then Googled a typical Radisson room
layout. It had more space than the motel, and it contained the same
furniture, plus a few extras. She was calmed by the fact that she
could perform the same way. A hotel room was a hotel room was a
hotel room.

 


Jeneca had two minor client meetings in the
afternoon, and she began her complaint and brief for the clinic
case. When she checked the time, she was surprised it was
five-forty-five. She’d need to rush, as she didn’t have her bag of
tricks ready to go.

 


She logged in to her email and found another
message from Keegan, time-stamped at five. The subject read: “Room
212”. The body was blank.




Chapter 24




 


Jeneca hastily tossed dinner in Jake’s bowls.
Then, she took a quick shower and donned her typical first-meeting,
black leather domme outfit. Wearing it while packing provided the
proper mindset. The tight time frame also helped her to focus and
prevent panic.

 


During her drive, Jeneca remembered she
hadn’t post-dated an email to David. Then she remembered she’d told
him everything on the phone.

 


She parked on an uncongested floor, stowed
her personal items, grabbed her bag, and confidently walked to Room
212.

 


She’d done this first-time scene many times.
It was down to a minute-by-minute, sequential science. Still,
Jeneca clutched her bag for reassurance.

 


Walking down the second-floor hallway, she
noticed the door was propped open by an ice bucket. When she got
closer, she saw it contained a single red rose.

 


Jeneca paused and sucked in air.

 


The flower was a curve ball. Didn’t one of
his profile pictures contain a single red rose? Was it an act of
dominance?

 


She could equally argue submission or
dominance. Determined not to lose her focus, she opted for the
former and walked through the open door.

 


She tried to stifle an intake of breath as
she peripherally saw Keegan naked on the edge of the bed. The
comforter was pulled back, and he was seated on the sheets. His
chiseled physique was better looking in person.

 


As usual, she didn’t acknowledge her sub.
Instead, she walked purposefully toward the desk, and set her bag
on the chair and the bucket on the desk.

 


She unzipped her bag, fished out her crop,
snapped it in place, and walked toward him.

 


* * * *

 


As Keegan had sat waiting, he regarded the
situation as stupid; waiting buck naked in an unlocked hotel room.
He had doubts about whether she’d show. Did his subs experience the
same anxiety?

 


When the door opened, Keegan’s pulse
quickened.

 


He took in her thigh-high boots and raincoat.
The boots were enough to make his cock twitch, but he wondered what
was under the coat.

 


Her hair was in a high ponytail, making her
look much harsher than she had at dinner.

 


Had she gasped when she saw him naked? He
couldn’t be sure. Nor could he tell whether the reaction, if any,
was positive or negative.

 


She didn’t acknowledge him. Instead, she took
command of the room, situated her things, and removed the crop. He
watched her intently; his body on fire.

 


Something was missing, though.

 


What was it? A thank you for the flower? Some
kind of acknowledgment? Praise or lust for his body?

 


He quashed a smile when he realized he was
thinking like a sub.

 


As a dom, Keegan realized, he would’ve done
everything she was doing. His cock stood at attention as she walked
toward him.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca smacked the crop against her palm as
she walked into Keegan’s space. She planted her legs wide, boots on
the outside of his feet. He looked up.

 


At dinner, his eyes had been green. The blue
of the comforter changed them to blue. Jeneca averted her eyes.

 


“Before the punishment begins, we need to be
clear on a few things. When I ask you a question, your answers will
be short. You’ll say ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ whenever possible.
And your sentences should generally end with ‘Mistress.’ Do you
understand me, Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Good boy. Tonight is a one-time event. There
will be no long-term relationship. If you become clingy, you’ll get
one warning before I refuse to see you ever again. Do you
understand, Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Good. We’ve gone over safewords, both
verbally and in writing. I need you to demonstrate that you know
and understand them.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Tell me what they are.”

 


“Yellow means caution or slow down. Red means
stop.”

 


“Good boy.”

 


“Thank you.”

 


Even though she praised him in a stern voice,
his cock still responded, and he felt a warmth spread through his
veins. He wanted to rip off her raincoat and throw her on the
bed.

 


She slapped his face, breaking his reverie.
He looked up at her, frowning. “Why were you hit, Keegan?”

 


Still frowning, he tried to think why.

 


He couldn’t come up with an answer and
shrugged slightly. She hit him again.

 


“Don’t shrug. You were hit because you didn’t
say ‘mistress’. ‘Thank you, Mistress.’”

 


Keegan’s frown disappeared. He lifted his
head a few inches in acknowledgment of his error. “My apologies.
Mistress.”

 


She slapped him again. “Put ‘em
together.”

 


Keegan paused, searching for the correct
response. “My apologies, Mistress.”

 


“You’re having a difficult time with this,
aren’t you?”

 


“No.” Slap! “No, Mistress.”

 


She stared at him with a glint in her eye. He
was having a difficult time. And she was enjoying it.

 


“We’ve already discussed hard limits. Are
there any others you’d like to add to your list, Keegan?”

 


Keegan stared at her. He didn’t want to
answer improperly. “No, Mistress.”

 


“Good boy!” She caressed his cheek.

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


Her slaps shocked his system. Not that he
wasn’t expecting it, just not so soon. The slaps made his inner dom
want to grab her wrist, fling her on the bed and have his way with
her. He fought to be submissive and to follow her commands. It was
challenging with his blood flowing downward.

 


The smooth touch of her gloved palm on his
stinging cheek was a different kind of shock. So much desire from
so little physical contact. He hadn’t ever been as sexually
charged, not even as a dom.

 


He’d chosen wisely and sought to obey.

 


“We’ve discussed my five-point pain scale. Do
you remember that, Keegan?”

 


He looked up at her, his cheek still feeling
her soft palm. “Yes.”

 


Slap!

 


Fuck! “Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Tell me about it.”

 


“You like to use your toys on new subs to
test their limits, as each guy is different with respect to pain.
They give you a number one to five, with five being the most
painful.” He held her gaze and spoke evenly; proud for sounding
calm and intelligent in his highly aroused state.

 


Slap! Keegan looked confused. Jeneca
laughed at him.

 


“You really are having a difficult
time being submissive, aren’t you?”

 


Keegan remained confused because he thought
he’d answered her question well. He yearned for more praise and was
confused by her laughter. Her entire face lit up, and he didn’t
know which he found more beautiful; that face or the stern, domme
face.

 


Slap! “Earth to Keegan. Come in,
please.”

 


His dom screamed, “Oh, I’ll COME IN, all
right!”

 


He coughed. He didn’t know what he’d done nor
how to rectify it. Looking in her eyes, he shrugged and immediately
closed his eyes. Slap! “Apologies, Mistress.”

 


“I’m going to help you.” Keegan listened
expectantly and hopefully. “We’re going to try this. Before you say
anything, you’re going to say the word ‘please’ first. Got it?”

 


Keegan nodded. Slap!

 


He rolled his eyes. Slap!

 


He opened them to find her giggling at him,
and he smiled back and slowly opened his mouth. Between his
throbbing cock, concentrating on the submissive role, and her
layers of emotions and sexuality, Keegan was struggling.
“Please--”

 


“Good boy!!” Jeneca interrupted him
and grabbed both of his cheeks in her silken hands. Her smile was
wide.

 


Keegan went with it. “Please,” he said again
for emphasis, “I told you I’m able to learn. Mistress.” His eyes
twinkled as she giggled some more.

 


“Tell me about my five-point pain scale,
Keegan.”

 


“You--” Slap!

 


Jeneca cocked her head and grinned, waiting
for Keegan to realize.

 


He did.

 


“Please perform your
wonderfully-inventive, five-point pain scale on me. Please
know that I’m aware you smack your subs with your toys and wait for
a numbered response, with five being the most painful.”

 


Keegan looked at the ceiling in thought, and
Jeneca waited patiently.

 


“Please commence the test on me,
Mistress. I look forward to it. Please. Mistress.” He added the
last two for effect.

 


“This is really difficult for you,
isn’t it?” she asked seriously.

 


“Yes.”

 


She overlooked the non-submissive answer.
“You’re used to giving orders and having them followed without
thought, aren’t you?”

 


He looked at her. Was this part of the game?
He’d not considered her perspective before, despite her mentioning
the same sentiment in an email, but he knew she was correct.

 


“Yes.” Slap! “Yes, Mistress.”

 


She nodded, knowing his “insubordination” was
unintentional. If she’d been forced to write an essay, she would’ve
said that her other subs had been practice. That they were
empowering and sexually fulfilling, but merely a prelude for the
encounter with Keegan.

 


Her interaction with Keegan was invigorating,
and she loved the banter, playfulness and quest to dominate
him.

 


Jeneca wasn’t writing, however, so she didn’t
acknowledge the thoughts. Her focus was on fun and on truly
dominating him.

 


He wouldn’t succumb to painful punishment
alone. She’d need to craftily guide him to submission. She looked
forward to the challenge.

 


She nodded at his admission of a real-life
dominant demeanor.

 


Keegan knew he should’ve been leery of her
perceiving more than he’d intended. At the same time, though, he
felt a level of comfort with her. Her eyes sparkled, and he
instinctively knew she wouldn’t harm him.

 


“Well in this forum, you’re neither dominant
nor blindly followed.”

 


He nodded. Slap! “Yes, Mistress.”

 


“You are mine to do with as I please.”

 


“Yes. Mistress.”

 


“Such a good boy!” He beamed. “It
would greatly please me if your hair were longer than it currently
is.” She ran her fingers through his cropped hair. “Nothing
drastic, just to the base of your neck. Are you able to do that for
me?”

 


Keegan considered the implications and
nodded. Slap! “Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Good boy. Are you ready to begin your
test?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” Slap!

 


“What did we say?”

 


What did we say? His mind was
spinning. She smiled at him, and he was lost.

 


“It’s really very simple, Keegan. Begin your
sentences with ‘please’,” she reminded him.

 


He nodded. Right. “Please, yes, I’m ready to
begin, Mistress.”

 


She cupped his face again, followed by a
scruffle of his hair as she told him, “Good boy.” His insides
melted. “Lay back on the bed.”

 


“May I request something first?”

 


Slap! “Omigod, Keegan!”

 


He smiled. “Please may I request
something?”

 


“It’s not that difficult. What’s your
request?”

 


“May I remove the comforter first?”

 


Slap! “Really?!”

 


Fuck! While he liked her slaps, he
wasn’t trying to get them. He thought he’d been clever to ask
permission to ask a question, and he thought it more clever to use
“may”. Was “please” that far removed from his vocabulary?

 


Besides, he was behaving by not shoving her
onto the bed and pounding her. His cock throbbed. He’d never gone
that long in that state without getting physical. The challenge was
exquisite.

 


“Please may I remove the comforter
first?”

 


“Are you a germophobe?”

 


“I like cleanliness.” Slap! Keegan
sighed and looked at her with piercing eyes. “Please, I’d prefer to
say I’m a fan of cleanliness.”

 


His struggle turned her on. Plus, he never
recoiled nor fought her slaps. He was liking this as much as she
was. She could feel a puddle forming in her thong. There was a part
of her that wanted to shove his shoulders back and mount him, and
she struggled to maintain the protocol of her scene.

 


She took a step backwards. “You may remove
the comforter before you lay back.”

 


“Thank you.” Slap! “Thank you,
Mistress.”

 


She watched him rise and face the bed. Even
though she was in six-inch heels, he was still taller. His muscles
rippled across his back as he grabbed the comforter and tossed it
to the floor. She watched his erect cock pulse between his thighs
and, as he crawled onto the mattress and turned onto his back, it
flopped like a buoy.

 


It was then that she remembered he was
supposed to be on the edge of the bed. Good lord! She improvised
and sat next to him.

 


“Are you ready?” She raised her crop.

 


“Yes.” She smacked his mid-section with her
hand. “Please, yes.”

 


She smacked his mid-section with her crop.
His stomach contracted but he refused to cry out. “Gimme a number,
Keegan.”

 


“Three, Mistress.”

 


“What number do you want to be at,
Keegan?”

 


“Four, Mistress.”

 


She smacked harder. “Four, Mistress.”

 


She smacked his nipple. He sucked in air.
“Four, Mistress.”

 


She caressed his cockhead with the crop.
“Ready, Keegan?”

 


He looked at her. “Yes.” Slap! “Yes,
Mistress.”

 


Thwack! His cock swayed. “Two,
Mistress.”

 


Interesting. “What number do you want to be
at here, Keegan?”

 


“Four, Mistress.” Thwack! “Ow!”
Keegan’s hands flew to his cockhead, trying to erase the pain.

 


Jeneca grabbed his wrists and flung them
aside.

 


“No touching! I will heal you.”

 


Without thought, she brought her lips to his
tip and licked. His pain fled and his cock pulsed. With her lips
still touching his tip, she looked up at him. “Better?”

 


“Yes. Thank you.”

 


Jeneca stood back up. “Number?”

 


“Five.”

 


“I’m sorry.”

 


“It’s okay.”

 


She placed the crop against his balls.
“Number for here?”

 


“Those you can go to town on.”

 


She raised an eyebrow as she lifted the
crop.

 


Thwack! “Ah!!” He lifted his knees and
cupped his balls.

 


“Number,” she demanded as she shoved his legs
back down and pried his hands away.

 


“Four, Mistress.”

 


“Too much?”

 


“No.”

 


Jeneca licked his balls. “Better?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“You don’t get to touch yourself.”

 


Keegan struggled to gain composure of his
features. “Yes, Mistress.”

 


“G’boy!” She sucked in a ball and swirled her
tongue. He moaned. She pulled away--one more second, and she
wouldn’t have been able to leave his intoxicating groin.

 


She regained composure and proceeded with her
test, which was administered without additional pain relief.

 


Jeneca stood up. “Now that we’ve got that
figured out, your punishment can commence. Would you like to see
what’s under this coat, Keegan?”

 


“Yes,” he hissed. Slap! “Please, yes,
Mistress.”

 


She slowly unbuckled and unbuttoned. Keegan’s
eyes were transfixed.


 


She carefully slid the coat open and placed
her hands on her hips. The opening provided a glimpse of the
leather outfit.

 


“Please,” Keegan begged with a crooked
smile.

 


Jeneca smiled at him. “I know what you’re
doing.”

 


“What am I doing?” he asked, doe-eyed.

 


“You’re trying to use your submissive word as
a dominant order.”

 


“That hadn’t crossed my mind. Perhaps your
inner sub heard it as an order and wished to comply,” he
grinned.

 


Thwack! Jeneca swatted his bouncing
cock at a level three. His ass dove into the mattress as he
grunted, not expecting the punishment yet liking it.

 


“Apologies, Mistress.”

 


“You aren’t in control here, Keegan.”

 


His cock throbbed at her words. “Apologies,
Mistress,” he said again.

 


“Do you think you deserve to have this
raincoat removed?”

 


“No, but I think your inner sub wants to
remove it.”

 


Thwack! Level four to the balls.

 


Fuck! He couldn’t help himself as he
stared at her intently.

 


Good lord, she was losing control. She knew
from negotiating; it was best to remain silent. She’d attacked, and
now he needed to respond. Anything further from her would be
misconstrued as submission. If he pressed his dominance, she’d be
forced to leave. Her pussy twitched in protest.

 


She inhaled some yoga breaths and waited.

 


He watched her. Her eyes had sparked when
she’d smacked him, and he knew he’d pushed it too far. Her crop
hand twitched slightly, and her jugular pulsed rapidly. He saw her
fight to control her breathing. What would she do?

 


What would he do as a dom? He’d either
fuck her silly or leave.

 


She was going to leave!

 


“I’m sorry. Really. It came out before I
could stop it.” Her breathing slowed and her crop hand relaxed.
“Look, you can see how turned on you’ve got me,” he gestured to his
cock, which pulsed affirmation.

 


A hint of a smile shone through her hard
glare.

 


“I know I don’t deserve to see you without
the raincoat. But I so desperately want to. Please, take mercy on
me as I struggle with this first-time sub scene,” he said evenly
and sincerely.

 


She watched his cock bob. It was huge. His
profile had said eight inches, but it looked far more menacing in
the flesh. And oh-so suckable. She wanted to ride it. She dragged
her eyes away. “I know you’ve struggled, Keegan. But there are
protocols.”

 


“Please, yes, Mistress, I know I haven’t
adhered to them. Please let me try harder.”

 


She smiled and looked in his eyes. “I should
leave.” He nodded. “What would you do if a sub of yours behaved so
abhorrently?”

 


“I’d either fuck her silly or leave,” he said
without thinking.

 


She nodded. “But fucking you would be a
reward for bad actions.”

 


Keegan nodded. “Apologies, Mistress. Please.
May I please see what’s under your raincoat?”

 


Why didn’t his words sound like begging?

 


“Do you need to be restrained?”

 


“No. I’ll obey.”

 


“Put your hands under your head and keep them
there.” Keegan obeyed. “Good boy.” He smiled and his cock
bounced.

 


Good lord, it’s higher than his belly
button!

 


Jeneca set the crop on the bed and removed
the raincoat, hung it on her finger and placed her other hand on
her hip.

 


Keegan drank in her appearance. “Omigod,” he
whispered. “Turn around.”

 


Slap! “That sounded like an order,
Keegan.”

 


He coughed. “Please turn around.”

 


Jeneca slowly turned, allowing Keegan to have
a brief eye orgasm before she abruptly grabbed the crop.

 


She walked to her bag, collapsed the crop and
swapped it for a flogger. Walking back to the bed, she smacked it
against her silky palm.

 


Her original plan had been to sit on the
couch with Keegan face-down in her lap for the spanking punishment.
Given her arousal, though, she didn’t trust herself to have that
much contact.

 


“Roll over and move closer to the edge.”
Keegan quickly flipped over. “Tell me why you need to be
punished.”

 


“Because I haven’t followed your orders like
a good sub today, Mistress.”

 


“Why else?”

 


There was another reason?

 


Keegan’s cock yearned to poke the mattress,
the blood was flowing the wrong way, he’d just seen her outfit, and
he was struggling with coherent thought. “Apologies, Mistress. Is
there another reason?”

 


Jeneca smiled; glad Keegan was face-down so
he couldn’t see. “Before we got to the hotel. In email I said you’d
be punished. For what, Keegan?”

 


Ah. “For asking to change the venue.
Apologies, Mistress.”

 


“Are you ready for your punishment?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Really? You can’t learn the
one thing I’ve tried to teach you?”

 


“Please. Please, yes, I’m ready for my
punishment.”

 


“You’ve got a white ass here, Keegan. I want
to see it turn red.”

 


“Please, yes.”

 


“I’m going to give you ten lashes to each
cheek. You’re going to count each one, saying ‘One, thank you,
Mistress’ and so on. Do you understand, Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Are you ready?”

 


“Please, yes.” Hiss-swish! “One, thank
you, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca got to five before speaking. “You’re
being a good boy, Keegan. Your ass is turning a lovely shade of
pink. How are you handling your punishment?”

 


“I deserve it, Mistress. Thank you for
asking.”

 


“We’re halfway done with this cheek, and then
we move to the other one.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Good boy.”

 


His cock pulsed and leaked. When the
punishment ended, both cheeks were the same shade of red. Jeneca
removed a glove and felt the hotness of one cheek. Keegan sighed as
her skin touched his. The fire on his ass became internal
sparks.

 


She walked away, and he panicked. Was she
through with him?

 


He heard her rummaging in her bag and then
heard her soft footsteps returning.

 


A cool salve was rubbed into his cheeks. He
wasn’t sure if it was the cream or her skin that was more healing.
“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


Her experience was evident; it had taken him
several encounters to discover healing ointments. He was grateful
for her care. She wiped her fingers on the sheets.

 


“Roll over.”

 


As he did, Jeneca noticed his face was
flushed and the tip of his pulsating cock was glistening. Jeneca
climbed onto the bed and straddled his face. Hovering teasingly for
a bit, she then lowered her thong-covered pussy to his mouth.

 


“Lick me.”

 


He moaned and sent his tongue out to caress
her covered sex. As he tasted her wetness, his cock bobbed and
oozed. When she felt him, she moaned and softly moved her hips. He
automatically grabbed her hips and squeezed.

 


Slap! “Don’t touch me. Put your hands
under your head.”

 


Keegan sighed deeply but obeyed. He resumed
his licking. After the initial pleasure, he shifted his face to the
side to ask, “Why are these panties still on?”

 


Slap! “Phrase that as a sub!”

 


Keegan groaned. He didn’t know how much more
he could take. Pleadingly, he looked up from her sopping cunt.

 


“Start with please!”

 


“Please,” he croaked.

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes but moved the thong to
the side, and shoved her clit against his tongue. “Lick me.”

 


Keegan slid his tongue up and down her slit,
drinking in her sweet juice.

 


“Suck me.”

 


Keegan moved his tongue to her clit and
flicked it briefly before sucking. Instantly, she pressed against
his cheeks with her knees, gripped his hair, and arched her head
back. She exploded down his face with a long, low moan.

 


He lapped up her liquid gold.

 


Her orgasm was intense, and it left her clit
highly sensitive. His continued licking sent shocks through her
body. She pushed against his forehead and moved to her knees. Her
eyes were closed, and she was panting.

 


Keegan watched her and licked his mouth.
“More. Please,” he quickly added.

 


Her pussy contracted at his intent and his
submissiveness. She opened her eyes and looked down at him, still
panting.

 


His face was glistening in the places where
his tongue couldn’t reach. She bent to lick her remaining juices.
The mixture of her taste on him heightened her arousal. She
continued to flick her tongue over his face, moving closer to his
lips.

 


When he turned to kiss her, she drew back.
“Don’t move.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She was still on her knees. Their bodies
weren’t touching save her tongue on his lips. She kissed the corner
of his lips chastely. He kissed her back.

 


“I said don’t move,” she said
breathily.

 


“Apologies, Mistress.”

 


“Open your mouth and keep it open.” He
complied, and she feather-touched her lips around his.

 


“Stick out your tongue.” When he did, she
touched his tongue the same way. Then she gently sucked it into her
mouth and swirled her tongue around his.

 


He moaned. His arms escaped; he circled one
around her waist, and snaked the other around her neck. Then, he
pulled her closer and forced his tongue inside her mouth.

 


She kissed him back. As their kiss
intensified, she lowered herself onto him. When she felt his cock
throb against her inner thighs, the cloud popped.

 


Good lord, what was she doing?!

 


Another minute, and she would’ve been
grinding an orgasm in his embrace. With effort, she moved back to
her knees and slapped his face, though it lacked conviction.

 


“Apologies, Mistress. My hands somehow broke
free and acted on their own. I’ll try to prevent them in the
future,” he said, putting them back under his head.

 


Her eyes struggled to focus, but she didn’t
miss the twinkle in his eyes.

 


She slid onto her feet next to the bed. She
grabbed the condom and threw it on his stomach. “Put this on,” she
said with more force than required to regain control.

 


Normally, she would’ve done it, but she was
afraid she’d tremble.

 


Keegan bit the wrapper open while maintaining
eye contact. Her flushed face gave a beautiful sheen to her skin.
Without diverting his eyes, he slid the condom over his aching
erection. It was the most skin-like condom on the market but he
loathed the encasement.


 


“This really isn’t necessary--”

 


“I told you it’s a requirement,” she slapped
him.

 


He wasn’t in a position to argue, and he
needed to feel her walls around him, even sheathed.

 


“Hands back under your head,” she commanded.
He obeyed.

 


“May I ask a question?” Slap! Keegan
blinked slowly. “Please, may I ask a question?”

 


“What’s your question? And be careful how you
phrase it.”

 


“Please, will you grind your pussy on my face
again?”

 


Jeneca smacked his stomach. “You really do
get whatever you want, don’t you?”

 


“I hope so.”

 


She smacked his stomach harder and narrowed
her lids. “Not here you don’t. Not with me.”

 


Jeneca slowly removed her thong while Keegan
watched. His cock strained against its new confines as she climbed
onto the bed and straddled him without sitting on him. She tossed
her thong onto the floor.

 


He kept his eyes on her. She looked down at
him and smiled wickedly. He smiled back, not recognizing the
play.

 


Jeneca reached between her legs to grip the
base of Keegan’s cock. He groaned and tried to thrust upwards. She
playfully smacked his cheek. “Down, boy. You aren’t allowed to
move.”

 


With great effort, Keegan forced his hips
against the mattress.

 


“In fact, because of your little attempt at
taking over, you’ll be punished again.”

 


Keegan raised his eyebrows but said nothing.
There were no toys nearby and her hand was wrapped around his cock.
Whatever punishment she had in mind would be welcomed.

 


He felt her sex kiss his tip. Involuntarily,
his hips lifted slightly but he forced them back down.

 


“That’s right. You cannot move.”

 


Jeneca placed the gloved palm flat against
his stomach, as if that could keep him down. Holding his cock in
place, she moved her hips, and her slit glided over his tip.

 


Keegan’s breathing became heavier as he
understood how she could render punishment without a toy.

 


With his hands under his head and a concerted
effort to keep his back flat on the mattress, Keegan watched the
Mistress use his cock as a joystick.

 


She positioned his tip on her clit and
pressed against it while her hips moved in slow circles. As she
increased the pace, her nails dug into his stomach before her head
went back and her knees pressed into his hips.

 


Keegan watched his tip swirl in and out of
her folds. As he felt her tighten against him, he dragged his eyes
upwards. Her entire outfit was still on except for the thong and a
glove.

 


Her breathing was ragged and her tits heaved.
Keegan fought to keep his hands at rest. They wanted to unzip her
corset. He imagined what it would feel like to squeeze her breasts,
and he yearned to wrap his lips around a nipple and suck.

 


He trailed his eyes upward to her arched
neck, which seemed to beckon him to rain kisses. He wanted to know
how her body would react. He wanted to sit up, grab her ponytail
and thrust into her warm and wet cunt.

 


He wanted to claim her.

 


Instead, he lay still and watched her body
convulse. She moaned deeply as she held his cock against her
clit.

 


When she opened her eyes, they were glazed
over. Her body relaxed. “If I were a mean mistress, I’d leave you
like this,” she panted.

 


Keegan didn’t know what to say.

 


Luckily, she spoke again. “But as I’ve told
you, I’m benevolent. Despite your many shortcomings, you’ve been a
relatively good boy.” Keegan smiled cautiously. “You’re still
unable to move.”

 


Jeneca moved his cock up and down her slit.
Keegan felt her heat. “You don’t come until I say. Do you
understand, Keegan?”


 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca positioned his cock at her opening and
hesitated. “Repeat your instructions, Keegan.”

 


Keegan groaned at the hesitation. “Please,
Mistress, I can’t move. Please use me. Please, I won’t come until
you tell me to.”

 


Without warning, Jeneca slammed down his
shaft as she cried, “Good boy!”

 


“Ohhh, fuuuck!”

 


Jeneca lifted her ass and slammed back down.
Then she leaned forward and rested her hands on his chest as she
pumped her ass up and down. With her mouth at his ear, she
whispered, “Do you like this?”

 


“Oh. God. Yes!”

 


“Tell me how much you like it.”

 


Keegan growled. “Fuck! Yes! So good!”

 


“Don’t come.”

 


“No. Can’t come. Please. Fuck!” Keegan
murmured incoherent words.

 


Jeneca blew hot breath into his ear and
licked its edge. Then she sucked and bit his earlobe.

 


“Oh! Fuck! God! Please. Thrust. Have to.
Mistress.”

 


Jeneca sat up and ground her sex in Keegan’s
lap. Keegan opened his eyes as she shifted. His arms flew out from
behind his head but she swatted them away. “No! You can’t
move!”

 


Instead of gripping her hips and thrusting
wildly, he gripped the sheets and moaned loudly. Jeneca watched his
struggle. “Good boy. Keep your hands there and I’ll continue to
fuck you.”

 


She leaned back, placed her palms against his
thighs and gyrated her hips forward and back. The angle allowed
Keegan deeper access, and he gripped the sheets tighter.

 


“Don’t come!”

 


Keegan gritted his teeth and moaned as her
cunt milked his cock.

 


Trying to focus, his eyes scanned her angled
body. He watched her tits jiggle. He felt her heat. He smelled her
desire. He heard the sloshing noises. He was on overload. He needed
to come so badly.

 


Then everything shifted into warp speed. “Do
you need to come?”

 


“Fuck. Yes. Please. Mistress,” Keegan grunted
each word.

 


“Look me in the eyes, Keegan. This is your
final set of instructions.”

 


Oh, fuck. He couldn’t handle anything more.
His eyes met hers but she didn’t slow down.

 


“You need to keep your hands where they are.
But when I tell you, you may use your hips. Do you understand?”

 


“Hands. Stay. Hips. Move. Please.”

 


She’d reduced him to a blathering idiot.
“Good boy. Not until I say.”

 


He grunted, thinking he wasn’t going to make
it. If there was one thing he prided himself on, it was his
stamina. But she’d denied his routine, pre-encounter eruption.

 


Her lips continued to grip him. So warm. So
sloshy. The pain was exquisite. He couldn’t hold out--

 


“Come for me, Keegan. Now!”

 


Keegan’s mid-section flew off the bed, and he
pulled the sheet off the mattress as he thrust into her warm
haven.

 


His sudden movement jostled her forward, and
she braced herself against his stomach.


 


Even though he was focused on coming, he also
wanted to wrap his arms around her. To nuzzle his face against her
breasts. To pull her down as he shot up.

 


“Mmm, yes. That’s it. Come, Keegan.”

 


Her words broke the dam, and he thrust up and
held. As his cock spewed rope after rope, he shut his eyes and
moaned through the duration. It felt so good; he almost didn’t care
he was wearing a condom.

 


Jeneca stilled herself. His thrusts were
powerful and he filled her completely. The combined effect of
hearing his moans and feeling his cock pulsing inside of her sent
her over the edge with him.

 


Her pussy walls clenched at the end of his
orgasm. Fuck, it was so good! She remained frozen for several
minutes after the wave had receded. It was perfection. Both of them
were panting.


 


A few strands of hair had escaped the
ponytail and clung to her neck and face. She was beautiful. They
stared at each other.

 


Keegan let go of the sheets and placed his
hands palm-up on the mattress. He made one beckoning motion with
his fingers.

 


She saw the call and, as if in a trance, slid
next to him, leaving a leg draped over his mid-section.

 


He wrapped an arm around her waist, and his
other hand repositioned her negligent strands of hair behind her
ear.

 


His touch was soothing after their turbulent
union. Her face rested against his chest, and she absent- mindedly
kissed it. He answered with a kiss to her hairline.

 


Good lord, what was she doing?!

 


She needed to leave but was paralyzed.

 


Keegan’s voice was low and silky, and she
felt its vibrations through his chest. “The room is paid for.
You’re more than welcome to stay here with me.”

 


The words cattle-prodded her. “I can’t...”
she began as she fled the bed.

 


“Talk to me.”

 


Those three words!

 


He hadn’t begged, and he hadn’t asked her
why. Yet both sentiments were in the three words.

 


Her body wanted to melt against his.

 


He wanted her to stay, and he wanted to know
why she wouldn’t. She racked her brain to find a reasonable
explanation but there was none.

 


She blurted, “I’ve gotta get back to
Jake.”

 


Keegan sank into the mattress and sighed.
“Gotcha.”

 


She saw his reaction, and knew she should fix
the misconception, but she couldn’t.

 


“I...” She had no other words, and her voice
trailed off.

 


“You don’t need to explain. I
understand.”


 


But you don’t!

 


She turned her back on him.

 


What the fuck was she doing?! How did she end
up so far afield from the protocol of her well-timed first
encounter?

 


She forced her body to hurry. Luckily, she
only needed to retrieve a glove, thong and salve from the other
side of the bed.

 


Keegan watched her, and saw the change wash
over her. It was as if she’d awoken from a coma. She moved with
purpose.

 


Of course; because Jake was waiting for her!
How had they never discussed their status before?

 


Would it have mattered?

 


He set his thoughts aside and concentrated on
her.

 


She was tying the belt on her raincoat; her
bag already on her shoulder. When she was at the door, she turned
so that her profile was to him; not making eye contact.

 


“Do not contact me. I’ll contact
you.”

 


The door clicked.

 


Keegan stared at the ceiling and sighed
heavily. He felt his cock shrink in its irritating wrapper. With
transferred disgust, he ripped off the condom and threw it across
the room.

 


Then, he closed his eyes and relived their
encounter. It was the best sex he’d ever had.

 


And she was going home to Jake.

 


What are you doing?! This is not what
happily ever afters are made of.

 


He audibly scoffed at his stupidity. This was
a game.

 


A game he chose to play.

 


A game she obviously played very well.

 


That was all it was: a game.

 


He sighed again and sat up. As he tried to
erase his feelings, he looked around the room. He stared without
seeing but something inside nagged. It forced him to focus. He
panned the room with scrutiny.

 


And then he saw it.

 


Or rather, didn’t see it.

 


She had taken the rose.




Chapter 25




 


Jeneca blindly raced to her car. She drove
home on auto-pilot, refusing to think. Opting to keep the radio
off, she instead concentrated on the motor’s hum. When she got
home, she was still in a daze.

 


Jake, sensing something was wrong, jumped up,
pushed her off balance, and caused her to drop her things.

 


“Hi, Jake. You saved me tonight,” she said,
patting his head. “And you got me in trouble.” Jake wagged happily;
she was okay.

 


She petted him while he sniffed her and her
bag before retrieving his leash. “No, Jake. Not tonight. I’m
exhausted and going to bed.” Jake dropped the leash.

 


She thought about cancelling the email to
David but then remembered there wasn’t one. Tomorrow, they were
going to have lunch. What was she going to tell him?

 


She wasn’t sure she knew what happened. What
time was it?

 


Walking into the kitchen, she got water and
checked the time. Eleven-thirty! How?!

 


Seven to eleven-thirty was four and a half
hours! How?!

 


She calculated. Figure a twenty-minute drive.
Plus, she’d been late. Down to four hours. Time with Jake at the
door. So, call it three and a half hours. Three and a half hours?!
No, she’d said seven-thirty. Okay, so three hours.

 


Three hours?! Good lord!

 


She’d crafted her first-time domme sessions
to the minute, and knew the length of each segment. There wasn’t a
need to look at the time anymore, even though she always did.

 


But she never even thought about the
clock!

 


Would he know that she’d gone outside of her
protocol?

 


She was consumed with the thought, and she
tried to remember if he imposed time limits with his subs. She
couldn’t recall any. Had she mentioned her self-imposed time
limits?

 


Panicked, she raced to her nook. After thirty
minutes of scanning their correspondence, Jeneca breathed a sigh of
relief. Time hadn’t been mentioned. He wouldn’t know.

 


Exhaustion seized her. Retrieving her bag,
she smiled at the flower laying beside it.

 


Jake inspected it carefully. “There’s nothing
there,” she assured him.

 


She took out a red bud vase from under the
sink, put the flower in, and filled it with water before setting it
on the counter. Turning to leave, she stopped and, on impulse,
grabbed the vase and took it upstairs.

 


Mechanically, she took care of her toys
before she removed her outfit and crawled into bed naked. The last
thing she saw was the flower on her nightstand.

 


But sleep wouldn’t come. Instead, she relived
the encounter and felt herself twitch.

 


She wondered what he would’ve done if
permitted to use his hands. Would he have taken her forcefully?
Would he have ordered her to do things?

 


Would she have obeyed?

 


She felt a drop slide onto the sheet.

 


Good lord!

 


She stretched and sighed. Then the memory hit
her: She had collapsed into his arms and kissed the side of his
chest! How?!

 


She thought back to his erupting cock and her
pussy spasming. After that, he’d motioned for her to lay on
him.

 


And she’d done it!

 


And she’d kissed his chest! And he’d kissed
her head!

 


Did all of his sessions end like that? Did he
think that was normal?

 


What happened to no personal interaction? Her
actions were far more personal than anything she could’ve said. But
she’d redeemed herself. She left by instructing him just like every
other first- time encounter.

 


What was to redeem, though? What happened
before she left? He’d asked her to stay the night!

 


She pulled the pillow around her ears. Why
had he done that?

 


If he hadn’t asked, would she have stayed
automatically? She reassured herself with her dominant departure.
The mishap had ended in control, so she’d rectified the situation.
Calamity abated.

 


Jake jumped onto the bed and curled himself
into a ball. Jake! He was a great excuse not to stay.

 


She’d intended to say she had a dog to get
home to--why hadn’t she said dog instead of Jake? She’d seen
the hurt in Keegan’s eyes.


 


No, it wasn’t hurt! He wanted a sub
experience. That was it. Nothing more. There were no feelings.

 


For either of them.

 


She wanted sleep to overtake her, and made a
half-hearted plea to the Goddess Athena to cast sleep upon her.
Ever since learning about Athena’s sleep powers with Penelope,
Jeneca offered a silent prayer when sleep was elusive. She didn’t
believe in it but she liked to cover her bases.

 


Strangely, sleep enveloped her. Her last
thought was snuggling Keegan, with his arm holding her close.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca slowly emerged from slumber but the
dream-like essence clutched her. Keegan was spooning her. When the
dream dissipated, security and comfort remained. She reached to
touch Keegan’s body but felt an empty bed.

 


It was a stupid dream! Everything about her
feelings was stupid!

 


Consciousness smacked her in the face and her
eyes flew open. The flower’s redness screamed at her. Jeneca glared
at it.

 


Stupid, stupid dream. Stupid, stupid
flower!

 


She rolled onto her back and sighed. Sensing
movement, Jake moved from the end of the bed and curled next to
Jeneca.

 


She put an arm around him and stroked his
head. “Yes, you’re the only man I need in my life, Jake. You’re the
only one who cares about me.” He unraveled and placed his head on
her chest.

 


Glaring at the ceiling, she re-analyzed the
previous night. What should her next domme move be? It should have
been to send the questionnaire email, in which she either set up
another meeting or she didn’t.

 


Did she want to see Keegan again?

 


She set the question aside. Her normal
procedure was to not think that much!

 


The question refused to be set aside,
however. Did she want to see Keegan again? Her pussy twitched.

 


Good lord!

 


No feelings were involved. Not on his part.
Not on hers.

 


To prove this assertion, Jeneca bounded to
her nook, logged in to the naughty site, and sent the following
message:

 


 


Brian,

 


Tonight. 7:30.

 


~Mistress

 


 


“Get your leash!”

 


Jake happily got his leash and took himself
on a run with Jeneca. Afterwards, Jeneca checked the site. Two
minutes after her message, Brian had responded: “Room 115.”

 


With smugness, she got herself ready and into
the office. Once there, she immersed herself in work but Keegan was
never far from her mind.

 


* * * *

 


She was early for lunch with David. With a
smile, Sally brought coffee and water, and Jeneca tried not to be
irritated by her cheerfulness. They played the recommendation game,
and Jeneca heard herself tell Sally that it sounded great.

 


She sounded like she normally did, without a
trace of irritation. And why shouldn’t she sound normal?!
Everything was perfectly normal!

 


“Hey, Dude!”

 


David greeted her with a kiss to her forehead
before sliding into the booth. He didn’t want to appear excited,
and had forced himself to arrive five minutes late.

 


“Hey.” She watched him bounce into the middle
of the booth.

 


The pair had a conversation of stares. David
knew Jeneca was trying to look unaffected.

 


Sally interrupted with coffee for David, and
asked if he wanted the usual. He nodded while Jeneca continued to
stare at him.

 


“Dude.” She raised an eyebrow. “Are you gonna
talk to me?”

 


Talk to me.

 


She shook her head.

 


She was not affected. Keegan was a
game. That was all.

 


David watched his sister’s struggle as her
eyes went wide then changed to a glower. “What’s going on with
you?”

 


“I--noth--what--I mean...”

 


“Really. It was that good, huh?” He smiled at
her, trying to lighten the mood. She flashed a smile but then
removed it with haste. “So it was good, but you don’t wanna
admit it. Got it.”

 


Jeneca cocked her head. “No.”

 


“No what? No, it wasn’t good; or no, you
are admitting it?” He grinned.

 


“No to both.”

 


“What the fuck happened, Dude?!”

 


Jeneca fumbled at the start, attempting to
say six things at once. She took three sips of coffee and three
breaths, and then began again. Once she started, she outlined
everything like she would summarize a deposition.

 


Her recitation lasted six minutes, and Sally
brought their food with Jeneca’s last sentence. David knew he
needed to tread carefully.

 


“Can I ask questions?”

 


“Apparently you can,” Jeneca said with
smile.

 


David took it as an invitation. “How long did
it last?”

 


“Why is that your first question?!”

 


David was taken aback by Jeneca’s edginess.
He’d inadvertently tripped a trigger. “Because I’m trying to fully
understand what happened.”

 


“Sorry.”

 


“S’ok.” He frowned. Had she enjoyed herself
or had this guy harmed her? Did he need to avenge his sister’s
honor? Was there honor in being a domme? He chuckled.

 


“What?!” She was back on the attack.

 


David knew better than to reveal his
thoughts. It was better to go on the offensive.

 


“What, what? You’re all kindsa weird
right now. I’m trying to have lunch with my sister and catch up on
some hot romance, but she’s flying off the handle...at what,
exactly, Dude?”

 


Jeneca pushed her food around and sighed.
“I’m sorry.” She looked up. “I honestly don’t know.”


 


He searched her eyes. “Did he hurt you?”

 


Jeneca laughed. “No, why?”

 


David was relieved. “Because you’re acting
weird. How ‘bout we go back to how long did it last?” He
purposefully tripped the trigger, hoping to get somewhere.

 


“Three hours.”

 


“Okay. Why does three hours freak you
out?”

 


“I’m not freaked out.”

 


David raised his eyebrows and nodded an
I-don’t-believe-you expression.

 


“I’m not.”

 


“What are you, then?”

 


“Normal.”

 


David looked at her, and they both cracked
up.

 


“What’s wrong with three hours, Jeneca?”
David quietly pushed.

 


Jeneca sighed in resignation. “I limit myself
to seventy-five minutes, ninety tops with encounters.”

 


So he was right the first time; she liked it.
Averting her gaze, David dove into his food. Jeneca


moved hers around before taking a bite.

 


David tried a different approach. “How was
the hotel room?”

 


“Fine.”

 


Nothing. “Was he a good sub?”

 


“Not at all.”

 


“So you need to train him some more?”

 


“I don’t know that I can.”

 


“I don’t get it.”

 


“He’s dominant, David. He doesn’t
want to be a sub.”

 


“But I thought that’s why he came to you;
because he wanted to experience submission.”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Then I don’t get it,” he repeated.

 


“He did want that. And that’s what I
did.”

 


“But?”

 


“But he had a hard time with it.”

 


“You thought that was going to happen.”

 


“I did. But not to that extent. Look, all my
boy-toys are submissive. They want to follow rules. They
want to be dominated. There’s a play you get into that
doesn’t need to be explained every other goddamned sentence!” her
voice crescendoed.

 


“I’m sorry, Dude, but I thought the dom
wanted to be dominated and follow your rules.”

 


Jeneca sighed. “He did.” She looked at him.
“He just can’t.”

 


“Maybe it’s because I’m new to this, but I’m
having a really hard time following you. So, you gave him an order,
and he wasn’t able to follow it?”

 


“No, I gave him an order, and he followed
it.”

 


“Are you purposefully trying to fuck with
me?”

 


Jeneca sighed again. “Sorry. Sometimes I gave
him an order, and he followed it. He wanted to

follow everything. But he couldn’t. He’s
dominant in real life, David. He’s used to barking orders and
having them followed without question.”

 


“Okay, so he wanted to escape that mode. I
get that. But what do you mean ‘he couldn’t?’”

 


“Couldn’t; could not. He’s so used to
ordering that he couldn’t remember to say the word please

at the beginning of a sentence. I mean, I
tried to help him by giving him the first fucking word to

say whenever he fucking opened his
mouth!”

 


David nodded. “Isn’t there an
agree-to-disobey element in dominating and submitting? Like, did he
disobey in order to get punished?”

 


“Yes and yes. What you say is true, but what
he did was far removed from it. He literally could not do
it.”

 


“So you punished him and he still
failed?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“How’d you punish him?”

 


Jeneca explained the different aspects of
punishing him. She admitted to craftily getting him to submit.

 


“Did that work?”

 


“A bit, yeah.”

 


“So he was a challenge.”


 


“Yes.”

 


“You like challenges.”

 


“I do.”

 


“For perspective, how do you get your other
subs to obey when they’ve been belligerently misbehaving?”

 


“Physical punishment is sought in those cases
and supplied, and then the sub goes back to behaving.”

 


“Okay.” David ate.

 


With more information and carefully watching
his sister, he learned that the entire encounter was atypical.
Negative on the surface but quite alluring underneath. Jeneca
wanted to only focus on the surface.

 


“How’d it end?”

 


While staring at her food, Jeneca recounted
the end, and David listened in silence. “Do you normally use Jake
as a human excuse?”

 


“No.”

 


“How’d he react?”

 


“If one were to put an emotion on it, I guess
the closest would be hurt, but there are no emotions involved
here.”

 


David let the comment lie. “How do you
normally end your sessions?”

 


“The same way. I instruct them not to call me
and I leave.”

 


“Uh-huh, that’s not what I’m asking about,
and you know it.”

 


“It’s a power play scenario; unemotional. I
get off, get my things, instruct, and leave.”

 


“At what point do you break away?”

 


“There’s no cuddling, if that’s what you’re
asking.”


 


Her last two answers solidified David’s
beliefs. It hadn’t been a typical scenario, and his sister was
emotionally attached...and fighting it.

 


“Are you gonna see him again?” He kept his
voice light.

 


“You tell me.”

 


“You want me to tell you if you’re gonna see
him again?”

 


“No, what do you think?”

 


David remembered the last time she’d asked
for advice with the dom. Avoiding the circular banter, he said, “I
think you will.”

 


“You do? Why?”

 


“Because you want to.”

 


His eyes said she was involved. Her eyes said
he was wrong. They continued to stare at each other as if looking
away would lessen their conviction.

 


Jeneca broke the contest. “I don’t
want to. I’m not emotionally attached. He’s not emotionally
attached. This was something fun to do. That’s it. I’m not
emotionally attached,” she said again. “In fact, I’m meeting
another sub at seven-thirty.”

 


David didn’t know if it was the staring
contest or because her words were absolutely ridiculous, but he
heard himself blurt, “You’re meeting another sub to convince
yourself that you aren’t emotionally vested.”

 


“So what?!” Jeneca equally blurted her
response.

 


David smiled at her admission. “Just as long
as you’re aware, Dude. I’m buying today.”

 


Jeneca tossed a ten-dollar bill on the table.
“I’m tipping. I’m not emotionally vested.”

 


David kissed her forehead with a knowing
smile and left.

 


* * * *

 


At seven-thirty-two, Jeneca pushed open the
door to Room 115.

 


Brian was waiting naked on the end of the bed
and gasped when she removed the raincoat. She was wearing a black
latex bodysuit with breast and crotch cutouts--though Brian
couldn’t see the latter hole--a matching mask over her eyes,
four-inch black leather heels, and her hair was in the typical high
ponytail.

 


“What do you think of the outfit, Brian?”

 


“Fucking hot, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca retrieved several items from her bag
and dropped them on the bed. His eyes remained on her body. She
held out a cock strap. “Remember this?”

 


With effort, he looked at the object. “Yes,
Mistress.”

 


“Good. It’s going back on tonight.” She
affixed it tightly. “Tonight is an exercise in denial, Brian; one
like you’ve not experienced before.”

 


“Yes, Mistress,” he gulped.

 


“Stand.” Brian rose; his cock jutting out.
“Take two steps forward.” Brian did. “Good boy,” she patted his
ass.

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


“When’s the last time you came, Brian?”

 


“Two days ago, Mistress.”

 


“So these are full of cum, hmm?” She grabbed
his balls and squeezed.

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She weighed them in her palm and bounced them
up and down. “That’s too bad for you, Brian.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca handed Brian leather wrist and ankle
cuffs. “Put these on snugly.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She took a leather strap with velcro on one
end, hooked it in the wrist’s loop and affixed it to the ankle’s
loop before doing the other side, leaving Brian’s arms pinned to
his sides.

 


Jeneca picked up a whip and a paddle. He eyed
the toys but remained silent. Jeneca stared at his cock and flexed
her grip on the toys while she dragged each teasingly down his
chest. “Are you ready, Brian?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” Brian’s voice had a hitch in
it.

 


Jeneca pressed her bare tits against Brian’s
chest and moved up and down; her nipples trailing. “Are you sure
you’re ready, Brian?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” Brian’s breathing was
ragged.

 


Jeneca abruptly backed away and watched his
cock search for her. She smiled wryly.

 


He smiled back weakly, knowing his limits
would be tested. Her outfit alone made him want to come. The toys
and pain he could handle, but if she rubbed her breasts on him
again, he didn’t think he’d be able to contain it.

 


Her right hand wound up, and the whip
whirred, landing across his left thigh. “Thank you, Mistress.” She
repeated the movement to the right thigh. “Thank you,
Mistress.”

 


So far, so good. The whips weren’t painful
nor did they land in a sensitive area.

 


For the next ten minutes, Jeneca circled
Brian’s body. She avoided erogenous zones and didn’t use force.
Then she switched to the paddle. After each contact, Brian thanked
her.

 


“How are you feeling?”

 


“Good, Mistress.”

 


“Ready to take it up a notch?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Ask for it.”

 


“Please, Mistress. Hit me harder.”

 


“Good boy.” Jeneca brought the pain level to
a three, and she whipped his thigh, followed by a paddle to the
obliques.

 


Brian took a step back and expelled air but
otherwise remained motionless. “Thank you, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca circled Brian with level three
whip-paddle combinations. Brian fought the staggering blows and
increased his grunting. His cock flopped with each combo, demanding
private attention. Jeneca continued to avoid the erogenous
zones.

 


She stood in front of him. “How are you,
Brian?”

 


“Good, Mistress.”

 


“Your cock is shiny.”

 


Brian looked at the precum coating his
cockhead. “Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Do you want to come, Brian?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“Your cock seems to have a different
opinion.”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“I say it does. Are you calling me a liar,
Brian?” There was an edge to her voice.

 


“No, Mistress.” His cock throbbed. She was in
rare form, and he was turned on. If she told him to come, he
thought he could erupt on the spot.

 


“I just heard you call me a liar. I’ve been
itching to redden your white fucking ass tonight. What do you
think, Brian?”

 


“I think I’ve been bad and need to be
spanked, Mistress.”

 


“Beg for it.”

 


“Please, Mistress. Please beat me into
submission and make my ass red.” His cock pulsed and three more
drops of precum slid out.

 


Jeneca stood behind Brian. She slid the whip
around his neck, held onto both ends and lightly pulled. His upper
frame arched back with his arms planted at his sides. She whispered
in his ear, “You’ve displeased me and forced me to punish you.”

 


“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

 


She licked around his ear, and he moaned.
“I’m going to swat in a series of five. You’re going to count them.
I will check the coloration after each set.”

 


“Understood, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca flicked his lobe with her tongue then
sucked it hard before clamping her teeth down. Brian moaned in
agony and pleasure. His cock bounced angrily.


 


She released the whip and paddled his right
ass cheek five times at a level three. He counted each one. Jeneca
watched the white fade to pink. She wanted to feel the heat but her
hands were clad in latex . She rubbed her cheek against his.

 


“Mmm, so warm. So pink. But your other cheek
looks pasty.”

 


“Please, Mistress. Please spank my other
cheek.”

 


“What a good boy you are, Brian! Now
count!”

 


She administered the first five to his left
cheek. Again, she touched her cheek to his and felt the heat. It
was a tangible and intoxicating symbol of her power.

 


“Face the bed and bend over.” Brian jerked
his strapped body into position. “Ready for the second set?”

 


“Please, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca paddled both cheeks as Brian counted
to five twice. His ass glowed red. The heat against her cheek
increased. Careful to not cause welts, Jeneca willed herself to
stop and obtain ointment.

 


She was vaguely aware that her actions were
harsher than ever before.

 


She squeezed ointment onto her latex hands
and rubbed it into his ass. He purred with relief and tried to hump
the bed. She checked the time and removed the cock strap. Brian
groaned. “Can you get onto your back, Brian?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


As he lifted a leg, she yelled, “Wait!” He
froze. Jeneca pulled the comforter back. “Now. Go.”

 


They’d met many times over the past few
months, and she’d never moved the comforter.

 


Brian positioned himself on the mattress.
Jeneca ensured his cuffs weren’t biting his flesh. She also checked
his ass. Then she crawled between his legs.

 


“Your cock looks angry, Brian.”

 


Brian saw his cock throb. “Yes,
Mistress.”

 


“Does it need to come, Brian?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“Do you want to come, Brian?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“What will help you come, Brian?”

 


“Anything you do, Mistress.”

 


“Would you be able to come if I licked
you?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Beg.”

 


“Please will you lick me, Mistress?”

 


“Beg like you mean it.”

 


“Please, Mistress. My cock wants to be licked
by your wet tongue. Please, will you please lick it, Mistress?”

 


Jeneca flattened her tongue at his base,
pressed in and licked the full length. Once. “Is that all you
require?”

 


“Oh fuck, Mistress. Please. Please, Mistress,
please lick it more.”

 


Jeneca repeated the process until it was
coated in both precum and her saliva. “Is that all?”

 


“Mistress, god that was so fucking awesome.
Please, do you think you could suck on it, like, a little,
please?”

 


Jeneca softly wrapped her lips around Brian’s
head and gently sucked in the tip. He moaned, and his cock pulsed.
“You’re not going to come, are you?”

 


“N-n-no, Mistress.”

 


“You’re not allowed to come without
permission, Brian.”

 


“Yes, Mistress. Please.”

 


“Please what?”

 


“Please, can you suck some more?”

 


Jeneca continued the same treatment. Brian
moaned. Then she slid her mouth down his shaft and back up three
times, going deeper with each slide.

 


Brian’s ass flew off the bed as he tried to
thrust. She felt his cock lurch before she popped him out and
pressed his cock against his stomach. “Ahhh,” Brian groaned as the
pulsing subsided.

 


Jeneca squeezed his base. As she spoke, she
flicked his cockhead with each word. “You. Don’t. Get. To. Come.
Until. I. Tell. You.”

 


Brian’s cock pulsed after each flick. “Yes,
Mistress.”

 


“How badly do you need to come right
now?”

 


“I was so fucking close, Mistress.”

 


“You needed my assistance to stop, didn’t
you?”

 


“Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress.”


 


“That’s because you’re weak.”

 


“Yes, Mistress. I’m weak under your power,
Mistress.”

 


Jeneca smiled evilly and narrowed her lids.
She slowly pumped him. As she moved, she also squeezed in pulses.
The movement was light and slow.

 


For Brian, it was nearly unbearable. He
forced himself not to thrust, and his body became covered in sweat.
Jeneca increased her tempo and grip. Brian’s eyes flew from his
cock to Jeneca. Her smile was strange. But she was in latex,
stroking and pulsing his cock, and he was on a sexual high.

 


He was losing control. His hips started to
thrust ever-so slightly. His cock was throbbing wildly. And he felt
a jerk in his balls.

 


Jeneca felt it, too, and she immediately
stopped. Brian’s body sank into the mattress, and he growled.
“Fuuuck, I need to come! Mistress! Please!”

 


Jeneca grinned at him. “Aww, poor Brian needs
to come. But does poor Brian get to say when he can come?”

 


“N-no, Mistress.”

 


“Who says when he can come?”

 


“You do, Mistress.”

 


“That’s right. I do! And I say
no!”

 


She knee-walked up his torso. When Brian got
a glimpse of her exposed cunt, his cock pulsed again.

 


“I’m going to help you because I’m
benevolent.”

 


“Yes, Mistress. Thank you.”

 


“I’m going to remove the focus from your
cock, Brian.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


She cupped a latex hand under a breast and
pushed it against Brian’s mouth. “Open.” Brian opened his mouth.
Jeneca pressed her nipple into it, and he fought the urge to suck.
She moved it around his lips and over his tongue. Brian let out a
squeak and felt more precum drip out. “Do you want to suck it?”

 


“Yes, Mistress,” his voice muffled behind the
flesh. “Beg me.”

 


“Please, Mistress. Please can I suck your
tit?”

 


“Gently.”

 


Brian lightly sucked. His hips moved
involuntarily.

 


“Keep your hips still!” she hissed. He willed
them to stop but he couldn’t keep his cock from throbbing. “Good
boy. Do you think your cock is ready now?”

 


“Yes, Mistress,” he muffled again.

 


She repositioned herself between his legs,
made a circle with two fingers and slipped it over Brian’s cock.
The latex didn’t touch his flesh but he could feel the heat. She
lowered her hand slowly. The latex crashed against him at the base.
Then she continued the agonizingly slow movement with the barest of
touches.

 


Brian’s cock bobbed from one side to the
other trying to coax her palm to close. Jeneca watched him. His
head was back and his eyes were shut. “Open your eyes and watch.”
He did. “Is your cock ready to be touched?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Beg me.”

 


“Oh fuck, Mistress, please. Please touch my
cock.”

 


She made a fist, keeping her index finger
pointed. She lightly touched his tip a lá E.T. “Like this?”

 



“Ah, fuck! Please, Mistress.”

 


“Please what, Brian? Didn’t I do what you
requested?”

 


Brian grunted. “Yes, Mistress,” he said
through gritted teeth.

 


“Then what’s the problem? Am I not touching
it in the right place?” She moved her fingertip to his base. “Is
here better?” He grunted. She touched under his ridge. “Here?”
Another grunt.

 


She touched a ball. “Better?” He moaned. “You
wanna be more specific?”

 


“Mistress. Please. Will you please stroke my
cock like you were doing before?”

 


Jeneca resumed her pulsing ministrations, and
Brian gripped the sheets. “Is this better?”

 


“Mmm, yes, Mistress. Thank you,
Mistress.”

 


“All we need is good communication. Am I
right, Brian?”

 


“Ohh, yes, Mistress.”

 


“Would you like my tongue, Brian?”

 


“Fuck yes, Mistress. Please.”

 


“Ask for it.”

 


“Please, Mistress, can I feel your tongue
against my cock as you jerk me?”

 


Jeneca flicked her tongue around Brian’s
precum as she pulsed and dragged her hand on the shaft. “Oh god,
Mistress! Please!” Brian’s ass flew off the mattress as he tried to
fuck Jeneca’s hand.

 


“Do you need to come, Brian?”

 


“Fuck. Yes. Please.”

 


“Count back from five and then come for me,
Brian. Now!”

 


Learning from the past, Brian counted as
slowly as he could. Jeneca aimed the cockhead at his stomach and
watched the streams.

 


Brian was used to Jeneca leaving after he
came and was surprised when she didn’t move. “Awhile back you told
me you could get hard in a matter of minutes. Is that true?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Show me. Get yourself hard. Rub yourself and
tell me how you want to fuck me.”

 


Brian looked at her and clasped his
just-spent organ. He stroked gently, not knowing whether he could
get hard again. The build-up had been long, and he came
explosively.

 


“Talk to me.” Jeneca heard her words and
thought of Keegan. She hastened to add, “Tell me how you want to
fuck me, Brian.”

 


Brian spoke in a stream of consciousness
while stroking. “I notice there’s a hole in your crotch and you’re
not wearing underwear. So if it was up to me--is that what you’re
asking, Mistress?” he checked.

 


“Don’t worry about anything except getting
your thoughts out. There’s no wrong answer and you won’t be
punished.”

 


“Well, if you were a college girl, I’d be
pissed as fuck. And I’d want to get back at you for making me wait.
So I’d leap from the bed, grab your ponytail and pull you towards
me. Then I’d drag you to the couch. I’d turn you away from me and
bend you over the side-arm. I’d smack your ass and tell you what a
bad girl you were for what you’d done.”

 


With each sentence, Brian’s hand pumped
faster. Soon, he forgot about Jeneca and focused on the scene in
his mind.

 


“Yeah, I’d smack it with my bare hand! I’d
ask if you wanted to be licked and sucked and have my tongue shoved
in your hole. I’d bend my knees, making like I was gonna do it, but
then I’d stand right back up. I’d grab my cock and thrust into you
from behind. You wouldn’t know it was comin’. Just my thick, hard
cock being rammed into your fuck hole--”

 


Jeneca grabbed his wrist and flung it off his
cock. “What a good boy you are, Brian! You brought it back to
life!”

 


The loss of friction was painful but he
looked with pride at his hard-on. His pride shrank, however, with
the Mistress’ next words.

 


“So, Brian. You think you can throw me about,
do you? You think you can fuck me on your terms, do you?”

 


“N-n-no, Mistress. I would never.
Please.”

 


“Please what, Brian?”

 


“Please. I’m sorry. I got carried away.
You--you asked...” his voice faded.

 


A smile broke her harsh steel, and she patted
his stomach. “It’s okay, Brian. You did what you were asked.” She
traced his cum lazily until he relaxed. “Now I’m going to see how
fast you can come again. You are not allowed to come until you’re
told. Do you understand, Brian?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca engulfed his cock. She swirled her
tongue and sucked him in before she shoved the tip of her tongue
into his slit. All the while, one hand kneaded his balls, and the
other hand dipped into his cum puddle before disappearing under his
cock.

 


When he felt a finger press against his anus,
his eyes grew huge and he opened his mouth.

 


She sat on her heels. His cock and balls were
abandoned but her finger was still against his hole. “Brian, do you
trust me?”

 


“Y-yes, Mistress.”

 


“I’m going to make you come again faster and
more powerfully than you just did. Will you let me?”

 


“Y-yes, Mistress.”

 


“Good boy.”

 


Brian forced himself to relax. She dipped her
finger back into his puddle and applied more pressure to her
circles. Then, she placed her other hand at his balls and groped
them individually before rolling them together. Soon, he was
moaning and his hips were swaying slowly.

 


Jeneca glanced at the clock and saw that she
was nearing an hour and fifteen minutes.

 


When Brian’s anal ring relaxed, she pushed
her first knuckle in. Brian’s hips continued to sway. Jeneca
continued to make circular movements and manipulate his balls while
she sucked his tip.

 


Jeneca sucked harder and gripped his balls as
she pushed her finger up to the middle knuckle. Brian felt the
strangely pleasant invasion and relaxed. Then, Jeneca pushed her
finger all the way in before hooking her finger and pressing
against his prostate.

 


Brian’s ass flew off the mattress, and he
moaned loudly. His buttocks clenched, but he wasn’t able to ask for
permission.

 


She watched his body and saw the tell-tale
signs. By the time his buttocks tensed, she had removed her finger
from his ass, and it fell onto the mattress. Brian was panting.

 


“You don’t have my permission to come,
Brian.”

 


His breath was ragged. Drops of cum were
dribbling out. “I… I… Fuck. I’m sorry, Mistress.” His voice was
breathy now.

 


“What…? What did you just do?”

 


“I don’t think that’s the question you should
be asking right now.”

 


“I’m sorry, Mistress. Please. Fuck. Please
make me come.”

 


“How do you want me to do that, Brian?”

 


“Please. Mistress, please. Oh, fuck.” He was
vainly trying to pump his cock into something. “Please make me come
like you were doing.”

 


“If I do that, you need to be more
focused.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Look at me.” Brian fought to focus. “If I do
what you request, what do you have to do?”

 


“I have to tell you when I need to come,
Mistress. Please.”

 


“When are you allowed to come, Brian?”

 


“When you tell me to, Mistress. Please, I
promise, I will.”

 


“You see how fast it happens?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“You need to keep your eyes on me.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


How the fuck was he supposed to do that when
he could barely focus now?!

 


“Are you ready, Brian?”

 


“Yes, Mistress. Please.”

 


“Where do your eyes need to be, Brian?” He
shifted them to her. “Keep them there.”

 


“Yes, Mistress. Please.”

 


Jeneca sucked his cockhead gruffly and
swirled her tongue. Brian’s hips moved faster and he moaned. She
kneaded his balls while keeping her eyes on his. After a few
seconds, she held up her index finger and raised an eyebrow. He
nodded.

 


She slid it in his puddle and then pushed her
finger all the way into his hole. His hips thrust into the air. She
stopped moving, and his eyes pleaded with her. She raised an
eyebrow.

 


“Please,” he croaked.

 


She sat back on her heels, keeping his balls
in one hand. She felt his body tense and knew it was in
anticipation. “Are you ready, Brian?”


 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Keep your eyes on me.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She touched his prostate again and held her
finger in place. It wasn’t as shocking as the first time. His hips
swayed but remained on the mattress. He kept his eyes on her face
but couldn’t keep them focused.

 


“It’s going to be quick.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Jeneca drew tiny circles on his prostate
while her other hand squeezed his balls, and a finger sawed the
skin between his ball sac and anal canal. His ass flew up, and he
was vaguely aware he needed to say something but couldn’t remember
what it was. He mumbled incoherently.

 


“Do you need to come, Brian?”

 


“Mmm, yeah, gonna come!”

 


“Ask me!”

 


“Please!”

 


“Come for me, Brian. Now!”

 


It wouldn’t have mattered if she’d said no,
and it wouldn’t have mattered if she’d stopped everything. There
was no denying his eruption.

 


Jeneca grabbed his base and aimed for the
puddle. His ass clenched and his walls clutched her finger. She
held it against his prostate. He thrust hard, his abs seized, and
his cum soared.

 


There was no puddle that time. Instead, his
cum splattered his entire torso, and one rope even hit his chin.
Jeneca couldn’t believe the amount of cum for a second round, and
one so soon after the first.

 


She extracted her finger as Brian’s ass hit
the mattress. He felt empty and exhausted.

 


She slid off the bed and stood next to him.
He opened his eyes but still couldn’t focus. She swirled her index
finger in his cum. “Open.” His mouth opened.

 


“Stick out your tongue.” He did. She wiped
her cum-covered digit over his tongue.

 


“Suck it.” He sucked her finger and tasted
his own cum for the first time. There was nothing about the
experience he didn’t enjoy.

 


“Thank me.”

 


“Omigod. Thank you so much, Mistress. Thank
you so much.” He was still panting. Every thirty seconds, his cock
rumbled an aftershock. “Please.”

 


“Yes?”

 


“What the fuck did you just do to me,
Mistress?”

 


“Google ‘prostate massage’, Brian.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Send me an email with your feelings about it
before lunch tomorrow.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca walked into her house at a quarter
after nine. She had slid over her ninety-minute mark but was okay
with it.

 


“We’re gonna go for a run in a bit, but I
want to send a message to Keegan first. Okay, Jake?”

 


Jake heard “go for a run” and fetched his
leash. Seeing Jeneca at her desk when he returned, he

dropped it in the doorway. Then, he stood
next to her.

 


“I told you later. We’ll go, but later.”

 


He didn’t understand why she said “go” but
didn’t move. He hoped if he acted better by sitting, they’d
leave.

 


“Jake, I didn’t go see Brian to get
Keegan out of my mind!”

 


Another “go”. Jake was thoroughly confused so
he stood back up and raised his ears.

 


“I didn’t! I go to dominate these guys,
that’s it. There are absolutely no feelings involved,
Jake!”

 


Upon hearing “go” again, Jake retrieved his
leash from the doorway. He came back and sat at her side;
plastering his ears to his head, thinking perhaps the position of
his ears were preventing her from getting up.

 


“Gimme that!” Jeneca yanked the leash and
dropped it on the floor. “What’s with you tonight?! I said we’re
going to go after I send Keegan an email!”

 


Jake cocked his head and stared at his leash.
Why does she keep saying “go”?

 


He dead-stared her.

 


“It’s part of the protocol. I always send a
questionnaire after the first go-round.” Jake cocked his head in
the other direction.

 


Jeneca sighed. “You’re right. It’s not
part of my protocol to be as cruel as I was with Brian. But I think
if I didn’t leave when I did, he probably would’ve been good to go
for round three!”

 


Jake decided that Jeneca was just teasing, so
he circled several times before curling into a ball.

 


“Keegan knows I go and do this with other
guys. And it doesn’t matter if he didn’t!”

 


Jake emitted a growling sigh.

 


“You’re turning against me now? You don’t
even know Keegan, Jake!” Jake refused to look at her. Jeneca
turned back to her screen.

 


 


Keegan,

 


You had a most difficult time
following directions during our first encounter. You definitely
require a lot of work. Before I decide whether I wish to continue
your education, I’d like you to answer the following
questions.


 


What did you like best/least from
our encounter?

 


What was the most difficult thing
you had to do?

 


What would you like to see come
out of my bag?

 


Did our encounter follow your
expected course? Why or why not?

 


How long after our encounter did
you dominate a sub?

 


~Mistress

 


 


As Jeneca was thinking of additional
questions, she received a notification from her real email account.
It was from her brother. There was only a subject line: “Call me
ASAP!” Jeneca’s heart fell. Something happened!

 


She reached for her cell phone, but it wasn’t
on the desk. “Where’s my phone, Jake?” He stood, wanting to
help.

 


Jeneca went from her nook to the kitchen to
her bedroom to her bathroom and back again several times. Jake
followed happily, trying to figure out the game. “Good lord! I
don’t think I took it out of the car, Jake!” He cocked his head
expectantly at “car” and followed her into the garage.

 


Jeneca found her phone in the console and
turned it on as she walked back into the house. Jake trotted ahead
to get his leash. Jeneca ignored him, panicked about David. As her
phone shimmered on, she found three texts from David:

 


 


8:55 “Drove by your house--you’re not home. Aren’t
you over your allotted time frame?”

 


9:06 “Did you meet the boy-toy at all?”

 


9:17 “Are you ok? Text me!”

 


 


Didn’t sound like an emergency. Jeneca called
him.

 


“Jeneca? Are you okay?”

 


“I’m fine, David. What’s your problem?”

 


“Why haven’t you texted me back?!”

 


“I left my phone in the car, and I just got
your email.”

 


“So you met him?” He was hoping she’d been
joking at lunch.

 


“I told you I was going to. Why were you
driving by my house?”

 


“I made a house call for a client who just
got out of surgery. That’s not the point. Since our conversation
the other day about loonies with guns, and you going to see someone
tonight in spite of the dom--”

 


“Good lord, Davey! I’m fine. I met a sub--one
whom I’ve fucked for the past few months. He’s not psycho, he’s
just twenty-six. And it had nothing to do with Keegan. I’m
sorry I told you about him!”

 


“I thought you said you were meeting at
seven-thirty tonight,” David fished.

 


“I did. And I’m back home. Safe and sound.
Okay? Are we done?”

 


“But you went outside your time limit.”

 


“So the fuck what, Davey?!”

 


Sensing anger, Jake left.

 



“Did you do anything else outside of your
protocol, Dude?”

 


Jeneca thought about her verbal cruelty, her
harsh orgasm denial, the lack of penetration, the bedspread--

 


“Yeah, that’s what I thought,” David said
evenly.

 


“What did you think?” Jeneca asked
edgily.

 


“Was the entire event outside of your
protocol?”

 


“The entire event is my protocol,
Davey.”

 


David again ignored her implied warnings by
stressing his nickname. “Well, not the entire event, right? The
length of it was beyond the time frame.”

 


“Good lord, why do you care?!”

 


“Because I care about you!”

 


“I’m. Fine!” she clipped.

 


“Then why do you sound like my balls would’ve
already been kicked if I was in front of you?” David’s voice
remained calm.

 


“I’m not! This is what I get for
talking to you.”

 


“What are you getting?”

 


“This! This bullshit interrogation
aimed at--what, exactly? What’s the end result here, Davey?” Her
voice was shrill.

 


“Do you hear yourself? You’re practically
hysterical.”

 


“So, no end result, then, huh? Just you
trying to be a fucking parent?!”

 


“Wow. I don’t think you’ve ever argued
without facts, Jeneca. Not even when you were twelve, which is
exactly how old you sound right now. I’m glad you’re safe. I love
you.”

 


He hung up.

 


“No, you don’t have a point, and
you can’t admit it! You’ve never been able to win an
argument against me, Davey! Never! Did you and Betsy get
tangled in your sex swing?!” Her voice rose with each sentence.

 


She waited for his response, growing more
pissed by the lack of one.

 


“No answer?! So your attitude has to
do with your sex life, and you’ve been projecting it onto
me, is that it, Davey?!”

 


Silence.

 


“Are you gonna answer me?” Silence.

 


Jeneca looked at her screen and saw the call
had ended. “You fucking piece of shit, David!” She turned to speak
to Jake but couldn’t find him. “Jake!”

 


Jake knew Jeneca was upset, so he didn’t want
to go but he’d been summoned. He pussyfooted to her.

 


“What’s the matter, Jake?” The tip of his
tail wagged. “You’re not in trouble!” Jake kept his head down as he
lay next to her, and the tip of his tail slowly swept the
floor.

 


“Why’d you leave? Huh, boy? I wasn’t mad at
you.” She sunk to her knees and rubbed him vigorously. “David just
pissed me off because he thinks that going to Brian went outside my
protocol. But it is my protocol to fuck whomever I want,
Jake. I don’t owe Keegan anything.”

 


Jake looked up, timidly hopeful by her use of
“going”.

 


“That’s right. I owe him nothing.” She cupped
his chin and scratched his neck. “That’s why I have you. And that’s
why I have them. And ne’er the twain shall meet,” she smiled, and
Jake licked her chin. “I know you understand. Do you want to
explain it to David?”

 


At “do you want to”, Jake stood up
excitedly.

 


“No, I’m not calling him back. He thinks
because he got a sex swing, he knows everything!”

 


She stood. “C’mon. I’ve got to send Keegan an
email.” Jake trotted to her desk. Jeneca moved

her mouse, and Notepad blinked on the message
she’d been writing before the call. She had a vague feeling that it
needed editing, but she couldn’t focus.

 


She blindly copied it into her dummy email
and pressed send.

 


In an attempt to keep her mind occupied, she
logged in to the hook-up site. There were fourteen emails waiting.
She read a few and visited some profiles but wasn’t really
concentrating.

 


When she saw Brian’s message, it was a
quarter to midnight. She saved that one and deleted five
out-of-state messages.

 


Then she weeded the garden but her heart
wasn’t in it. Jeneca justified the deletion of the remaining eight
messages. If she had followed her selection criteria, though, she
would’ve sent a first-response message to three of them.

 


It was nearly one in the morning when she
opened Brian’s email. She thought about waiting but justified that
it was technically a new day, and she needed some good news.

 


 


Mistress,

 


I gotta say omigod and holy fuck! I never even
heard of a prostate massage before. If you didn’t do it to me I
never would of allowed it. Thank you so much for doing it to me!
When you said you were going to make me cum fast and more then the
first time I didn’t want to disrespect you but I thought there’s no
way that’s going to happen! When you first stuck your finger in it
felt like an invasion and I wanted to tell you to stop but it also
kinda felt good. You playing with my balls and sucking my cock
kinda took the pain away. But there was pressure. And when you
first touched the prostate I would of exploded if you didn’t stop.
I bookmarked the page so I can show it to a couple girls so they
can do it to me. Alls I can say is holy fuck and omifuckinggod! Oh
and thank you Mistress lol. Brian

 


 


Jeneca smiled. Brian was reliable and
predictable. He did his homework without gushing because there were
no emotions involved. He came to her for sex, and then used it on
girls his own age. As it should be. Perfection.

 


Brian hadn’t admonished her for being overly
cruel. She contrasted his encounter with Keegan’s.

 


Good lord! She’d gone way
beyond her rules with Keegan!

 


From deep within came a quiet question,
“Why didn’t you tie him up?”

 


First, she tried to ignore it, and then she
tried to justify it. The question kept getting louder, so Jeneca
spoke out loud to drown it out.

 


“This is my show! I can do whatever I
want!”

 


The question, however, refused to go
away.

 


“If I don’t want to tie someone up, I don’t
have to! End of discussion!”

 


The voice ceased, and Jeneca breathed
easier.

 


Then it changed to, “Why didn’t you WANT
to tie him up?”

 


Good lord. She hadn’t wanted to
tie him up!

 


As soon as she acknowledged it, the voice
stopped. She liked his wandering hands. She liked his quips about
not being in control.

 


She stretched and tried to shake it off.
Sure, she liked it; just like all of her encounters. It was
fun. She was in control. That’s all it was: controlled fun. There
wasn’t anything emotional.

 


Nothing.

 


Jeneca washed her hands over her face and
went to bed. In place of sleep, though, her mind replayed segments
where she’d gone outside of her norm. After looping four times and
worrying more, Jeneca rolled into a fetal position and called for
Jake.

 



Jake curled in her spoon. “Brian had no idea
I acted differently. He loved every second of it. Besides, the
prostate massage erased every negative memory. David’s wrong.
Tonight had nothing to do with Keegan, Jake.”

 


Jake threw his head back and licked her chin
before moving to the end of the bed.

 


Jeneca sighed and drifted into sleep,
mumbling, “It’s not about Keegan...”




Chapter 26




 


Jeneca dreamt that she and Keegan had sex and
were spooning in post-coital serenity, completely sated. His
breathing enveloped her, and she felt safe in the steady movement
of his chest. When he kissed the top of her head, she turned to
kiss him before snuggling back into his body.

 


Her eyes opened slowly, and she realized was
in bed alone. Had her bed always been so large? She remembered how
small it had seemed on Sunday mornings with Evan and their three
girls. Jeneca had never imagined a time when it would be so
empty.

 


She tried to erase everything by focusing on
her routine: coffee, run, protein shake, feed Jake, water, shower,
work...and checking her dummy email account.

 


No, that wasn’t routine.

 


Plus, he wouldn’t have had time to
respond.

 


Jeneca took her mind to work and forced it to
concentrate.

 


* * * *

 


Keegan heard the email notification in the
early haze of sleep and was instantly awake. It had been thirty-six
hours since she had walked out of the hotel room with the rose.

 


He read the email on his phone. After the
second time through, he half-dropped, half-threw the phone across
the bed. The email was devoid of banter and humor and intelligence.
It was merely a domme instructing her plaything.

 


Nothing more.

 


He lay back and thrust an arm under his head.
The tenor of the email was familiar because Keegan employed the
same with his subs. He knew it’s what he’d searched for when he
went looking for a domme. It’s also what he’d wanted when he first
searched for subs.

 


So what was the problem?


 


You’re falling in love with her.

 


He listened to the echoes bouncing in his
head. Standing on a cliff in his mind, he shouted, “We had sex! Sex
is not love!”

 


“Not love, not love, not love,” echoed
the soundtrack to his memories.

 


She’d been the perfect balance of
seriousness, humor, punishment, and sexuality. Her physical
responses had given away the fact that she had liked his inability
to control his dominance.

 


“Not love, not love, not love” swirled
as he relived her collapsing on him. Her body had molded against
his, her leg had lazily draped across him, and her lips had
caressed his chest.

 


That tenderness was there. It had
happened.

 


It had occurred because of a simple motion of
his fingers. He’d beckoned her, and she’d come. No words. No
demands. A natural progression of intimacy after mind-blowing
sex.

 


Intimacy. Intimacy. Intimacy.

 


There was nothing intimate in a casual, D/s
hook-up.

 


She didn’t end her encounters like this. He
didn’t, either. He usually pulled out and said, “Our time is done,”
and he kissed their noses to soften the words. Then, he went on
with his life.

 


He knew the Mistress did the same thing.
They’d discussed it, and she had employed it with him. Her parting
words were a directive. There was no intimacy in either of their
usual encounters.

 


But there had been with her.

 


She’d also taken the flower.

 


Fuck, she also went home to Jake!

 


Keegan forced himself to sleep. He was
irritated but, buried deep, was an unacknowledged sense of relief
that she wanted to see him again.

 



* * * *

 


Keegan awoke after a fitful sleep. He got
coffee, sat at his desk, pulled up her email, and reached for his
pen and pad. Despite the lack of sleep, his head was clearer
because he caught a glaring problem he hadn’t seen the first
time.

 


His face cracked into a grin as he reread her
last question. She wanted to know if he’d had sex since he’d been
with her.

 


The question was highly uncharacteristic. It
was the most telling question ever, and she hadn’t buried it like
before.

 


There was no promise of a long-term
relationship so it shouldn’t matter what he did outside of their
encounters. Did she care?

 


Or was it a dominant question? Was she going
to tell him that if he wanted to be her sub in the future, he’d
have to give up everyone else? That sounded more like a long-term
relationship, though.

 


Was the question a mistake? Something she’d
not meant to send? Or was it a trick? Was she going to do something
based on how he answered?

 


She claimed their next meeting was contingent
upon his answers. If he said the wrong thing, would she refuse to
see him again? Did she need him to say something wrong in order
to end contact? Or was she hoping he’d answer appropriately to
justify seeing him again?

 


Whoever Jake was, he wasn’t as important as
she wanted Keegan to believe. He needed to answer very
carefully.

 


 


Mistress,

 


It’s good to hear from you.

 


I loved everything you did during our encounter. I
know that’s cliché; and, more than likely, you receive the same
answer from the majority of your first-timers. In my case, it’s
true. If forced to choose one thing, I’ll say it was being ordered
to eat your succulent sex. It was intoxicating to know I was
responsible for making your body respond the way it did.

 


I disliked my inability to use the word please at
the beginning of my sentences. Though I must confess, there are
times I did it intentionally to see your eyes spark and to feel
your hand against my cheek.


 


I didn’t expect it would be so difficult to think
clearly while pleasing you. The fault lies with me. You were a
wonderfully patient teacher, but you had a bad pupil.

 


You know the paddle is my toy of choice. I’d love
to experience it from the hands of another. Just the thought of you
with it makes me very hard.

 


I tend to have very high expectations for most
things. Even though lowering them is better for blood pressure,
I’ve not been able to manage it. Plus, being a dom, you know it’s
near impossible for me not to expect a level of finesse and then
compare experiences. It’s without reservation that I tell you,
Mistress, that you have far exceeded all of my expectations. You
should know it’s not a kiss-ass statement, as your exquisite skills
kept me at attention for over three hours.

 


I admit I’m puzzled by your last question. I’ve
tried to ascertain your motive and answer accordingly. However, I
know you want me to respond for me, and not with what I think you
want to hear. So my honest answer is:

 


I haven’t dominated a sub, but will tomorrow
night.

 


I’d ask the same questions back to you, but I don’t
think you’ll respond. I think, if anything, you’ll tell me that as
a sub, I’m not allowed to ask you questions. So I’ll follow your
unspoken directive and not ask. But I want you to know I’m most
curious of your answers; and more importantly, that I’m being a
good sub.

 


I eagerly and hopefully await another encounter
with you, and would like to say I’d make myself available whenever
your schedule permits.

 


I’m not afraid to tell you that I’d cancel any of
my own encounters for you.

 


Your adoring admirer,

 


Keegan

 


 


Keegan reread his draft, scribbled changes
and lamented. He wanted to stick out from the rest of her boy-toys,
but knew it was important to remain true to himself. Consequently,
he discarded statements for being too dominant. Likewise, he tossed
out pansy ones.

 


The final version, he concluded, was a good
mixture. It wasn’t perfect, because it still hinted at a dominant
side. But he kept it because of his uncertainty with respect to
Jake.

 


He reread her message and then his own again.
Convinced it wasn’t going to get any better, he sent it.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca immersed herself in work and didn’t
come up for air until one-thirty. Rather, her stomach did. She
decided to take a break and get lunch. On her way out, she stopped
by Dana’s desk.

 


“I’m going across the street. Do you want
anything?”

 


“No, thanks, I already ate lunch. Would you
like me to order it in for you?”

 


“No, I need to stretch my legs and get a
change of scenery.”

 


Jeneca ate at her desk and tried to calculate
whether Keegan would’ve had time to respond. She wavered and
speculated. By two-thirty, she gave up and logged in to her email.
She smiled at the length of his email.

 


By the end, though, she was frowning. Had she
really asked him about fucking someone else?

 


She read her message to him and was hit with
the highly inappropriate question. How had she not caught it during
the edit?

 


She shook her head, remembering David’s
interruption. In her anger and frustration with David, she’d
skipped the proofread! Jeneca dropped her head in her hands and
wondered how she could fix her error.

 


She opted to read his message again. Good
lord, he could write well. There were some iffy phrases that
teetered more toward dominance than submission, but it was so
well-crafted that she didn’t care. His compliments were over the
top without gushing.

 


Overall, it was a level of sophistication and
finesse she’d come to expect from Keegan.

 


But was it a jibe that he mentioned the time?
Did he somehow know she didn’t stay that long with other subs? No,
there’s no way he could know that. Was it in reference to a
decreased stamina? She hoped not.

 


Why put it in? To boast that he was so
excited for so long? Jeneca decided she was being paranoid. Would
he really forego a sub for her?

 


She scanned again. He’d made a mistake, too!
He’d revealed an encounter the next night.

 


A sinister smile crawled across Jeneca’s
face. Instead of digging herself out of the proverbial hole, she’d
prey upon his error.

 


She called David but he didn’t pick up. He
was either with a client or really pissed. She sent a text: “I’m
sorry.”

 


* * * *

 


The following day was a court day for Jeneca.
She had a settlement to place on the record and three motions to
argue. The fast-paced bustle of courtroom theater kept her mind
occupied.

 


It was a good thing, because she refused to
send Keegan a response until two-thirty.

 


 


Keegan,

 


Your answers were satisfactory
enough to warrant another encounter. Tonight at 7:30. Radisson.
I’ll expect the same two email responses from you. The first should
come within a half-hour.

 


~Mistress

 


* * * *

 


Keegan’s phone vibrated during a meeting. He
glanced at it under the table and had to stifle a chuckle.

 


She wanted to meet again!

 


He was acutely aware that she hadn’t
responded to anything he’d written.

 


He didn’t like her demand, though. How dare
she--Keegan bit his smile away. He needed to be more careful with
his dominance.

 


Dominance--he had two subs to meet that night
at seven! Wait a minute! Did he tell her that?

 


He checked what he’d sent to her. Fuck, he
did mention the night’s encounter! Wait a minute! That means
she’s jealous!

 


Keegan didn’t try to hide the smile that
time, which was overlooked by the number-crunchers’ drone.

 


Or…?

 


Or she wanted to assert her dominance over
him and test whether he would really drop a sub in favor of
her.

 


Couldn’t the latter be construed as jealousy?
His cock pulsated, telling him it didn’t matter as long as he was
going to fuck her again!

 


He called a five-minute break--something he
should’ve done before opening her email. During the break, he
responded: “Agreed, Mistress.”

 


Then he sent an email to his two subs for the
evening: “Can’t make it.”

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca left her dummy email open, and the tab
blinked four minutes after she’d sent her demand to Keegan. The
subject line read, “Agreed, Mistress,” and the message was
blank.

 


Her heart raced. So, he’d really cancel an
encounter for her.

 


Or, he never had one to begin with!

 


She stared at the two words he’d sent, unable
to look away. It was empty without the banter. She had expected him
to confront her deflection: “I guess I’ve passed your test since
we’re meeting again.”

 


She imagined his smirk as he’d typed his
two-word reply. Then she imagined what he wanted to respond, “I
understand by your deflection that the last question wasn’t
supposed to be included, which means you’d be jealous if I
continued fucking subs, which means you like me, and not just as
your sub.”

 


Good lord! There’d be no way for him
to know all of that! Not that he’d be right--

 


“Do you have a minute, Jeneca?” Dana
interrupted her thoughts.

 


“Sure,” she hastily closed her laptop and
tried to throw Keegan out of her mind. Instead, he took a seat in
the corner and watched.

 


“I know you hate this, which is why I didn’t
put it on your calendar.”

 


“Good lord, is it that time already?”

 


“Not quite. It’s a few months away, but I
thought if I started to remind you earlier this year, you’d have
more time to prepare.”

 


Dana had come to remind Jeneca about the
clinic’s annual fundraising ball. It had been a special event for
her and Evan. She’d gone alone the first year after the divorce,
and she vowed never to do it again.

 


For the past two years, Dana accompanied her.
Last year, though, she had told Jeneca that her sister would be
getting married the following year. Jeneca had drunkenly said that
next year she’d be going with a date, even if she had to pay
someone.

 


“Thank you for thinking of that, Dana. I
appreciate it.” Dana left Jeneca to her thoughts.

 


Jeneca swept her mind. Keegan, still seated
in the corner of it, raised his hand with a smirk on his face.

 


“Not you!” Jeneca internally screamed.
“I don’t have to pay for a date. I can order a sub to come with
me.” Keegan raised an eyebrow.

 


Jeneca squeezed her eyes shut to block out
Keegan and wondered if she were going crazy. She looked around her
head and saw that he was gone.

 



She mentally reviewed her list of subs. The
only one remotely close to acceptable was Brad. It was too bad she
wasn’t seeing him anymore. Then again, he wouldn’t be able to
handle the sophistication and finesse required. It’s not like he
could accompany her in chains and a collar.

 


Her date needed to be socially adept and able
to shmooze like a consummate professional as Jeneca worked the room
of elites. No one could suspect there was anything between them
besides business colleagues.

 


Keegan could do it.

 


Yes, Keegan could. But she couldn’t ask
Keegan.

 


She wouldn’t ask him.

 


Jeneca turned to her professional circle.
Phil popped up front and center, but Phil was married. Plus, they’d
already traded charities. He had hit her up for a donation to the
homeless shelter earlier in the year. She’d agreed on the condition
that he come to the ball.

 


She could ask David but it’d be awkward.

 


Maybe she could specifically search for a new
sub to accompany her. She had a couple of months; it didn’t need to
be decided now. But someone would need time to prepare for it. The
sooner the better so as not to conflict with other engagements.

 


She could ask Keegan tonight.

 


No!

 


Jeneca was antsy and knew she wouldn’t get
work done. Her afternoon was clear, so she left
uncharacteristically early.

 


Dana thought the early dismissal was due to
anxiety over the ball. She knew Jeneca wasn’t seeing anyone.

 


Jeneca went to a late afternoon Judo class
followed by a forty-five-minute gym stint. She came home and went
swimming with Jake. As she swam laps, she threw a pool toy for
Jake.

 


By six-fifteen, she was showered and calm. To
maintain the serenity, Jeneca poured a glass of white wine and took
it to her nook. With steady fingers, she opened her dummy
email.

 


Keegan’s three o’clock subject line read:
“Room 401.”

 


She switched to Notepad and outlined her
objectives for their encounter. The wine kept her fingers
steady.

 


 



1. Don’t get personal--NO CUDDLING

 


2. Chain him like Brian and use the paddle while he
stands

 


3. Remember to pull off the comforter so he can’t
ask

 


4. Keep everything on a sexual level

 


5. Be harsh if he can’t get the word please
out

 


6. Don’t be too harsh overall

 


7. Keep to your time constraints

 


8. Don’t mention the charity event

 


 


Jeneca recited the items as she got ready.
She selected a white, satin, figure-hugging bodysuit with a V-neck
that plunged to her navel. She wore white, silk stockings that
grabbed her mid-thighs. On her feet were five-inch white sandals.
Aside from the raincoat, the only things not white were her hair
and eyes.

 


The outfit was a sharp contrast to the first,
all-black domme attire.




Chapter 27




 


A white rose waited in the ice bucket outside
the hotel room door.

 


Had he expected her to be in white? Why not
red? Was he waving a white flag? Did the florist run out of
red?

 


Good lord!

 


Jeneca entered the room and smiled when she
saw the edge of the comforter pulled back but said nothing.
Instead, she set down her items and fished in her bag.

 


Eyeing him pointedly, Jeneca strode to
Keegan. She leaned into his space but he remained upright. Her
mouth was within inches of his yet he made no attempt to tilt his
head nor to part his lips.

 


His breathing was outwardly calm, and his
face bore no expression. Her appearance was similar. After placing
her items on either side of him, she took two steps back.
“Stand.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She brushed his side while reaching to pick
up ankle cuffs. His cock pulsed. “Put these on your ankles and
affix them snugly but not too tightly.”

 


Keegan took the cuffs. As he bent over, his
shoulder bumped her waist. He rubbed his hand on her waist to get
rid of the evidence, “Apologies, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca flung his wrist aside. “Be more
careful,” she warned.

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She brushed his other side as she got the
wrist cuffs. “Do the same to your wrists.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca purposefully angled to be in his way,
and Keegan carefully twisted to avoid contact. She dragged her hand
along his mid-section as she retrieved the velcro-tipped leather
straps. His abs rippled under her touch.

 


Both of them tried to conceal quickened
breathing.

 


Jeneca slipped a leather strap into the wrist
loop then dragged her nipples down his leg. His cock, hard and
aching, pulsed at the touch. Jeneca hooked the strap into the ankle
loop and pulled tightly, making Keegan’s hand tight against his
hip.

 


“Comfort level?”

 


“I’m fine.”

 


Jeneca stood and slapped his face. “I didn’t
ask whether you were fine. I asked for a pain number.”

 


“Two, Mistress. Apologies.”


 


Jeneca mentally reprimanded herself for
sounding unnecessarily harsh. Keegan mentally reprimanded himself
for sounding overly dominant.

 


Jeneca repeated the process on his other
side. When dragging her nipples, she noticed a drop of precum
bubble on his tip.

 


Standing before him, she asked again,
“Comfort level?”

 


“Two, Mistress.”

 


“Try to move them.” Keegan tried but was
unsuccessful. “Do you feel discomfort when you tug?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“That’ll be your constant reminder that you
aren’t to move.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“In our first encounter, you demonstrated a
lack of self-control, so I must restrain you now.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Would you like to see me take off this coat,
Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Both of them wondered whether her voice had
caught on the word “Keegan”. There was no catch in her next
command. “Beg me.”

 


“Please, Mistress, may I please see what’s
under your coat?”

 


It was the first full sentence he’d spoken,
and his voice filled her insides and tickled her sex. Maintaining
stoicism, however, Jeneca removed the coat.

 


Keegan drank in her appearance without the
luxury of stoicism: His cock throbbed eagerly.


 


With the coat slung over her left arm, her
right one lazily played with his chest hair, “Would you like to
know what I had in mind for you tonight, Keegan?” She uttered his
name smoothly.

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“I was going to encase this,” she squeezed
his cock and balls, “in a cock strap. Since you seemed to have such
a difficult time during our previous encounter, I was going to help
you. Have you ever thought about wearing a cock strap, Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Have you ever worn one?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“Would you like that, Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Beg me.”

 


“Please, Mistress, will you be so kind as to
put a cock strap on me tonight?”

 


“Mmm, such a good boy using please,” she
purred, and his cock throbbed in her hand. “But I think it’s
because of the way I’ve phrased my questions and not because you’re
a good sub. Therefore, I’m not going to honor your request,
Keegan.”

 


Keegan bit his tongue to prevent a
sarcastically dominant retort.

 


She released his cock and leaned into his
space. “Hmm, keeping silent, are you? How difficult is it to not
respond in a snarky and domineering way, Keegan?”

 


Keegan couldn’t stop his smile. “I--” he
stopped himself.

 


He closed his mouth and looked at the ceiling
before starting over.

 


“Please, Mistress, you have taught me well,
and I seek to please you tonight.”

 


Jeneca searched his face for signs of snark.
While she didn’t find any, she was confident it resided beneath the
surface. So. They were both trying to maintain their roles
tonight.

 


She walked away and draped her coat over the
chair before bending to root in her bag. Keegan feasted on her
backside. The white, satin strip of her bodysuit was pulled tight,
highlighting her mound. He licked his lips hungrily.

 


Jeneca twisted to catch Keegan. “Keep your
tongue in your mouth!”

 


Keegan froze his tongue in place. Holding her
gaze, he slowly dragged it over his upper lip before slithering it
into his mouth.

 


Jeneca looked away to hide her smile. He was
still going to skirt the boundaries. Her heart fluttered, and she
felt herself moisten as she imagined his tongue slowly gliding
across her lower lips.

 


Jeneca rose and faced Keegan with her hands
behind her back. “There will be no cock strap, Keegan.” She walked
toward him. “I have something else for you. Would you like to know
what it is?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Ask for it.”

 


“Please, Mistress, will you tell me what you
have behind your back?”

 


She showed him a paddle, and his eyes widened
while his cock throbbed three times. “You like?

 


“Oh yes, Mistress, very much.” She grinned
wickedly at him, and her dominance stirred fire and
discombobulation in him.

 


He wanted to do whatever she asked and, at
the same time, he wanted to have his way with her, but his wrists
strained against his cuffs.

 


She paddled his wrists at a level three. “Why
were you struck, Keegan?

 


“Because I flinched, Mistress.”

 


She smacked his wrists again at the same
level. “Now tell me why you were struck the second time,
Keegan.”

 


Precum dribbled as his cock strained to touch
her, making it more difficult for him to think. “I--”
Slap!

 


His hands turned into fists and he blinked
slowly once. “Please forgive me, Mistress.”

 


He stared into her eyes. Her emerald speck
was mesmerizing. All of her was mesmerizing. He wanted to scoop her
into his arms and--

 


“Why were you struck the first time,
Keegan?”

 


“I--you--please--” Jeneca’s hand was poised
to strike but lowered after he said “please”. “Please, Mistress. I
forced you to paddle me because I couldn’t contain my hands. Thank
you for having the forethought to restrain them, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca’s pussy twitched. “And the second
time?”

 


“Apologies, Mistress, for making you paddle
me twice since I didn’t tell the full truth the first time.”

 


“I’m not sure you’re telling me the entire
truth now, Keegan.” He raised his eyebrows. Being in his space,
smelling his scent and hearing his voice made Jeneca want to touch
him, taste him and become one with him. “Why did your hands
flinch? What were you thinking?”

 


Fuck!

 


“I think it’s best if you allow my previous
answer to stand in its submission, Mistress.” The sexual tension
caused his voice to sound edgy.

 


Jeneca mistook it for dominance. Slap!
“Do not tell me what is best, Keegan!”

 


Keegan sucked in air but her slap didn’t
hurt. “Apologies, Mistress.”

 


“I didn’t hear sincerity, Keegan. If you
truly want to see me wield this, then you’ll tell me your thoughts
when your hands flinched.” Jeneca waved the paddle tauntingly in
his face.

 


“Please, Mistress. My thoughts won’t please
you. Please let me experience your power with the paddle.”

 


That was sincere. She saw it in his
eyes, and knew the flinch had been from seeking control. Knowing
when a point had been made to a jury, she never badgered a witness.
She’d asserted

dominance, and he’d given her submission. If
she forced him to go further--what? She’d come back to the question
later.

 


Instinctively, she knew she needed to move
on.

 


She held his stare for three beats. “I
believe that was sincere, Keegan. Thank you for that.”

 


He nodded slowly. She was going to drop it.
She could’ve pushed, and he would’ve told her. They both knew he
didn’t want to tell her.

 


The level at which they operated was
thrilling. He wanted this woman.

 


Jeneca put the paddle flat against Keegan’s
slapped cheek and rubbed in circles. “You want to be a good
boy, don’t you, Keegan?”

 


“Mmm. Yes, Mistress.” The sharp contrast of
the sting on his wrists with the gentle tracing of his face made
him tingly. He’d always used his paddle in physical ways. She was
using it both physically and intellectually.

 


Jeneca tapped the paddle against his cheek
lightly. “And you are a good boy. You get a reward, Keegan. You get
to feel this paddle all over your body.”

 


He moaned. “Thank you, Mistress.”

 


She tapped the paddle down his chest and on
his nipples. “Do you like the feel of this, Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” The pulse of his cock also
agreed.

 


She watched his nipples pucker as she tapped
them. “Are your nipples sensitive, Keegan?”

 


“Not really, Mistress.”

 


“This paddle is not affecting them?”

 


“I can feel it but it’s not
overly-stimulating, no.”

 


“How about now?” She swirled her tongue
around one.

 


“It feels good, Mistress.”

 


“But not exciting?”

 


“Not really.”

 


She sucked it in. “How about that?”

 


“That’s getting better, but I honestly can’t
say whether it’s the nipple or having your body on mine, Mistress.
With all due respect.”

 


She looked at him and grinned wickedly.
“Teeth?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“You don’t like it or you’ve never tried
it?”

 


“Both, Mistress.”

 


She didn’t dwell on how it couldn’t be both.
“Teeth, Keegan?” she asked more firmly.

 


“I--” Slap! “Yes, but can I say--”
Slap! “Please--”

 


“Do you trust me, Keegan?” Jeneca
interrupted.

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She narrowed her lids. “TEETH,
Keegan?”

 


He looked at the ceiling before answering,
“Please, Mistress, I would request you proceed with caution,
please.”

 


Jeneca showed her teeth to Keegan. She kept
her eyes on his as she placed her teeth on an erect nipple and
slowly sunk in and flicked her tongue on the front. Then, she
released it.

 


When her teeth touched his nipple, a
shockwave sped through his body and his cock greeted her hip. “How
was that?”

 



“More!”

 


She connected the paddle to the bit nipple at
a level three. Keegan gasped at the shock.

 


She cocked her head, and he said, “Apologies,
Mistress. Please, it was so good that I’d like you to do it
again.”

 


She paddled the other nipple at a level two.
“That was a preemptive strike.”

 


Keegan grinned and watched her sink into his
other nipple. The pain blended with the pleasure, and he
moaned.

 


“Did you like it?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“So the next time I ask you about teeth,
you’ll agree readily?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” His mind was on a submissive
auto-pilot, which didn’t analyze beyond “teeth equals
pleasure”.

 


Jeneca circled Keegan’s body and landed
paddled smacks at levels two and three. “Is this what you wanted,
Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She paddled each ass cheek ten times at a
level one. “I’ve already seen this red. And you’ve been so good
tonight that I don’t need to see it again.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


She squatted behind him and gave three quick
pats to the inside of his lower legs at a level two. Repeating the
pace and force up his inner legs, she rose and pressed her breasts
against his back. She stopped paddling before contact was made with
his aching rod.

 


With her tits still pressed against him, she
slid around his body to face him. Her breasts burned a trail in his
skin, and his fingers itched to hold them. She saw his fists but
didn’t comment. “Did you enjoy feeling the paddle over your body,
Keegan?”

 


 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“I’ve smacked you and caressed you.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“I believe you said there was another way you
like to use a paddle.” She flipped the paddle so the edge faced
him. “This way, right?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Would you like me to use the edge on you,
Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Beg me.”

 


“Oh god, please, Mistress, I want to feel the
paddle’s edge against my body.”

 


“Such a good boy!”

 


His cock pulsed. It was coated in precum.


 


Jeneca placed the edge against his temple and
traced a trail down his neck, his chest, around his nipples, down
his stomach, around his belly button, down his hip, and across his
thigh-brow. Then she dragged inward without touching his throbbing
cock. Keegan’s breath was ragged.

 


“Have I neglected a part of your body,
Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.

 


“Does it need attention?”


 


“Please, Mistress.”

 


“Please what, Keegan?”

 


“Fuck. Please touch my cock with the edge of
your paddle.”

 


“Not your balls?”

 


“Please. Balls, too,” he groaned.

 


Jeneca placed the edge against the tip of
Keegan’s protrusion. He involuntarily shuddered. She smiled and
lightly dragged it down his shaft. As it connected with his base,
Keegan’s hips pushed back slightly.

 


Jeneca shifted the paddle flat-side up and
used it as a plate under his balls. She lightly bounced them.
“These look mighty full, Keegan.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Can you wait?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She turned the paddle edge-side up and wedged
it between his balls before she lightly sawed between them,
pressing slightly upward as she did. The feeling was incredible,
and Keegan thrust, desperate to find friction.

 


“Does your cock need more attention than a
paddle, Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress,” he croaked.

 


“Like a warm, wet mouth?”

 


“Oh, fuck yes, Mistress.”

 


“Beg me.”

 


“Mistress, please. Please, I want to feel
your warm, wet mouth sucking my cock.”

 


Immediately, Jeneca dropped to her knees and
sucked in half his length. She bobbed on his shaft five times in
long, wet tugs before releasing him.

 


“Fuuuuck! Yes!”

 


“Did you want it like that?”

 


“Just like that. More!”

 


Jeneca swatted his balls at a level two.

 


He looked at the woman in white crouched
between his legs, and his cock pulsed against her cheek. Nearly
every fiber inside wanted to turn her around, smack her
insubordinate ass and take her from behind, but the cuffs digging
into his wrists prevented such an action.

 


“Please, Mistress. Please let me feel
your delicious mouth around my aching stick.”

 


Jeneca licked his balls as she pumped his
shaft. Keegan moaned. She felt his balls constrict on her tongue,
and noticed his head was back. When she let go of his cock, his
head snapped forward.

 


His hand reached impulsively for the back of
her neck, but the cuffs held it in place. He’d been so close to
coming.

 


He watched Jeneca raise the paddle over her
shoulder. The anticipation of the impending connection and sting
removed the urge to come. But the impact never came.

 


Instead, Jeneca placed the flat side of the
paddle on the outside of his cock and her hand on the other,
creating a cock sandwich between the paddle and her palm, and she
slowly stroked him.

 


The contrast of her skin and the paddle
against his most sensitive place drove him mad. He fought to
maintain stillness. The battle was lost, though, as soon as she
flicked her tongue against his jutting tip. He thrust hard into her
mouth but she pulled her head away, and continued to stroke.

 


“Fuck! Please. Mistress. I. Please. Thrust.
Good.” Keegan babbled.


 


Jeneca arched her neck and giggled, “You,
Tarzan; me, Jane.”

 


Seeing her face light up and hearing her
laughter cloaked Keegan in a warm embrace. He temporarily forgot
about coming--though Jeneca continued to stroke--and he moved to
touch her face.

 


Again, he was prevented but smiled down at
her, “You’re beautiful.” It was genuine. It was quiet. And it was
intense.

 


Jeneca scrambled to her feet and paddled his
balls at a level three. “You don’t get to speak unless spoken to!”
she said far too gruffly.

 


“Apologies, Mistress.” His body didn’t lurch
at the smack but his insides lurched at the attack. She must’ve
thought he had moved to gain dominance.

 


He didn’t correct her.

 


“Do you think you can get yourself onto the
bed with the restraints on?” She moved to the side of the bed.

 


She was only a few feet away yet her absence
felt like miles. He’d accidentally sparked a trigger. Thoughts of
ejaculation cast aside; Keegan considered the comforter. To do
anything other than obey would be dangerous.

 


So, he took a long, deep breath and answered,
“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She watched the struggle cross his face as
his hands become fists and his temple throbbed. Then she heard the
juxtaposed acquiescence.

 


Why would he tell her yes if he were
physically unable?

 


She watched him turn and hobble toward the
bed. Then she saw the comforter and realized it wasn’t a
physical inability!

 


“Wait!”

 


Keegan froze. Jeneca yanked the comforter off
the bed and looked at Keegan apologetically, who gratefully
returned her look. He smiled and inquired, “Front or back,
Mistress?”

 


“Back, please.”

 


The “please” was automatic. Keegan filed it
for future analysis.

 


Keegan fell onto his back and, using his
bound ankles, snaked his way to the pillows.

 


He watched Jeneca, who was obviously
flustered. When she turned her back under the guise of getting the
condom, he saw her breathing deeply as she clutched the paddle.

 


When she faced him, she was back in control.
“What’s your deal with the comforter, Keegan?”

 


“Please, Mistress, may I not answer that
question?” Slap! “If you must know, I’m not a

germophobe, as you previously asked, but I
also don’t seek filth. It’s a commonly-known fact that hotel
comforters don’t get washed with the same frequency that the sheets
do. That’s all, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca wasn’t aware of the commonly-known
fact. She’d hoped the explanation would provide some teasing fodder
but it was too logical, and she was at a loss how to proceed.
Desperate to do something, she tossed the condom onto his stomach
before she remembered that his hands were tied.

 


“I could tell you to put that on but that’d
be cruel,” she smiled, and Keegan smiled back.

 


Saved by an ad-libbed thought, Jeneca climbed
onto the bed. “Have you ever used the paddle for pleasure as well
as pain?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“At the same time?”

 


“I’m not sure I understand, Mistress.”

 


“I’m going to show you.” She swatted his
nipple at a level three followed closely by suckling it. She sat on
his stomach, and she felt his cock bump her ass.

 


“Th-thank you, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca copied the sequence on his other
nipple. Then, she smack-sucked his arms and stomach. He thanked her
each time. “Have you done this before?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“Are you enjoying yourself?”

 


“Very much so, Mistress.”

 


“Spread your legs.” She moved to sit in
between them before she paddled his shaft at a level three. Then
she sucked him down and swirled her tongue.

 


The blending of pain and pleasure was
delicious. “Thank you, Mistress.”

 


She repeated the sequence several times to
his shaft and balls. The intensity lifted his hips and nearly sent
him over the edge. Recognizing the signs, Jeneca stopped. She
paused. “Ready?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“For anything, Keegan?

 


“Y-yes, Mistress.”

 


She smiled wickedly. “Teeth?” she asked
sweetly.

 


He smiled, realizing the full implication of
her earlier question, and looked at the ceiling.

 


“Be careful how you phrase this, Keegan.”

 


He nodded. He opened his mouth then shut it.
He tried again. “Please, Mistress, I ask that you please proceed
carefully.”

 


Jeneca beamed. “What a very good boy!”
Keegan’s cock surged several times. “Have you experienced teeth
here before?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“Why?” she asked before thinking.

 


“Teeth do not belong in that area,
Mistress.”

 


“I’m going to show you how wrong you are,
Keegan.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She crawled up his body with only her thin
bodysuit separating them.

 


Keegan rocked his hips. She was sexy as hell.
Her breasts pressed against his face, and he fought to keep his
mouth closed.

 


“Lift up.” Keegan lifted his head, and she
arranged the pillows so he could watch the show. She slid back to
his cock and bared her teeth. His cock pulsed. “Ready?” she
smiled.

 


He breathed and said while exhaling, “Please,
slowly.”

 


She slid her mouth down his pole. He felt her
warm wetness. While it felt heavenly, he nervously awaited the
teeth. She bobbed for a while sans teeth, giving him a superior
blow job. Soon, he forgot about the teeth and reveled in
heaven.

 


She was watching and, when she saw the panic
leave his face, she bobbed two more times. At the base, she lightly
set her teeth against his shaft and dragged them up, bumped his
ridge, and slid over his tip. She returned to the base minus teeth,
where she dragged her teeth back up again.

 


His eyes flared.

 


She sat up, leaving his cock searching for
her mouth. “How was it?”

 


“It--oh fuck--I can’t--what did you just do
to me?”

 


She grinned with satisfaction. “Did you like
it?” she double-checked.

 


“Was that your teeth?” She nodded. “It didn’t
feel like teeth.”

 


She cocked her head. “What did it feel
like?”

 


“Like--fuck! I don’t know, it was like a blow
job only a thousand times more intense!”

 


His wrists strained against the cuffs. He
wanted to touch her, to somehow return the feeling she’d just given
him, to make it more of a shared experience. Frustrated at the
confinement, he arched his back.

 


To her, it looked like he was trying to get
his cock back into her mouth. “More?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Beg me.”

 


“Fuck, please, Mistress.”

 


“Tell me you want to feel my teeth on your
cock, Keegan.”

 


“Please, I want to feel your teeth on my
cock, Mistress.”

 


“Ever thought you’d utter that statement,
Keegan?” She grinned.

 


He grinned back, “No, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca spent the next fifteen minutes
pleasuring Keegan’s cock. His admission coupled with the look on
his face was a powerful drug. She was responsible for melting the
domineering man. Her pussy twitched as she reveled in the
power.

 


“Permission to speak.”

 


“Granted.” She licked his tip as he
spoke.

 


“I feel at a loss, for this has solely been
about my pleasure tonight.”

 


Jeneca frowned at him. “How wet do you think
I am, Keegan?”

 


“I… I don’t know.”

 


She knee-walked to his side and released his
left wrist. Then, with her hand against the back of his, she guided
it under the satin barrier protecting her slit. She moved it
against the length of her wetness.

 


Keegan felt how soaked she was, and slid his
finger in several times. When he penetrated her with two fingers,
she pulled his hand out. Slap!

 


“Apologies.”

 


“Do you see how wet I am?”

 


With a glint in his eye, Keegan moved his
hand toward his mouth. Jeneca grabbed his wrist and redirected it
to her mouth before sucking his fingers clean; thereby maintaining
control.

 


Fuck, she is hot!

 


Keegan involuntarily groaned and thrust his
hips upwards.

 


She smiled. “Your email was borderline
insubordinate, you know.”

 


“Apologies.”

 


“You’ve redeemed yourself tonight...a
bit.”

 


“Further training is required?”

 


“Quite.”

 


Keegan nodded. “I look forward to it.” They
smiled at each other.

 


Then she paused before she asked, “Are you
ever disappointed because of your expectations?”

 


“All the time.” Jeneca nodded her
understanding. “Except for this.”

 


They both reflected on their impromptu ease
of conversation. Jeneca got them back on track. “Tell me what you
want.”

 


“My cock. In your pussy. Now.”
Slap!

 


She laughed at him and shook her head. “You
were doing so well, too.”

 


“I--” Slap! “You--” Slap!

 


She giggled, and the sound lighted the room,
as her emerald speck twinkled at him. He reached his free hand to
caress her face but Jeneca swatted it away.

 


“Don’t you grab my hair again in your
dominant way, sir!” she joked.

 


He laughed with her, not daring to correct
her misconception.

 


In fact, he was glad, because he didn’t know
what came over him. He filed that away to analyze later, too.

 


“Try again.”

 


Keegan looked at the ceiling. “Please,
Mistress, I would greatly appreciate the feeling of your patently
wet cunt sliding down my impatiently needy pole.”

 


She giggled and impetuously pecked his mouth.
“You good and gallant sub!”

 


Keegan smiled and marveled at her ability to
affect him so strongly.

 


“What would you say if I asked you to put
your condom on one-handed?”

 


“I’d tell you that I would fail, given my
contempt for them and in the face of my disease-free
status,” he said with a grin.

 


“Since I don’t want to have that argument,
I’m just going to do it myself.”

 


He’d been teased since she had walked into
the room; plus, his cock was hard long before she arrived. So when
her hands unfurled the wrapper down his shaft, he nearly
exploded.

 


Jeneca climbed over him, shoved her fabric to
the side and positioned him. She noted his hand was still free but
didn’t secure it. She smiled as she eased herself down.

 


He gripped the sheet with his free hand and
arched his back. “Fuuuuuck,” he moaned.

 


She squeezed her pussy walls around his cock,
and he moaned again. Quickly, she sped up. Teasing him had
invariably teased her, and she nearly came after the first five
slides.

 


She couldn’t control herself, and she
increased again.

 


He clutched her ass and used it to move her
faster. “Yes! That’s it! Ride me!”

 


Riding the edge with blurred vision, Jeneca
pried his middle finger off. When she had his whole hand in hers,
she pushed it above his head and held it against the mattress. Her
breasts jiggled against his chest.

 


She nestled her mouth into the corner of his
shoulder and neck and hissed with each slide, “You. Are. A. Bad.
Boyyyyyyy.”

 


She slammed down, ground against his pubic
bone, and came hard.

 


“Mistress, I--”

 


“Yes, yes, come for me, Keegan,” she hurried,
seeing the look in his eyes and feeling his balls jerk.

 


He thrust into her drenched pussy and came on
the spot, emitting a loud, guttural moan. Their chests heaved,
panting in ecstasy. “Fuck, Mistress, that was--”

 


As Keegan spoke, Jeneca realized their
fingers were intertwined and she was lying on top of him,
spent.

 


How did she get there again?

 


She scrambled upright, untangled her hand
from his, and closed it over his mouth. “Don’t. Speak,” she warned
with a flash in her eyes.

 


Keegan closed his mouth beneath her hand and
nodded his understanding. She slid off the bed and glanced at the
clock. Good lord!

 


She shakily collected her things. How in the
hell did she lose track of the time again?

 


Keegan saw her reaction to the clock and
figured she needed to get back to Jake. He kept silent.

 


How had she not been more careful with her
dominance?! She needed to leave on a solid, dominant note.

 


She walked back to the bed with her coat tied
and the bag on her shoulder. Silently, she undid his bindings and
shoved everything into her bag before she checked his wrists and
ankles for red marks. Seeing none, she dragged her eyes over his
body and settled on his eyes.

 


“Don’t contact me, Keegan.”

 


He stared at her. She left without a
backwards glance. He kept his eyes on her until the door
clicked.

 


Then, his eyes automatically shifted to the
ice bucket.

 


The white rose stared back at him.




Chapter 28




 


Jeneca spent the remainder of the evening in
thought. She soaked in the hot tub with a glass of wine, and she
absent-mindedly threw a ball for Jake.

 


Her carefully phrased questions had enabled
Keegan to begin his responses with please. Overall, she was better
at being dominant. But another three hours had flown by. She
thought it was strange, because the time had felt a lot
shorter.

 


She contemplated his explanation about the
hotel’s comforter. It was logical. It wasn’t unusual. It was just
Keegan.

 


That was it!

 


Despite her steadfast refusal to the
contrary, she was getting to know him as a person. Because of their
prolonged correspondence and dinner meeting, they’d naturally
gotten to know one another. She hadn’t been trying to get to
know him.

 



Jeneca vowed to be more impersonal.

 


She’d start by ending the analysis. She had
never analyzed any other sub encounter to this degree. So she
shoved Keegan out of her mind, got out of the hot tub and took
herself to bed.

 


Whenever Keegan popped into her mind, she
swapped him for Tony. She tried to discover a solution his
extra-marital problem.

 


* * * *

 


The remainder of Keegan’s evening was
consumed with analysis and speculation.

 


She had left the flower that time. It was a
message. But of what? That she was dominant?

 


She had been more in control. Or was
it him? He’d made a concerted effort to be more submissive. Perhaps
they’d both put forth greater effort.

 


If that were true, it necessarily meant that
the Mistress wasn’t one hundred percent domme.

 


Wait, what?!

 


The corners of his mind circled the idea, but
he couldn’t quite hone it. Keegan made himself a gin and tonic and
started over.

 


He was dominant. He wanted a submissive
experience. But he had a difficult time letting go of his dominant
side.

 


She was dominant. She agreed to train an
unconventional sub. So... she had a difficult time letting go of
her submissive side? That didn’t make sense.

 


He tried from a different angle. Why did he
think she was submissive?

 


Something had happened. Something in the
middle of their encounter. A slip of the tongue. What had she
said?

 


Keegan smiled. “She said, ‘Back, please’!”
The sound of his own voice startled him. Careful to hold onto the
thought, he slowed down and took a long drink of his G&T.

 


She said “please”.


 


She’d moved the comforter for him. He’d asked
her, “Front or back?” And her answer had been quick, with no time
to think. Automatic. “Back, please.”

 


There’d been a flash in her eyes. She’d known
it was a mistake. No domme casually said “please”. She knew
it was a mistake.

 


She’s not full domme.

 


Something she’d said from their first
encounter came to the forefront: “I’m sorry.” When had she said
that?

 


When she’d taken her crop to his groin. He’d
clutched and cried out. She’d yanked his hands away and licked his
pain. That was good. That was very good. And dominant. His
cock throbbed at the memory.

 


Then she’d asked if he was better. Also
dominant: checking on her sub. She’d asked what level of pain she’d
produced. Also dominant: Learning her sub’s limitations.


 


When he’d told her it was a level five,
however, she’d responded automatically. Without thinking: “I’m
sorry.” Not dominant.

 


His response would’ve been, “Now we know
where five lies.” Or, “I’ll keep it to a level four in the future.”
Something to acknowledge the pain had gone too far and assure it
wouldn’t reach that point again.

 


Something to maintain his dominant
status.

 


But not her. She’d apologized. She wasn’t as
hard as she wanted him to believe. His cock pounded against his
zipper, eager to make the Mistress submit. Keegan ignored his
dominant friend, and refreshed his drink.

 


His mind returned to the flowers. She’d taken
the first one. That had been a message. It could’ve revealed a
softness. At the time, though, he had viewed it as an indication of
her dominance. She was so secure with her power; it didn’t matter
if she took the flower.

 


Paired with his new thoughts, however, taking
the first flower screamed mistake.

 


Her leaving the flower had been a correction
for the previous mistake! The message: she’s in control... because
she wasn’t in control before.

 


He chuckled. Her correction was, in fact,
another mistake.

 


It was more than that, though.

 


Her demeanor had changed before she left.
Why? She’d looked at the clock and had to go.

 


No, there was something before that, too. She
had checked the time right after they both had climaxed, when her
body had melted into his again, and their fingers were
interlaced.

 


Intimacy!

 


No!

 


He focused on the errors he’d made, all of
which involved the wrist restraints. She first paddled him because
he had dominant thoughts and had pressed him into admitting it.
Then, she accepted his submissive answer.

 


He tried to imagine the scene in reverse.
While he didn’t think he could train a dominant sub, he also didn’t
think he would have relented.

 


Then he had tried to caress her hair. She’d
thought he was trying to be dominant again. No, he did something
else.

 


You told her she was beautiful!

 


He leaned his head back and sighed. He’d just
said it.

 


Automatically. Without thinking. It was
neither dominant nor submissive; it just was. She’d abruptly
stopped smiling--that’s why he’d said it: because she was
beautiful.

 


She’d moved with alacrity to smack his face
and admonished him for speaking out of turn. He’d thought her
reaction was because he’d tried to be dominant.

 


But it wasn’t that.

 


Her eyes were harder than when she normally
punished him. So it had to be the compliment. It was too
personal.

 


Neither of them wanted personal! He took a
long swig.

 


Then, she’d pushed his hand away because she
assumed he was trying to grab and kiss her like after their dinner.
She wasn’t upset about his dominance. It had sparked the memory of
their first kiss.

 


She’d liked it.

 


She hadn’t really punished him, either.

 


All three incidences had been sparked by her
smile.

 


When she had grinned wickedly and showed him
the paddle, he’d sought to dominate her. When she had joked about
Tarzan, he told her she was beautiful. And when she had giggled, he
tried to stroke her hair.

 


It didn’t mean anything.

 



They were just errors. He’d have to be more
careful.

 


He needed to get off the analytical path, and
shifted to her body molding perfectly against his. His cock took
over and pumped memories of the delicious way she had controlled
him. Keegan reveled in the relived bliss. She was an extremely
skilled domme.

 


He made another drink.

 


Taking a sip, he thought, extremely
skilled dommes don’t make amateur mistakes.

 


Were they amateur? Were they mistakes? Did he
care?

 


He had wanted a submissive experience, and
she’d definitely given him that.

 


Twice.

 


He was a better sub this time. Had she been a
better domme? Had they both tried to play the roles better?

 


Keegan was afraid of the answers. The
questions didn’t matter, anyway.

 


Jake was in the picture.

 



He downed his drink and put himself to
bed.

 


* * * *

 


Trying to convince herself that Keegan was
merely another sub, Jeneca arranged a hook-up the following
night.

 


She strode into the motel room and faced two
naked twenty-somethings. One had been given the usual directive,
while the other had been given the room number.

 


Both had been surprised to see the other.
Neither spoke; each thinking it was part of the game. Jeneca wore a
black leather ensemble and hooker boots with a crop in one hand and
a paddle in the other. “Max, have you spoken to Mark?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“Mark, is that an accurate statement?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca had played with Max and Mark
individually on a few occasions. Each were in their early twenties,
lacked D/s experience, and had bi fantasies. There was virtually no
distinction between the two in appearance and personality. Both
were five-feet-eleven, had average cocks, were in good shape, had
brown hair and eyes, and had the same pain tolerance.

 


“Max, were you surprised to see Mark come
into the room?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Mark, were you surprised to see Max in the
room?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Max, is your hard-on for me or for
Mark?”

 


“Both, Mistress,” Max blushed, and Mark’s
cock pulsed.

 


“Mark?”

 


“Both as well, Mistress.” Max’s cock
throbbed.

 


Jeneca positioned the chair to sit in front
of them, with the toys resting against her thighs. She smiled
wickedly. “You’ve each mentioned a desire to experience another
man.” They stole a glance at each other, and both of their cocks
drummed. “You’re so far apart.”

 


They both mumbled, “Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Get closer.” They met in the middle without
touching. “Max, I want you to look at me and keep your eyes on
me.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Mark, look at Max’s penis, and describe what
you see.”

 


“I see a hard cock.”

 


“You can do better. What do you want to do
with it?”

 


“Yes, Mistress. I see it moving, and I want
to touch it.”

 


Hearing Mark’s words while keeping his eyes
on the Mistress forced a drop of precum to surface on Max’s
head.

 


“Do you want him to touch your penis,
Max?”

 


“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.

 


“Keep your eyes on me, Max.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Mark, wrap your hand around Max’s base.
Lightly.” He did. “Now grip it more firmly.” Mark squeezed, and
another drop formed on Max’s tip.

 


“Now lightly stroke his shaft, Mark. Don’t
touch that mushroom head.” Mark stroked slowly, keeping his eyes on
the first cock, besides his own, that he had ever touched.

 


“Max, tell me how that feels.”

 


“Nnnh, it feels wonderful, Mistress. I feel
like thrusting, Mistress. It’s very difficult to keep from watching
and moving.”

 


“Sounds like you’re doing a good job,
Mark.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


“Return your hand to your lap, Mark, and keep
your eyes on me now.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Max, you’re going to do the same thing with
Mark’s penis.”

 


Max enjoyed the feel of Mark’s cock sliding
in his palm. When he saw precum, he knew Mark was as excited as he
was.

 


“Describe it, Mark.”

 


“Oh god, Mistress. Thank you. His touch feels
so good and so wrong at the same time. I also feel the need to
thrust, and it’s painful to not watch or move.”

 


Jeneca ordered Max to stop. Both subs looked
at her, and she held up her crop.

 


“Max, at what level do you want me to swat
Mark’s penis?”

 


“Three, Mistress.”

 


“Watch his cock, for you are the one smacking
it.” She turned to Mark. “You keep your eyes on me.”

 


Both said, “Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca swatted Mark’s cock at a level three.
Max watched the leather meet the shaft, and saw it bounce side to
side. Both of their cocks pulsed with the smack.

 


“Eyes back on me.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Mark, at what level do you want to swat
Max’s penis?”

 


“Three, Mistress.”

 


The sequence was repeated, and both subs
moaned.

 


“Max, at what level do you want to paddle
Mark’s jewels?”

 


“Three, Mistress.”

 


“Max, lift Mark’s penis.”

 


Max held Mark’s tip against his stomach as
Jeneca landed the paddle at level three. Max felt the
vibrations.

 


The two subs were ordered to switch, and the
sequence was repeated. Both subs’ tips glistened precum.

 


“Max, use your index finger to swipe Mark’s
precum. Then put your finger to his lips. Mark, when you feel Max’s
finger, you’re going to suck it in.”

 


“Yes, Mistress,” they both said.

 


Mark’s penis throbbed at Max’s swipe. When he
brought his finger to Mark’s lips, Mark sucked it. He swirled his
tongue around the finger and sucked in hard to make sure he cleaned
all the precum. Max was excited to have his finger in another man’s
mouth.

 


Jeneca smacked her crop against Mark’s cheek
at a level two. “Release!” Mark opened his mouth, and Max’s finger
dropped. “Just for the prolonged sucking, you don’t get to do the
same thing, Mark.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Max, Mark needs further punishment. Spank
his penis with your hand three times.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


As his cock was beaten by another man, Mark
moaned and involuntarily thrust his hips forward. Max relished the
power of another man squirming under his hands.

 


“Mark, hold your penis up.” Mark pressed his
tip against his stomach. “Max, now do the same thing to his family
gems.” As Max carried out the Mistress’ order, Mark thrust
again.

 


“It looks like your pet is continuing to be
unruly, Max.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“He needs to be put in his place.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 



“On your knees in front of Max, Mark.” Mark
slid onto his knees in front of Max. “Place your palms on Max’s
thighs.” He did so and looked up at Max. Max kept his eyes on
Jeneca.

 


“Mark, with your tongue only, lick Max’s
tip.” Mark licked Max’s head like a lollipop, and Max moaned.
Jeneca alternated her gaze between Max’s face and his lap.

 


“Are you enjoying this, Max?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”


 


“Is your pet a good penis licker?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Would you like to see if he can suck as
well?”

 


“Yes, Mistress,” Max croaked.

 


Jeneca paddled Mark’s ass at a level two.
“You heard him, Mark. Take that penis deep into your throat and
make sure your tongue goes all over,” Jeneca dictated.

 


She continued to paddle Mark as he carried
out her orders.

 


Desire overtook Max, and he looked down to
watch another man eagerly sucking his swollen shaft. As soon as he
saw it, he thrusted deeply into Mark’s mouth.

 


Jeneca smacked Max’s cheek at a level three.
“You weren’t given permission to look down!”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca ordered Mark to stop sucking, which
caused an audible pop. Then she ordered them to switch positions.
She had Max place his forearms on the bed with his ass toward her
and his knees spread.

 


“Suck Mark’s cock, Max. Make him feel as good
as you did. Because you had to have felt good in order to
disobey me, right?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Max locked his lips around the head as he
sucked Mark’s cock, and he tasted the salty precum before he took
the shaft all the way down. The pair was moaning.

 


Jeneca smacked Max’s balls at a level three.
He moaned while keeping Mark’s penis in his throat. She brought her
crop to Max’s scrotum and her paddle to his ass. The pain coupled
with tasting his first penis made Max’s hips thrust wildly.

 


Jeneca took the pain level to a three, and
Max sucked harder.

 


Mark sputtered, “Mistress, I… I… Oh god!”

 


He threw his head back as his ass flew off
the mattress. Then, he grabbed the back of Max’s head and fucked
his face.

 


Jeneca warned, “Mark, don’t you do it!”

 


But she couldn’t stop the torrential currents
of the young studs. Mark erupted in Max’s mouth.

 


As soon as Max felt cum hit the back of his
throat, he humped the mattress and exploded. The boys panted
heavily.

 


“Good lord! Mark, collect your clothes and
leave.”

 


“I’m… I’m sorry, Mistress, I…”

 


“I didn’t tell you to speak.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” He sheepishly stepped into
his clothes while looking at Jeneca. She kept her eyes on Max, who
had wisely remained in position.

 


“Mistress, I’m so sorry--” Mark began again.
“Get out.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” He left the room and closed
the door.

 


It was the first time he’d ever left the
motel first, and his mind was a whirlwind. Plus, he’d just
experienced his first male-on-male encounter while under the
direction of a domme!

 


When he made it back to his dorm, he fucked
the first female he saw.

 


“Max, I’m deeply disappointed in you.”

 


“I’m so sorry, Mistress--” he began, glad she
was speaking to him.

 


“Put your clothes on.”

 


Max moved to his pile of clothes.

 


“Please let me make it up to you, Mistress.
Please let me eat you out.”

 


“You don’t dictate what happens, let alone
have permission to speak!”

 


Max finished dressing in silence, keeping his
eyes on Jeneca. She kept her eyes on the end of the bed. When he
was dressed, she ordered him to get pen and paper and sit on the
bed.

 


“Write an essay about how you failed tonight,
Max. You have thirty minutes. When you’re done, you may leave and
email it to me.”

 


“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca left. She couldn’t let Max leave and
risk the two of them hooking up in the parking lot. Max could be
trusted to stay the entire half-hour.

 


* * * *

 


A couple of days later, Jeneca met David for
lunch. “I’m sorry,” she hugged him.

 


“It’s okay,” he hugged her back.

 


They sat at a table and played their game
with Sally. “I’m sorry,” she said again.

 


“I know. I wasn’t mad; I knew what you were
doing.”

 


Jeneca looked at him. She wanted to say he
was wrong, but she opted for peace. She blew out a breath.
“Okay.”

 


“How are you?”

 


“Okay.”

 


“Have you seen him again?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“The young pup?”

 


“Oh, is that who you meant? No, I don’t
usually see him on consecutive nights.”

 


David smiled wryly. “Who did you see
again?”

 


“I thought you were asking about Keegan.”

 


“I was,” he said, unable to keep his eyes
from twinkling.

 


“So, you’re fucking with me again?”

 


“I wouldn’t say that.”

 


“What would you say?”

 


“I’d say you’re agitated.” He held her
gaze.

 


His eyes said, “You know I’m right, so give
it up.” Her eyes shot back, “You’re completely wrong but I don’t
want to get into another fight!”

 


Sally broke the staring contest. “We’re a bit
behind today, so do you need any appetizers?” They both declined.
Sally knuckled the table and left.

 


“How goes the love swing? Did you get plants
yet?”

 


“Yep, it’s nicely disguised.” He paused. “Is
that what you really wanna talk about?”

 


“You don’t?”

 


“You do?”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes. “What do you want,
Davey; I already apologized!”

 


“And I accepted. We both want to talk about
your second meeting, so.”

 


“It was good.”

 


He stared at his sister and settled into his
chair, prepared for the battle ahead. “Okay. How long did it last?”
He launched the first grenade.

 


“The same amount.”

 


He knew she was trying to be cavalier. “If
you don’t want to talk about it, we don’t have to.” He offered the
white flag.

 


Jeneca took a sip of coffee followed by a sip
of water, stalling.

 


“Well, this time there was a white
rose awaiting me in the hallway.”

 


The emphasis implied a different color flower
the first time. Jeneca had provided only a brief account of that
time, and it hadn’t included a flower.

 


David played detective. “What do you think
the color change means?”

 


“I’m not sure, but it’s gotta mean something,
right?”

 


“What do you make of it?”

 


“I dunno. But I think it’s a symbol of
dominance in general.”

 


“Yes, many mascots are aptly named after the
ever-fighting flower. Let’s see, you have the Daisies, the Pansies,
and the ever-fierce Roses.”

 


Jeneca laughed, and David watched the stress
in her face momentarily fade.

 


She explained, “I’m talking about gender
roles. A guy brings a bouquet and pays for dinner and a movie with
the expectation of sex. So the flower represents Keegan’s
control.”

 


“Here I thought flowers were romantic.”
Jeneca scoffed. “What’d you do with it?”

 


“Left it there.”

 


“What’d you do with the last one?”

 


“Took it home.”

 


“Huh. Why?”

 


“Why huh, and why what?”

 


“Why didn’t you take this one home?”

 


“I didn’t want him to think he was in
control.”

 


“Why’d you take the last one home?”

 


“I wanted him to think I was in control.”

 


“I’ve learned to pay attention to you,
y’know. Most people don’t. So most people wouldn’t realize you gave
the same explanation for both actions. How is Keegan supposed to
know that your taking the flower the first time and then your
leaving the flower the second time mean the same thing?”

 


Jeneca realized her mistake. Good
lord!

 


“I don’t know, Davey; you just twisted
something. It’s not about the flower, okay?!”

 


She went straight to adolescence again. He’d
watched her get his point and not admit it. “Okay. Sorry. Tell me
more about this second time.”

 


“Well, he was a much better sub this time.
And I gotta say, I felt like I nailed the whole domme thing a lot
better, too.”

 


“How was he a better sub; he said
please?”

 


“Yeah, but I also phrased my questions so he
was forced to start with ‘please.’”

 


“So you helped him be a better sub.”

 


“Yeah,” she grinned.

 


She was proud of herself. “And how were you a
better domme?”


 


“I was more in control and didn’t let him get
away with any shit.”

 


The sentence spoke volumes that Jeneca hadn’t
intended. David let it slide. “You had fun?”

 


“Yes. It was very fun.”

 


He raised his eyebrows and scrinched his lips
but said, “That’s good.”

 


“What?!”

 


David shook his head. “Are you going to tell
me what really happened?”

 


“What do you mean?”

 


“I mean, you were a bundle of stress when you
walked in here, and it wasn’t just because you had to apologize to
me. I’ve been careful not to set you off. But I can see it in your
face. You want to tell me something. I don’t have enough
information to know what to ask.”

 


She stared at him and sighed. “I do love you,
y’know.” He nodded. “There are a coupla things nagging me.” She bit
the insides of her lips and stared some more.

 


“Do I need to know the context?”

 


“Well. Last time, he had a problem keeping
his hands to himself. This time, I tied his wrists to the sides of
his body.” Jeneca demonstrated how Keegan had some wiggle room but
was effectively immobilized.

 


“He let you tie him?”

 


“Yeah, we talked about it before.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“I wanted to use the paddle pretty quickly
for discipline, so I was looking for a reason. When I saw him lurch
in his restraints, I smacked his wrists. Then I asked him why he
got hit. And he said because he couldn’t control his hands, but
there was something in his eyes that said it was more than that. So
I smacked him again.

 


“I asked him why he got hit the second time,
and he said because he didn’t tell me the whole truth the first
time. So I asked again, and he refused to tell me! He gave me this
really good sub answer of wanting to please me, but I pushed. And
he said that I wouldn’t like the answer, and he wanted to be a good
sub. So I moved on.”

 


“But you know the reason?”

 


“Of course! He moved his arms to control me.
The restraints reminded him that he couldn’t.”

 


“And you wanted him to admit dominant
thoughts so you could punish him more?”

 


“No, not exactly.”

 


“But you were trying to get him to admit
dominant thoughts.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“But then you let it go.”

 


“Yeah. But I knew that there was something I
couldn’t figure out at the time.”

 


“What?”

 


“I don’t know! That’s why I’m talking to
you!”

 


David scratched his head. “I don’t get it,
either. You wanted to get rid of his dominance. You wanted to put
him in his place as a sub. It sounds like he wanted the same
things, and he accomplished it with his answers. So, what’s
the problem again?”

 


“I dunno; he fought me. What he said
was perfect; but he struggled to get it out, and he was just
fighting it!”

 


“Okay, but if he’d said he had dominant
thoughts, then you would’ve really gotten rid of his
dominance?”

 


Good lord! That was it!

 


She didn’t want to get rid of his
dominance!

 


If she had forced Keegan, it would’ve been
akin to breaking him. And she didn’t want to break him. But she was
not going to tell David!

 


“I dunno. It’s probably nothing.”

 


David knew Jeneca had a realization that she
didn’t want to share. He suspected it had something to do with her
liking Keegan. He let it lie.

 


“You said there were things, plural?”

 


“Yeah.” Jeneca explained how she’d used teeth
on Keegan’s nipples and cock. “Don’t you think that’s strange?”

 


“What part?”

 


“The fact that he’d never experienced teeth
in those areas before?”

 


“No.”

 


“You don’t?!”

 


“No,” David shook his head for emphasis.
“What about it do you think is strange?”

 


“Um, how about the fact that he’s had oodles
of partners?!” David looked blank. “You mean to tell me that no
one’s used her teeth on him in the past?!”

 


“It doesn’t sound like it. And it’s not
strange. I mean, he’s a dom. So he probably directs them not
to use their teeth, right? I know I would.”

 


Jeneca thought he had a good point but didn’t
tell him. “It’s a fairly common thing, though. How could he have
never experienced it?!”

 


“Probably the same way. Some chick asked him
about teeth, and he told her no. And that was it. You’re probably
the first person who pushed it, and you basically gave him an offer
that he couldn’t refuse,” he grinned.

 


“Cute. But you’re missing the point.”

 


“Help me, then.”

 


“When you explore someone’s body, you figure
out how to make them jump and squirm. He wasn’t born a dom,
David! He had to have vanilla encounters in his younger days. Teeth
is not kink. It’s pretty much vanilla!”

 


“Well, I know I don’t like teeth on my
cock.”

 


“Have you had it done the right way?”

 


“I don’t think there is a right way. I mean,
I’m impressed he agreed in the first place! I think that’s
the strange part!”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes. “He loved it.
He demanded more, and he was stuttering.”

 


“He demanded something?”

 


“Yeah, yeah, he got punished for it, but
you’re not focusing on the right things, Davey.”

 


“And what is that again?”

 


“That he may not be as experienced as he
claims to be?” Jeneca was surprised by her question.

 


David interrupted her thoughts. “Didn’t you
say the sex was incredible?”

 


“Yes, it was.”


 


“And he knows what he’s doing?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“So.”

 


“I dunno. I don’t get how you don’t get it.
He was, like, over-the-fucking-top gushing, Davey!”

 


“Okay, he liked it. I also get that he trusts
you a helluva lot to let you do it to begin with. Especially with
his hands in restraints!”

 


“You really think so?” The question was
automatic.

 


David smiled. She was twelve again. “Yeah, I
really do.”

 


Sally brought their food, and the
conversation subsided.

 


“Oh! I almost forgot! You may be my last
resort to the clinic’s ball this year.”

 


“Oh, hell no, Jeneca. What about Dana?”

 


“Her sister’s getting married out of state.
And I’m not going alone.”

 


David looked up and met Jeneca’s eyes. “You
can ask--”

 


“No! Do not say it, Davey!”

 


“Say what?” he toyed.

 


“I know what you’re gonna say.
Don’t say it. Please.”

 


“You know I was gonna say to ask Dad?”

 


“Davey!”

 


“That’s who I was gonna say.”

 


“Davey!”

 


“What?” He laughed but she wasn’t smiling.
“Seriously, what’s the problem?”

 


“What’s my problem or what’s
your problem?”

 


“I think that’s the same thing, right?”

 


He laughed again, and she kicked him under
the table.

 


“Ow! Fuck, Jeneca.” He bent to rub his leg
with a pained expression.

 


“I’m sorry.”

 


“Did you really know I was gonna say to ask
the dom?” he laughed that his sister fell for his feigned
suffering.

 


“Goddamn you, Davey.”

 


“He’d be perfect. Sounds like he knows his
way around upscale things. Plus, you’ll probably get lucky!”

 


“I told you not to say it. I’m not
asking Keegan. That’s not what this is. I don’t socialize
with subs.”

 


“Who are you going to ask, then?”

 


“I might be able to find someone on that site
to use just for the event.”

 


“I see.”

 


Jeneca took David’s response at face value.
She didn’t see the disparity between not wanting to socialize with
subs and seeking a sub with whom to socialize.

 


David changed the subject. “How’d the
encounter end?”

 


“I left the flower there.”

 


“But right before you left, I mean. Any
cuddling?”

 


“No!” Jeneca replied hastily, as the vision
and feel of their intertwined fingers jumped at her.

 


David smiled. “That was a pretty emphatic no,
no?”

 


“Davey,” Jeneca sighed.

 


“I’m just sayin’, it sounds like the opposite
of no when you say it like that, Dude.” He paused again. “What kind
of cuddling did you do?”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes. She took a sip of
coffee followed by a sip of water. David waited. “It wasn’t like
that, really.”

 


“Okay, just tell me what happened and then
you can make a distinction.”

 


Jeneca explained that Keegan had a free arm
that she’d worked to dominate.

 


“So I pressed it into the mattress, over his
head, to keep it still. It was close to the end of our business
when you don’t have any control over your muscles, really. You’re
just focused on going over the edge. And I did. Then he did.
Afterwards, I realized that I had gripped him in such a way as to
make it appear that our fingers were interlaced.”

 


David laughed at his sister’s justification.
Did she have any idea how ridiculous she sounded? He searched her
face. Nope, she didn’t.

 


“What’s so funny?!”

 


“Nothing, Jeneca. So when you discovered that
your fingers were unemotionally intertwined, what’d you
do?”

 


“I left.”

 


“Nothing more was said?”

 


“Yeah, but nothing important.”

 


“You didn’t mention Jake again?”

 


“No.”

 


“You didn’t tell him you weren’t taking the
flower and to stop leaving you flowers?”

 



“No. I ordered him not to contact me and
left.”

 


“Okay.” Another pause. “Have you communicated
with him since?”

 


“No.”

 


Her answers were flat but David didn’t know
what to ask. “Does he like you?”

 


“Of course. I keep him hard and coming for
hours!”

 


“Does he like-like you, Dude?”

 


Jeneca instantly heard “You’re beautiful” in
her head. “He’d better not,” she hissed.

 


David saw the flash in her eyes. “What didn’t
you tell me just there, Dude?”

 


Jeneca looked at her brother and rolled her
eyes. “It’s nothing. Just, in the middle of everything, he said,
‘You’re beautiful.’”

 


“And you think that he like-likes you?”

 


“Doesn’t matter. He’d better not.”

 


“Why?”

 


“Because I’d have to stop seeing him.”

 


David didn’t believe her but didn’t say so.
His sister had a habit of doing things out of stubbornness.

 


“You’re going to see him again, then?”

 


“Eventually. After I have more fun.”

 


“You’re going to see other subs?” David was
shocked.

 


“I already have. It’s what I do, Davey!”

 


“You already have?”

 


David’s mouth dropped open. It was so unlike
her. Was she headed for self- destruction? In talking to him about
her activities, was she looking for help?

 


“Yes.”

 


“Who?”

 


“Who. You don’t know any of my subs, David. I
played with two of them last night, both of whom had bi fantasies
that I made come true.”

 


“Wh--” David couldn’t formulate his sentence,
much less a word.

 


“Good lord, close your mouth, Davey.”

 


“You f--” he glanced around the restaurant
before lowering his voice, “fucked two guys at the same time?!”

 


“Actually, I didn’t do any fucking; I
directed them to play with each other. But they got too excited and
came without my permission. So I kicked them both out.”

 


“When was this?”

 


“Last night.”

 


David tried to understand. “Why’d you
initiate that encounter, Jeneca?”

 


“I already told you; they both had fantasies,
and I fulfilled ‘em.”

 


“Was their fantasy the focus?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“You were never gonna be a part of it; you
just directed ‘em?”

 


“I dunno. I might’ve gotten involved had they
been able to behave.”

 


“But your initial inclination was to
not be a part of things.”

 


“Yeah, I guess.”

 


David nodded. “When are you gonna see the dom
again?”

 


“I don’t know. When I feel like it. If I feel
like it.”

 


“What’s your normal protocol for time in
between encounters?”

 


“I don’t have one, Davey. I fuck whomever I
want, however I want, whenever I want. That’s the only protocol I
follow. It makes me happy.” She looked at him defiantly.

 


“Okay.”

 


Sally came by to pick up the cash. “You
youngsters all set here?”

 


“Yes, Sally, keep the change,” Jeneca told
her, indicating the usual ten-dollar tip.


 


“Thanks, hon,” she said as she knocked on the
table and left.

 


“What do you want to say?” Jeneca asked
David.

 


“I don’t know, Jeneca. I’m still trying to
wrap my head around things.”

 


“Omigod, it’s not a big deal. You’re not
strictly vanilla, Mr. Swinging Monkey,” she joked.

 


David didn’t smile. “I know; I’m worried
about you.”

 


“Whyyy?! I’m fiiine! Seriously, this is the
perfect set-up for me. I’m happy.”

 


David stared blankly.

 


“I am.”

 


“Okay.”

 


The two walked through the parking lot in
silence. As Jeneca headed toward her car, David called to her, “I
think you should ask the dom to the ball, Jeneca!”

 


“Good lord, Davey! Bye!”




Chapter 29




 


The Baldoni case kept Jeneca busy over the
next two months with the preparation and taking of witnesses’ and
experts’ depositions. In between deps, she finished research on the
clinic’s pro bono case and began the discovery process.

 


After the first month, Jeneca met with
Tony.

 


Dana showed him into Jeneca’s office and left
with the reminder, “The Cooper thing is in two months.”

 


“Thanks so much,” Jeneca said derisively.

 


“The Cooper thing” was code for the clinic’s
charity ball. Since Christy Cooper was the president of the
organization, Dana created the code as a subtle reminder.

 


Neither woman had mentioned it since Dana had
first brought it up. Jeneca knew Dana’s reminder was calculated to
prevent a response.

 


“Please, Tony, have a seat. You look a lot
more stable on your legs.” Jeneca watched him sit with ease.

 


“Yeah, heh. These things are workin’ a lot
better than them other ones.”

 


“I’m glad. Arianna has been updating us on
your progress but it’s always good to see it in person.”

 


Tony muttered an agreement as he reached for
a pastry.

 


“You had to stay in the hospital for a bit
longer than expected, huh?”

 


“Yeah. I dunno why. I coulda come back to do
the rehab stuff they wanted.”

 


“I actually thought it was a good idea for
them to keep you. They were cautious and wanted to make sure you
were properly fitted and trained before leaving you on your
own.”

 


“I guess.”

 


“I was also happy because I
thought it would keep you out of trouble,”
Jeneca punched her words as she leered at her client.


 


Tony coughed crumbs and grabbed the coffee
mug.

 


Jeneca waited for him to settle before
speaking. “But you didn’t keep out of trouble, did
you, Tony?”

 


He coughed again and looked down. “Why you
say that?”

 


“You tell me.”

 


“I dunno. I’m askin’.”

 


“Do you remember our last meeting?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“What did I warn you against?”

 


He looked at her. “You told me not to hold up
my life. To do what I normally do and not to worry ‘bout the case
here.”

 


“Yes. But what did I specifically warn
you against, Tony?”

 


He fidgeted. “Against the--how’d you say it?
The extra-circulars?”

 


“Curriculars, but close enough. Did you heed
my warning, Tony?”

 


Tony was sheepish and pissed. He didn’t like
being reprimanded by a female. But more importantly, how did she
know about his extra-whatever-they-were? “It’s not that I didn’t
heed it.”

 


“Look. Tony,” she began.

 


“No, you look. How the fuck you know
‘bout what I did or didn’t do?!”

 


Jeneca was surprised he hadn’t blown up
sooner. “I have some information to share with you that absolutely
has to be kept between us.”

 


Tony was skeptical. “Yeah? What is it?”

 


“No, this is serious. I don’t want you to
tell your wife, even.” Tony shrugged. “Nor your co- workers.”

 


“Yeah, okay. What is it?”

 


“Do I have your word you’ll keep this between
us?”

 


“Sure.”

 


“Your word.”

 


“Fine, you have my word I’ll keep it between
us.”

 


“I have intel that the insurance company
plans to take the case to trial.”

 


Tony opened his mouth to speak but Jeneca
held up a hand.


 


“It’s true that at the outset of this case, I
believed they’d settle quickly. I still think it’s in their best
interest to do so.

 


“But they think they can get a sympathy
verdict if they expose your Mafia ties and any other negative thing
you do. So, they’ve had a private investigator tailing you for a
few months. I thought it was a one-time assignment but he’s been
following you for longer.”


 


Tony maintained a poker face and said
nothing.

 


“Two nurses in the hospital?!”

 


Tony shrugged and ate his pastry. To Jeneca,
he looked nonchalant and guilt-free. On the inside, however, Tony
was calculating revenge.

 


“Is that shrug an admission?”

 


“He’s a P.I., you said, right?” Jeneca
nodded. “I assume he’s got pictures.” Jeneca nodded again. “So you
don’t need me to say nothin’.”


 


“I need you to explain why you didn’t
listen when I told you sleeping around could affect jurors’
perceptions!” His cavalier attitude erased Jeneca’s
professionalism.

 


“Are you gonna tell Arianna?”

 


“Tony!” She couldn’t believe that was the
only thing on his mind. “I just told you the insurance company
plans on taking this to trial. That means they intend to put the
private investigator on the stand. He’ll bring photographs.
Arianna’ll be in the courtroom!”

 


“But you’re not gonna tell her before the
trial, right?”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes. Was he listening?

 


She lowered her voice, defeated. “No, Tony,
I’m not gonna tell Arianna before the trial.”

 


“Good.” Jeneca slowly shook her head. He
calmly asked, “What’s this private dick’s name?”

 


Jeneca held his stare before her eyes went
wide. “No, Tony. If you do something like that, it’ll harm your
case even more.”

 


Tony wasn’t used to being understood by
people outside the mob. He was impressed with how quickly Jeneca
caught on. “I’m gonna start by sayin’ I have no idea what you’re
talkin’ ‘bout. But let’s say I do. What harm are you speakin’
of?”

 


“Any harm to that guy will be directly tied
back to you.”

 


“How?”

 


“He has pictures of you in compromising
positions. And not just at the hospital, might I add.” Jeneca
paused for the last statement to sink in but Tony maintained his
stoicism. “If something happens to their star witness, the
insurance company won’t be happy.

 


“So should something happen to this
P.I., the insurance company is going to, lickety-split, run to the
police and turn over the pictures. They’ll tell ‘em about this
case. The police will then find you.

 


“Further, I’m required by law to inform you
that while you have attorney/client privilege, it doesn’t extend to
any future criminal acts that you tell me about. Moreover,”
Jeneca stressed as Tony opened his mouth, “these photographs exist
in multiple places. So even if some kind of harm befell the P.I.,
his reports and photographs will still be admitted at trial.”
Jeneca sat back, prepared to give Tony time to digest
everything.

 


He didn’t need any.

 


“I didn’t hear no name come outta your mouth
in all that.”

 


“Tony! Did you hear anything I just
said?!”

 


“Yeah, I heard you. And I didn’t hear you. So
I’m gonna ask a third time. What’s the dick’s name. ‘Cause I’m
pretty sure y’also gotta tell me everything ‘bout my case.”

 


Jeneca lifted her head slightly. “You’re
correct. I have two answers for you. The first and simplest is, I
don’t know his name. The second is more complicated. While each
attorney has the duty to share discovery with the other side, the
insurance company’s attorney hasn’t officially disclosed the
P.I. to us yet.”

 


“Then how you know ‘bout him?”

 


Jeneca expected him to be confused by her
legalese. However, Tony was street-smart. He skipped the words he
didn’t understand and went to the crux of the matter.

 


Jeneca wavered. She hadn’t planned to divulge
so much. “This is, dare I say, delicate, if you know what I
mean?”

 


“You got someone on the inside.” Tony said it
as a fact. Jeneca nodded. “Don’t you gotta tell me ‘bout that?”

 


“Tony, I’m not only not allowed to
tell you, I’m not allowed to know the information that I
do.”

 


She wondered if she was doing the right
thing. Could Tony be trusted?

 


He nodded. “I understand. So we in this
together, you and me.”

 


Jeneca had seen enough Mafia movies to be
haunted by Tony’s statement. “From the moment you signed the
retainer agreement, we were in this case together.”

 


“Yeah, but we ain’t talkin’ ‘bout that,
right?” His eyes bore into hers.

 


There would be no backtracking. “Tony, this
isn’t a path I’m comfortable with.”

 


“So we in this together,” he said with
conviction. “You and me are in this together,” he said quieter.

 


Jeneca nodded. “Okay.”

 


“Now tell me how you know this information
you’re not supposed to know and that we’re not talkin’ ‘bout. Who
is our insider?”

 


“Phillip Newman is the insurance company’s
lawyer.” Jeneca explained Phil’s reputation, their relationship,
and his upcoming retirement. “The minute he read our complaint in
this case, he advised the insurance fucks--that’s what he calls
them--to settle as soon as possible.”

 


Tony listened without interrupting while he
absorbed and plotted. “You said they listen to this Fred?”

 


“Phil,” she nodded.

 


“So how come they don’t wanna listen to him
now?”

 


Jeneca nodded, impressed with how quickly
Tony grasped the issue. “I’ve determined that the insurance fucks
are being advised by another attorney.”

 


“Who?”

 


“Neither of us know that.”

 


Tony nodded. “Why’s he tellin’ you this?”

 


Jeneca explained Phil’s legacy. “So, he feels
he’ll be forced into trying this case, and he doesn’t want to go
out on a loss. He’s bitter about not being listened to after his
years of service, and he’s highly insulted that they’re going
behind his back.

 


“Because of that, he’s going to help me win
as large a verdict as possible to stick it to them. That’s why he
told me about the P.I. He said they’re going to reveal the P.I.
after your deposition.”

 


“When’d he tell you?”

 


“Before you went in for this last
surgery.”

 


Tony nodded. “So, you was aware when you
mentioned it before.”

 


“I was.”

 


Tony figured her earlier warning wasn’t
really about catching him in the act so much as it was from Phil’s
inside information, and he’d asked the question to see whether
Jeneca would lie.

 


He didn’t like lawyers, and especially none
from outside the family. The family lawyer had recommended Jeneca
Avery because of her medical malpractice expertise. While she’d
been competent so far, Tony had kept her at arm’s length.

 


He’d watched her carefully during her
explanation. She hadn’t wanted to reveal everything. Before now,
she hadn’t ever mentioned the Mafia. Her warning against a P.I.
attack was savvy and intelligent.

 


She was taking a risk by telling him, and he
was glad she was on his side. He was sincere that they were in it
together. Since she was going out on a limb for him, he had her
back.

 


Tony broke the long and intense silence. “I
gotta tell ya, I don’t like lawyers none.”

 


Jeneca nodded. “I don’t care for many of them
myself, Tony.”

 


A smile slowly spread across his face. She
joined in. “You’re not a typical lawyer.”

 


“I’m not. I have integrity. And quite
frankly, the way this case has turned makes me extremely
nervous.”

 


“Because you don’t trust me.”

 


“To some degree, that’s an accurate
statement. But it’s more about my principles and reputation.”

 


“You don’t have nothin’ to fear. I’ll admit I
was leery ‘bout you, but you tellin’ me this, it proves a lot. You
and me,” Tony gestured between the two of them, “we’re in this
together now. I got you.” He nodded a one-bow motion and tapped his
fist on his heart.

 


“Thank you, Tony.”

 


“You trust this Phil guy?”

 


“I do.”

 


“Okay, then I do, too.” Jeneca nodded. “At
this point, we don’t know who’s advising the insurance fucks,
right?”

 


“Right.”

 


“And you think this Phil’s gonna tell you
when he finds out?”

 


“Absolutely.”

 


Tony nodded. “What’s the plan from here?”

 


“Well, if it were up to me, I’d put you in a
position where you wouldn’t be able to even think about
extra-curricular activities,” she said with a smile and her domme
voice.

 


Tony regarded her and smiled. All her smarts
and so fuckin’ sexy; it was a deadly combination. He normally
didn’t allow women to speak to him in such a manner.

 


“Seriously, though,” Jeneca switched back to
professional, “we need to keep doing what we’ve been doing. Even if
it goes to trial, and even if they try to paint you as a horrible
womanizer who’s a member of a crime syndicate, it doesn’t change
the fact that the hospital was negligent. Period.”

 


Tony nodded. “You don’t want me to do nothin’
to try to…”

 


“I do not, Tony,” Jeneca cut him off
decisively and punctuated her words with a glare.

 


Tony held up his hands. “Okay. You’s the boss
here.”

 


“Yeah, well, the boss has already given you
orders that you’ve rejected.”

 


“I’ll try to follow them rules. That’s all’s
I can promise ya.”

 


Jeneca nodded. “Okay. I’ll keep you informed.
Make sure you and Arianna keep sending in the progress
reports.”

 


They both rose.

 


“I will.”

 


Jeneca walked him to the door.

 


* * * *

 


Tony discussed the meeting with the family
lawyer, who corroborated Jeneca’s claims and explained her
paranoia. He concurred that she was trustworthy, and he admired her
coming clean with Tony.

 


After their chat, he researched Phillip
Newman and reported to Tony that his reputation was as exemplary as
Jeneca had stated.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca’s after-work activities changed with
her heavy workload. The first two weeks, she forced herself to play
with her subs. She never saw the same one twice in a week, except
for one, and she repeated the same scenes with different boys.

 


She didn’t realize the scenes didn’t include
penetration. Instead, she focused on prolonging the sub’s
orgasm.

 


She played with Max and Mark two more times,
but they couldn’t keep themselves from coming. While Max and Mark
were frustrating, Jeneca relished the power she held over all of
her subs.

 


But.

 


They no longer challenged her.

 


She told herself that Keegan was just like
the others; that she could meet with him or them. There was no
difference.

 


By the end of the first month, she ended her
generic encounters altogether. When she decided she was done, she
sent them all the same email:

 


 


[Insert Sub’s Name
Here]:

 


I’ve enjoyed our encounters.
You’re a most worthy sub. Our time has come to an end, and I wish
you the very best.

 


~Mistress

 


 


She added another sentence to Max and
Mark’s:

 


 


I know the two of you enjoyed
yourselves together. Since you’re no longer my subs, I give you
permission to contact each other.

 


 


Jeneca blamed her heavy workload. She
couldn’t be gallivanting all night when she had early- morning
depositions and court appearances. Plus, she needed time to write
briefs, research and prepare.

 


There were times, because of physiological
needs, that she’d meet a sub: Keegan. It was because they had a
mutual understanding of what their playtime was.

 


Nothing more. Like, nothing.

 


Jeneca still wore her domme attire, and
Keegan continued to say please. She directed their play, and Keegan
followed whilst pushing the boundaries. Jeneca always warned Keegan
not to contact her when she left. Keegan always left wanting
more.

 


She refused to admit how much Keegan affected
her or how she’d altered her rules for him.

 


The fact was, however, Keegan affected her
greatly. She saw him twice a week, sometimes four. He was relied
upon to fulfill her needs. Plus, he’d let his hair grow, like she’d
asked.

 


He was becoming a very good sub.

 


While adamantly clutching onto the belief
that Keegan was just a sub, Jeneca overlooked other things.

 


She didn’t realize that they grew closer with
each encounter. Their exchanges moved from heavily laden D/s
instruction to a back-and-forth communication. They laughed
together more and talked more about life in general.

 


Jeneca especially didn’t acknowledge how much
she looked forward to seeing Keegan nor how comfortable she felt
when they were together. They were so comfortable that their
encounters lasted four hours or more.

 


And something else changed.

 


The strict email ordering of Keegan at a
specific time, and his agreeing as directed, grew lax. With the
frequency of their encounters, conflicts arose. In the beginning,
Keegan would respond submissively, “I apologize, Mistress, but I’m
available for you an hour later than you’ve requested. Shall I
obtain a room?” Jeneca freely accommodated Keegan’s schedule and
justified her actions.

 


As the weeks progressed, their correspondence
shifted to an even more relaxed tone. Jeneca would write, “Are you
available at 7:00 tonight?” And Keegan would respond, “I can do
8:30.”

 


During the two-month period, Jeneca didn’t
see David. They couldn’t find times when they were both free.
Jeneca said she wasn’t avoiding him while purposefully suggesting
times when David had family commitments. She explained her busy
work schedule and how she couldn’t possibly make time for
lunch.




Chapter 30




 


Jeneca secured another expert to testify that
Tony’s problem with the prosthetics and tendons was Mercy
Hospital’s fault. When she phoned Phil to give him the good news,
he confessed he had yet to obtain an expert to refute the
claim.

 


He also revealed that, despite his attempts
with alcohol and golf, he was still in the dark. Plus, he confirmed
that the insurance fucks remained hell-bent on a trial.

 


Dana gave Jeneca weekly reminders, “that
Cooper thing is seven weeks away.” She did it in passing, which was
easier for Jeneca to ignore.

 


Right after one such reminder, Jeneca emailed
Keegan, “You up for 8:00 tonight?” He responded, “I can do
6:00.”

 


Jeneca looked at the time; it was four.
Something didn’t feel right. He’d never asked for a time earlier
than seven. She wanted to grab dinner, as she’d skipped lunch.

 


Did he have a later hook-up planned?

 


If so, it would have to be scheduled for
eleven or later since their encounters went long. Didn’t she fully
satisfy him?

 


Her heart fluttered.

 


She could cancel or acquiesce. There were so
many reasons to cancel but she responded, “I’ll see you at 6:00.
Send me the room number.”

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca was greeted by the usual rose in the
bucket. When she entered the room, however, she found its contents
unusual. Keegan wasn’t naked nor on the bed. Instead, he was seated
at the table with dinner for two.

 


“What the--”

 


Keegan walked to her, talking, but Jeneca
backed away. “Apologies. This is the only time I have for dinner
tonight. I thought the timing might be a conflict for you as well.
I took the liberty of ordering the only thing I know you like to
eat.”

 


He gestured to the table. Jeneca saw the same
meal they’d eaten together at the Radisson. She looked back at him,
unable to speak, much less think.

 


Keegan took advantage of her shock and
continued. “Mistress, I apologize most humbly for the assumptive
nature of my actions. Please understand I was only looking out for
both of our interests.”

 


“I don’t require looking after nor do I
require food!” Jeneca’s stomach grumbled loudly in
disagreement.

 


Keegan looked at the floor. With an adorable
grin, he lifted his head and eyebrows in an expression of: “Are you
sure you wanna stick with that?”

 


His cuteness and her intense hunger made her
giggle. “Perhaps I do require food,” she begrudgingly
admitted, “but I do not require anyone to look after me,”
she said with conviction.

 


Keegan cleared his throat. “Dare I say that
my intentions weren’t necessarily to look after you but to be
polite. It would’ve been most impolite of me to eat in front of you
and/or to not share. Since I don’t share food well, I opted for the
next best thing; to get you your own. Fair enough?”


 


Jeneca giggled again. He was most charming
when he mixed intellectual patronization with humor.

 


Keegan held out a chair. “Please,” he
gestured for her to sit.

 


“Hold on, mister. In your egotistical
preparations, you’ve overlooked a critical issue.”

 


“I have?”

 


“Absolutely.” He raised his eyebrows. “We
seem to be dressed for different restaurants.”

 


“We can go to the boutique downstairs, and
I’ll buy you a dress,” Keegan offered.

 


Jeneca wasn’t sure if he was serious. His
voice sounded serious but the idea was ludicrous...and overly
dominant. “Or you can change into a birthday suit.”

 


“Is that what the lady wants?”

 


“It’s what the lady demands,” she said
pointedly.

 


When their discourse became effortless,
Jeneca jolted herself into dominance.

 


Keegan stared at her. Familiar with her
jolts, he fought the urge to toss her on the bed and ravish her. He
put a ‘W’ in the win column for getting her to agree to dinner.
Keeping his eyes on hers, Keegan slowly stripped to his boxers.

 


“Were you born in those, Keegan?”

 


“It’s to protect my best features from
extreme temperatures, Mistress. Please allow me to protect my
usefulness to you tonight.”

 


“That’s what napkins are for, Keegan.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


He hooked his thumbs in the waistband and
performed an exaggerated strip show, complete with swaying hips and
teasing. Jeneca was forced to laugh again. Feeding off the
laughter, Keegan kept up the act by twirling and twerking for
her.

 


She shoved him forward.

 


Keegan walked to the chair and, keeping his
back to her, twerked again and looked over his shoulder, “Mistress
can’t wait to get her hands on this, can she?”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes, put down her bag and
removed her coat. Keegan watched her.

 


She wore dark purple lace panties and a
matching camisole. Her legs were bare, and she walked in four-inch
black leather pumps.

 


The table concealed Keegan’s excitement.

 


“Thank you, Keegan. I didn’t have time for
lunch today,” Jeneca said as she sat.

 


Their conversation flowed freely. It didn’t
escape Keegan that she had probably asked for an eight o’clock
meeting so she would’ve had time to get dinner before seeing him.
He kept her secret.

 


Their physical encounter was more playful
than domineering. Keegan was ordered verbally as opposed to being
restrained, and, when Jeneca rode him cowgirl, he was allowed to
grab her hips as he thrust into her.

 


They came together, with Jeneca barely
remembering to shout, “Come!” right before Keegan exploded.




Chapter 31




 


The next day, Jeneca met David at the diner.
“Dude!”

 


“Hey, Davey.”

 


They hugged and ran through the script with
Sally.

 


Jeneca was nervous. She’d tried to put David
off, but he’d threatened to bring lunch to her office if she didn’t
agree to meet him. She knew he’d want to talk about Keegan, and she
didn’t want to do it in her office.

 


“What’s going on?!”

 


“What do you mean?”

 


“The fact you’d even say that is
offensive.”

 


Jeneca shrugged. “I’ve really been really
busy.”

 


“Really, you really have?” he mocked her.

 


She smiled. “I have, Davey.”

 


David nodded. “Too busy for extra-curricular
activities?”

 


“Kinda, yeah.”

 


David was surprised. “What does that
mean?”

 


“Just that. I really haven’t had much time
for extra-curriculars. I mean, I’ve really been really

busy,” she smiled.

 


David hadn’t received an “accidental” email
in over a month. “Is that what’s wrong; you haven’t been
getting laid?”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes. “Why’s that the first
thing guys go to? I told you. I’ve been busy. It has nothing to do
with sex, or a lack of it.”

 


“So you have been getting laid.”

 


“Good lord, Davey!”

 


They laughed. David half-listened to the
latest on the Baldoni file, but paid attention when she talked
about the P.I., Tony’s reaction, and their “arrangement”. “Why
would you do something like that, Jeneca?”

 


“Like what?”

 


“This sounds way too dangerous. Maybe you can
bring on another attorney so he can negotiate a settlement?”

 


“Good fucking lord, David! First, I can
handle myself. Second, there’s no one better than me to obtain a
settlement. But I can’t get one because, third, Phil has
given me behind-the-scenes dirt!”

 


David threw his hands up. “Okay, okay. I take
it back. You know what you’re doing.” He knew his sister’s
agitation wasn’t entirely from his comment nor work.

 


He also knew she wasn’t ready to discuss
it.

 


David thought he could get her talking about
her boy-toys by bringing up his sex life. “So, Betsy and I have
broadened our horizons, if y’know what I mean,” he winked.

 


“Good lord, Davey, I was with ya at ‘Betsy
and I!’” she smiled.

 


“Okay, well--”

 


Jeneca shook her head for him to stop as
Sally set their plates down.

 


Jeneca snagged a piece of her omelet. “You
were so right, Sally. This is exactly what I wanted today!”

 


“I thought you might!” She smiled, cracked
her gum, tapped her knuckles, and left.

 


“Horizons,” Jeneca prompted.

 


“Right. We’ve been reading sex stories online
and watching porn.”

 


“Oh yeah? Do any roleplay? Maid?
Boss/secretary? Cop/driver?”

 


“Well, I mean, we kinda do some stuff but not
with full-out costumes and all. No, it’s more, um well, it’s kinda
out there.”

 


“Latex? Masks? Mechanical toys? Public?
Group?”

 


David laughed. “Mom and Dad would be so proud
of their deviant kids.”

 


“David, it can’t be any worse than what I’ve
done.”

 


Jeneca didn’t hear her use of past tense.

 


David did but ignored it.

 


“I guess it’s all perspective.”

 


“Good lord, what is it?!”

 


“Okay.” He took a deep breath. “It started
last month, maybe six weeks ago. We were bored with the same
stories, so we agreed to hit the randomizer, choose the first one,
and read it to the end, regardless of the category and how grossed
out we were.”

 


“Okay,” Jeneca encouraged. She was curious
which topic popped up.

 


David glanced over each shoulder and leaned
across the table before mouthing, “Exhibitionist and voyeur.”

 


“Do you think I can read that, Davey?”

 


He whispered it.

 


Jeneca knew those stories took a variety of
directions. “What was it about?”

 


“The wife gave her husband a hooker for his
birthday on the condition she got to watch.”

 


“Wow,” Jeneca said without thinking. She
wasn’t expecting it.

 


“I know, right? So we both hated the category
and almost talked ourselves into hitting the randomizer again. But
we agreed to read. We’ve been reading these stories exclusively
since then. And we’ve been talking about it.”

 


“As in, critiquing the literary devices and
symbolism?”

 


“So funny, Dude. No.”

 


“As in actually doing it?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Wow,” she repeated.

 


“Wow good or wow bad?” David stared at his
plate.

 


“Just wow.”

 


“Why?”

 


“Before I answer, have you done it in
real life?”

 


“No.”

 


“How far have you gotten?”

 


“What do you mean?”

 


“Have you posted a profile? Looked at other
profiles? Talked about particulars; where to do it, what
characteristics you’d like in a person?”

 


“How do you know so much about this?”

 


“The first year after my divorce, I surfed
online forums. A lot of people suggested it to save a
marriage.”

 


“Did you think it could’ve saved your
marriage?” David looked at her.

 


“No, I didn’t. Are you trying to save your
marriage, David?”

 


“No. It’s just to spice things up a bit. You
know.”

 


“Do you want to do this?”

 


“Kinda, yeah.”

 


“The other person would be fucked by which
one of you?”

 


“Me.” Jeneca nodded. “At first.”

 


“Betsy wants to watch you fuck another
girl?”

 


“She says she does.”

 


“And you wanna watch her fuck another guy? Or
girl?”

 


“No, no gay stuff. But yeah, kinda.”

 


“In the same room?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“So how far have you gotten?”

 


“Just talking.”

 


Jeneca nodded. She ate and drank because she
didn’t know what to say.

 


David waited.

 


Several minutes passed before she spoke. When
she looked at him, he put his fork down and folded his arms.

 


“That’s a really big line to cross, David. In
the forums I read, there were far more people talking about the
devastation it brought to their marriage. Some of them were like
you, just wanting to add some spice. Most of the stories were vain
attempts to save an already failing marriage.

 


“The problem for most was jealousy. I mean,
think about it, David. Like, really think about it. On some
level, sure, it’d be super exciting to have permission to fuck
another woman. You’ve been monogamous for, what, coming up twenty
years? Plus you knew her three before that? I get wanting someone
else.”

 


“It’s not just that--” he tried to
defend.

 


“No, hang on. From a sexual standpoint, the
idea of being in that situation, whether to watch or to fuck, is
exciting. I do get that. But have you considered what happens next?
Or even during? What’s going to happen if the guy happens to be
better than you in some regard? A bigger dick, a better physique, a
better technique, a better anything.

 


“What if Betsy thinks about him while she’s
fucking you? What if Betsy wants to fuck him again but you don’t
want her to?

 


“But more than that, are you seriously gonna
be able to watch your wife perform the most intimate act with
someone else? Picture yourself in a hotel room, sitting on a chair.
Betsy starts to touch Mr. I-Have-Something-Better-Than-You. They
start to kiss. Kiss, David. The most intimate part!

 


“Their hands start exploring. Clothes come
off. And you’re just sitting there. Watching. I know you,
David. You’re gonna feel like someone punched you.

 


“On the flipside, picture that same room and
you on the bed with Hot Chick Who’s Not Betsy. Betsy’s on the
chair, directly across from you.

 


“You’re not gonna be able to kiss the other
woman without peeking at Betsy. And once you peek, I don’t think
you’ll be able to continue. I don’t think Betsy will, either, for
that matter. What you’re talking about can’t be undone, David.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Yeah? I spoke a dissertation and you’re
gonna gimme ‘yeah’?”

 


David looked at her.

 


“Look, I don’t mean to quash everything. Good
lord, I’m in no position to judge you, David. And I’ll support
anything you do. I just think you guys haven’t really thought this
through.”

 


“No, yeah. I hear you.”

 


Jeneca looked at him. She knew he was
pondering, and she decided to overload him. “Do you

remember how we used to talk during my
divorce?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Do you remember what you told me,
repeatedly, during those talks?”

 


“Yeah, I do,” he said quietly and looked
away.

 


“Let me hear you say it, David.”

 


“I told you I didn’t understand how Evan
could do what he did.”

 


“And?”

 


“And that if it were me, I’d never go outside
of my marriage, because I could never do that to Betsy.”

 


“And?”

 


He looked at her. “And that if I ever had any
thoughts about it, I’d remember the pain I saw in your eyes, and
know I couldn’t do that to anyone.”

 


“I realize you’re not talking about
deception...”

 


“Yeah, no, I get it.”

 


He ran his fingers through his black hair
while he took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Then he shook
his head and shrugged.

 


“We haven’t talked about the implications.
We’ve just been so caught up in the build-up, y’know?” Jeneca
nodded. “I mean, we’ve had amazing sex. But we’ve sorta become
desensitized to it, y’know?”

 


Jeneca nodded again.

 


“I mean, we’re at a point where the next
natural step is to do it.”

 


“I’m sorry.”

 


“No. Don’t. Thank you, Jeneca.”

 


“What’s wrong?”

 


“What if we’ve gone too far?”

 


“Go home and talk to Betsy about the actual
event and what happens afterward. She’ll see it, too.”

 


“And then what? You can’t remove the spice
after it’s been added.”

 


“True. But you can add another one.”

 


“How?”

 


“Have the randomizer pick another genre.”

 


David smiled. “You’re a genius.”

 


“Yeah, well,” she grinned.

 


With his problem nicely solved, David shifted
the focus. “Are you aware you talked about the intimacy of
kissing?”

 


“Yes, but that was--”

 


“You kissed the dom.”

 


“That’s different, Davey.” Her eyes clouded
over. “I remove emotion from what I do. That’s what makes it so
much better. With you and Betsy--”

 


“We’re talking about you now. What’s going on
with your boy-toys?”

 


Jeneca surveyed the room, stalling. “I don’t
know. Perhaps a kind of desensitization, too,” she stared at
David.

 


“How so?”

 


“I’ve been really busy. This hospital case
has been killing me, working all kinds of hours.”

 


“Uh-huh,” he said, not buying the excuse.
“Isn’t that what casual sex does; relieves stress on your
timetable?”

 


“Yes, and I do.”

 


“Where does the desensitization come in?”

 


“Maybe that’s the wrong word.”

 


“What’s the right word?” He smiled
encouragement.

 


She shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess...
bored?”

 


“Bored?! Seriously?!” Jeneca nodded slowly,
which caused David to frown. “What exactly are you bored with?”

 


“The game.”

 


David kept his emotions in check. “The game
of baiting young fish and training them to be good sturgeons?”

 


“Good sturgeons?”

 


“I was going with the metaphor; it’s the
first fish that came to mind.” Jeneca smiled. “You know what I
mean.”

 


“I do. I think you’re right.”

 


“But you said you’ve been getting sex.”

 


“I have.”

 


“Omigod, Jeneca, you’re frustrating!”

 


“No, I’m not telling you what you’re
searching for. It’s why I’ve been avoiding you.”

 


“Aha! I knew you were avoiding
me!”

 


“I thought you knew.”

 


“I did, kinda. And I shoulda paid more
attention, but I was caught up with Betsy.”

 


Jeneca nodded. They stared at each other.

 


“So, the key phrase is ‘what I’m
searching for’, right?” Jeneca rolled her eyes but remained silent.
“Well, I was searching for sexual spice in my marriage. But
I don’t think that’s what you’re talkin’ about.”

 


Jeneca checked her phone. “Look how late it
is!”

 


“I already cleared your afternoon with Dana,
Jeneca, so don’t even try.”

 


Jeneca flagged Sally and ordered two slices
of chocolate cream pie. David knew the mixture of carbs and
chocolate meant something serious was coming.

 


“You haven’t been searching this whole
conversation for Keegan?”

 


“Who’s Keegan?” he asked in a high-pitched
voice.

 


Jeneca bit a smile and kicked him under the
table.


 


“Oh, yeah. Him. Yeah, no. Wasn’t thinking
about him at all. Was there something you wanted to tell me about
him?”

 


“You’re infuriating, y’know that, Davey?”

 


“Right back at ya, Dude.”

 


Jeneca took a sip of coffee and glanced
around the nearly-empty restaurant. Then she took a sip of water.
David waited patiently.

 


“I haven’t wanted to talk to you because
you’re gonna blow it outta proportion.” She paused. He waited some
more.

 


“I don’t have time to meet my boy-toys and
come up with new and innovative scenes all the time anymore.”

 


David nodded slowly, careful to keep the
corners of his mouth down. Jeneca looked at him, expecting a
response.

 


When none came, she continued. “I really
don’t have the time, David. I already told you about the case so
you know I’m not lying.” Again, he nodded slowly and didn’t say
anything.

 


“But you’re also right; a release is needed.
In stressful times, a quick release on one’s own time, in one’s own
way is almost necessary.”

 


David watched his sister fidget, play with
her fork and avoid his eyes. He heard what she wasn’t saying, and
wondered if she was aware of it as well. Since her language was
passive, she might only be peripherally aware of it.

 


“Do you intend on participating in this part
of the conversation, Davey?”

 


“I’m just waiting to hear the whole thing
first.”

 


Sally dropped extra-thick slices of pie in
front of them. “It just came outta the fridge, made this morning.
Just for you two! My favorite customers,” she grinned and tapped
the table.

 


“Thanks, Sally,” the two called after
her.

 


“Why do you think there’s more?” Jeneca asked
him.

 


“Are you done?”

 


“No.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Jeneca sighed. She took a bite of pie and
moaned, “Man, this is so good!” David nodded but didn’t eat.
Jeneca set her fork down.

 


“This is hard, because I know you’re gonna
misconstrue it.” She paused. David remained a statue. She sighed
again. “I told my boy-toys we’re done. I don’t play with them
anymore.”

 


David couldn’t prevent his eyes from
widening. He nodded slowly. “I see.”

 


“Do you?”

 


“You don’t play with your boy-toys
anymore.”

 


“Not all of them.”

 


“You don’t play with all of your boy-toys
anymore?”

 


“Right.”

 


“You play with some of your boy-toys.”

 


“Kinda.”

 


David looked at her and slowly smiled. “You
play with one boy-toy?”

 


“Yes.” Jeneca ate her pie.

 


“I see.”

 


She stole a glance at him. “You do?”

 


“Fully.” He began to eat his pie.

 


“Tell me what you fully understand,
Davey.”

 


“Dude. We’re both there. There’s no need to
speak it.”

 


“I wanna know what you think you know.”

 


“You sure?”

 


“Yes!”

 


He smiled. “You like Keegan. That scares you
because you don’t wanna like him. Despite your recent activities,
you’re monogamous at heart. So, you’ve been lying to yourself.

 


“You’re busy at work, so you get rid of your
boy-toys. Never mind that you’re bored with them because they’re
dumb and don’t challenge or thrill you. Keegan does. So you justify
by saying you have limited time and Keegan is your favorite.
Therefore, you don’t have to admit anything.

 


“I also suspect you haven’t told Keegan he’s
your only boy-toy now. He probably knows but hasn’t brought it up
with you. How’d I do?”

 


Jeneca’s mouth dropped. “I--”

 


“One more thing. Hearing me has now caused
you to panic.”

 


With her jaw back in position, Jeneca spat,
“See?! I knew you were gonna do this! You don’t
listen to me, Davey! I carefully detailed my entire life and
reason and rationale, and you completely disregarded everything I
said!”

 


She shoveled a too-large bite of pie into her
mouth, leaving chocolate skid marks.

 


With a crooked grin, David watched her eat.
“You--”

 


“Stop telling me how I feel and what
I’m doing, and what I will be thinking and doing, Davey!”

 


“I wasn’t, I was about to--”

 


“Good lord, Davey! Seriously, stop!”

 


“If you can keep your lips together for more
than two seconds, I could tell you that you have pie all over your
mouth. Good thing you ordered dessert or I would’ve said you had
egg on your face,” David said wryly.

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes and wiped a napkin
over her mouth. She couldn’t wipe off David’s smile, though.

 


“Can I ask questions?”

 


“My telling you no isn’t going to stop you,
Davey.”


 


“No, it won’t. How long have you been seeing
Keegan exclusively?” She glared at him. “I’ll rephrase, Counselor.
When did you stop seeing your boy-toys?”

 


“About a month ago.”

 


“Do they know you’re not seeing them
anymore?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“How do they know?”

 


“I sent them a good-bye email.”

 


David raised his eyebrows but said nothing.
The situation with Keegan became a lot more serious.

 


“Have you increased how often you see
Keegan?”

 


“I suppose you’d say that I have.”

 


“Okay, I’ll take that as a yes, then, since
we’ve both apparently come to that conclusion. Do you still dress
as a domme?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Do you still give him orders?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Is he still working on being a sub?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Has he gotten better?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Has his dom side completely vanished?”

 


“No.”

 


“Has he dominated you?”

 


“No.”

 


“Do you want him to?”

 


“Yes.”

 


David grinned wickedly. He’d employed a trick
Jeneca had taught him about effective cross- examination: Rapidly
fire easy questions so the witness answers without thinking.

 


Jeneca fell for it because she was grateful
for the easy questions. She’d answered without thinking. “I mean,
no. Fuck you, Davey.”

 


“You mean you want him to fuck you,
Dude.”

 


“He does every time I tell him to,” she said,
trying to regain control.

 


“Okay.” He let it go. “Have you asked him to
the ball, Cinderella?”

 


“Fuck you, Davey.”

 


“Not yet, then?”

 


Jeneca put a forkful in her mouth with
flourish, pulled it out with equal dramatics, and chewed,
indicating she wasn’t going to dignify his question with an
answer.

 


“But you will soon, though, because it’s
coming up, right?”

 


Again, no answer.

 


“Can you explain why you’ve chosen Keegan
over your other subs?”

 


Jeneca pondered his possible rationale. “He’s
more intelligent, he provides a challenge, it’s a different
experience.”

 


David nodded, hearing what he needed. “How
many times a week do you play with him?” Jeneca stared. “At least
once a week, right?” Jeneca nodded. “Twice?” Jeneca nodded. “Ever
more than twice a week?” Jeneca stared. “Ever more than four times
a week?”

 


“No!” she emphatically hissed.

 


“But up to four times a week.”

 


Why did it sound like a lot when David said
it?

 


“All done here, kids?” Sally asked. When they
nodded, she removed their dishes.

 


“You said he’s a businessman.”

 


“He represents himself to be one.”

 


“He never has to work late?”

 


“What do you mean?”

 


“I mean, if you see him more, and dictate the
times, has he been able to jump whenever you say jump?”

 


“Not all the time.”

 


“He’s had to refuse you?”

 


“Not refuse, per se.”

 


“Then what, per se?”

 


“The times will have to be adjusted
sometimes.”

 


“The times will. But not you. You’re not
adjustable, right? Never mind, I withdraw the question.” He took a
sip of water. “Do you think he has time to dominate his own
subs?”

 


“It doesn’t matter to me what he does on his
own time.”

 


That answer came too quickly. He didn’t
press.

 


“I really do have to get back to work,
Davey.”

 


She wanted to retreat. He was getting close
to something.

 


“I told you that I cleared your schedule.” He
decided to toss questions in hopes of discovering something.
“When’s the last time you saw him?”

 


“Last night.”

 


“Are you going to see him tonight?”

 


“No.”

 


“Are you still meeting him at the
Radisson?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Is he still leaving you flowers outside the
door?”

 


“Yes.”

 


She was fidgeting. When had the fidgeting
started? A few questions back. What had he asked?

 


“When are you going to see him again?”

 


“Whenever I feel like it.”

 


“What was the agenda for last night’s
encounter?”

 


“What do you mean?”

 


Fidgeting, eye darting and answer avoidance.
He was close!

 


“I mean, what did you do with him
sexually?”

 


“Davey, I don’t tell you that anymore.”

 


“The general overview?”

 


“You’ll have to be more specific,” she said
directly.

 


He was getting colder. “How long did it
last?”

 


“How long did what last?” Her fingers
twitched.

 


“The entire encounter.”

 


“Four hours.”

 


David raised his eyebrows. So they were
spending more time together, too. Jeneca looked around the
restaurant. Whatever she was hiding had to do with time. “Have you
ever spent the night with him?”

 


“You mean overnight?” She looked at him.

 


“Yes.”

 


“No.”

 


If he asked her directly, she’d walk out. If
he asked the right question, she’d answer. David felt like a mouse
in a maze seeking cheese. Good thing he liked puzzles.

 


“What’s the longest time you’ve spent with
him during an encounter?”

 


She kept her eyes on him and her hands
steady. “I don’t know. I don’t think more than five hours, if
that.”

 


“Has he ever been called away while he was
with you?”

 


“No.”

 


Her stare was icy, and it said, “You won’t
get it out of me.”

 


“Has he ever left before you?”

 


“No.”

 


“Has he ever followed you?”

 


“No.”

 


“Do you always meet at night?”

 


Her eyes darted and her fingers shook. She
took a sip of water and fished for cash to pay the bill. That was
it! She’d met with him outside of her protocols!

 


Jeneca put five tens on the table, tipping
Sally more because of the extra time they’d spent in her booth.

 


“Do you always meet at night, Jeneca?” David
asked again, quietly.

 


“Yes.” She stared at him.

 


What the fuck?! “What time do you normally
meet?”

 


“Seven or later.” She played with the
money.

 


“What time did you meet last night,
Jeneca?”

 


She held up her middle finger.

 


“One? You met him at one o’clock in the
morning?!” David feigned shock then grinned.

 


Jeneca half-smiled. “I met him at six, okay?
Can I get off the stand now, Counselor?!”

 


She sounded like he’d pulled it out of her,
but she never used the finger. She called him Davey. She told him
to fuck off. But never the finger.

 


“Why’d you meet so early?”

 


“Because that’s when he could meet.”

 


“So he dictated the time.”

 


“I already told you, there are days when the
time needs to be adjusted.”

 


“Uh-huh, I heard that. And four hours makes
ten: Is that when you left?”

 


“Thereabouts, yeah.”

 


“What’d you do for dinner?”

 


She shot him a glare and stood up. “I really
do have to get back to work,” she grabbed her purse.

 


“Sit down.”

 


She sat slowly, and felt like she was in the
principal’s office.

 


“Answer the question.”

 


She looked at him then sipped water.

 


“You had dinner with him, didn’t you?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“You went out to dinner with Keegan last
night! Holy fuck!”

 


“No, I didn’t.”

 


David sighed. “You’ve turned my brain to
mush, Jeneca. You’re gonna have to help me with this one.”

 


“I walked into the hotel room and found him
at the table, which had room service for two. Okay? Done?”

 


Keegan had changed the time and ordered
dinner without asking her. Which meant he wanted to have dinner
with her. Which meant he wanted to spend time with her outside of a
bed. Which meant he’d become comfortable going outside of her
rules. Which meant he knew she liked him. Which meant he liked her,
too!

 


“Good lord, Davey! Wipe that fucking smile
off your face!”

 


“If you would’ve told me this a half-hour
ago, I wouldn’t’ve had to Poirot it out of you!”

 


Sally approached the table. “I’m sorry to do
this, but my shift is over, if I could cash you out--”

 


Jeneca handed over the check and cash. “Keep
the change, Sally.”

 


“Thank you,” she tapped the table and left.
She walked away, spreading the bills, and then came back. “Hey,
this is way too much.”

 


“No, we took up your table for too long.”

 


“You didn’t have to; you’re still my favorite
customers. But thanks,” she said warmly.

 


David turned to his sister. “Before we go,
get it out.”

 


“What?”

 


“I know you have some kinda
justification.”

 


“Will it matter?”

 


“It might. I’m interested, anyway.”

 


“Nothing I’ve said is as big a deal as you’ve
made it, Davey. I have been really busy. Working with the
Mafia isn’t exactly calming. When I have time to play, I want it to
be on my terms, and pleasant. Being with Keegan is pleasant. But
it’s only pleasant in a boy-toy setting.

 


“Yes, he sometimes has to change the times,
but that’s understandable with his work. And last night was just
dinner because of the time of day. Plus, I hadn’t eaten lunch.
That’s all. Nothing more. You can wipe off your shit-eating grin,
Davey, because the woodland creatures aren’t singing. Okay?”

 


“What’d you eat?”

 


“He ordered what we had when we first met.
Because it’s not personal. He doesn’t know anything about
me, except what I ordered then.”

 


“Okay.”

 


They walked out together. He gave her a hug.
“I don’t like it when you shut me out.”

 


“I’m sorry. Don’t forget to talk to
Betsy.”

 


“I won’t. Thanks.” She started to walk away.
“Hey! When’s that charity event?”

 


“Soon.”

 


“You better ask him soon, then!” He sprinted
to his car before she could mutter justifications to the
contrary.

 



Thing is, she was running out of them.




Chapter 32




 


The following night, Jeneca took the ice
bucket and flower into the hotel room. Keegan was on the edge of
the bed with the comforter pulled back and boxers on. They smiled
at each other.

 


She tossed the flower on the desk and handed
him the bucket. “Get me crushed ice, Keegan, and a hot coffee.”

 


“So this is why you wanted me in my boxers
tonight, eh?”

 


“The proper response is, ‘Yes,
Mistress.’”

 


Keegan pretended to glare at her before he
rose and took the bucket. He brushed his body against hers as he
whispered, “Yes, Mistress,” and left the room.

 


Jeneca flipped the lock so Keegan could
re-enter.

 


“Your ice and coffee, milady,” he bowed and
presented the items.

 


“Off with your clothes, serf,” she
answered.

 


Keegan removed his boxers and resumed his
position at the end of the bed. He watched as she arranged her
things and removed her raincoat.

 


“Omigod,” he panted as she revealed her latex
bodysuit, with cut-out breasts and crotch, black leather heels, and
a mask. “Stunning.”

 


She smiled, walked to him, took his head in
her latex-laden hands and tilted it back. She kissed him, and he
returned the passion. He wrapped his arms around her waist and
pulled her close. When she slapped at his arms, he pulled her
tighter. So, she pushed his head back and slapped his face.

 


“Bad boy!”

 


He looked up with a mischievous grin and
waited for her next move. She smacked him again. “Wipe that dumbass
grin off your face!”

 


Keegan gave her a pouty look, and she
squeezed his cheeks together. “We’ll see if your expression changes
in a bit.”

 


Jeneca pulled the comforter off and pushed
him onto the bed. When she snaked up his body to fluff the pillows,
he clasped his arms around her, pulled her down, and sucked her
tits. She swatted his face and unlatched his arms.

 


“Sit up.”

 


Keegan playfully bit her nipples and flicked
them with his tongue before moving into the requested position.

 


“Hold the coffee but don’t drink any.” Keegan
reached for the cup and held it.

 


Nestled between his legs, Jeneca slowly
stroked him with her latex-covered hands. “Tonight is about tactile
pleasures.”

 


“Mmm,” he moaned. He hoped she wasn’t
planning to submerge his cock in ice and coffee.

 


“You’re not allowed to come until I see
fit.”

 


He smiled, and she licked his cock. When it
was coated in both saliva and precum, she slowly sucked in his tip
and swirled her tongue. Then, she gradually descended his
shaft.

 


“Mmm, I definitely like this tactile
pleasure.”

 


She continued the deliberate bobbing until he
began to rock his hips. Then, she turned her attention to his
balls, licking and sucking them individually.

 


Exploring his body for several months had
made her an expert on producing exquisite bliss. When she felt his
hips rocking again, she sat back on her knees and gave him a wicked
smile.

 


“Are you ready, Keegan?”

 


He glanced at her hand rooting in the bucket.
“Yes, Mistress, though I must question whether you’re aware of what
cold temperatures do to an otherwise attentive male member?”

 


“I am. And soon, so will you,” she
grinned.

 


She placed some chipped ice onto her tongue
and then placed her hand back in the bucket. Her other gloved hand
tugged his base softly. He watched her intently.

 


She slid his cock into her mouth, against the
ice chips. Keegan felt the contrast of her hot mouth against the
freezing chips. When she started to bob, she pressed her tongue
against his shaft so he could feel the harshness of the ice.

 


The combination of temperature, texture and
view was dizzying. “Fuck! That’s amazing!” She grinned while
keeping his cock in her mouth.

 


After Keegan became used to the cold, Jeneca
took her hand from the bucket and cupped his balls. The added cold
plus the feel of the latex made his butt cheeks clench and rise
from the mattress.

 


Jeneca deftly kept him in her mouth and
continued her ice massage.

 


When their combined heat melted the ice, she
sat up and outstretched her hand, eyeing the cup. Keegan handed the
coffee to her.

 


She took a sip and held it in her mouth,
returning the cup to Keegan’s hand. Then she slipped his cock into
her mouth. The sharp contrast of his nearly-frozen rod in the heat
of the coffee made him tremble.

 


Jeneca bobbed, coating his cock in a doubly
warm embrace. When she kneaded his balls and slid a finger between
them, his hips thrust ever-so slightly.

 


She repeated the coffee sequence before
returning to the ice chips. His hot dick felt the cold more sharply
the second time as his cock skidded across the chips. “Oh. My.
God.”

 


She continued her ministrations until the
chips melted. Then she repeated the coffee sequence. When she felt
his hips start to pick up pace, she swallowed the coffee and sat on
her knees.

 


“So you like that?”

 


“Mmm hmm,” was all he could get out.

 


She picked up a previously-positioned strand
of beads. “Ever felt one of these against your pole, Keegan?” She
grabbed his cock when she said “pole.”

 


“I’ve never had any of these, Mistress.”

 


“How?!” Jeneca was shocked as she considered
the evening’s play to be fairly vanilla.

 


“I don’t know how to answer that,
Mistress.”

 


“Well, your answer will be different
tomorrow.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


With the beads against her palm, Jeneca
lightly gripped Keegan’s base. Pressing them against his shaft, she
slid her hand up, letting the beads bump against his ridge, before
sliding back down. She repeated the agonizingly slow movement for
several minutes, watching Keegan’s face.

 


He tried to watch but as the sensory overload
hit him, he threw his head against the pillows and closed his
eyes.

 


Jeneca picked up the pace, and Keegan moaned.
She continued the new pace for several minutes. When she slowed and
bumped the beads on his cockhead, his eyes flew open, and his hips
flew off the bed. Jeneca maintained the grip on the beads and kept
them on his tip. His cock desperately searched for something to
stab.

 


She yanked the beads off.

 


“Wh--” Keegan stuttered.

 


“You don’t get to come when you want.” Keegan
nodded. “Besides, you have a choice.”

 


“Oh?” She’d never given him a choice
before.

 


“Out of the different tactile elements you’ve
experienced tonight, which one would you like to come to?”

 



“Are those my only choices?”

 


Jeneca swatted his cock.

 


“Ow! Um, I think I’ll go with the ice chips.
Mistress.”

 


“Place the coffee on the nightstand. You’re
free to come as you like.” Jeneca placed ice into her mouth before
she descended Keegan’s pole. The haste and temperature made him
grunt.

 


Having edged for nearly an hour, his balls
were aching to empty. He interpreted “as you like” to mean he was
free to use his hands. So, he grabbed the back of Jeneca’s head and
thrust. The ice melted quickly.

 


Jeneca swallowed then straddled Keegan’s
stomach, choosing the position as a power play. She’d worn the mask
to hide her embarrassment.

 


Watching him, she patiently waited for his
breathing to return to normal.

 


She’d never allowed him to come so early. He
wondered whether she would have an encounter with Jake later, but
she was on top of him, so she wasn’t leaving yet.

 


He opened his eyes and looked at her.

 


She stared at his chest while she spoke.

 


“Keegan, I--I have a question to ask you, and
even though we play power games, you’re under no obligation to
answer any way but honestly. Okay?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“No. No Mistress for this.”


 


Why wasn’t she looking at him? Keegan’s heart
sank. He frowned and tried to gain control of his oxygen
intake.

 


“I’ll give you an honest answer.”

 


Jeneca took a deep breath and let it out
slowly. It was much harder than she’d rehearsed.

 


She took another breath.

 


“I know we don’t do anything personal. And I
respect that we don’t. I find myself in a position where I need
someone to--and I’m only asking--it’s just a one-time--there’s no
pressure to continue-- you can say no.”

 


It pained Keegan to see her distressed. He
knew she needed to get through it on her own, so he kept still.
After a few more botched attempts, however, he put her out of her
misery.

 


“Whatever it is you need me to do, I’m most
happy to be of service to you.”

 


Jeneca looked at him for the first time since
the beginning of her rambling. She was grateful for the mask, not
realizing he could read her eyes. “B-but you don’t even know what
it is yet.”

 


“I don’t have to. It’s enough that you’ve
asked.”

 


“This is not a D/s thing. You aren’t
required to say yes, Keegan.”

 


He was cognizant that, despite her words, she
was straddling him in a latex domme outfit. He was also aware that
it was the only way she could ask him.

 


“I understand. The answer is solely my own.
Can I know what I’ve just agreed to?” he asked with a smile that
caressed her heart.

 


She grinned and, nerves abated, she explained
her involvement with the clinic and its annual charity ball.

 


“Ah, apologies. I wasn’t aware of the
particulars before my acceptance. I have a strict policy against
attending balls without knowing my date’s name. Call it a Prince
Charming Complex,” his eyes twinkled, but Jeneca didn’t catch
it.

 


She only heard the apology.

 


Jeneca’s heart fell. She mentally berated
herself, David, Dana, and Evan for putting her in the predicament.
She fought to maintain solemnity.

 


Good lord, had he said something about Prince
Charming?!

 


He was smiling when she looked at him. She
smacked his face. “You already know my name. I told you the first
time we had dinner,” she hoped her expression hadn’t given anything
away.

 


Keegan watched many emotions cross her eyes
but didn’t acknowledge them.

 


“I know it starts with Jen. But, dare I say,
there were a lot of things I was concentrating on at that time, and
I deeply apologize, but I don’t remember it. I know it’s unique and
beautiful, just like you.”

 


She tensed, as if he’d taken a knife to her
instead of a compliment.

 


“I apologize. Will you please tell me your
name again? I mean, if we’re going to a ball, it’s only natural I
know your name. I’ll hear it in the course of the evening.”

 


He made sense, and he had expertly steered
them out of the awkward compliment.

 


“My name is Jeneca Avery.”

 


Keegan stuck out his palm, and they shook
hands. “I’m Keegan Randolph. It’s very nice to meet you, Jeneca
Avery. It’s a name I won’t forget again.”

 


She perfunctorily smiled.

 


“I also think it’s a good idea to know a
little bit more about each other, strictly to assist us in public.
I’m not originally from here. In fact, I recently moved from
Sh--”

 


“NO!” Jeneca stopped him. “There won’t
be a quiz at the gala. We won’t have to face immigration to prove
we know each other. This one-time event won’t interfere with our
non- personal arrangement whatsoever.”

 


She was so afraid.

 


He had been afraid, too, but with all the
time they’d spent together, she’d wheedled into his heart. He
thought he’d done the same to hers, the mysterious Jake
notwithstanding.


 


Wait, why wasn’t she going with Jake? Did
they have a falling out? Is that why she’d been seeing so much of
him lately?

 


He could think later. He had to deal with
Jeneca.

 


“I’ve been in social settings before where
things came up, but I trust your expertise with this event. And I
agree that we can remain professionally appropriate without getting
personal.”

 


“Thank you,” she breathed.


 


“Shall I pick you up or send a cab?”

 


“I’ll meet you there.”

 


“Mmm.”

 


“What?”

 


“I think it’d look odd if we arrived
separately.”

 


She hadn’t gotten this far in her planning,
and she panicked, feeling an immense lack of control over the
situation.

 


She hadn’t intended on giving her full name
but, as he pointed out, he’d hear it at the event. There were too
many things that could go wrong, and she was having a hard time
holding it together.

 


“Okay, we’ll meet here and go together,” she
countered, and Keegan nodded. “I’ll email you the specifics.”

 


“Okay.”

 


He knew he was losing her when she looked at
the time and fidgeted with her hands. In an attempt to calm her,
Keegan instinctively touched the back of his fingers to her
cheek.

 


Not the right calming choice.

 


Jeneca flew off the bed and started to pack
her things. “We still have plenty of time,” Keegan offered.

 


“I determine the time, Keegan.”

 


“Yes, Mistress,” he said to placate her. But
she wouldn’t be placated.

 


“I’ll send you the details. And thank you.”
She started to leave, then stopped. “Don’t contact me, Keegan,” she
said with trembled authority.

 


Keegan sank into the mattress and tried to
figure out what had just happened. She’d given him the best blow
job of his entire life; with her holding the number two and three
spots as well. It had been her intent to pleasure him before asking
the question.

 


Why wasn’t she going with Jake? The question
haunted him.

 


She’d asked him to a public and personal
event. She provided her name but didn’t want anything personal. In
fact, she’d stopped him from telling her anything.

 


Despite that, they’d gotten very personal
over the past couple of months. Swapping roleplay for witty banter,
he’d learned her stance on politics, business and everyday current
events.

 


Why wasn’t she going with Jake? He’d long
since thought they weren’t serious.

 


Every time he’d found a key to unlock one of
her barriers, she left. He was the one who had a need for
barriers. Jeneca was the first woman for whom he’d even considered
dropping them, but he knew he couldn’t tell her. He knew she was
struggling with something. Was Jake that something?

 


Why wasn’t she going with Jake?

 


A public event. A professional event. If she
were married and she showed up with him, people would talk. No,
he’d already checked her fingers, and she wasn’t married.

 


Was she divorced or going through one? Was
Jake an ex-boyfriend or a current one? Wouldn’t people expect her
to show up with Jake?

 


If she wasn’t going with Jake, why didn’t she
go alone?

 


Why ask him? Would Jake be there with someone
else? Did she want to make Jake jealous? Jeneca didn’t seem like
that type.

 


Jeneca.

 



That was her name. Beautiful. He wanted to
take away her pain but she wouldn’t let him. He knew he had to be
patient with her. They were making progress.

 


A professional event in public. Keegan
smiled.

 


As sad as he was to have the evening end
abruptly, Keegan was glad for the extra time to work.

 


* * * *

 


“Get your leash, Jake,” Jeneca said upon
arriving home. She tried to block Keegan from her thoughts by
bringing her iPod; however, her thoughts drowned out its loudest
volume.

 


How could she have been such an idiot?! She
turned off the iPod and forced herself to count the sounds she
could hear.

 


Jake’s panting. His nails ticking against the
concrete. Her own breathing. Crickets. A low rumbling, faraway
thunder. Frogs.

 


Soon, she was lost in her steps and
breathing. Before she knew it, she hit the ten-mile marker. She
wasn’t ready to return home, but she needed to prepare for
Arianna’s deposition.

 


She kept herself up as late as possible in
the hopes of being able to go straight to sleep.

 


In her dreams, through a haze, Keegan
appeared in a suit. She spun in a circle, and every time she
stopped, she faced him. He stuck out his hand and said, “Hi, I’m
Keegan Randolph. It’s nice to meet you. I’m from Shreveport.”

 


Each time she spun, he provided a different
city. “I’m from Sherman Oaks.” “I’m from Shiveley.” “I’m from
Shaker Heights.” “I’m from Sheridan.” “I’m from Shelby.”

 


Then, she stopped spinning, Keegan faded and
phrases whirled like banners around her, in the middle of a foggy
nowhere.

 


“Up to and including.” “You’re beautiful.”
“Great bodily harm.” “Aforementioned.” “Perhaps your inner sub
heard it as an order and wished to comply.”

 


“A Prince Charming Complex.” “A standing
caveat.” “Yes, Mistress.” “Your adoring Admirer.”




Chapter 33




 


Arianna’s deposition went smoothly, and
Jeneca was too busy to think about Keegan. But she took time to
call David and explain her flubbed asking and Keegan’s gracious
acceptance to the ball. David was very supportive and happy.

 


When they hung up, he hatched a plan.

 


The next time Dana warned about “Cooper
thing”, Jeneca told her, “It’s taken care of.”

 


Jeneca said her date was a business
associate. Dana was shocked because she knew most, if not all, of
Jeneca’s colleagues; and because Jeneca had acted strangely when
she mentioned it.

 


Dana didn’t question it nor did she bring up
the event again.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca sent Keegan the details for the ball,
including a meeting time which would make them fashionably
late.

 


She wore an emerald satin gown with spaghetti
straps. It had a modest scoop-neck, a form-fitting bodice, and a
plunging back. The skirt flared and reached her ankles. She wore
matching emerald satin, four-inch pumps.

 


Complementing the dress was a silver choker
with a diamond-studded heart in the center, with matching two-inch
earrings and bracelet. She didn’t carry a purse. Her hair was in an
updo, braided over the top, and swooped low on the base of her
neck, with two curled tendrils cascading her face. With her hair
off her face and the green of her dress, the speckle in her eye
shone proudly.

 


Keegan was in a tailored black suit with a
white button-down, purple tie and patent leather wingtips. He was
distinguished and handsome.

 


Because he joined her cab, Keegan didn’t
receive the full impact of her attire until they arrived at the
ball.

 


He opened her door, slipped his arm around
her waist and whispered, “You look stunning, Jeneca. It’s going to
be difficult to behave myself in there.”

 


She put her arm around his waist and told
him, “Thank you. You look mighty dapper yourself.”

 


Jeneca was accosted upon arrival, and Keegan
was caught in a flurry of introductions and accolades.


 


As the introductions progressed, Keegan’s
comments shifted from polite to insidious, though only Jeneca knew
to what he referred.

 


Christy Cooper was one of the last greeters.
She’d seen them from across the room and couldn’t wait to be
introduced.

 


“Jeneca, you look simply gorgeous,” she said
while she hugged Jeneca and looked at Keegan. “And who’s this?”

 


“Christy, this is Keegan Randolph. Keegan,
this is Christy Cooper. She’s the president of the clinic and the
one responsible for the evening.”

 


Keegan held out his hand, and said, “Pleased
to meet you.”

 


“Charmed. Keegan is it?” Christy lightly
squeezed his hand.

 


“It is.”

 


“Well, Keegan, I don’t have to tell you that
Jeneca’s the one truly responsible for putting together the
evening’s events. She coordinated all of the attendees, as she sits
on our board, you know.”

 


“I do know that. And I know she’s extremely
talented at coordinating the most intricate of events.” He squeezed
her hip.

 


“Christy, I promised this man a drink five
minutes ago. Would you like to join us at the bar?” Jeneca offered,
noting Christy had a glass of champagne in her hand.

 


“You two go ahead; I’ll see you at the
table.”

 


Jeneca walked arm-in-arm with Keegan. “You
know I’m on the board, do you?”

 


“Could I tell her I didn’t?” Jeneca scoffed.
“Do we not like her?”

 


“We do. She’s very dedicated to the clinic,
and I love her for that. But she can be a little over the top at
times.”

 


“So I noticed.”

 


When they reached the bar, Keegan requested
two champagnes and handed one to Jeneca.

 


“Dude!”

 


“Good lord!” she said under her
breath.

 


“Fancy meeting you here!”

 


“Davey, this is quite the
surprise!” Trying her best to hide her shock, she turned to Keegan,
“This is my brother.”

 


Keegan held out his hand. “Davey, is it?”

 


“David, please.”

 


“Davey, this is Keegan Randolph.”

 


“I’ve heard a lot about you, Keegan. Nice to
meet you in the flesh,” he smiled.

 


“Likewise,” Keegan said pleasantly. It was
clear David had consumed a few drinks.

 


“This is his wife, Betsy. Betsy, good to see
you again.” The women pushed their cheeks together and kissed the
air.

 


As Keegan and Betsy exchanged greetings,
Jeneca hissed, “What the fuck are you doing here,
David?!”

 


He grinned at her. “I had to meet him.” She
punched his arm. “Ow. I’m also here to support a great
charity.”

 


Betsy asked, “Jeneca, could you please help
me in the bathroom?” Jeneca knew it was a ploy that she couldn’t
escape. She excused herself. Both Keegan and David were eager to
chat.

 


“So, you’ve heard a lot about me?”

 


“Nah, I’m supposed to say that to all
Jeneca’s dates.”

 


David air-quoted “dates” while looking
pointedly at Keegan, leaving Keegan to wonder how much David
knew.

 


“Gotcha. She’s quite the woman, your
sister.”

 


“That, she is. And if you cause her any harm,
I’ll have to hunt you down and kill you dead.” As Keegan was four
inches taller, David stood on his tiptoes to come eye-to-eye with
him.

 


David waited a beat before he added,
“Kidding, man,” and tapped his fist into Keegan’s arm. He connected
with a solid block.

 


“I wasn’t too sure there. Regardless of the
joke, I have no intention of hurting your sister.”

 


“What is your intention with my
sister, Keegan?” He smiled.

 


“She’s quite the woman, David,” he said
again. “But it would be unfair and impolite to divulge that
information when I’ve not shared it with Jeneca,” he smiled
back.

 


“Well, if it’s a matter of not knowing how to
say it, let me help. I know her very well and can predict what
she’ll say.”

 


Keegan was tempted to ask about Jake but
thought better of it. He leaned closer and lowered his voice, “If
you can predict her, then you know as well as I do that she’d have
my balls in a sling if I did anything of the sort with you.”

 


David laughed out loud and instantly liked
Keegan, who was sincere, witty and suave. Given their banter, David
was convinced that his previous perceptions were correct: Keegan
did like-like Jeneca.

 


“I absolutely do know you speak the
truth, Keegan. Absolutely.”

 


The ladies returned, and Jeneca flashed David
a nasty look, which he pretended not to see. “I think they’re
getting ready to serve dinner,” Jeneca told them. “We’ll catch up
with you later.” She took Keegan away.

 



Watching them leave, David turned to Betsy.
“I like him, and I think they like each other. But she needs to
lose her inhibitions. He’s way too polite to force her to do
anything. And she’s too fucking stubborn to do it on her own. So,
bartender...”

 


David told the bartender to make sure Jeneca
always had a full glass. He slid a hundred-dollar bill, thinking
he’d need the bribe given his sister’s connection to the
charity.

 


The bartender thanked him, and had a waiter
carry two more drinks to Jeneca and Keegan.

 


“She’s going to kill you, y’know,” Betsy told
David.

 


“She’s never gonna know.”

 


* * * *

 


David wasn’t seated at Jeneca’s table.
Christy Cooper was, though, and she finagled the seat to Keegan’s
right, and she took every opportunity to touch him.

 


She placed her hand on his arm with the
comment, “Oh, Keegan, you’re so very funny!”

 


Keegan was the quintessential gentleman by
never acknowledging her flirtations and always including Jeneca in
the joke. He’d intended to be lavish with his attentions toward
Jeneca; Christy gave him a legitimate reason to do so.

 


She leaned across Keegan to talk to Jeneca.
“Have you seen your brother, Jeneca?”

 



“I did, yes.”

 


“He told me he wanted to surprise you. That’s
why you didn’t see him on the seating list. You would’ve known if
he was at our table... I hope that was okay?”

 


“Yes, absolutely.”

 


“Were you surprised?” she gushed.

 


“Yes, I was surprised when I saw him at the
bar.”

 


“Good. I’m always afraid I’ll let something
slip,” she said to Jeneca but looked at Keegan.

 


Keegan politely acknowledged Christy but
turned to Jeneca. “So that’s why you said, ‘Good lord’ when you saw
David?”

 


Good lord; he’d noticed.

 


“Yep,” she tried to appear nonchalant but
Keegan wasn’t fooled.

 


Jeneca had told her brother about him, and
her brother had wanted to check him out. Did she also tell him how
they knew each other? He wasn’t sure. Regardless, it was evident
that she thought about him more than just a casual sub
relationship.

 


Phillip Newman was also seated at Jeneca’s
table, across from them.

 


“Keegan, this is a very good colleague of
mine, Phillip Newman. Phil, this is my friend Keegan.”

 


Upon being introduced, Keegan, mid-drink,
choked. Jeneca wasn’t sure whether it was a genuine choke or the
result of something inappropriate from Christy. The men rose and
shook hands, exchanging pleasantries.

 


Keegan coughed again as he sat, and Jeneca
rescued him from Christy. “Phil and I traded charities this year.
He hit me up for his pet project, and I forced him to attend
tonight.”

 


Keegan looked at Phil. “She’s hard to
refuse.”

 


“That, she is.”

 


Phil was happy to see Jeneca dating. They’d
been so focused on the Baldoni case that they hadn’t discussed
their personal lives. He surreptitiously watched them throughout
dinner and concluded that they made a cute couple.

 


In order to fulfill David’s directive without
raising suspicion, the bartender ensured Jeneca’s entire table
never went without a drink.

 


Accustomed to walking a sober line at
pretentious gatherings and because he felt protective of Jeneca,
Keegan curbed his alcohol consumption. Jeneca, on the other hand,
loosened up as the evening progressed, and he enjoyed seeing her in
her element.

 


Keegan was an excellent dancer, and Jeneca
felt tingly in his arms. She knew she couldn’t get away with
groping him, so she whispered, “You’ve been a very good boy
tonight, Keegan, and I can’t wait to fuck you later.”

 


He laughed, displaying appropriateness to
observers. Then whispered, “Tell me what you want to do to me.”

 


“I want to take your clothes off slowly and
kiss your skin that I expose along the way.”

 


Keegan’s cock responded. He skillfully led
them to a place where he could press his reaction against her
thigh.

 


“Go on.”

 


“Then I want to slide my skin over yours
before I slide between your legs and lick your balls.” She shifted
slightly to press her thigh against his balls.

 


“You’re a dirty girl, Jeneca Avery.”

 


She giggled at him. Seeing her smile so
freely, holding her so closely, and being in public together
shattered his remaining barriers.

 


“We’ve been away from the table for too long,
I’m sorry to say,” she told him.

 


They returned to their table, where fresh
drinks awaited them. Jeneca knew she was drinking too much. There
was a twinge of responsibility, which faded with the feeling of his
hand at her waist.

 


Keegan was beautiful, and he’d quashed
Christy’s advances with finesse, making her feel like Cinderella.
She stopped thinking and focused on having a great time.

 


Dessert was served and the ceremony
commenced. Jeneca was presented with a special award for her pro
bono work. She managed to give a well-articulated acceptance speech
in her inebriated state. She was funny and self-deprecating,
generous to Christy, and elucidated the accolades of the
clinic.

 


Keegan’s heart swelled as he clapped with the
crowd.

 


David approached their table after the
presentation and asked Keegan for permission to dance with his
sister.

 


“The permission is not mine to give, David.
The lady is in total control,” he said with a smile.

 


On the dance floor, David said, “I like him,
Jeneca. I see why you do, too.”

 


“Fuck you, Davey. You know you’re in deep
shit, and I hate you.”

 


“Ouch. Such harsh language from the lady of
the night!”

 


“Fuck you, Davey,” she slurred.

 


“You know I had to meet the guy.”

 


“Pfffft.”

 


“You deserve this, Jeneca. He’s a good
guy.”

 


“Yeah?” She looked at him with glassy
eyes.

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Whaddya like about him?”

 


“He’s been completely attentive to you the
entire night.”

 


“Yeah, he has. Christy’s been fawning over
everything he says and touching him whenever she can.”

 


“You’ve got nothing to be jealous of, Jeneca.
He’s totally and completely into you.”

 


“Yeah?” She smiled a sloppy smile. “Hey! I
like dancing with you when I’m the same height as you!” she
giggled.

 


The song ended. “Okay, back to Keegan you
go.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Keegan rose when she returned. “Stay
standing, we need to make our rounds.”

 


“David, it was good to meet you. Please tell
your wife the same.”

 


“You, too. Remember what I said,” he faked a
glare and then winked. Keegan smiled.


 


“What was that?” Jeneca asked.

 


“That’s private.” He motioned with his hand,
“Lead on, Macduff.”

 


“All that and he misquotes
Shakespeare, too!”

 


Keegan grinned. “I should’ve known. Then
again, I didn’t want you to get the wrong idea if I
said,‘lay on.’”

 


She smiled.

 


Keegan kept his hand firmly at Jeneca’s waist
as she expertly weaved them through good-byes. She had something
personal to say to everyone. She was the one who was “all
that.”

 


* * * *

 


Twenty minutes later, they were tucked into a
cab. Keegan shifted in his seat to talk to her, but Jeneca grabbed
him and crushed her mouth on his. When she pushed her tongue in, he
tickled it with his before breaking the kiss, “I don’t think we
should go to the Radisson.”

 


“No?”

 


“No.”

 


“Where d’you think we should go?”

 


“My place.”

 


“Uh, I’m not that drunk, Keegan. No way.”

 


“We’ve both had alcohol--”

 


“Yeah, ‘cept you’re not slurrin’ anything,
and you’re not havin’ a problem walkin’ straight or anything.”

 


“We’ve both had alcohol,” he started over
again patiently, “and we’re together. There’s a chance we’d be
observed.”

 


“Ohh. That’s a good point, Mister Smarty
Pants,” she poked her index finger on his chest, overlooking the
fact that they’d come from a public event.

 


Keegan leaned forward to give his address to
the driver.

 


“I didn’t agree to your place; I only agreed
to not go to the hotel.”

 


“Do you want to go to your place?”

 


“No!”

 


“I didn’t think so. Jeneca, I have a private
entrance with an elevator attendant. We’ll be able to go from the
cab to my penthouse without being seen.”

 


Jeneca’s head was floating, and his voice was
a warm blanket. He made sense, before a small warning--subs!

 


“Is that where you take all your subs?”

 


“I don’t bring anyone to my home, Jeneca.” He
looked directly in her eyes, and she melted.

 


The small warning started again, but she
quelled it by loudly stating, “To your penthouse, sir!”


 


Then, she slung a leg over Keegan’s and
pulled his head to hers. They remained lip-locked for the remainder
of the ride.

 


As they pulled up to his building, Keegan
told her to behave in the elevator. Jeneca giggled but agreed. She
remained professionally proper as she was introduced to Chris and
made small talk. The elevator opened into his apartment.

 


Keegan took her hand and walked into a large
foyer that could only be described as white. White marble
everywhere. As they stepped into the white-carpeted living room
with white upholstered furniture, Jeneca had a dulled sensation
that the décor didn’t represent Keegan.

 


Or he wasn’t who he represented himself to
be.

 


Or he was divorced, and it had been her
handiwork.

 


Keegan interrupted her thoughts. “Would you
like a drink?”

 


She didn’t want negative feelings to ruin the
night. “Do you have any wine?”

 


“I do. You like it sweet, right?”

 


“I do!” She was surprised he knew.

 


She watched him walk to the bar. Good lord,
he was exceedingly attractive.

 


But something didn’t look quite right. Did he
just open the wrong cabinet? Was he more inebriated than she
thought? Was she completely intoxicated, and there had been only
one cabinet opened?

 


He strode back to her, holding out a glass.
“To a wonderful evening.”

 


“Indeed.” They clinked glasses. “That isn’t
over yet.” She took a long drink to drown her internal
questioning.

 


“I’ll drink to that,” he smiled and clinked
her glass again.

 


He appeared ill-at-ease. She looked at him,
trying to focus. Was he uncomfortable to have her in his space? If
it were her house, she’d be uncomfortable no matter how drunk she
was.

 


“We’re out of our element, and I’m unsure how
to proceed, Mistress,” he said simply.

 


Ah, so that was it. Easily fixed.

 


“No Mistress tonight, Keegan. I’m in real
clothes. We attended a public event. Can we, just for tonight,
continue as equals? Please?”

 


He nearly choked.

 


“I would like that very much, Jeneca. Come,
have a seat,” he gestured to the couch. He took off his jacket and
draped it over the arm. They both sat.

 


“Talk to me.”

 


“Those words!”

 


“Excuse me?”

 


“Good lord, did I say that out loud?!”

 


Keegan chuckled. “Can I just say that I had a
wonderful time with you tonight?”

 


“I had a lotta fun with you, too, Keegan.”
She took a sip before he placed their glasses on the coffee table.
“Thank you for coming with me.”

 


“Thank you for asking me.”

 


He slid closer to her and put his arm around
her. With his other hand, he traced her cheek, and she let him.

 


She watched him lean in to kiss her and felt
his soft lips against hers. His tongue flicked her lips.
Intensifying the kiss, she wrapped her arms around his neck and
trailed her fingers through his hair. His tongue parted her lips,
and began a soft and slow exploration of her mouth. She leaned
against him and moaned quietly.

 


He moved his hand to her hair, and she
stopped him. “Wait, let me...” she pulled the pin out, and her hair
tumbled down her back.

 


He deftly resumed the kiss and took her hair
in his hand. Then, he pulled her head back gently and stared into
her eyes. “You’re beautiful, Jeneca.”

 


She blushed and looked down. He leaned in and
kissed from her cheek to her ear and whispered, “You are.” He
kissed her neck.

 


She unbuttoned his shirt. With each loose
button, she gently traced her hands against his newly- exposed skin
before she tugged the shirt out of his pants. Then, she stood up,
placed her hands inside the shirt, slid it off, and sat in his
lap.

 


“Is this okay?”

 


Keegan smiled. “It’s perfect.”

 


He hugged her tightly, and her hands roamed
his back. They kissed passionately. Soon, she unfastened his
trousers and stroked his hard, velvety smooth cock. He moaned as he
watched her, aglow from the kitchen light.

 


With her other hand, she traced his chest,
and Keegan felt a calm serenity mixed with a growing need.

 


Keegan unzipped her dress. She leaned forward
and let the straps fall away, exposing her breasts. He softly
caressed them, and Jeneca traced his hands. They stared at each
other.

 


As Keegan sucked a nipple, Jeneca gasped and
pushed her chest forward. Her fingers clutched his hair.

 


He tweaked the other nipple as he lightly bit
the one in his mouth. She moaned and moved her hips. He bunched the
lower half of her dress into her lap before he slid his hand up her
leg and found her thong.

 


He moved his mouth to her ear. “You’re
soaking wet, you naughty girl.”

 


“Mmm, I tend to be in this state when I’m
around you.”

 


“That makes me happy.”

 


He pressed against her sex, and her hips
pushed back. When he slid his fingers under the fabric and swiped
her slit, she gasped.

 


Keegan caught her mouth with his and kissed
with growing intensity. She returned his heat. His fingers entered
her, and she moaned into their kiss. She squirmed in his lap as his
fingers pumped faster.

 


He sucked her tongue and continued sawing her
sex before he took his thumb and pressed it in tiny circles against
her clit. She squeezed his torso, and her pussy grasped his
fingers. Her head tilted back, and she groaned gutturally. He felt
her juices run down his hand, and he took his thumb off her clit
but continued to slowly move his fingers.

 


Her breathing slowed, and she pressed kisses
onto his lips. She flicked her tongue at his corners and moved to
stroke him again.

 


He moaned and asked, “Shall we move somewhere
more comfortable?”

 



“Mmm,” she agreed.

 


His fingers reluctantly left her warm sex,
and he sucked them. Jeneca pushed her tongue into the action.

 


With his lips on hers, he moved his hand
under her and rose, keeping her in his arms. He carried her to his
softly-lit bedroom.

 


She slid down his body before her feet
touched the ground. They both removed their remaining clothing, but
Jeneca kept her heels on. Keegan pulled back the comforter and the
sheets. He embraced Jeneca and kissed her deeply as their hands
meandered toward the other’s sex.

 


A warning pierced Jeneca’s ecstasy:
condom!

 


She wanted to ignore it and live in the
moment but it refused to go away.

 


Keegan felt her stiffen, and debated whether
to press forward. He rubbed her clit the way she normally melted
but she remained solid. The last thing he wanted was to ruin their
perfect evening.

 


“I don’t have any protection in this
room.”

 


The sentence sliced through them.

 


Jeneca didn’t want to ruin their perfect
evening.

 


He knew she had a problem. It was up
to her to make a smooth transition. “I’ll come with you.”

 


He smiled. “I’ll take you,” he said as he
scooped her into his arms and carried her to his office.

 


She clasped her slender arms around his neck.
Nuzzled against his shoulder, she planted wet kisses on his upper
chest and neck. He retrieved a packet from the desk and returned to
the bedroom. He could carry her forever.

 


After gently depositing her into his bed, he
removed her shoes. He quickly wrapped his cock before climbing into
bed, where he lay on his side and kissed her softly.

 


The passion grew, and their hands became more
insistent. Jeneca pulled Keegan onto her while keeping their lips
together.

 


They lay as one for a long while, reveling in
the full-body contact and harmonious kiss. Their hips joined the
symphony. Keegan slipped inside on a natural crescendo, and
Jeneca’s legs automatically hugged Keegan’s waist.

 


Their bodies played a mutual melody.

 


He propped himself on his forearms and
nuzzled her neck. “You feel so good, Jeneca.”

 


She purred her agreement and internally
hugged his cock.

 


He gazed at her. She was beautifully serene
in the midst of their wondrous turbulence. This was her;
barrier-free.

 


She was his.

 


For the moment.

 


He didn’t want the moment to end.

 


Jeneca opened her eyes and smiled at him.
Keegan melted. As their symphony ascended to the finale, their
bodies played furiously. Jeneca’s neck arched back. Keegan bit it.
Their moans were harmonized.

 


“Jeneca...”

 


“Keegan...”

 


Their instruments hit the final chords and
held them a few extra measures. The ovation was their dual moaning
and panting.

 


Keegan shifted his weight off Jeneca while
preserving their union. The concert had been lengthy and
intense.

 


Their spent and fully intertwined bodies
seamlessly faded into sleep.

 


* * * *

 


Forty-five minutes later, Jeneca jerked
awake. She opened her eyes to find the lighting hadn’t changed.

 


Keegan was awakened by her movement but
froze, willing her to go back to sleep. Jeneca twisted to see the
clock. It read three-oh-two. She breathed a sigh of relief.

 


“Stay with me,” he whispered.

 


“No.”

 


Cinderella had been transformed.

 


He sighed deeply but allowed her to wriggle
from under him, and he watched the dress take his place hugging her
body.

 


She walked away, and he waited to hear the
door click when he remembered they weren’t at the hotel.

 


“Jeneca, it’s three o’clock in the morning.
You don’t have a car, and you aren’t in any condition to drive.
Stay.”

 


“Will you please call me a cab?” Jeneca was
planning to walk to her car before Keegan reminded her.

 


Keegan was hurt and angered. He heard himself
blurt, “Is it because you have to get home to Jake?”

 


“No, I have a doggy door,” she automatically
answered; her mind still fuzzy.

 


Jake’s a fucking DOG!

 


“Of course you do,” he said gleefully.

 


The news provided a bounce in Keegan’s step
as he walked naked to the living room and called a cab. There was
one in the area so the wait was short.

 


He ached for her to stay but major progress
had been made.

 


Jeneca rigidly sat on the edge of the couch
with Keegan. “Thank you for accompanying me...” she began formally
but stopped as Keegan looked at her. Her voice softened, “I really
did have a wonderful time with you, Keegan. Thank you.”

 


“The pleasure was mine, Jeneca.” He couldn’t
keep from smiling.

 


The elevator opened, and they rose. “Please
stay,” he pushed.

 


She shook her head.

 


He grabbed her and kissed her, and she melted
against him. Their kiss was tender.

 


“Cab’s here, Mr. Randolph,” Chris called from
the elevator.

 


Jeneca broke the kiss and placed her hands on
his chest, as if to push herself away. “G’night, Keegan,” she said
to his chest.

 


“Good night, Jeneca.”

 


When he heard the elevator doors close,
Keegan sank into the cushions and placed his head in his hands.

 


Jake was a DOG!

 


It all made sense now.

 


Keegan grinned as he floated to the bedroom
and relived their entire evening. He spooned her pillow and inhaled
her scent.




Chapter 34




 


Anthony Baldoni’s deposition loomed. Jeneca
spent two days prepping him. They met in the conference room to
acclimate him to the surroundings. Since Phil had requested to
depose her witness, they had “home field advantage”. The first day
was devoted to their point of view.

 


Tony answered appropriately for the most
part. At times, Jeneca reminded him not to narrate.

 


The second day was spent preparing for Phil’s
questions. Jeneca took on Phil’s persona and cross-examined Tony
harshly. Tony was quick to anger.

 


He didn’t like her tone.

 


He didn’t like her implications.

 


“You’re supposed to be on my
side!”

 


“I am, Tony. I’m pretending to be Phil. It’s
his job to try to get you angry. Don’t let him succeed. You can’t
get angry during the real deposition.”


 


“Okay,” he said skeptically. “Ask me
again.”

 


Tony repeatedly got angry and lashed out.
Jeneca repeatedly explained the exercise and maintained a calm
demeanor; until the middle of the afternoon, when she lost it. She
delved into the infidelity issue.

 


“How many other women have you slept with,
besides your wife, since your first admission into Mercy Hospital
for pneumonia?”

 


“Ho! What the fuck kinda question’s
that?!”

 


“Tony, goddamn it! You cannot do this
at the deposition! Phil will try to get you to react exactly how
you just did. You-Can-Not-React! What about that don’t you fucking
understand?! You can’t get upset. You can’t fucking swear!”

 


Tony watched the sophisticated, tough, sexy
woman rage at him.

 


“Lemme get this straight. I’m not allowed to
fuckin’ swear. Is that what you’re tellin’ me?”

 


They both glared at each other. Tony’s face
broke into a huge smile, and Jeneca automatically joined. “Good
lord, Tony! I’m sorry. I--”

 


“No, no. I pushed your buttons ‘cause you was
pushin’ mine. I get it. You ain’t never sworn before. It’s
cute.”

 


“Cute wasn’t what I was going for,
Tony. Do you see how out of character that was for me?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Do you see how I lose credibility when I do
that?”

 


“Well, I dunno ‘bout that, but I get the
point you’re makin’.”

 


“You do?”

 


“Yeah. If I blow up or swear or do anythin’
not proper, Phil wins.”

 


Jeneca breathed out. “Yes. Exactly.”

 


“It’s a game.”

 


“A verbal one, yes. And a mental one, for
sure. He’s gonna try to get in your head, Tony. Don’t let him.”

 


Tony nodded. “Ask me again.”

 


Jeneca took a deep breath before she re-asked
the question.

 


“I don’t know.”

 


“Good.”

 


Tony looked confused.

 


“That was me, Jeneca, telling you that you
answered that well.”

 


Tony smiled.

 


From that point, Jeneca was better able to
prepare Tony for the battle to come.

 


She walked Tony out.

 


On the way back, she told Dana, “Follow
me.”

 


The women went into the conference room. Dana
waited for Jeneca to speak. Instead of speaking, she put her elbows
on the table and put her head in her hands.

 


“That bad?”

 


Jeneca looked up. “We’re gonna need a triage
set up.”

 


Dana cocked her head and knitted her
brows.

 


“A place of refuge for me to haul Tony when
he threatens to kill Phil.”

 


“Ohh. It was that bad?”

 


“Y’know, we got to a point where I think he
understood. But I just think Phil’s gonna needle him and push him
past his breaking point. Tony is used to getting his way. And he’s
used to resorting to force if he doesn’t.”

 


“What’re you thinking?”

 


“The path to my office should remain clear
during the deposition. I’ll take him there. Let’s have his favorite
pastries in my office, and hot coffee at the ready.”

 


“You don’t want pastries in here?”

 


“No, I don’t want Tony eating during the
questioning so as not to appear in any way cavalier about the
process.”

 


It was the firm’s customary practice to have
a lavish display of snacks and drinks on the table during
depositions.

 


“So nothing in the conference room at
all?”

 


“The usual drinks are fine. No food. Well,
the typical lunch, but no snacks.”

 


“Okay.” Dana was surprised but trusted
Jeneca. “I’ll send a memo to everyone to stay clear of the area
tomorrow morning.”

 


“Good. Tony’s gonna be here an hour
beforehand. I want him in my office, with food and drinks. I have
some last-minute reminders for him, and I want him to make an
entrance.”

 


“Got it.”

 


“I’ll call for recesses when I deem
necessary, but I’m also gonna need you to interrupt, so it doesn’t
appear that I’m creating all the breaks.”

 


“How will I know?”

 


“I’ll have my laptop with me and will message
you when I need you to come in. So, I’m going to need you planted
at your desk, sorry.”

 


“Happy to do it.”

 


“I’ll provide your rationale so you know what
to say.”

 


“Okay, phew.”

 


“The timing’s gonna be critical. I can only
do so much with Tony. The rest is up to us.”

 


Dana nodded.

 


* * * *

 


The deposition was set for ten. Tony entered
her office at ten to nine. He was in a tailored suit, which Jeneca
told him to wear. Despite its slimming design, a juror could
clearly see Tony’s weight gain since first going into the hospital.
Tony walked without assistance, and a casual observer wouldn’t be
aware of his injuries.

 


Seeing the slimming effect, though, Jeneca
wondered whether the business attire was the best tack.

 


It was, she assured herself. It provided a
formal air and would hopefully keep Tony on point.

 


Plus, it was a good thing he was managing
better. He still had issues, and those would be brought out. But
the fact remained that the man was a double-amputee, and it was the
direct result of Mercy Hospital’s negligence.

 


“You’re looking dapper this morning,
Tony.”

 


“You told me to be.”

 


She grinned. “I’m glad you’re listening to
me, finally.”

 


He smiled back. “Why I gotta be here so early
again?”

 


“I need to go over a few things with you. I
also don’t want Phil to see you until we walk into the conference
room. It sets a tone.”

 


He nodded and glanced at the spread. “Am I
allowed to eat?”

 


“Absolutely. Consider this room your haven
for the day. Any time things get heated, we’ll retreat in here.” He
looked at her. “Not that I want things to get heated; just
in case they do.”

 


Tony ate while Jeneca went over the topics
Phil would most likely cover. Then, she reminded him about how to
act.

 



“When I question you, you’re safe. Answer
freely, without being too wordy. But when Phil questions you, be on
guard. Keep your answers brief. Yes or no. If you don’t know the
answer or you don’t understand the question, then say you don’t
know or ask for clarification.

 


“Remember the game, Tony. Phil’s objective is
to make you emotional. Your objective is to remain calm. If you’re
in a bad situation, I’ll try to get you out of it. So please, if I
object, stop talking immediately. But there’ll be questions where I
can’t assist you. You’re gonna be on your own, and you have to
maintain your professionalism.

 


“Sometimes I’ll call for a break--or the
other side will. This is imperative, Tony.” She waited for him to
look at her. “Whenever we leave the conference room, keep your
mouth shut until we get in here. Do you understand?”

 


“Yeah. You’s like a broken record with that
one.”

 


“That’s because you don’t always listen.”

 


“Heh. We’ve been through all this. I get it.
Okay?”

 


Jeneca looked at him warily. “One last thing.
I know I’ve told you this, but remember that Phil is on our side.
No one else knows that. He still has to play the game because the
insurance fucks will read the transcript.”

 


“Yeah, I know.”

 


Dana opened the door. “The court reporter’s
setting up, and Phil is here.”

 


“Great.”

 


“He’s not alone.”

 


Jeneca raised her eyebrows. “Who’s he
with?”

 


“He gave me their cards. They’re vice
presidents of the insurance company.”

 


“Wow. How many are there?”

 


“Two.”

 


“Thanks, Dana. Tell them I’ll be right
out.”

 



After Dana left, Tony asked, “Whatsa
matter?”

 


“Nothing, really.”

 


“You’re surprised. Don’t make me ask
again.”

 


Jeneca considered admonishing Tony for the
attitude but thought against it.

 


“In all the years I’ve taken depositions with
Phil, the insurance fucks have never accompanied him.”

 


“That don’t sound good.”

 


“Not on its face, no. Perhaps they just want
to meet a real-life Mafia man,” Jeneca joked.

 


“Or perhaps this Phil’s flipped.”

 


“Good lord, Tony, that’s not it. They
probably just told him this morning or he would’ve told me ahead of
time. In fact, I’m sure handing the business cards to Dana was his
way of warning me.”

 


“Says you.”

 


Jeneca ignored his comment. “Are you
ready?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“I want you to wait here. I’m gonna greet
them and take them to the conference room. Then I’ll come for
you.”

 


* * * *

 


“Phil, nice to see you again,” Jeneca greeted
Phil in the lobby.

 


As he rose to greet her, his eyes told her,
“I’m sorry, I had no idea.” She flashed back, “That’s what I
figured.”

 


“Jeneca, always a pleasure. May I introduce
you to two of our vice presidents.”

 


The VPs looked like identical twins. Each
wore a black suit, a white shirt and a red tie. Each had the
typical corporate haircut. Each wore loafers. Neither looked like
he knew how to laugh, much less the definition of humor.

 


Jeneca led the men into the conference room.
She briefly spoke with the court reporter before telling everyone,
“Help yourselves to something to drink. I’ll get Mr. Baldoni, and
then we can get started.”


 


* * * *

 


“You ready, Tony?”

 


“Let’s get to it already.”

 


Jeneca brushed some crumbs off Tony’s tie and
then led him to the conference room.

 


“Gentlemen, may I introduce Anthony
Baldoni.”

 


Handshakes went around the table.

 


The room was rectangular. A wall of windows
overlooked the downtown area. The other walls were mahogany. Even
though well-lit, the room was austere. The rectangular table was
also mahogany and could accommodate eighteen people.

 


The court reporter sat with her back to the
window. The VPs were to her right, toward the end of the table.
Phil was seated in the middle, several chairs apart from them.
Jeneca sat opposite Phil. She motioned for Tony to sit to her left,
keeping an empty chair between them.

 


She opened her laptop, where she had a word
processing program open along with the intra-office messaging
program.

 


Phil began the deposition. “Good morning, Mr.
Baldoni. My name is Phillip Newman, and I’m the attorney for Mercy
Hospital. On behalf of everyone at the hospital, I thank you for
agreeing to meet with us today.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“I’m going to be asking you a lot of
questions today. If at any time you don’t understand a question,
please let me know so that I can rephrase it. Okay?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


Phil smoothly led Tony through twenty minutes
of general background questions and the reason for his original
trip to the hospital. Then, he discussed Tony’s occupation.

 


“And what is it you do for a living, Mr.
Baldoni?”

 


“I’m in the construction business.”

 


“What’s the name of your employer?”

 


“Baldoni and Sons.”

 


“Are you Baldoni or are you a son?” Phil
asked with a smile.

 


“I’m actually a grandson. My grandfather
started the business--” Jeneca swiveled her chair in his direction.
“Uh, neither.”

 


“You’re a grandson, you said?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Phil then asked a series of questions related
to construction. Tony grew weary and skeptical.

 


“Objection. Phil, what do the particulars of
Mr. Baldoni’s work have to do with this case?”

 


“I’m trying to establish what he did on the
job before the unfortunate occurrence and after.”

 


“Then ask that, Phil. Don’t ask him how to
build an addition on your house unless you’re seeking a builder. If
so, I’m sure Mr. Baldoni’ll be happy to provide you with an
estimate after the deposition.”

 


Tony chuckled.


 


Phil politely smiled.

 


The insurance fucks were unimpressed.

 


“I’ll move on.”

 


Phil targeted questions about Tony’s
day-to-day duties before the unfortunate occurrence.

 


“Objection. There was no ‘unfortunate
occurrence’ in this case, Phil. This is clear-cut medical
malpractice. I’ll continue to object to the
mischaracterization.”

 


“You’d prefer I said what, Jeneca?”

 


“Call it what it is; a double
amputation.”

 


Phil re-asked his questions with Jeneca’s
terminology. Phil fired quick questions, requiring short answers,
to get Tony in the habit of answering quickly.

 


He built up to, “Isn’t the construction
company merely a front for money-laundering?”

 


“Ho! You better watch your mouth there--”

 


“Objection--”

 


“--or I’m gonna--”

 


“--foundation!” Jeneca glared at Tony out of
the corner of her eye.

 


Phil tried a different angle. Tony’s
breathing increased, and his answers were clipped. He was ready to
blow.

 


As Phil paused, Jeneca interrupted. “We’ve
gone well over an hour, gentlemen. Let’s take a five-minute
break.”

 


She motioned for Tony to exit the room ahead
of her.

 


In the hallway, he began, “What the fuck--”
but stopped as soon as he felt Jeneca’s fist in his lower back.
Once her office door was closed, he resumed. “What the fuck’s he
doing in there?!”

 


“He’s trying to connect you with the Mafia,
Tony. I already told you the insurance fucks are going for a
sympathy verdict.”

 


“The Mafia’s one thing; gettin’ me to talk
‘bout illegal things is another, ain’t it?”

 


“Yeah, that’s a good point, actually.”


 


Jeneca took the remainder of the break to
praise Tony and to remind him to stay cool.

 


When they returned to the deposition, Jeneca
spoke first.

 


“If you’re trying to get Mr. Baldoni to admit
a connection with the Mafia, we’ll so stipulate. However, this case
isn’t a criminal proceeding nor do we stipulate to any criminal
wrongdoings. Any reference to such will be objected to as
prejudicial to the proceedings and a potential jury.”

 


“Mr. Baldoni is a member of the Mafia; is
that what you’re agreeing to?”

 


“So stipulated.”

 


The next hour proceeded calmly with Phil
directing questions about Tony’s daily activities. He wanted to
show that Tony wasn’t adversely affected since the prosthetics had
been fit properly.

 


Tony answered the questions succinctly, not
grasping the underlying set-up. On occasion, Jeneca objected to the
nature of the question, preserving the argument that his life was
vastly different with the prosthetics than before the
amputations.

 


Phil circled back to Tony’s day-to-day
activities at the work place. Tony was on edge as soon as the
questions shifted, as was Jeneca. Phil asked Tony for a narrative
of a typical day at the office.

 



After the question was asked, Jeneca shot a
message to Dana: “Please interrupt and ask if everyone is ready for
lunch, as it has arrived--I trust it’s here?”

 


Tony was in the process of answering the
question when the door opened and Dana entered. “I’m terribly sorry
to bother you, but if you’re ready for lunch, it’s arrived.”

 


Phil knew Jeneca didn’t permit interruptions
during depositions. It was up to the lawyers to decide when to
break for lunch. He understood her tactics.

 


“Is it that time already? Must be why I’m
famished!”

 


“Thank you, Dana, have them bring it in.”

 


She turned to the other side. “Gentlemen,
while I’m sure your company is most charming, Mr. Baldoni and I
will be dining in my office. You’re free to eat here without being
bothered. The same for you,” she added to the court reporter, “or
you may take your food into our kitchen.”

 


She turned back to Phil. “Will thirty minutes
give you enough time, Phil?”

 


“That’ll be perfect. Thanks, Jeneca.”

 


Dana led the delivery person into the
conference room. Jeneca and Tony fixed plates and took them to her
office.

 


“Be careful with the narrative--”

 


“He asked me!”

 


“I know. But it’s a set-up, so be
careful.”

 


“What kinda set-up?”

 


“Well, first, he wants you say that you don’t
really do much, because I think he’s setting up the
money-laundering angle that he plans to back-door. Second, he’s
going to argue that your amputations haven’t caused an inability to
work.”

 


Tony opened his mouth, but Jeneca continued.
“He’s having you lay the foundation: Since you work in an office
and don’t actually do the construction, the loss of legs doesn’t
pose as much of a problem.

 


“Overall, though, he wants to demonstrate
that you can still do your job as well as you did before.”

 


“So you want I should exaggerate?”

 


“Absolutely not. You have to tell the truth.
If there’s no difference at work, so be it.”

 


The lunch break bought time for Tony to
think. Jeneca reiterated her earlier tips and assured him things
were going well.

 


“Yeah, but I don’t like this Phil guy. I know
you say we can trust him, but there’s somethin’ off about him.”

 


“It’s the insurance fucks, Tony. He’s gotta
put on a show for them. He can’t let ‘em know he’s on our side. But
he is, trust me.”

 


Jeneca messaged Dana to see if Phil was ready
to proceed. Sending a subordinate reminded the insurance fucks that
she was in the position of power.

 


* * * *

 


“Before lunch, you had started to tell us
about your job duties on a typical day, Mr. Baldoni. Can you take
us through it, please?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


Tony explained his office work. After each
activity, he discussed how he performed it differently since the
amputation. Each time, Phil would cut him off, reminding him that
the question was only about his pre-amputation days. Tony refused
to heed Phil’s directive, causing Phil to turn to Jeneca.

 


“Ms. Avery,” he said for emphasis, “can you
please direct your client to answer only the question asked?”

 


Jeneca slid her chair closer to Tony to
whisper, “Keep doing what you’re doing. I’ll handle Phil.” Tony
stifled a grin and nodded. Instead, he put on a solemn face, as if
he’d been admonished.

 


The questioning resumed, and Tony continued
to editorialize how much of a problem life was with amputated legs.
Phil attempted to rehabilitate him to no avail. Knowing Jeneca
wouldn’t be helpful, he tried a different approach.

 


“Mr. Baldoni, you mentioned filing as a daily
duty, is that correct?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“And you’ve told us that your filing cabinet
is next to your desk, is that correct?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Can you please explain how you’re unable to
perform your filing duties now as opposed to before the unfor… The
double-amputation?”

 


“Before, I could jis slide my chair, open the
drawer, and slip the paper in--”

 


“And what about that sequence are you
prevented from doing today?”

 


“The slide part. I gotta rely on my legs for
that. Before, I just dug my heels into the ground and shifted, no
problem. Now, I gotta use a different muscle set, and it takes
longer.”

 


“Okay. Another duty you spoke of was keeping
track of the maps. You said you often walk from your desk to the
board to affix notes.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“How is that more difficult today?”

 


“The gettin’ up and down. I gotta get my fake
legs positioned just so before I can start to move. A lotta times
I’m on the phone, so it takes me longer, and the guy has to
wait.”

 


“Okay. Another duty was surveying
construction sites. How is that more difficult today?”

 


“How is it not?”

 


“Mr. Baldoni, we’ll get through this a lot
faster if you’d just answer the questions I ask.”

 


Tony scoffed before he answered. “For one
thing, construction sites aren’t on even ground. I lose my footin’
very easily. So I gotta take crutches or a cane with me. For
another, it’s a lotta in and outta cars. The gettin’ up and sittin’
down takes its toll.”

 


For the next hour and a half, Phil outlined
Tony’s daily duties in the same vein.

 


“It sounds like, overall, your recovery has
been very smooth.”

 


“Is that a question?”

 


“I’ll restate. Has your recovery been a
smooth one?”

 


“I ain’t recovered completely yet.”

 


“Has the process been smooth?”

 


“I don’t call havin’ to get another surgery
and new legs smooth, no.”

 


“Your transition back to work with your daily
duties; that’s been smooth, right?”

 


“I don’t know what smooth really is.”

 


“You’ve not had difficulty in resuming your
duties at work; is that a fair statement?”

 


“No, it’s been difficult.”

 


“But you’re accomplishing the duties you need
to accomplish, correct?”

 


“I accomplish ‘em, yeah.”

 


“Okay. So, fair to say that the
double-amputation hasn’t prevented you from working?”

 


“Well, I was in the hospital for months. I
couldn’t work then.”

 


“I mean, since you’ve been back to work.”

 



“Well, it hasn’t prevented me,
but--”

 


“Thank you, Mr. Baldoni.”

 


“But it’s not been an easy road,
either.”

 


“You’ve answered my question, Mr.
Baldoni.”

 


“You want me to tell you that life’s great
since my legs were cut off, and I ain’t gonna do that.”

 


“I only want you to answer my questions, Mr.
Baldoni.”

 


“Your questions twist my answers.”

 


“I only seek the truth, Mr. Baldoni. But
there’s no question before you now.”

 


“The truth is, work’s a lot tougher now.”

 


“Mr. Baldoni, there’s no question before
you.”

 


“That’s ‘cause you don’t wanna ask me ‘bout
the trouble I have walkin’ and gettin’ up and down, and doin’ all
the daily stuff!”

 


“Jeneca, can you please rein in your
client?”

 


“Mr. Baldoni, please wait for the next
question,” she told him.

 


Tony stared at Phil but kept his mouth
shut.

 


Phil continued. “Mr. Baldoni, would you say
that as each day passes, your job duties become easier to
tackle?”

 


“No, I wouldn’t.”

 


“You’ve testified you had more pain
associated with your job when you first returned to work than you
do now.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Okay. So isn’t it fair to say that it’s
becoming easier?”

 


“No.”

 


“If something was more complicated in the
past and now it’s less so, isn’t that the same thing as
easier?”

 


“You want easy? How ‘bout I slice off
your legs and see how you feel goin’ back to work on
stubs shoved into hollow logs?! Then I’ll come to your office and
see if you think things are goin’ easier for you! How ‘bout
that?!”

 


Jeneca was up before Tony finished his rant.
“Let’s take ten, gentlemen.” She ushered Tony into her office.

 


Phil, used to breaking witnesses, was
unfazed. The insurance fucks, unaccustomed to savage threats,
leaned back in their chairs. Still, they bore no expression.

 


When Tony got to Jeneca’s office, he slumped
in the chair, grabbed a Danish and waited for the scolding. Hearing
none, he looked up and saw her huge grin. “Why you lookin’ like
that?”

 


“Because you rattled him, Tony! Well
done!”

 


Tony was confused. “I thought you was gonna
be mad ‘cause I yelled at him.”

 


“Yeah, well, you took it a bit too far. But
he shouldn’t’ve let you go on like he did.”

 


“How come you called for a break, then?”

 


“For show. I can’t let them know I’m proud of
you.”

 


Tony regarded her with a grin. She was a
smart cookie.

 


“Also, to give Phil a reprieve from your
threat.”

 


“Yeah, I still ain’t convinced about
him.”

 


“He’s on our side,” she sighed.

 


Jeneca thought Phil had provoked Tony in
order to show the insurance fucks they needed to settle. If Tony
testified in front of a jury the same way, it would be bad for the
hospital; Mafia connection or not. Tony hammered his point that
life without legs was more difficult than life with them.

 


“Someone on our side wouldn’t try to make a
claim that livin’ without legs is easy!”

 


“And look where that got him, Tony. What you
did just now was a huge win for us. Don’t forget, Phil has to
appear to go after you. So he’s going to say some negative things.
I told you that.”

 


Jeneca let Tony finish his pastry and coffee.
She told him to go to the conference room in three minutes.

 


* * * *

 


“Is your client refusing to continue?” Phil
asked when Jeneca re-entered without Tony.

 


“No, I left him to calm down a bit. You were
overly rough with him.”

 


“I was nothing of the sort. He didn’t listen
to my questions.”

 


“He’s not going to tell you anything is
easier.”

 


“Even though he already did in so many
words.”


 


“Well, you’ve got that, then. Don’t continue
to badger him, okay, Phil?”

 


Phil knew Jeneca was posturing for his
superiors.

 


* * * *

 


When Tony returned, Phil shifted to a new
line of questioning: extra-marital activities.

 


Again, Phil started on neutral ground. He
asked background questions about Tony’s relationship with Arianna;
how they met, when they got married, their kids, their home life.
Then he talked about life after the amputations and how they
weren’t as close. He led Tony into saying they hadn’t had sex since
he entered the hospital the first time.

 


Phil spent forty-five minutes with an easy
back-and-forth exchange. The atmosphere changed, however, when Phil
skirted away from Arianna.

 


“You have a loss of consortium claim in this
case. Do you know what that means, Mr. Baldoni?”

 


“Yeah,” Tony was instantly angered.

 


“Okay. Can you briefly explain it,
please?”

 


“It means somethin’ that prevents you from
havin’ intimate relations with your wife.”

 


“Spouse, but okay. You get the general
idea.”

 


“Yeah, I told you.”

 


“Okay. Have you had intimate relations with
anyone other than your wife, Mr. Baldoni?”

 


“Ho! Are you accusin’ me of cheatin’ on my
wife?!” Tony’s face was red, and he was yelling.

 


“Have you?” Phil repeated quietly.

 


“I’m not gonna answer that question! That
kinda question brings on duels!”

 


“Is that a threat, Mr. Baldoni?”

 


“I’m just statin’ facts.”

 


“Is it a fact that you’ve cheated on your
wife since you’ve had a double-amputation, Mr. Baldoni?”

 


“Ho! I already told you I ain’t gonna answer
that kinda question!”

 


At the beginning of the heated exchange,
Jeneca had typed a message to Dana. She waited to hit send to see
how things played out.

 


She hit send.

 


Phil turned to Jeneca. “Are you supporting
his refusal to answer the question, Jeneca?”

 


“Mr. Baldoni, you may answer the
question.”

 


“I refuse. It’s inappropriate and rude. It
ain’t got nothin’ to do with the case.”

 


Phil, knowing it was best to keep silent,
spoke anyway, “It’s got everything to do with the case! You’re
claiming a loss of consortium--”

 


Dana opened the door and peeked her head in.
“I’m terribly sorry to interrupt but, Ms. Avery, you told me to let
you know the second a settlement offer came in on the clinic file,
and--”

 


“Thank you, Dana. I’ll be right out.”

 


She stood. “I apologize, gentlemen. I’ve been
expecting a settlement offer on a clear-cut med/mal case.
Someone sees the benefit of settling before trial. Can you
give me ten, please?”

 


Without waiting for an answer, she took Tony
back to her office.

 


Once settled, and without an actual phone
call, Jeneca asked, “What was that, Tony?”

 


“I’m not gonna answer it.”

 


“We talked about this yesterday. You knew he
was gonna ask you that. If we were in trial, you’d be directed by
the judge to answer the question.”

 


“I’m not going to.”

 


“I can only advise you, Tony. What you do
with the advice is up to you.”

 


“I don’t trust this Phil guy.”

 


Jeneca sighed. “I know you don’t. Whether you
do or don’t is irrelevant; you should answer the question.”


 


“I know who the P.I. is.”

 


Jeneca stared at Tony and sighed. “He’d
better not fall into some ‘unfortunate occurrence’, Tony. We’ve
discussed that, too.”

 


“Yeah, and you said the damage he did is
already done. It’s the unknown lawyer who’s the problem. I’m on
that, too.”

 


“Tony--”

 


“What I do with the advice is up to me.”

 


“Tony--”

 


“Don’t worry your pretty little head ‘bout
this. Take me back in there and let’s get this over with, but I
ain’t answerin’ the question.”

 


* * * *

 


When everyone was settled, Phil spoke.
“During the break, I consulted with my clients,” he gestured to the
insurance fucks, “and we decided it’s best to move on. It’s late,
and we’ve gotten what we need.”

 


“You’re done questioning, Phil?”

 


Jeneca knew he would take Tony’s refusal as
admittance and proceed with a motion to dismiss the loss of
consortium claim.

 


“I am. Your witness, Jeneca.”

 


Jeneca had intended to run through a
shortened version of Tony’s trial testimony, should they go to
trial. At the last minute, though, she got a brilliant flash.

 


“Mr. Baldoni, did you intend to contract
pneumonia?”

 


“No.” He was surprised. While prepping him
for an entire day, she had never asked that question.

 


“Did you intend to stay in the hospital for
as long as you did?”

 


“No.”

 


“Did you go into the hospital with the
intention of coming out without half of your legs?”

 


“No.” He caught on and had to hold back a
smile. The chick was one smart cookie.

 


“Did you intend to have another surgery to
repair the first one and refit the prosthetics?”

 


“No.”

 


“When you first went into the hospital with
pneumonia, did you do so in order to stop having sex with your
wife?”

 


“No.”

 


“Did you contract pneumonia in order to make
doing your job more difficult?”

 


“No.”

 


“To summarize, Mr. Baldoni, if I hear you
correctly, you’re telling us that it was never your intention to go
into the hospital and get both of your legs amputated. Is that an
accurate statement?”

 


“It is.”

 


“No further questions.”




Chapter 35




 


Jeneca met David for lunch almost a week
after the ball. “You’re a shit, Davey. Why didn’t you tell me you
were going to the ball?”

 


“Because you would’ve prevented me.”

 


“Exactly!”

 


“I needed to see this Keegan dude.”

 


“We don’t want anything personal, like
meeting my brother!”

 


“Jeneca, you took him to a public event.
Everyone there knows you personally!”


 


“It’s not the same,” she stubbornly
insisted.

 


“Okay, Dude. I’m not gonna apologize. I’m
glad I did it, and I’d do it again.”

 


“So... you liked him, you said?”

 


“I do. I can see why you do, too.”

 


“I like him as a fuck buddy.”

 


“Okay.” He noticed the promotion from sub to
fuck buddy.

 


“Why do you like him?” She tried not to
appear to care.

 


David grinned. “If you don’t like him and
there’s nothing personal, it shouldn’t matter what I think.”

 


“It doesn’t.” She looked around the
restaurant. He knew she wouldn’t beg him.

 


David laughed at her. “I like him because he
seems very honest. Plus, he’s funny and smart. I watched him the
entire night. I told you this while we were dancing, but I think
you had a few at that point.”

 


“What are you talking about?! You already had
a few when I first saw you!”

 


“Yes, but I handle my liquor better.”

 


“Fine.” She fished, “Why’d you watch him the
entire night?”

 


“To observe his interactions with you, of
course.”

 


She was interested. “And?”

 


“And he never left your side. He completely
doted on you. Yet he joined the conversation and made those around
him feel comfortable.”

 


“You got that from watching him?!”

 


“No, I got that from talking to people.”

 


“Omigod, Davey, who’d you talk to?!”

 


“Phil, for one.” David and Phil were well
acquainted.

 


“Phil?! Omigod, Davey!”

 


“What? I’m not allowed to talk to Phil?” She
rolled her eyes. “Do you wanna know what Phil thought?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“I feel like I should make you beg or
something.”

 


“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want
to.”

 


“Tell me that you want me to.”

 


“I want you to, okay?” She rolled her eyes
again.

 


“You want me to what?”

 


“To tell me what Phil told you.”

 


“You do want me to tell you?”

 


“Good lord, we’re not twelve, Davey!”

 


David chuckled, thinking Jeneca personified
twelve whenever she talked about Keegan.

 


“Okay. We talked in the restroom. He said he
didn’t know you were seeing anyone, but he’s glad. He said you were
far too pretty to be acting like an old maid.”

 


“Omigod!”

 


“I asked what he thought of Keegan, since he
was at your table and I wasn’t. He found him very likeable. That he
was able to carry on a conversation and still make you his sole
focus.”

 


“That sounds like a Dom/sub thing.”

 


“Not everyone thinks like that, Jeneca. He
was highly complimentary. We both have high expectations of the man
who gets to date you, Jeneca. We both agree that Keegan meets them;
maybe even exceeds them.”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes again but didn’t
correct him. “If you were watching him then you saw Christy touch
him whenever she could.”

 


“Yes, you told me about her while we danced.
Keegan told her that he was only interested in you.”

 


“He what--”

 


“His body language.”

 


“Oh.”

 


David peered at her. “Are you gonna tell me
what happened after Cinderella left the ball?”

 


Jeneca’s eyes darted back to his. “What do
you mean?”

 


“I don’t even know how that’s a trigger. And
I’m not sure I want to know.”

 


Jeneca giggled. “When I first asked him, it
was awkward, and he accepted before he knew what he was agreeing
to. So after, when he learned it was a ball, he said he refused to
go without knowing his date’s name. Then he called it a Prince
Charming Complex,” Jeneca gushed.

 


David smiled. “Okay, please tell me that
Cinderella didn’t transform at midnight.”

 


“We didn’t leave ‘til after midnight,
genius.”

 


“Where’d you go?” he pressed.

 


Jeneca glanced around the restaurant, sipped
water, and sipped coffee. “I don’t think I should tell you.”

 


“Because I’m not old enough?”

 


“Because you’ll think it’s more than it
was.”

 


David watched her fidget. “You went back to
his place.”

 


Jeneca’s eyes fixed on his. She nodded the
slightest amount and was quick to add, “We couldn’t go to the hotel
because we were together. We have a rule of not getting personal.
We don’t want anyone to see us together. He has a private entrance
to the elevator that opens directly to his penthouse. So the only
person who saw us was the elevator operator.”

 


He didn’t tell her that Keegan could’ve
exited the cab first while Jeneca waited, so as not to be seen
entering the hotel together.

 


“So he is the businessman he purports to
be.”

 


“Or he has an inheritance. Or it’s not his
place--” Jeneca stopped herself.

 


“What, Dude?”

 


“Nothing, it’s just something weird
happened.”

 


Jeneca explained Keegan’s fumbling at the bar
and cabinets.

 


“He could’ve been flustered for any number of
reasons: alcohol, the lateness of the hour, having you in his
home.”

 


“Yeah. Except it’s decorated very starkly,
too. I can’t imagine that he would furnish it like that.”

 


“So maybe his ex decorated it.”

 


“Yeah, I thought that, too. But I get the
distinct impression that he’d have a say in something like
that.”

 


David chose not to tease her about how they
weren’t personal. “Did the décor seem overly dominant?”

 


“Plain white? No.”

 


“No, I mean the bedroom.”

 


“Oh, no. It looked rather hotel-y, actually.
From what I could see. It was dimly lit.”

 


“So, no chains and hooks on the wall?”

 


“No! Why?”

 


“I thought you said he’s a dom.”

 


Jeneca shook her head. “First, that’s not
required. Second, he doesn’t take his subs there.”

 


“How do you know?”

 


“I asked. I’m the first. If you wanna believe
him.”

 


“Do you?”

 


“I did or else I wouldn’t’ve gone there.”

 


“Did being there change your mind?”

 


“No.”

 


“Okay, I believe him, too. So other than the
décor, how was it?”

 


“Fine.”

 


“Dude. How’d you dominate him without your
bag of tricks and all dolled up like Cinderella?”

 


“Cut the fairytale shit, okay? Cinderella
never wore green, anyway; her evil stepsisters did!”

 


David chuckled. “I re-ask my question minus
the Cinderella reference.”

 


“I didn’t.”

 


David wasn’t expecting that answer. “He
dominated you?” he tested.

 


“No.”

 


“Look, we don’t have time to play Twenty
Questions today. Can you just tell me?”

 


Jeneca told him they had sex as equals, but
she didn’t tell him it had been her idea. She tried to remain
clinical with her summary.

 


“And then I took a cab home.”

 


“The next morning?”

 


“Technically, it was already morning when I
got there. But no, I left before four.”

 


“Why?”

 


“Because, David. We’re not personal!”

 


“Oh, right. I keep forgetting that. Did he
kick you out?”

 


“I left.”

 


“Did he want you to stay? And how long after,
you know, did you leave?”

 


“Yes. Not long.”

 


“Cuddling?”

 


“Good lord, Davey! I fell asleep, got up and
left.”

 


“Unless you immediately went to your
respective corners, there had to have been cuddling.”

 


“No, you’re wrong. We both kinda collapsed
and fell asleep together. It’s not a big deal. It just happened
naturally. I mean, there was alcohol, dancing, and a workout. And
it wasn’t for long. It wasn’t personal.”

 


She was denying it big-time. Which meant
they’d cuddled, it was very personal, and she was scared.

 


“How many times have you been back to his
place?”

 


“Why do you assume I’m going back there?”

 


“Precedent has been established, right?”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes. “That’s what he
said.”

 


“Excuse me?”

 


“I haven’t had time because of the
deposition. I asked him for tonight, and he’s insisting I go there.
Said we’ve established a precedent, and it’s silly to keep paying
for hotel rooms that we’re not staying in overnight.”

 


David nodded. “And you’re going back there
tonight?”

 


“I guess. I can’t really argue the money
issue. Except to say that he seems to have a lot of it so it
shouldn’t matter, but that sounds presumptuous.”

 


“You’re not going in your normal outfit,
right?”

 


“Why not?”

 


“I thought you said he had an elevator
guy?”

 


“Shit!”

 


“See? I’m good for something.”


 


Jeneca smiled but rethought her evening’s
plans. “You told Betsy about him?”

 


“About who, the elevator man? No, you just
told me about him, Dude.”

 


“You’re so funny. No, you told her
about Keegan and you got her to pull me away so you could talk to
him privately.”

 


“Me? No. I’d never do something like that.
She had to use the restroom and girls always go in pairs.”

 


“Uh-huh. So what’d you tell him?”

 


“Your life history.” Jeneca kicked his shin.
“Ow!”

 


“We don’t have time, remember?”

 


“Wasn’t it you who said, don’t ask questions
you don’t wanna know the answers to?”

 


“No, it wasn’t. If you’re referring to good
lawyering, you shouldn’t ask questions you don’t know the answers
to. Neither saying applies here.”

 


David told her the conversation. “He really
likes you, Jeneca.”

 


“You left something out. When you said
good-bye, you told him to remember what you’d said.”

 


“You should’ve been too drunk to remember
that, Dude. I told him if he hurts you, I’ll kill him.”

 


“DAVID! Omigod, we’re not
dating. We’re not personal! I can’t believe you’d say
something like that.”

 


“He obviously didn’t have a problem because
he took you home.”


 


“I wish you’d stop acting like this is more
than it is. I’m starting to get the feeling that you like
Keegan and will miss him when he’s gone.”

 


“Yep. Y’caught me. This is all about
my relationship with Keegan.”

 


Jeneca deflected. “You and Betsy looked like
you had a nice time. I assume you talked with her about the
exhibition and voyeur thing?”

 


He eased up, having made his point. “Yeah, I
took your advice and talked about the particulars, and she asked if
I really wanted to do it. She confessed she didn’t want to see me
with someone else.”

 


“I’m glad.”

 


“Thanks for that, Jeneca.”

 


“No more spice, then?”

 


“No, I also took your other advice and went
back to the randomizer.”

 


Jeneca smiled. “What’s your fetish this
month?”

 


“Fantasy.”

 


“Aren’t they all fantasies?”

 


“Very funny. I’m sure you know it’s sex with
mythical creatures.”

 


“I do. Never was into it myself.”

 


“We weren’t attracted in the beginning,
either, but I think part of the allure is because there’s no chance
of experimenting in real life!” They laughed. “How’d your dep
go?”

 


“Omigod, so many things. But I have to
get to court, and you have a client.”

 


They made plans to swap massages that
weekend.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca ran into Phil at the courthouse. He
purposefully strode to her. “Are we supposed to be seen together?”
she joked.

 


“Dana said you were going to be here, so I
came. I can’t talk to you on the phone anymore, outside of the
norm, because I think my phone’s bugged.”

 


Jeneca’s smile vanished. “Good lord, Phil.
What’s going on? I saw the insurance fucks accompanied you to the
dep.”

 


“Yeah, they didn’t tell me about it, either.
They just showed up in my office right before I left. Said
something about wanting to meet an actual Mafioso or some bullshit.
But they were told to be there, Jeneca. They’ve never stepped foot
outside the office for anything legally-related where they weren’t
directly involved. And we’ve had cases involving celebrities
before.”

 


“Who d’ya think told ‘em to be there? And for
what purpose?”

 


“It has to be this other lawyer. I’m assuming
he told them to watch for body language and other intonations that
can’t be gleaned from a transcript.”

 


“Interesting. I mean, I don’t know what to
say, Phil.”

 


“No snacks, eh?”

 


“Oh, you noticed, did you?”

 


“I did. And the carefully orchestrated
interruptions. You’re very good, Jeneca. If I wanted to win this
case, I wouldn’t have let you get away with most of them.”

 


She smiled. “You don’t think they knew what
we were doing and reported back, do you?”

 


“No, they have no idea about the law. Their
comments were dull, too. They thought I did a good job at provoking
your client--they said this with as much fear of him as praise for
me. Overall, though, they said he looked like a ‘normal’ person and
not one who was missing body parts. They think that’ll help the
jury focus on his criminal background and not on the hospital.”

 


“Good lord, are they really that stupid,
Phil?”

 


“Yes. And thanks for helping me look good
with them.”

 


“I thought you’d appreciate that. We make a
great team, Phil.”


 


“We do,” he agreed. “I told ‘em how a jury
would react to your client on the stand. But they don’t believe me,
Jeneca. Whoever this other lawyer is, he’s filled their heads with
nonsense.”

 


“I just don’t get it. Still no idea who this
guy is? Do we even know it’s a guy?”

 


“Interesting thing, which is another reason
I’m here. Yes, it’s a man. And he’s from out of state.”

 


“How do you know?”

 


“I’ve been concocting reasons to be on the
insurance fucks’ floor recently. A coupla days ago, they were
having a meeting, and a secretary came out as I walked past. Before
the door closed, I heard ‘he’s already admitted to the State Bar,
so it’s not an issue.’ And then something about how he was happy
that I provoked your client.”

 


He paused.

 


“Do you know of lawyers in the company that
are used throughout the states?”

 


“No. We typically don’t swap attorneys like
that. Unless this one is going to replace me. But generally, he’d
shadow me first. This secrecy is, quite frankly, irritating.”

 


“Yeah,” she said dismissively. “Has your
company had any other cases with Baldonis in different states?”

 


“That’s an excellent question, Jeneca. I’ll
look into that.”

 


“Phil!” Jeneca’s eyes grew large.

 


“What are you thinking, Jeneca?”

 


“Why would they care if he’s passed the State
Bar?”

 


Phil’s jaw dropped. “He hasn’t filed an
appearance, though.”

 


“True. So maybe it’s just for when he takes
over for you.”

 


“Right,” he said thoughtfully.

 


“I’ve got a problem on my end, too,
Phil.”

 


“The loss of consortium thing? Yeah, we’re
going to file a motion to dismiss that.”

 


“I figured. But no; a problem with my client.
He’s not happy with you. I told him you’re on our side, but he
thinks you ‘flipped’ because of your harsh questioning.”

 


“You told him I’m on your side?!”

 


“I had to. I’m sorry. It was a calculated
risk, but I think it’ll be all right.”

 


“He threatened me, Jeneca.”

 


“Well, he’s not after you, but he did wanna
do something to the P.I. guy--whom he’s located, by the way.”

 


“Are you kidding me?!”

 


“To which part? Never mind--the answer is no
to both. Anyway, I told him it’d be stupid, because the pictures
exist, the insurance company will go to the police, and it’ll come
right back to him. He understood. Aside from everything else,
though, he’s street smart.”

 


“He has to be.”

 


“Honestly, I think it comes down to the fact
that he’s not normally treated in such a harsh manner. He’s used to
giving the orders and having them followed. He’ll settle down with
time.”

 


Phil shook his head. “I’m not comfortable
with this, but I trust you implicitly, Jeneca.”

 


“I probably shouldn’t tell you that he’s
looking for the other lawyer.”

 


“No, I don’t wanna know that. Makes me wonder
if I should even tell you when or if I figure out who he is.”

 


“Phil!”

 


“Okay, that’s the end of my rant. So, how
come you didn’t tell me you were dating someone good-looking,
intelligent and witty?”

 


Jeneca’s face dropped and she stammered,
“I--I’m not--it’s not like--no, you--”

 


Phil held up his hand. “No need to say it. I
fully understand.”

 



“You do?” Jeneca was puzzled.

 


“I do. You didn’t want to break my
heart.”

 


Jeneca grinned. “You know me so well,
Phil.”

 


Phil smiled. “Seriously, Jeneca, he’s
completely smitten with you. More than that, he was polite with
Christy’s ‘affections’ without encouraging her. I completely
approve.”

 


Inside, Jeneca erupted with glee. To hear
David say it was one thing. To hear Phil say it was even
better.

 


“Well, thank you, Phil, but it’s not like
that. We’re just acquaintances.”

 


Phil frowned and cocked his head. It had most
certainly looked like that. Jeneca had her reasons, and he’d
honor them, but he didn’t understand.

 


“Well, I’d better get back. I’m sure I’ll see
you in court in the next month. I think we should continue to meet
here; it’s safer. This attorney, whoever he is, doesn’t have a
regular practice here, so we won’t be accidentally seen. I’m not
even sure I’m being watched but the environment is
uncomfortable.”

 


“I understand. Tell your clients to settle so
we can have lunch again!” Jeneca smiled and hugged him.

 


“I have.” He hugged her back and
asked, “What’s this for?”

 


“I owed you one from lunch before. Since
you’ve declared this to be a safe zone, I paid up!”

 


Phil shook his head and laughed. “Take care,
Jeneca. And make sure you rein in your client!”




Chapter 36




 


Jeneca was grateful for David’s insight. Her
normal Motel 6 garb wouldn’t have been appropriate in Keegan’s
elevator. Likewise, she didn’t pack her normal bag of goodies,
since she didn’t want Chris to think she was spending the
night.

 


Instead, she brought smaller toys and a
larger purse. She left her wallet, phone and personal information
in the car.

 


She wore a black, satin teddy and matching
thong, which was concealed under a black skirt and white blouse.
She wore four-inch, black leather boots that stopped mid-thigh. A
high ponytail completed her look of elegant casual.

 


“Good evening, Ms. Avery,” Chris greeted
her.

 


“Hi, Chris.”

 


“Mr. Randolph said he would meet you in the
kitchen, Ms. Avery.”

 


“Thank you.”

 


She’d told Keegan to be waiting naked on his
bed, just as if they were at the motel. He must’ve said kitchen for
appearance’s sake.

 


She was a little nervous because she didn’t
fully remember the layout of his apartment. Still, she walked off
the elevator with confidence and called, “Thank you, Chris.”

 


“Enjoy your evening, ma’am.”

 


She walked through the harsh white foyer and
shook her head at how out of character it was. Crossing the
threshold, she recalled the layout. She needed to walk past the
kitchen to get to Keegan’s bedroom.

 


Embracing her dominant role, she gained
confidence with each step.

 


After she took two steps into the kitchen,
Keegan grabbed her.

 


He put his palm over her mouth.

 


He locked her other arm behind her back.

 


She struggled against him, but his surprise
attack was complete: she was immobilized.

 


He positioned his head to her ear and spoke
softly and evenly. “If you haven’t already figured it out, I’m
physically able to dominate you.”

 


She struggled in vain.

 


“Shh. I’m not going to. I’d never do
that...

 


“But I do want something from you.”

 


Keegan knew that after their passionately
equal encounter, Jeneca would fight to reinforce her barriers. He
needed to prevent it.

 


Jeneca’s eyes darted for a weapon. It
wouldn’t have mattered if she found one; she couldn’t escape
Keegan’s hold.

 


Keegan held his grip until Jeneca
relaxed.

 


“Good girl. I’m going to let you go, but have
one request. Will you oblige me?”

 


Jeneca nodded slowly.

 


“Good girl,” he said again.

 


Jeneca’s heart raced initially from the
shock. It continued to race as she felt Keegan’s tight clutch and
his warm breath in her ear. Her knees buckled slightly when he
called her a “good girl”.

 


Keegan felt her waver. When he praised her
the second time, she swallowed a moan.

 


Her body craved his touch after he set her
free. She took a few steps away from him before making an
about-face. Her heart was pounding, and she hoped he couldn’t
tell.

 


Keegan watched her regain her composure.

 


“My one request is a question: Do you want me
to take you, Jeneca?”

 


Jeneca’s eyes flew to his. She stared at him
as she scrambled for a response.

 


When she thought of it, the corners of her
mouth slowly spread across her face. “I’ll give you a choice,
Keegan.”

 


Keegan was encouraged. “And that is?”

 


“You already know you’ll be punished for this
outburst, so your choice lies in the severity. If you choose to
retract your question--meaning, I don’t give you an answer--your
punishment will be lenient. If you choose to proceed--meaning, you
get my answer--your punishment will be severe.”

 


Keegan held her gaze. “I believe you’ve
already answered my question, Jeneca. However, since I don’t wish
to rely upon speculation, I choose the second option. I want your
answer no matter the cost.”

 


“Is that your final answer?”

 


“It is. Unequivocally.”

 


“To the bedroom with you, and strip.”

 


“But--”

 


“I told you I’d answer... but I didn’t say
when. You’ve chosen, and now you’re mine. You’ll be punished for
overstepping the parameters of a submissive… a problem you can’t
seem to shake.”


 


Keegan opened his mouth but Jeneca held up
her hand. “No, Keegan. Your fun is over. To the bedroom.” She
motioned for him to go first.

 


He smiled as he passed her and said, “I’ll
argue the fun is just beginning.”

 


She swatted his ass.

 


Keegan stood with his back to the foot of his
bed and slowly unbuttoned while staring into Jeneca’s eyes.

 


She stood with her feet shoulder-width apart
and her arms folded; her purse still on her shoulder.

 


Keegan made a pretense of unbuttoning his
cuffs but kept his face free from snark. He removed his shirt and
walked it to the chair.

 


“No,” Jeneca stopped him. “Return to your
spot and drop the shirt on the floor.”

 


Keegan pivoted. He half-smiled as he followed
her instructions. She wasn’t going to let him get away with
anything.


 


His cock rustled at the thought.

 


He unzipped his jeans, but before taking them
off, Keegan pulled something out of the pocket.

 


Bending on one knee with his palm
outstretched, he said, “I believe milady left her hairpin the last
time she graced me with her presence.”

 


His message was clear but Jeneca refused to
be taken back to their lovemaking. She snatched the hairpin and
shoved it in her purse.

 


Then she slapped Keegan across the face. “One
more deliberate act like that, and I’ll leave.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Keegan removed the remainder of his clothes.
He dropped each item onto the floor. When he was naked, he stood
with his arms at his sides, awaiting her next instruction.

 


“It seems that you’re excited,” Jeneca said,
referring to his half-hard cock.

 



“Always with you, Mistress.”

 


“Even though your punishment is gonna be
severe?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca fished in her purse for the cock
strap. She snapped it extra snugly. Keegan winced. “Too much
already, Keegan?”

 


“No, Mistress. Thank you for asking.”

 


She looked at him. Her face was cold but her
insides were bubbling. She’d tried to erase the memory of their
previous encounter but his naked and aroused body opened the flood
gates.

 


She wanted to leap into his arms and nuzzle
her head against him. She wanted to feel his arms close around her,
shutting off the rest of the world. She wanted another equal
coupling.

 


Good lord! She chastized her
sappiness.

 


That’s not why she was there.

 


That’s not why he wanted her there.

 


She flicked his cockhead. “You’re sure it’s
not too tight?”

 


“No, Mistress,” he answered as his abs
seized.

 


“This isn’t too uncomfortable?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


As she continued flicking, each flick gave
her the power of dominance.

 


She couldn’t be hurt if she was dominant.

 


When Keegan’s tip turned a soft pink, Jeneca
ordered him to sit on the bed against the pillows. “Spread your
legs.” Jeneca stood at the side of the bed.

 


Keegan kept his eyes on her and rested his
hands on his thighs.

 


Jeneca didn’t trust herself to be on the bed
just yet. Her body wanted to leap onto his, wrap her arms around
him and kiss him deeply. She wanted to feel his arms wrap around
her as he returned her kiss.

 


Good lord! Jeneca shuddered.

 


Keegan saw but said nothing.

 


“Make yourself hard.”

 


“Mistress?”

 


“Stroke yourself until you become fully
hard.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” Keegan kept his eyes on
Jeneca as he pumped his shaft. It didn’t take long for his cock to
respond.

 


Jeneca waited a few strokes before ordering,
“Take your hand off your cock!”

 


Keegan returned his hand to his thigh. His
cock pulsated.

 


“I won’t praise you tonight because of your
earlier antics, Keegan.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“You have three minutes to make yourself
soft.”

 


“Wh--are you--yes, Mistress.”

 


Keegan closed his eyes and tried to think of
something asexual while his cock throbbed painfully.

 


He remembered the first and only time his dad
had played ball with him. It was a wonderful day. Just the two of
them. The rest of the family was gone, and his dad had taken him
into the backyard to give Keegan the baseball glove he’d gotten
from his father. It was worn and soft.

 


He had shown Keegan how to put it on. How to
open and close it. He had instructed Keegan to wrap his palm around
the ball to feel it in the perfect nook of the glove.

 


Keegan remembered his dad had smelled of soap
and aftershave. He remembered his dad wore a plaid, short-sleeved
shirt with Bermuda shorts, and no socks in his sneakers.

 


Keegan’s cock lost interest. It hadn’t been
more than ninety seconds.

 


“Open your eyes and look at me.” The second
he did, Keegan’s little friend became interested again. “You have
less than a minute and a half left, Keegan.”

 


Fuck! How was he supposed to get soft
while looking at her?!

 


He did his best to block her out and return
to his sunny backyard. His dad had taken a couple of steps back and
tossed the ball underhanded. He had thrown it directly into the
glove.

 


Keegan’s gloved hand had automatically closed
around the ball. The ball was wedged into the same, perfect nook as
before.

 


His dad had praised him and proudly smiled.
It had been the one and only time his dad had exhibited love.

 


“You have thirty seconds to get hard again,
Keegan.”

 


Keegan jolted. The grass, the ball, the
glove, and his dad vanished. In their place was a beautifully sexy
woman. One whom he knew intimately. His cock was halfway there in
five seconds.

 


He moved to stroke himself. “No touching,
Keegan.”

 


He looked at Jeneca. So feisty. So forceful.
So dominant. And so vulnerable.

 


She wanted him to dominate her. He thought of
pulling her onto the bed, holding her arms above her head with one
hand while the other dipped into her dripping wet sex.

 


Keegan beat his allotted time.

 


“Two minutes to softness this time,
Keegan.”

 


Keegan closed his eyes and was again
transported to his backyard.

 


“No, Keegan. Keep your eyes open the entire
time.”

 


Keegan breathed in deeply and let it out
slowly. His mind walked down the hallways of his childhood house.
He listened to the repetitive arguments of his parents. Their
voices escalated. Their words were grenades.

 


His mom sobbed as one landed, and she tossed
another back. His dad cried out in pain. Keegan walked past them
into his room and sat on his bed. He put on the baseball glove and
nestled the ball into that perfect nook.

 


Keegan’s cock collapsed in frustration.

 


“Fifteen seconds to get hard, Keegan.”

 


He smiled wickedly at Jeneca, willing her to
know his thoughts, wanting to hear her say, “Please, Keegan. Please
let me have your cock in my mouth. Please let me have your cock in
my wet pussy.”

 


He envisioned her sprawled on the bed with
her wrists and ankles tied to the posts. His cock responded in five
seconds.

 


Jeneca was amazed by his proficiency. She
wanted to punish him for not meeting the time constraints and
wondered what he was thinking.

 


No!

 


She pulled her flogger from her purse, sat on
the edge of the bed, and traced its strands over his shaft and tip.
Keegan moaned. “Keep quiet.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


As she continued her teasing, Keegan flopped
wildly.

 


“Do you want to fuck me, Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Do you think you deserve to, Keegan?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“Why?”

 


“I was bad, Mistress.”

 


“Yes, you were.”

 


“Apologies, Mistress.”

 


“You will be forgiven after your punishment
has been fully meted out.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress. You are most kind to
me, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca flogged his face sharply. “Don’t
patronize me, Keegan.”

 


“Apologies, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca was struck with an idea. “How
committed are you to being a good sub, Keegan?”

 


“Very, Mistress.”

 


“Fetch me two of your least favorite ties.
They won’t be returned in their original condition.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Keegan had an idea of what Jeneca was up to,
and it made him nervous. While he’d enjoyed everything she’d done
to him, her current plan was crossing a line. Nevertheless, he
retrieved two ties.

 


“Sit on the side of the bed, Keegan.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca tied one around his neck crudely as an
impromptu collar and leash. She slipped in two fingers to ensure it
didn’t cut off circulation. “Can you breathe?” she
double-checked.

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Anxiety level, Keegan?”

 


“Five, Mistress.”

 


“Do you wanna use a safeword, Keegan?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“Tell me what the safewords are, Keegan.”

 


“Yellow to slow; red to stop.”

 


“Do you trust me, Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“You know I wouldn’t harm you, right?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Explain your anxiety level, Keegan.”

 


“Mistress, I’m anxious because I’m not
comfortable with this form of play. It makes me extremely edgy
because I feel completely out of control. But I have loved
everything I’ve experienced with you, and I wish to be a good
sub.”

 


Jeneca patted him on the head in lieu of
telling him “good boy”. She pulled his leash. “Pain level?”

 


“Two, Mistress.”

 


“Anxiety level?”

 


“Four, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca bent at the waist to look into
Keegan’s eyes and smiled wickedly.

 


“Make no mistake, Keegan; I’m using this
collar and leash as a way to strip you of your dominance since you
consistently fail to understand the nature of our encounters.
Therefore, you force me to do this.”

 


“Apologies, Mistress.”

 


“So you’ve said, Keegan. The punishment looms
regardless of your remorse. Besides, you were given an opportunity
to lessen the severity, and you chose to push the boundaries again.
This is your doing, Keegan; not mine. I didn’t even bring a collar
and leash today.”

 


“Yes, Mistress. I understand.”

 


Jeneca remained bent. “But the collar and
leash aren’t all that’s necessary. You’ll be deprived of sight.
This,” Jeneca pulled the other tie between her hands, “is now a
blindfold. You’re going to have to rely on me for everything. Have
you ever been blindfolded, Keegan?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“Anxiety level?”

 


“Six, Mistress.”

 


“Are you trying to be cute, Keegan?”

 


“No, Mistress. If I was going for cute, I
would’ve said a hundred.” Slap! “Apologies, Mistress.”

 


“Do you want to call yellow, Keegan?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“Do you want to call red, Keegan?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“You can... I’ll walk out that door.” She
stoically held his gaze.

 


“No, Mistress. Please, I’d like you to
proceed.”

 


“You know you’re able to use a safeword at
any time, Keegan.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Close your eyes.”

 


Jeneca secured the blindfold. As she leaned
in to tie it, she pushed her blouse-covered breasts against his
face. Keegan didn’t take the bait.

 


“Comfort level?”

 


“I’m fine, Mistress.”

 


Slap!

 


Getting slapped without seeing it first
intensified the experience. It was like a mini electrical jolt.

 


“Apologies, Mistress. One, Mistress.”

 


“Can you see?”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca walked around the bed and stood behind
Keegan. Her heels were silent on the carpet. “Keegan.”

 


He jumped and twisted toward her voice.

 


“Remain seated, facing forward.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Anxiety level?”

 


“Five, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca moved into his closet. When she spoke,
Keegan fought not to move. “Do you feel more sub-like? Helpless and
reliant upon your Mistress?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


She moved to the doorway. “I’m going to tug
on your leash. Don’t move until I give you instructions. Do you
understand, Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”


 


Each time her voice came from a different
area, his breathing grew shallower. It was unnerving not to see.
The anxiety was not knowing. The lack of control. There was a
thrill to it as well. His cock pulsed against his thigh in
anticipation.

 


Jeneca stood before Keegan. He felt the tug
on his neck. “When I tell you, you’re going to get on your hands
and knees on the floor.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Get on your fours, Keegan.”

 


Keegan slunk to his fours. How could
something so humiliating be so electrifying at the same time? There
wasn’t anyone else who could’ve made the mighty Keegan drop to his
hands and knees. His cock ached, and precum dribbled onto the white
carpet.

 


Jeneca walked her sub around the room,
directing him away from obstacles. “Normally you’d be praised for
listening so well. But this is punishment, Keegan.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca took the seat on the bed that Keegan
had vacated. She tugged his leash and positioned him between her
legs. “My cunt is in need of attention, Keegan.”

 


“Mmm, yes, Mistress.” His cock pulsed and
precum coated his tip.

 


“Find it and lick me, Keegan, without
using your hands.” Jeneca pulled his leash to the right side,
preventing forward movement. Keegan tried in vain to connect his
mouth to her heavenly scent. “I thought you wanted to be a good
sub, Keegan.”

 


“I do, Mistress.”

 


“It doesn’t look like it. I gave you an
order, but you haven’t fulfilled it.”

 


“Apologies, Mistress.”

 


“Try harder.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca released the leash but scooted
backwards. Keegan was able to smell her sex but couldn’t affix his
mouth to it.

 


“Lean forward.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Keegan tried. Jeneca scooted forward an inch.
Keegan’s tongue extended all the way, and his tip barely connected
with Jeneca’s thong. He did his best to lick.

 


“Do you think you’re doing anything,
Keegan?”

 


“I’m trying, Mistress.”

 


“Are you unable to do this task without
help?”

 


“Yes, Mistress. Apologies.”

 


“Ask for help.”

 


“Please, Mistress. I seek to please you and
carry out your orders. Please, will you move forward so that I may
pleasure you with my mouth?”

 


Jeneca slid closer at the same time that she
pulled his leash. The effect was a smashing of Keegan’s mouth
against her thong-covered pussy. Keegan grunted and immediately
slid his tongue up and down her wetness.

 


“That’s much better.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


“I want to feel your tongue against my skin,
Keegan. You cannot use your hands.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Keegan pushed his tongue under the side of
her thong. He slid it in and licked up and down her slit. She was
so wet. He greedily lapped up her juices. Her hips thrust against
his face. He moaned into her, and vibrations cascaded along her
walls. She tugged on his leash, pulling him closer. He devoured
her.

 


“You have one minute to make me come,
Keegan.”

 


Keegan moved his tip over her inner and outer
labia. He pushed his tongue into her hole and fucked her. Then he
circled her clit without touching it. Jeneca moaned loudly. Her
hips were flailing, and it was difficult to keep a connection with
his tongue.

 


“Thirty seconds,” she said breathily. She
wasn’t sure if she wanted him to succeed or fail.

 


Keegan moved the tip of his tongue to her
clit. He poked it and flicked it. Then, he sucked it and swirled
his tongue. Jeneca’s hips rose from the bed. She grabbed his hair
and pulled his head.

 


He could only breathe her heavenly scent.
Jeneca’s thighs squeezed his cheeks, and he felt her body tense. He
continued sucking and was rewarded with her warm juice.

 


When the wave receded, Jeneca relaxed her
legs, and Keegan was able to breathe. Keegan could hear her slide
off the bed. He felt the tug against his neck. “Stand up and get on
the bed.”

 


As he complied, she smacked his ass. Not
being able to see caused his cock to throb harder.

 


“On your back.”

 



Jeneca took the condom from the side table
and held it out. “Put the condom on.”

 


Every time Keegan tried to grab it, Jeneca
moved it out of reach. She giggled, and his cock throbbed.

 


Eventually, she tossed it onto his stomach,
and he quickly tore it open and encased his needy member; he
couldn’t wait to be inside her.

 


He felt her crawl onto the bed. The sensory
deprivation was stimulating. His cock pulsed and oozed as he
realized she would soon sink her sloppy sex down his pole.

 


She straddled him without touching. When she
removed the cock strap, his cock pulsed and oozed at her touch. He
moaned. She squeezed his base and balls where the strap was.

 


“Listen carefully, Keegan.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“This is still punishment.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“You aren’t allowed to come until I tell
you.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” His cock jerked in her
hand.

 


“I’m going to come three times before I even
think about allowing you to come.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“How many times do you need to wait,
Keegan?”

 


“Three, Mistress.”

 


“No coming before then.”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“Are you ready to wait, Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca slid down Keegan’s shaft. He arched
his back and groaned loudly. She felt so good. He wished he could
feel her without protection.

 


Jeneca moved quickly. She rode his cock,
intent on coming, palms pressed against his stomach. He felt her
skirt lightly kiss his pubic region with every pump.

 


The extreme teasing, the blindfold, and the
feel of her cunt were making him crazy. His hips began to answer
her thrusts, though he kept his hands at bay.

 


She yanked his leash, which lowered his hips.
“You’re my toy. You lay still!”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


The pain of denial was exquisite. He wouldn’t
have to wait long; he knew her signs. As if on cue, Jeneca’s knees
pressed into his sides, and her nails dug into his stomach. She
leaned forward and moaned as her walls spasmed around his cock.

 


Only two more times.

 


Keegan felt Jeneca walk on the bed. “You’re
my toy, Keegan.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Two more times before I even consider your
predicament.”



“Yes, Mistress.”

 


When her squishy pussy sank this time, Jeneca
was reverse cowgirl. Keegan lamented not being able to watch her.
He imagined what her ass looked like bouncing up and down, and
wanted to grope it. His cock pulsed. He didn’t know if he could
hang on.

 


Jeneca reached back and tugged his leash.
With his concentration broken, Keegan focused on the pleasure
without the mental images. His orgasm still threatened, though, and
he didn’t think he’d endure two more times. He could help her come
quickly, but she’d forbidden it. She was using him. She was in
control.

 


The angle of his cock hit her cervix
beautifully every time she thrust her hips. She forced herself to
concentrate on her power.

 


Her dominance. Her control.

 


She was using Keegan. He was her pawn. Her
fuck-toy. Her bitch.

 


While the thoughts were powerful, they merely
edged her. She needed his fingers on her clit. She needed him to
play with the boundaries. She needed him to throw her down and fuck
her.


 


Good lord! No!

 


Jeneca’s mind reverted to the kitchen and
Keegan’s dominance. She imagined him grabbing her and clasping her
to his body, and the thought sent her over the edge.

 


Keegan felt her speed up, heard her moaning,
and smelled their sex. He heard the sloshy sounds of her pussy as
it impaled itself on his rod. Without sight, his other senses were
heightened.

 


He wanted to use his hands to help her go
faster, knowing the third time would take longer. If she sat on his
face, he could make her come faster.

 


When he felt Jeneca’s walls release his rod
and her body shift off of him, he thought she was going to
accommodate his wishes. He waited for her legs to slide around his
neck. But they didn’t. He heard her slide off the bed.

 


What the hell?

 


He heard her move around the room. Then he
heard a zipper.

 


No! She wouldn’t!

 


He strained to hear every last decibel,
willing his super-hearing to give him back his sight.

 


Jeneca sat on the bed next to him, and felt
the “collar” loosen.

 


“Keegan, I’m extremely disappointed by your
actions tonight. You went far afield of our game, and you chose
extreme punishment.

 


“You chose my answer. I don’t go back on a
deal. My answer is a reminder: You came to me to be dominated. I
had reservations because of your dominant nature. But you assured
me you could be a good submissive. We’ve had this chat before.

 


“I never told you that I sought to be a
submissive; let alone, one of yours. To do so would be far afield
of our game. Moreover, I wouldn’t think you’d want me to submit to
you, Keegan.”

 


She paused, unsure of how to conclude.

 


Keegan listened. She couldn’t possibly leave
him in the state he was in. She couldn’t possibly think this kind
of an answer was fair play. She couldn’t possibly think that he’d
accept it!

 


Jeneca inhaled deeply and let it out quietly.
She purposefully kept him blindfolded.

 


“On one hand, I think it’d be fair of me to
leave you right now and consider our bargain complete. I never
intended on coming three times, Keegan. I only told you three so
you’d be able to hold out. On the other hand, I’m benevolent. I
realize the true nature of your bargain.

 


“So here’s what’s going to happen. Listen
carefully. I’ll need your agreement to continue. I’ll answer your
question on the condition that you remain where you are until you
hear the elevator doors close. You can remove the ties
afterward.

 


“If you agree, I’ll answer and leave. You
aren’t allowed to contact me. I need to do a lotta thinking about
when and/or if I see you again.

 


“Do you understand, Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


The possibility of not seeing her again made
him forget his state of arousal. She couldn’t possibly be
serious.

 


“Do you agree, Keegan?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Tell me what you’re agreeing to.”

 


Keegan’s voice was flat. “I’ll remain where I
am with the ties on. You’ll give me an answer, and then you’ll
leave. I won’t move until I hear the elevator doors close.”

 


“And?”

 


“I won’t contact you. And I’ll eagerly await
your next correspondence, Mistress.”

 


Jeneca ignored his extra comment. “I don’t
wish to be dominated, Keegan. Being a domme gives me the control I
seek. That’s what I want. Nothing more.

 


“However, I won’t deny that I felt a twinge
of curiosity when you grabbed me in the kitchen. I won’t deny it
because I think you felt it. That’s my answer, Keegan. I’ll decide
whether to contact you again.”

 


Keegan listened to her walk away. He heard
the elevator ding and heard Jeneca and Chris’ faint voices. And
then he heard the doors close. He lay still.

 


Was she going to contact him again? Yes.
Absolutely. Wasn’t she? He didn’t think his stunt was as far afield
as Jeneca claimed.

 


It was in the same vein. And if it was, that
meant Jeneca had reacted differently to that one. Why? She
wanted him to dominate her. She acknowledged it! He had
felt it when she’d melted against him. That hadn’t been
fear. That hadn’t been exhaustion. That hadn’t been the curiosity
of being a sub. That had been because she liked it.

 


She couldn’t tell him that she wanted it. And
that’s why she’d kept the blindfold on; so he wouldn’t be able to
see what she couldn’t say. Keegan ripped off the blindfold in an
attempt to confirm his beliefs. He glanced around the room.

 


His eyes rested on his limp dick. He’d sent
subs home after he’d used them and denied their orgasm, but always
with orders not to play with themselves.

 


She hadn’t given any orders besides not
contacting her.

 


Did that mean she wasn’t going to see him
again?

 


Had he danced on her triggers too harshly
this time?

 


He analyzed the evening. His attack had
caught her off-guard, and she had overcompensated. There was no
question who was dominant. She’d teased him, she’d edged him, she’d
used him, she’d denied him, and she’d put him in his place. She’d
even kept her clothes on.

 


When he’d had an exceptionally difficult day,
Keegan would use a sub just like Jeneca had. He wouldn’t remove his
clothes. He wouldn’t allow the sub to climax. He prevented it as a
measure of control and power. He also did it to protect
himself--that was it!

 


She answered the way she had to protect
herself!

 


She’d contact him again. He’d wait.

 


He pulled the condom off, and his cock
responded. Keegan groaned with the realization that after four
hours of racing, she hadn’t allowed him to cross the finish
line.

 


Benevolent, my ass!




Chapter 37




 


Jake intensely sniffed Jeneca when she
returned. “I didn’t betray you, Jake. Keegan doesn’t have a dog.”
She ruffled his fur. “Do you wanna go for a run?” Jake ran to
retrieve his leash.

 


Jeneca wanted to ignore Keegan’s attack. She
didn’t want to be a sub. He was the sub. A toy. A vehicle
for her to use and be done with. Nothing more.

 


Definitely nothing more.

 


She grabbed her phone and Bluetooth earpiece
to listen to the radio. The first song was The Verve’s “Bittersweet
Symphony”. The chorus corroborated Jeneca’s conviction that she had
no feelings for Keegan.

 


Next was Guns ‘N Roses’ “November Rain”, and
she thought about Keegan as the lyrics discussed the realization of
ignoring love.

 


The chorus, however, reminded her of Evan and
when they had taken the girls on a family road trip. It had been
raining in June, and they had substituted, “cold June rain”,
holding June for three syllables.

 


Jeneca got chills when she the song focused
on the pain that comes with fleeting love, and she shuddered Evan
out of her system.

 


Keegan took center stage again when the song
urged her to recognize her feelings.

 


She had no feelings!

 


Disgusted, she changed the channel to hear
the middle of Florence and the Machine’s “Shake It Out”. Jeneca
nodded emphatically, mistakenly thinking that the song affirmed her
position.

 


That song faded into Alicia Keys’ “No One”.
Jeneca listened to the entire song, welled up, and wondered if she
could ever feel again. She quickly reminded herself that the song
wasn’t real life.

 


Evan had been her fairytale but they hadn’t
lived happily ever after. Therefore, fairytales didn’t exist.

 


Period.

 


She changed to an electronica station in
order to escape sappy lyrics. Adventure Club’s “Crash” was playing,
which centered on the obsession of a new love. The beat was
haunting. The end repeated, “You’re the drug running through my
veins / And the crash right after”.

 


There were no feelings! She was not addicted
to Keegan!

She angrily turned off her Bluetooth,
irritated by its betrayal.

 


Instead, she focused on the rhythm of her
shoes bouncing off the concrete. Two beats per foot. They whispered
a message:

 


“Keegan is real. Keegan is real.”

 


Then, the message changed to:

 


“Crash right after. Crash right after.”

 


Jeneca tried to change the message to:

 


“This is dumb. This is dumb.”

 


But the beats didn’t fit. She shook her head,
and Jake glanced back at her; her cadence was off. She tried
again:

 


“This is so dumb. This is so dumb.”

 


Taking stock of her surroundings, she
realized she was on her way back. “You ready to sprint home, boy?”
Jeneca took off, and Jake kept pace.

 


The speed removed all words.

 


At home, she grabbed a bottle of wine, a
glass and her book, and she relaxed in the hot tub. Jake lay
panting on the tile next to her.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca worked from home for several days.
With cases bound for trial, Jeneca routinely secluded herself to
summarize depositions of key witnesses. On Phil’s assurance the
Baldoni case was going to trial, Jeneca took Arianna, Tony and
experts’ deps home. She pored through their testimony, highlighting
and taking notes of critical points.

 


She spoke with Dana as needed. She didn’t go
anywhere. She didn’t talk to anyone. She didn’t do anything. She
avoided the internet and TV. She worked in odd spurts. She
cat-napped frequently. She ordered delivery.

 


Her sub-plan failed: she couldn’t prevent
Keegan from invading her thoughts. He ruminated in the background.
She didn’t think she should see him again. But she didn’t know how
to effectuate it.

 


As she wondered whether it was possible to be
addicted to a person, she heard “Crash” lyrics again: “You’re the
drug . . . and the crash right after.”

 


Keegan controlled her dreams. In some, he
dominantly ordered her. In others, their naked bodies spoke as they
twisted in various positions.


 


Others played out as a fairytale, complete
with a floating book and turning pages. Keegan was dressed as
Prince Charming. He told her about having a complex as he presented
her with an ice bucket and a cup of coffee. He bent on one
knee.

 


The dream was repeated over and over, and the
object in his hand changed. Sometimes it was her hairpin. Sometimes
it was a glass of wine. Sometimes it was a ring.

 


She awoke breathless, sweaty and horny.

 


Upon regaining her conscious thought, Jeneca
vowed not to see Keegan again. Contrary thoughts battled in the
periphery. She’d change her mind, work, and then fall asleep.

 


And the cycle began again.

 


On the morning of the fourth day, Jeneca woke
with the battle still raging. Wanting to be done with it, she went
to her nook and sent Keegan a flippant email: “What if I had
demanded to be your sub the other night?”

 


* * * *

 


The four-day absence fared slightly better
for Keegan. He hoped Jeneca would realize they made a great team
and that she’d want to start a real relationship. His confidence
was firm in the beginning that she’d contact him but, as each day
passed, his resolve lessened.

 


He argued that the longer she thought about
things, the better it was. However, then he’d equally argue the
contrary.

 


After the ball, Keegan had Googled Jeneca.
Her firm’s website, open to her bio page, became a permanent tab on
his browser. Her smile was closed in the picture. While beautiful
in any pose, that one detracted from her radiance. Her countenance
was determined. Potential clients were assured of their attorney’s
commitment and competence.

 


He’d read her bio so many times he would’ve
receive full credit on a Jeneca trivia quiz. Keegan was impressed
with everything he read about her charities, about her, and about
her lawyering. He chuckled over her second degree black belt in
Judo as his hand protectively covered his crotch.

 


Had she Googled him? He didn’t think so. She
wasn’t ready yet, not having asked anything about him. If she had
Googled him, though, would she be impressed? He wasn’t sure and
hoped she wouldn’t be ashamed or embarrassed by comparison.

 


Maybe enough time had passed that she had
Googled him. He checked the counter on his bio page. It had
increased by one!

 


He was looking at her bio when he received
the email notification. He sucked in a breath and held it while
reading the message then let it out slowly. It was a question he
wasn’t expecting.

 


What had he been expecting?

 


Nothing; he hoped she’d either meet
him on equal ground or...

 


There was no “or”.

 


If she’d asked to meet him as usual, it
would’ve indicated she wasn’t ready to acknowledge her feelings. To
flip the premise of their game must mean she wanted to move forward
but didn’t know how to convey it. Keegan regarded the message as a
positive.

 


Not wanting to get his hopes up, he analyzed
different angles until he found a negative. Perhaps he had tempted
her sexual horizons, and getting a taste of being dominated had
opened her mind. Who better to submit to than an experienced
dom?

 


It was exactly what he’d done.

 


No. The question was passive. If she only
wanted a sub experience, she would’ve said, “I wish to experience
being a sub. I’d like to continue our game but in reverse.”

 


Or would she?

 


Maybe she was trying to decide if she wanted
to proceed. The question could be asking what he did as a dom,
perhaps to help her decide.

 


Hadn’t they already discussed their
encounters in their early correspondence? Keegan couldn’t determine
Jeneca’s rationale. Either way, though, she had erred: she’d given
him control.

 


He seized it.

 


 


Jeneca,

 


Come to my place tonight at 6:30. The evening’s
activities will be discussed over dinner. Rest assured that you
will not experience anything you don’t beg for first.

 


Do not bring a purse. Do not bring any toys. Just
bring yourself. Tonight is casual. Wear jeans and a comfortable
top. Wear your hair down. What else you wear is entirely up to you;
however, I suggest you dress to impress.

 


Sir

 


 


Keegan’s cock stirred as he reread his draft
but he kept his expectations down. He wondered whether he should
explain his protocol. He second-guessed his dominant stance. Should
he soften it? Should he lengthen it?

 


In the end, Keegan didn’t change
anything.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca forced herself to ignore her dummy
email until she was at her desk with a pile of work to sink into
regardless of Keegan’s response. Dana brought coffee and discussed
the caseload.

 


“We got the notice for the motion to dismiss
the consortium claim along with a report from the private
investigator,” Dana winked.

 


“Yep, Phil told me they’d do that. When’s the
motion?”

 


“Monday.”

 


As Jeneca went over her notes from the
depositions, Dana couldn’t tell a difference in her boss’ demeanor.
Jeneca was normally charged after her reclusive bouts.

 


“If you can have my notes typed before lunch,
that’d be great.”

 


“Absolutely.”

 


“If you can give me uninterrupted time until
then to catch up on these other files, that would also be
great!”


 


“I’ve already blocked off time on your
calendar,” Dana said knowingly.

 


After Dana closed the door, Jeneca’s heart
rate soared. She sorted her piles and yoga breathed until she
wasn’t jittery. Then, she read Keegan’s email. Her heart rate
soared again.

 


Good lord! She was irritated and
excited.

 


What had she expected?

 


She hadn’t expected anything. She’d left it
up to him.

 



She shouldn’t have sent the email.

 


However, now she could experience Keegan’s
full dominance. All she had to do was accept.

 


Was that her only option?

 


No. She could snarkily tell him she’d been
only asking... then turn the tables and demand an encounter on her
terms. Any more options?

 


Yes. She could walk away.

 


Jeneca put her head in her hands and stared
into her coffee cup.

 


Answers didn’t shimmer into focus.

 


Three options… Well, two options because
number three wasn’t really an option.



Do it or not. To be or not to be, that is the
question. Good lord!

 


She considered calling David but he’d only
say, “What do you want to do, Dude? You either want this or you
don’t.”

 


Using the excuse of work and time, Jeneca
hastily sent Keegan a response: “Yes, sir.”

 


* * * *

 


Dana had made arrangements with a babysitter
to stay late so she could attend a late-evening strategy session
with Jeneca, like normal. When Jeneca said she was leaving early
because of a headache, Dana was shocked. Christy Cooper had
gossiped and gushed about Jeneca’s date to the ball. Dana hoped
Jeneca’s headache somehow involved him.

 


* * * *

 


Jake knew Jeneca wasn’t herself because of
her nervous energy. Jeneca emptied her lingerie drawer frantically
searching for the perfect outfit. When portraying a domme, her
attire was up to her, and choosing lingerie was fun.

 


Selecting lingerie to portray a sub was
distressing because she didn’t know what Keegan preferred.

 


Jake, curled on the bed, watched her fling
clothes. When one landed on his head, he shook it off without
judgment. Jeneca narrowed it to two color choices; black or white.
White for the symbolic first time being dominated. Black for the
symbolic first time being dominated while maintaining her sinister
domme persona.

 


She was overwhelmed by the choice.

 


As she scanned her discarded items, a ray of
sunlight highlighted an emerald ensemble haphazardly strewn on the
floor. Green looked good on her. Sometimes Keegan had green eyes.
They’d been green the first time they had met for dinner. That was
a good sign.

 


But she’d worn green to the ball when they
had shared their most intimate encounter! She could definitely
not wear green.

 


She considered calling it off when her eyes
rested on a royal blue, satin tank and thong with the tags still
on. It was understated. Both pieces had spaghetti straps.

 


Jeneca remembered their first encounter. The
hotel comforter had brought out the blue in Keegan’s eyes. Her
first outfit should be blue.

 


A calm wave enveloped her.

 


After showering, she tried to inspect her
body through his eyes. Good lord! He’d seen her body
numerous times!

 


She covered her new outfit under a pair of
jeans and a plain, royal blue cotton T-shirt. She completed the
look with four-inch royal blue pumps.

 


Jake walked her to the garage. “You be a good
boy. I’ll be back soon.”

 


* * * *

 


On the drive, she rehearsed her objectives.
It was a new sexual experience; nothing more. She hadn’t crossed
any lines. There was a sexual relationship with Keegan; nothing
more. He submitted to her. It was natural for her to submit to him.
A testing of sexual limits.

 


Everything sexual.

 


Nothing personal.

 


She lacked her usual confidence. Invariably,
she’d read about subs when she had researched how to be a domme.
Therefore, she was prepared, albeit from the opposite
perspective.

 


She heard herself making small talk with
Chris as she felt the elevator rise. After she stepped into
Keegan’s penthouse, she turned to watch the elevator doors close
behind her. She paused to stare at them wistfully before turning
around.

 


As she turned, she crashed into Keegan.

 


“It’s not necessary to literally toss
yourself at me,” he chuckled as he caught her.

 


She looked up at him. His face was soft, and
his arms were around her. He effortlessly smoothed an awkward
situation.

 



She smiled at him gratefully. “So sorry. I’m
new to this sub thing.” She took a step back.

 


He leaned down to kiss her cheek. “I’m glad
you’re here, Jeneca.”

 


She accepted his kiss and forced her pussy to
keep from responding more.

 


“Can I get you something to drink? Wine?”

 


“Yes, thank you.”

 


“Follow me into the kitchen.”

 


The kitchen had a tall, curved counter with
high-backed bar stools overlooking the galley-style kitchen. Keegan
held out a chair for her.

 


“I thought we could eat here, if that’s okay?
It’s less formal.”

 


“Sure,” Jeneca agreed as she climbed onto the
chair. “Do you need help with anything?”

 


“Thank you, no. Everything’s just about
ready.”

 


He walked to the refrigerator and pulled out
a bottle of white wine. He poured some into the glasses on the
ledge.

 


“A toast.”

 


Jeneca held up her glass.

 


“To what I anticipate will be a most
enjoyable evening.”

 


He clinked his glass against hers and they
both sipped.

 


He watched as she sipped. She was nervous but
tried not to show it. He smiled inwardly.

 


“Please give me a couple of minutes to put
the finishing touches on dinner.”

 


“You cooked?!” Jeneca didn’t know why she was
surprised.

 


“I did.”

 


Keegan turned his back on Jeneca and faced
the stove. He was in jeans and a white T-shirt, and was barefoot.
Without a tailored suit, he looked strange. The longer she looked,
the more she realized he wore those clothes with the same
confidence as his formal attire.

 


Did he just open two cupboards again? Paying
closer attention, she noted that he opened two drawers in search of
a spatula. She was convinced that her earlier observations were
accurate but didn’t say anything.

 


“Just a few more minutes with that. Let’s
start with the salad.”

 


He wiped his hands on a towel before serving.
He smiled at her and refilled her glass. Then, he walked around and
stood beside her. She automatically looked up at him, and he bent
to kiss her softly. When she accepted it, he pressed his tongue in,
and she responded.

 


The kiss was a test.

 


He decided to press. “I need to know what’s
under here.” He pulled her T-shirt away from her shoulder.

 


Jeneca grabbed his wrist and redirected his
hand. “Not yet. Right? There’s dinner and a discussion, I think you
said?”

 


“So I did,” Keegan sat. “How was your
day?”

 


Jeneca stiffened and spoke to her salad. “I
haven’t fully accepted. And even if I did, I wouldn’t be your
typical sub, Keegan.”

 


No, you’re NOT typical but you HAVE
accepted.

 


“Gotcha.”

 


He shifted the conversation to national
politics, and Jeneca willingly followed. He kept her glass full
during their talk. Keegan bussed their appetizer plates and served
the entrée: poached salmon and steamed asparagus. He refilled their
wine glasses.

 


Jeneca had expected filet, since it was the
only meal Keegan knew she liked. She didn’t have time to change her
expression before Keegan explained, “It’s what you had at the ball.
Did you want filet?”

 


The ball! Good lord, was that an innuendo
about their tryst?

 


Not everything was symbolic.

 


“No, this is beautiful, Keegan. Thank
you.”

 


“If it’s not good, I can whip up something
else.” She quickly took a bite and declared it delicious. “You can
tell me if it’s not; it won’t hurt my feelings.”

 


“I’m telling the truth. Why do you think I’m
not?”

 


“Because you looked like there was something
wrong with it.”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes but saw no escape
except the truth. “To be honest, I was surprised you knew I liked
this. I forgot about the meal at the ball.”

 


Keegan smiled. Her statement was telling.
“We’d had a few champagnes before the meal arrived.”

 


She smiled, again grateful for his ability to
smooth out the wrinkles. “Well, I did, anyway. You didn’t
seem very affected.”

 


“Oh, I was affected,” he stared at her
pointedly.

 


She took a sip of wine and looked around the
room. “Aren’t you eating?”


 


“I am,” he sat next to her. “I just wanted to
make sure you were satisfied first.”

 


Again with the innuendoes. She took another
sip of wine and cut her asparagus.

 


“Do you remember the safewords I use?” He
purposefully changed course.

 


“Yes,” she answered without thinking.

 


“Tell me.”

 


“Pineapple and mustang.”

 


“Very good.” Her pussy twitched, and she
crossed her legs. “Have you ever submitted before, Jeneca?” He ate
while he asked his questions.

 


“No.” She could feel herself getting wet. She
took another sip of wine.

 


“Are you nervous, Jeneca?”

 


Good lord! Body language! She turned
to face him. “Yes, Keegan.”

 


What? No!

 


“I know you are. Thank you for answering
honestly.” He smiled at her, and she melted.

 


She took another sip and crossed her legs the
other way.

 


He does NOT know! He doesn’t know me. I
don’t know him. I shouldn’t be here. This is ridiculous. I can go
to the bathroom and have David text me with an emergency.

 


Her phone was in her car. Good
lord!

 


Her eyes darted around the kitchen. The
spatula had been retrieved from a drawer that was the farthest away
from the stove than where Keegan had originally checked. That
didn’t make sense.

 


Keegan instinctively felt her distance. “Talk
to me,” he said purposefully.

 


She looked at him and searched his face.
Hold it together! “About what?”

 


“Tell me why you decided to become a
domme.”

 


“No.” Her answer was staccato, and she took
another sip of wine. Then, she cut another piece of asparagus.

 


“What do you like about giving men orders in
the bedroom?”

 


She faced him and held his gaze while she
answered. “I like the control. The power I feel when he carries out
my commands.”

 


He was beginning to understand her body
language. When she wanted to answer, she looked at him directly.
When she wanted to avoid, she fidgeted. He wished he had been privy
to the information at their first dinner.

 


“The power becomes intoxicating, doesn’t
it?”

 


“Yes, an alcohol substitute,” she smiled.

 


She was with him again, and he smiled.

 


“Speaking of alcohol.” He leaned over the
counter for the bottle of wine; then refilled their glasses.

 


She watched him stretch. A brief hint of his
obliques was visible under the bottom of his T-shirt. Her sex
pulsed, and she felt her wetness. “Thank you.”

 


“Thank you for being here,
Jeneca.”

 


She broke the gaze, took a sip of wine and
resumed eating.

 


What was wrong with what he’d just said?!
They ate.

 


“Is there anything you want to ask me,
Jeneca?”

 


She looked at him. “What’s your recipe for
this salmon?” Her eyes twinkled.

 


He was mesmerized by her emerald speck, and
was disappointed she wasn’t wearing green, even though royal blue
was his favorite color.

 


“Is there anything else you’d like to ask
me?”

 


The heat from his gaze touched the apex of
her pussy.

 


“How did you keep the asparagus so crunchy?”
Did she slur?

 


“Okay.” He stood up and walked away.

 


Was he upset with her? She thought they were
bantering like normal. Where was he going?

 


She turned and discovered her chair spun.
Keegan walked into the living room and got another bottle of wine.
She spun her chair several times.

 


He watched her merriment as he walked back.
He stopped her chair as it faced the kitchen. With the bottle in
one hand, he slid his hands down her arms.

 


“If you lose your dinner, I’ll be left
wondering whether you liked it after all.”

 


She leaned against him, tilted her head back
and giggled, “The dinner was delicious. Seriously.”

 


Keegan placed the bottle between her breasts
and slowly slid it to her lap. Her pussy twitched convulsively, and
she moaned.

 


“I’m going to give you one more chance to
answer properly. Is there anything you’d like to ask of me,
Jeneca?”

 


He pressed the base of the bottle into her
crotch, forcing her legs to spread.

 


“How do you transition from dinner to dom?”
she slurred as her hips rocked against the bottle.

 


“Good girl,” he said as he pressed his lips
against hers and pushed his tongue inside.

 


Her arms swept around his neck.

 


When he placed the bottle on the counter and
returned to his seat, she felt empty.

 


He reached for the corkscrew.

 


“Don’t open that unless you want more.
I have to drive home.”

 


Keegan had miscalculated.

 


Or she was fighting to regain some semblance
of control.

 


“I don’t think you can drive now.”

 


“I’ll be fine if I stop drinking.”

 


“I don’t want you to stop drinking.”

 


“I’ve had way more than you.”

 


“Deal. I’ll catch up, and you won’t
stop.”

 


Jeneca repeated the sentence out loud, trying
to figure out the meaning.

 


Meanwhile, Keegan took her pause as consent,
opened the bottle and poured them each a full glass. He offered her
the glass, and she automatically took it.

 


“Cheers.”

 


She sipped. “I’m not entirely sure what you
did just there.”

 


Keegan diverted. “I was rude. You asked a
question but I didn’t answer. About a transition... I don’t move
from a meal to a D/s encounter. Dinner is always kept
separate.”

 


Jeneca’s nether regions dripped.

 



She took another sip of wine to think.

 


She’d inadvertently asked him to dominate her
and he’d retreated. Wasn’t the evening supposed to be about his
domination? Wasn’t he going to fuck her?

 


She couldn’t let him know she was
disappointed, but she didn’t know what to say. Instead, she sipped
again.

 


He watched her and grinned. His diversion had
worked, and he hadn’t miscalculated her alcohol intake.

 


He’d never had so much fun during a D/s
preamble.

 


Normally he’d plow through, regardless of the
sub’s reaction, and exert his dominance. He enjoyed watching
Jeneca’s uneasiness.

 


She had invited him to dominate her.

 


She wanted it.

 


He felt it in her kiss.

 


But the invitation wasn’t entirely
submissive. She’d toyed around the edges without fully giving in...
yet.

 


“Did you plan for dessert?” she asked her
glass.

 


Keegan smiled broadly. In the skilled art of
negotiation, she had just lost.

 


She’d made the offer: dominate me.

 


He’d sidetracked it: I don’t normally mix
dinner with sex.

 


It was his turn to counter. She should’ve
waited. He who speaks first in the silence loses. Therefore, she
tipped her hand.

 


She hadn’t eaten since her early lunch with
Dana, and the wine was affecting her. Keegan had carefully kept her
glass full while barely drinking from his own. Plus, she had drunk
to deflect questions.

 


Jeneca was happily inebriated but thought she
was maintaining control.

 


She didn’t recognize her negotiation faux
pas; she was proud of her clever double entendre. When Keegan
smiled, she mistook it as appreciation for her cleverness.

 


“The question should be, have you
planned anything for dessert?” he smiled.

 


His eyes reflected blue from her shirt. She
could get lost in them.

 


Wait, what was the question? “No.”

 


“And why haven’t you?”

 


“Because this is your show, Keegan,” she
punched him in the arm. “I’m here to observe, remember?”

 


“Observe? I didn’t realize you hadn’t planned
on participating.”

 


Wait, what? “I plarred on
panticipating,” she slurred emphatically.

 


“Gotcha. My apologies.” Keegan stifled a
snicker.

 


“Yeah, you should be,” she grinned.

 


“Talk to me.” He watched the effects of his
words as Jeneca sank back in her chair and sighed. “Tell me how you
expected to participate tonight.”

 


Jeneca narrowed her eyes. She felt something
was amiss but couldn’t focus. “I thought you were gonna show me how
you dominate your subs.”

 


“And you were going to be my sub?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Would you like that?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Why is that, Jeneca?”

 


“Nooo!”

 


“No?” He raised his eyebrows.

 


“You made a deal that you’re not carrying
through with it that you said you would before.” Did she really say
a thousand words? Good lord!

 


“What deal would that be, Jeneca?”

 


The way he said her name! Like his tongue was
tickling her labia!

 


“Wine, sir. Gentlemen don’t go back on
their word, and you gave your word to drink!”

 


“You are correct on two counts, Jeneca. One,”
he drank half his glass, “I will drink with you.” She smiled, smug
with her control. “Two,” he leaned closer to whisper, “you are oh
so correct to call me ‘sir.’”

 


Her pussy throbbed with need. She wanted him
to twist her stool, push her against the countertop, yank her jeans
down, shove her thong aside, and thrust into her until she
came.

 


She looked at him with lidded eyes, and
huskily whispered, “Yes, sir.”

 


Goddamn, his cock spurted precum. Not like
this. Not quite.

 


“I don’t think you’re able to submit,
Jeneca.”

 



“Yes, I am!” she quickly yelled.

 


“I don’t think so.”

 


“I am,” she protested.

 


Keegan sucked in a smile and waited for his
cock to stop pulsating.

 


“As you’ve already told me, you’ve had far
too much to drink.”

 


“N-n-noo,” she began but really couldn’t
argue that claim.

 


“You have, Jeneca. I know it, and you’ve
already told me.”

 


Her eyes searched his. What was he doing?!
There was a puddle in her thong.

 


“What do I have to do to get ready? Sir,” she
added.

 


His cock pounded against his jeans and precum
leaked into his boxers. All those endless hours of teasing had come
to a head. He could take her now.

 


Right on the stool.

 


Shove her pants down and ram into her.

 


He’d fantasized about that moment.

 


But it wasn’t right.

 


He wanted it to be perfect.

 


Jeneca looked imploringly at Keegan, who
shook his head. “You won’t like it, Jeneca. So I’m afraid there’s
really nothing you can do at this point.”

 


He shrugged, put his hands palm-up and forced
himself to look her in the eyes while keeping a straight face.

 


“Keegan, you’re a fucking dom! You do this
all the fucking time. There’s no way you don’t know how to not
fucking do this.”

 


Keegan scrinched his eyes and smiled. “There
were too many negatives in that sentence for me to understand your
meaning, Jeneca. Talk to me.”

 


Again he paused, and she reacted.

 


Fuck, he might be able to get off on that
alone!

 


“Tell me what you’re upset about.”

 


“You’re just fucking teasing me! I know you
know there’s a way out of this, Keegan. Just tell me so I can
fucking do it!”

 


Jeneca cursed more than he’d ever heard.
Coupled with her begging, it caused him to throb and ooze more.

 


She’d been a happier drunk after the ball.
After the ball, though, she’d allowed them to be equals.

 


She was frustrated because she wasn’t in
control.

 


Keegan smiled. “I told you there is one
thing.”

 


“Fucking tell me!”

 


“I also told you that you’re not going to
like it.”

 


“You fucker.” Fuck, she was dripping.

 


He stood up and held out his hand. When
Jeneca reluctantly took it, Keegan walked her to the kitchen sink.
She watched as he plugged the drain and filled it with cold water.
Then, she watched him drop in ice cubes and regarded him with
contempt but said nothing.

 


When he was done, he motioned toward the
sink.

 


“What the fuck does that mean?” Jeneca
exaggerated his same hand motion.

 


“It means a contract is not valid if one
party is under the influence. You are that party. A quick face trip
into the water will jolt your system enough for you to make a
binding deal... should you still care to at that point,” he
added.

 


“Are you fucking serious?!”

 


Keegan feigned anger and crossed his arms
over his chest. He stood in her space and peered down. She looked
up.

 


“I am very serious.”

 


As they stood staring at each other, Jeneca’s
mind raced. It’s just a little water. But why didn’t he toss her on
the counter and fuck her? Fuck, she could feel a dribble crawling
down her leg.

 


She slowly faced the sink.

 


Keegan’s heart lurched and his cock
pulsed.

 


As she bent over, he gathered her hair.

 


She lowered her face into the icy liquid and
popped up gasping.

 


Keegan pulled her against his chest and
rubbed a towel over her face. “Good girl.”

 


She could feel his words vibrate against her
head. Was he going to throw her on the counter and fuck her now?
She looked up pleadingly.

 


“Is there something you’d like to say?”

 


“What do I have to say, Keegan?”

 


“You don’t have to say anything, Jeneca. This
is completely voluntary. What would you like to say?”

 


“What normally happens?”

 


“Nothing about this evening has been normal
for me, Jeneca.”

 


She looked at him quizzically.

 


“I don’t bring subs home. I don’t cook for
them. I don’t fight with them.”

 


He didn’t explain his actions, either!

 


She studied him. The face dunk had cleared
the main part of her head but the periphery remained fuzzy. She
wasn’t sure whether he was serious.

 


Good lord!

 


“I want you to dominate me, Keegan,” she
enunciated.

 


His cock demanded to be released.

 


He reached to refill their glasses. “You are
now free to drink again, Jeneca,” he smiled at her.

 


She took the glass and sipped. Was he going
to fuck her on the counter now?! She watched him drain his glass
and then refill it. Then she drank some more.

 


“Come with me and take your glass.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


He walked into the bedroom with her in tow.
He’d planned and fantasized every moment, but all of his ideas
vanished.

 


He moved to the side of the bed. “On your
knees.” Jeneca dropped to her knees and looked up at him. “Good
girl.” He smoothed the top of her head.

 


Jeneca imagined his hand on her cunt and felt
another drop run down her leg.

 


“Take me out carefully.”

 


Jeneca unbuckled his belt and unzipped his
fly. She reached into his boxer slit and carefully pulled him out.
The second her fingertips touched him, he pulsed.

 


She smiled up at him, and he rewarded her.
“Good girl. Do you want to suck me?”

 


She nodded.

 


“Beg me, Jeneca.”

 


“Please, sir, will you let me suck your
gorgeous cock?”

 


Keegan moaned. “Suck me.”

 


Jeneca opened her mouth and engulfed Keegan’s
head. She swirled her tongue around and softly sucked his tip. He
moaned.

 


No, she didn’t get to dictate the pace. She
wasn’t in charge; he was. “Are you ready?”

 


When she nodded around his cock, he grabbed
her hair and thrust into her mouth. His tip hit the back of her
throat, and she gagged.

 


“That’s right. Gag on my cock.”

 


He repeatedly hit the same spot, and she
repeatedly gagged and heaved. Keeping his pace steady, she got used
to his depth. Then, he started to fuck her face. His cock inched
down her throat. Tears poured down her face, and she resumed
gagging and choking.

 


“Take it. Good girl.”

 


Jeneca tried to relax her throat muscles but
he was too big; her gag reflex wouldn’t abate.

 


Neither did Keegan.

 


He kept up the pace and watched her, reveling
in how obedient she was; loving the sound and feel of her throat
contracting around his cock. He liked seeing the tears run down and
even liked seeing snot pour out of her nose.

 


Because...

 


She was letting him do it to her.

 



But he didn’t want to come.

 


When he pulled out, Jeneca gasped for air.
Keegan handed her a tissue. She wiped her face and blew her
nose.

 


“Drink some wine.” She drank willingly.
“Better?” She nodded. “You were a very good girl.” Another drop
down her leg. “Give me your glass and sit on the bed.”

 


Jeneca complied.

 


Keegan’s cock angrily waved, desperate for
him to ram into her pussy. Similarly, Jeneca didn’t know why her
clothes were still on.

 


“Take your shirt off.”

 


Jeneca grabbed the base of her T-shirt and
pulled it over her head, then dropped it on the floor.

 


Keegan gasped when he saw the new, royal blue
satin. He twirled his finger in a spaghetti strap and lightly
pulled. “Is this new?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“For me?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Mmm, this pleases me, Jeneca. Good
girl.”

 


“Thank you, sir.”

 


Fuck, she was much better at this than he
was. “I can see down your camisole, Jeneca. Do you know that?”

 


“I do now, sir.”

 


“Do you like that I can?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Do you want me to touch your bare breast,
Jeneca?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“How do you ask?”

 


“Please, sir.”

 


“Please what?”

 


“Please will you touch my breast, sir?”

 


Keegan growled. He released the strap and
slid his hand under the garment. His palm cupped her breast and
lightly squeezed. She sat back and thrust her tit against him.

 


“No, Jeneca.” He swatted her nipple
gently.

 


“I’m sorry, sir.”

 


Keegan resumed his mauling, and she moaned.
“Do you like this, Jeneca?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Do you want me to stop?”

 


“No, sir.”

 


“Beg me not to stop, Jeneca.”

 


“Please, sir. Please don’t stop touching my
breast, sir.”

 


“Mmm, such a good girl. Do you want to feel
my lips on your breast?”

 


“Fuck yes, sir.”

 


He swatted her nipple. “That’s not how we
ask, Jeneca.”

 


“Please, sir. Please, will you lick and suck
my breast?”

 


“Much better. Take this off, Jeneca.”

 


As her camisole floated to the floor, Keegan
gently pushed her back. “Get on the pillows.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


He handed her the wine glass. “Pour the wine
on your tits and beg me to suck them.”

 


Jeneca tipped the glass to her breasts and
poured. The liquid was cold and her nipples buttoned.

 


“Please, sir. Will you please suck the wine
from my tits?”

 


Keegan lay on his side and dragged his tongue
over her breasts. Jeneca moaned and her hips moved. He threw an arm
on her midsection. “Keep still.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


Keegan lavished attention on each of Jeneca’s
breasts. Her pussy was on fire. Keegan could smell her desire
through her jeans.

 


“Is someone horny?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“What would you like, Jeneca?”

 


“You inside me, sir,” she said evenly.

 


“How do you get what you want, Jeneca?”

 


“Please, sir.”

 


“Please what, Jeneca?”

 


“Please, sir, please will you fuck me?”

 


Keegan couldn’t hold back any longer. He
pulled his pants down, leaving his shirt on. “Take your jeans
off.”

 


Jeneca yanked them off. Her thong stuck to
her needy cunt. It was darker than her camisole.

 


“You’ve soaked your thong all the way
through.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Do you want me that badly, Jeneca?”

 


“Yes, Keegan.”

 


“How badly, Jeneca?” He peered into her
eyes.

 


She understood. Her eyes pleaded with
him.

 


He breathed in a long breath and let it out
harshly. “For you only.” He reached for the night stand and grabbed
a condom.

 


“Thank you, Keegan.”

 


He grunted. “There’s absolutely no fucking
reason to do this, Jeneca--”

 


“Please, sir. Will you please fuck my
dripping wet pussy with your gorgeously huge, rock-hard cock? I
want to feel you inside. Please, will you fuck me, sir--”

 


Keegan had moved to straddle Jeneca during
her pleas, and she had parted her legs under him.

 


“No.”

 


Her eyes flew to his.

 


“Roll over.”

 


Jeneca flipped to her stomach, her heart
pounding. Her juices were freely flowing onto the mattress. He
yanked her thong off.

 


“Tilt your ass up and beg me to fuck
you.”



He held his base in his palm, readying
himself.

 


Jeneca got into position, not entirely on all
fours. “Please, I beg you, Keegan, sir, please fuck me.”

 


“Again.”

 


“Keegan, goddamn you fucking son-of-a-bitch,
fuck me! Please! I need to feel your cock in my pussy.
Please, sir! Please--”

 


Keegan plowed his cock into her juicy cunt.
They both moaned loudly. She pushed back against him, and he
groaned.

 


He grabbed a fistful of hair and pushed her
into the mattress as he pounded her hole, thrusting in hard, long
strokes. She felt too good; he wouldn’t be able to keep it up.

 


Reaching an arm around her waist, he rubbed
his fingers in tight, small circles over her clit. “Fuuuuuuck!”


 


He continued to pound her, and felt her body
tensing under him but he was too far gone. His thrusts were timed
to her body’s reactions. When he thrust deeply, she pushed back.
They both ground their hips at the bottom.

 


After a few more thrusts, they both came
explosively.

 


Keegan collapsed on her back.

 


They lay panting together.

 


Jeneca’s aftershocks tickled Keegan’s cock,
and he pulsed in answer.

 


He slowly rolled off, making sure she could
breathe. She snuggled next to him and put her head on his shoulder.
He wrapped his arm over her waist and held her close.

 


When he kissed her forehead, she grew
rigid.

 


She pushed herself off the bed and gathered
her clothes.

 


“What are you doing?” he asked.

 


“Leaving.”

 


“It’s not your call when to leave.”


 


“It is, Keegan,” she said firmly.

 


“You can’t leave.”

 


“I can, and I will.”

 


“No, I mean, you can’t drive. Stay with
me.”

 


Good lord! She couldn’t drive.

 


She also couldn’t stay with Keegan.

 


“No. I have to leave.”

 


“I’ll call you a cab.”

 


“No. My car is here. I’ll call my
brother.”

 


“How’s he--”

 


“He’ll come with his wife, and then I’ll have
my car in the morning.”

 


“Don’t bother them. It’s late. Stay with
me.”

 


“No.” She turned to leave.

 


“Where are you going?”

 


“I have to get my phone out of my car.”

 


“You can use my phone.”

 


“No.”

 


Keegan understood. He would have her
brother’s number if she used his phone.

 


How did this fall apart so quickly? She
couldn’t leave like this.

 


When had she gotten dressed? Keegan leapt out
of bed and threw on his jeans.

 


“What are you doing?” she asked.

 


“Coming with you. To make sure you’re not
tempted to drive home.”

 


“Fine.” Jeneca cursed herself for getting
into the predicament. She was glad he was allowing her to go. She
didn’t worry about him seeing her car.

 


A concession! He walked with an arm around
her to the elevator. She permitted it.

 



Another concession!

 


“Chris, we need to retrieve something from
Jeneca’s car, and then we’re coming back up. Someone will be coming
for Jeneca. Please let them up.”

 


“Of course.”

 


Jeneca’s BMW wasn’t a shock to Keegan since
he’d already guessed her income and had confirmed it by Googling
her.

 


She called David when they returned to the
penthouse. “They’re on their way.”

 


“I’m glad you’re not driving.”

 


Jeneca nodded. She moved to the kitchen and
began to clean.

 


“Leave it. I’ll take care of it later.”

 


“Let me rinse ‘em at least.”

 


Keegan watched her. She looked more at ease
in his kitchen than he had. She located the soap and squirted some
as she poured the water. “Don’t wash those. Please.”

 


“I’m not. But it’ll help later.”

 


“Thank you.”

 



He wanted to scoop her up and carry her back
to bed.

 


He wanted to feel her head against his chest
all night.

 


Would she have stayed if he hadn’t kissed her
forehead? Or was she leaving because she didn’t like being
dominated?

 


No, they had exploded together. She liked it.
It was the kiss. Was she ever going to--

 


“David and Betsy are here, Mr. Randolph.”

 


“Thanks, Chris.” The four met in the
foyer.

 


Keegan and David shook hands. “Very nice
place you have here, Keegan.”

 


“Thank you. I can show you--”

 


“Thanks, David. I’m sure you guys need to get
back.” Without waiting for an answer, she turned to Chris. “Chris,
can you take us to my car, please?”

 


“Absolutely, Ms. Avery.”

 


David motioned with his head; his eyes told
her to say good-bye to Keegan. She flashed him, no, let’s go! But
his eyes were adamant.

 


She sighed loudly and walked back to Keegan.
“Thank you, Keegan, for a very nice dinner.”

 


He smiled. He’d seen David’s side of the
silent conversation and took advantage of the situation by wrapping
his arms around her and kissing her deeply. She was forced to
respond.

 


“I’ll email you,” she told him as the
elevator doors closed.

 


* * * *

 


No one spoke in the elevator. When they got
to her car, David told Jeneca to give her fob to Betsy.

 


“No, David. You know you’re the only one I’ll
let drive my car. I’ll ride with Betsy.”

 


David let them walk away. He knew she
wouldn’t talk to him in front of Betsy, and he knew she didn’t want
to talk right then.




Chapter 38




 


“Hey! I’m here!” David was greeted by a happy
Jake. “How you doin’, buddy?” Jake wiggled. “Better yet, how’s
she doin’?” Jake wiggled again.

 


“Don’t try to pry information from my dog,
Davey.”

 


“Are you gonna talk to me?”

 


“Thanks for getting me the other night,” she
hugged him and ignored the question.

 


“Any time,” he hugged her back. He regarded
her. She was fidgeting. “Let’s get you on the table, Dude.”

 


“Okay. I need some water. Do you want
anything?”

 


“Water’s good.”

 


The premise for the massage had been to talk
about her hospital case but David was more interested in Keegan. He
waited to see which topic his sister led with.

 


Jeneca returned with waters and climbed onto
the table, face-down. She was wearing a bikini, and David covertly
inspected her body for bruises. He didn’t think that was the
problem, and was relieved to rule it out.

 


“Why did you have Betsy come up with
you?!”

 


He gave her credit for cleverness. By
starting with Betsy, she tangentially brought up Keegan. David
grinned. It was a good thing she didn’t realize how transparent she
was.

 


“Do you want the technical answer or the
salacious one?”

 


“Uh, both!”

 


“Technically, she had to come up because we
didn’t know where your car was. But there was no way I could stop
her because she was bent on seeing what a penthouse looked
like.”

 


“You barely made it off the elevator.”

 


“I know, and she was pissed that you didn’t
let Keegan give us the grand tour.”

 


“Good lord, you were there to take me home,
not take a tour!”

 


“And why was I there for that again?”

 


“Because I couldn’t drive.”

 


“Yeah, Dude, you were sloshy. But why was
that?”

 


“I was not sloshy!”

 


“Right. Sentences normally come out sounding
like one word, I forgot!” She back-handed his hip. “Hey! Don’t harm
the masseur!”

 


“Don’t be a dick, Davey.”

 


“Okay, I’m a dick. Why’d you need a ride,
Dude?”

 


Jeneca sighed. She’d successfully locked the
evening away, free from analysis... and was afraid to unlock the
door.

 


She sighed again.

 


“You went there...” he started for her.

 


“Yes.”

 


When she didn’t continue, he added, “And you
went there intending to drive home.”

 


“Yes.”

 


Why couldn’t she be chatty like every other
female?

 


“You were there for a while since you were
drunk when I got there.”

 


“Yes.”

 


“What time did you get there?”

 


“Six-thirty.”

 


“Four hours, okay. Did you have dinner?”

 


“Yes. He cooked dinner!”

 


Having unlocked the door, the scene tumbled
out. She talked about salmon and not filet; described the kitchen
and the large wine goblets; and how she’d had an empty stomach when
she had arrived.

 


David felt her muscles relax as she narrated.
They constricted again at the next part.

 


“Remember when I was there the last time and
I told you about the double cupboards?”

 


“Double cupboards?”

 


“How it looked really awkward because he
opened two cupboards to find something? And I wasn’t sure but I
thought he did it more than once?”

 


“Oh, right.”

 


“He did it again in the kitchen! I paid close
attention after I thought I saw him do it the first time. But then,
he was looking for a spatula, and he didn’t find it until he opened
the second drawer!”

 


“Huh. And that means?”

 


“I don’t know! What do you think it
means?”

 


“That he was flustered to be cooking and on
stage for you.”

 


“Other than the oddness of opening
everything, he looked very relaxed.”

 


“Well, I don’t know where Betsy keeps stuff
in the kitchen, and I have to open shit all the time.”

 


“He lives alone, David.”

 


“Okay. Was he naked?”

 


“No! Why would you ask that?”

 


“Didn’t you force him to eat naked the last
time he ordered dinner for you?”

 


Jeneca sighed. “That’s when I was dominating
him.”

 


David’s hands flew off of Jeneca’s back. “You
didn’t.”

 


She didn’t answer.

 


“You did? You let him dominate you?!”

 


“Yes.” Her voice was quiet. “What’s the big
deal?”

 


“What’s the big deal?! Are you fucking
kidding me, Dude?! You let Keegan dominate you, and you started the
story in the kitchen?!”

 


“We had dinner first.”

 


“I cannot believe you, Dude.”

 


“Davey, it’s not a big deal. You always wanna
make this a bigger deal than it is. It’s just sex.”

 


“Sex,” he repeated dully.

 


“Okay, fine, phenomenal sex. But
ultimately, it’s just sex.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“It is, Davey. We’re both dominant. He
wanted to experience the other side of things. It’s natural that
I’d wanna do the same. It’s also natural for me to submit to him
because we have a sexual history.”

 


“A sexual history.”

 


“Yes. I know I can trust him.”

 


“Trust him.”

 


“I mean, it was an experiment.”

 


“An experiment.”


 


“Good lord, Davey, stop repeating everything
I say!”

 


“Everything I say,” he said in a shrill,
high-pitched voice. He quickly jumped back, and Jeneca’s backhand
glided through the air. “Are you gonna tell me about the domination
part?”

 


Jeneca pushed air out of her nose. “What do
you want to know?”

 


“What toy did he use?”

 


“He didn’t use any.”

 


“I thought--what did he use?”


 


Jeneca paused. “His mind.”

 


“Like Jedi mind-trickery?”

 


“So funny, Davey. No, he--when we--I
didn’t--I couldn’t--he--good lord!”

 


“Phenomenal, eh?”

 


“Omigod, yes!”

 


“How did he get you from the kitchen to the
bedroom--or did he take you in the kitchen?”

 


“That’s funny, because I wanted him to
take me in the kitchen!”

 


Jeneca relayed the sequence of events leading
up to the face dunking.

 


“I don’t get it, really. I mean, why didn’t
he take me on the bar stool or the kitchen counter? He approached
me several times and pulled back. Why make me put my face in the
water--just to say he’d ordered me and I followed his
direction?”

 


David listened to her recitation. “Jeneca, I
can’t believe you. Which one of us is the lawyer again?”

 


“What?!”

 


“If he threw you on the counter and took you
in that state, you’d be able to claim that he took advantage of
you.”

 


“That’s ridiculous, Davey! I’d never do
that!”

 


“No? I think you would.”

 


“Why?!”

 


“Because you were reluctant, Jeneca. You let
yourself get drunk so you’d subconsciously have that excuse later
on. It’s what you’re preparing to say when you tell yourself that
all you have is a sexual relationship with Keegan.”

 


“Davey--” she began as she back-handed him,
but he interrupted her and disregarded the strike.

 


“Omigod, Jeneca. Don’t you understand that he
knows you far better than you think?”

 


“Well, I’d hope so, considering how many
times we’ve fucked, Davey.”

 


“Flip over.”

 


“No.”

 


“I can’t talk to you like this, Jeneca.”

 


She flipped over but kept her eyes closed.
David shook his head but relented.

 


“He made you dunk your head so you
couldn’t come back later and claim you didn’t actually
submit.”

 


“Okay. I mean, it’s common knowledge you need
to be clear-headed to enter into a contract. But I went there to
submit. The entire evening was about that.”

 


David dropped it. “Why’d you need me to pick
you up? And don’t tell me because you were drunk.”

 


“David, I haven’t gone over this part
yet.”

 


“Go over it with me.”

 


“I don’t want to.” She sighed heavily before
briefly outlining their bedroom scene, pausing before the part
about sex.

 


“Did he use a condom?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“But he was dominant?”

 


“Yes.” She told him about the condom
conversation.

 


David nodded as he collected information.
“Did he deprive you of your orgasm?”

 


“No,” she said softly.

 


“No, you weren’t able to stop or no, he
didn’t tell you you couldn’t?”

 


“He didn’t tell me.” Her voice was barely
audible.

 


“Why do you sound weird?”

 


“Because he should have.”

 


“He should have told you to stop?”

 


“Yes. Even you know that. That’s why you
asked the question.”

 


“Stay with me here. What does that mean?”

 


“He told me to stay with him.”

 


“Stay with him in the heat of the
moment?”

 


“No, stay the night.”

 


“Okay. But what happened before he asked you
to stay?”

“We came together.”

 


“Okay.” David didn’t understand why her voice
was quavering. “And that’s a bad thing?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Why?”

 


“Because he fucked up. He should’ve told me
to stop.”

 


“Why?”

 


“Because that’s what you do in D/s play. You
know that. You already asked me about this.”

 


David understood that Keegan went outside of
D/s parameters. More importantly, Jeneca understood it. She was
bothered that Keegan hadn’t stuck to the rules.

 


She was getting fidgety, and David didn’t
want her to stop talking. He moved away from the subject. “Then
what happened?”

 


“We both collapsed.” He knew she had more to
say. He waited. “He rolled over, and I snuggled against him. He put
his arm around me. He kissed my forehead, and I left.” She said it
stoically, keeping her eyes closed.

 


“Jeneca,” he said softly.

 


“I had to!”

 


“I know, and it’s okay. But don’t you
see?”

 


“I see that we have sex! I see that I met him
on a sex site! I see that he answered my ad for
fetish sex! I see that we have sex! Sex, Davey! Nothing more! Sex!
And it’s fine. Just sex. Period. End of story.”

 


“Jeneca. Look at me.” She opened her eyes.
“It’s not just sex for him.”

 


She shook her head. “It is.”

 


“It’s not just sex for you, either,” he said
quieter.

 


“It is,” her voice cracked, and she looked
away.

 


“It’s okay to let go. You’ve been hurt. I
know you don’t want to get hurt again but you can’t keep living
this way. You can’t keep pretending to be someone you’re not.
You’re not hard and unfeeling, Jeneca. I don’t think Keegan is,
either.”

 


Her eyes darted between his. He raised his
eyebrows and nodded. She shook her head slowly. He watched her face
contort as she continued to motion “no”. The tip of her nose turned
red, and a tear ran down her cheek.

 


“I like him, David.” Jeneca’s body shuddered,
and she sobbed.

 


David sat on the table and scooped her into
his arms. He rocked her, patted her hair and held her until her
sobs faded. Jake had run in when she had started to cry. He placed
his front paws on the table and sniffed. Then he rested his head on
her arm.

 


 


“Someone’s very worried about you.”

 


Jeneca sat up and patted Jake. “I’m okay,
boy.” She leaned down to receive the kiss on her chin.

 


David took her face in his hands. “You
are okay, Jeneca.” She nodded weakly. “I’m the one
who’s not. Look at this shirt!” He tugged on his shirt. “All this
snot and tears! Yuck!”

 


Jeneca giggled. “Sorry.”

 


“Omigod, Dude. You’re fine.”

 


“Thank you. I love you.”

 


“I love you, too. And I’m very happy for
you.”

 


“This is stupid, Davey.”

 


“It is and it isn’t.”

 


“I can’t tell him.”

 


“Yet. You can’t tell him yet. Though I
think he already knows.” Her eyes flew to his, ready to shoot
daggers. “Down, girl. He knows because he knows you. I haven’t told
him anything.”

 


“And you’re not going to.”

 


“Who? Me? I’m angered you’d even think that!”
David said with a grin.


 


“I did everything to prevent Keegan from
learning how to contact you... or me. In so doing, I accidentally
gave you the ability to contact him!”

 


“I won’t, Jeneca,” he said solemnly. “This is
something the two of you need to work out on your own. Yes, I
talked to him at the ball. But that was only because I had
to meet him. And then when I realized he was a great guy, I just
gave you the push you needed. That’s it. I’m done.”

 


“WHAT did you DO, Davey?!”

 


David grinned. “I paid the bartender to keep
your glass filled.” Jeneca’s mouth opened but David continued. “You
needed to get outta your head, Jeneca. You can’t tell me you didn’t
thoroughly enjoy that evening, Cinderella.”

 


“You little shit!” She moved to kick him, but
he hopped off the table.

 


“Uh-uh. I know you, too.”

 


She grinned at him. “Thank you, David.”

 


“Thank me nothing; it’s my turn. You’re not
gettin’ outta my massage.” He pushed her off the table.

 


Jeneca told David about Tony’s deposition and
upcoming motion while she massaged. “How do you think the judge
will rule?” he asked.

 


“I think she’d be hard-pressed not to grant
it, actually. I mean, there are pictures. Won’t stop me from making
my argument, though.”

 


When he was ready to leave, David turned the
conversation back to Keegan. “You’ve been through a lot this
morning. You don’t have to tell Keegan but you don’t have to be so
hard on him, either. If I leave, do you promise not to get in your
head and obliterate the progress we just made?”

 


“I’ll try,” she smiled.

 


“Do you promise not to come up with reasons
for why Keegan doesn’t like you or want to be with you or why you
shouldn’t be with him?”

 


She cocked her head. “Didn’t you just ask me
that?”

 


“I’ve learned, Counselor, to hone my
questions with you. No wriggling out through semantic
loopholes.”

 


“I’ll try. That’s the best I can give
you.”

 


David nodded. He gave her a hug and said,
“I’m proud of you. No matter what happens next, I’m proud of
you.”

 


He felt her chest heave. She broke the hug.
“Okay, go.”

 


She twisted him toward the door. Before he
spun completely, he saw her tears welling, and he knew she didn’t
want him to see.

 


“Fine, I know when I’m not wanted! I can take
a hint.”

 


He’d call her later.

 


“I love you, you little shit.”

 


“I love you, too, Dude! Bye, Jake.” Jake
wagged his tail and leapt up to kiss David’s chin.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca met Phil in the hallway outside the
courtroom Monday morning. “I don’t see the insurance fucks today,”
she joked.

 


“No, but they did give me a list of things to
emphasize before I left.”

 


“Oh?”

 


“Yes, because apparently I haven’t learned
how to argue a motion yet. Here.” He handed her the itemized
list.

 


Most of the items were basic lawyering.
Except two. “You’re going to ask for more time to discover his
infidelity prior to the amputations?”

 


“It’s what the other lawyer is ordering that
I do.”

 


“That’s bullshit, Phil.”

 


“I agree. And it won’t fly.”

 


“And you’re going to ask for attorney fees on
this motion?!”

 


“I’m not. I’m being ordered to.”

 


“For seventy-five hundred dollars,
Phil? Are you joking?!”

 


“They’re not joking. It’s why I showed you
the note. They’re setting a tone, Jeneca. Any black mark against
your client will be played to the hilt. They intend to divert their
way out of this.”

 


“Thanks for the heads up. But you’re probably
gonna win this one. Still, you’re never gonna be awarded fees or
more discovery.”

 


“I know. It’s intimidation. And I hope I
don’t win. I also wish your client wasn’t such a moron,
Jeneca.”

 


“Yeah. I know. But it’s just one piece. No
matter how many women he sleeps with, it’ll never change the fact
that Mercy Hospital is at fault for amputating his legs.”

 


“You’re right. Shall we?” He gestured to the
door.

 


“We shall. Enemies, now!”

 


He grinned briefly before assuming a stoic
look as they entered the courtroom.

 


After sitting through several motions, the
court clerk called their case. The judge began. “I’ve read your
briefs. I don’t need to hear oral arguments, unless you have
something that needs to be added?”

 


“Your Honor, this isn’t a difficult decision
to make. I would stand on my brief, unless you’re wavering at all?”
Phil fished.

 


“I need to research some law, so I was going
to take the matter under advisement.”

 


“In that case, Your Honor, I wish to make an
argument.”

 


“Proceed.”

 


“Thank you. Your Honor, we feel this loss of
consortium claim is money-grubbing and insulting. As you can see
from the private investigator’s report, Mr. Baldoni isn’t an honest
man. He’s committed numerous adulterous acts since his stay at the
hospital. To claim a loss of consortium is disingenuous. There’s no
marriage breakdown. The only breakdown is Mr. Baldoni’s blatant
disregard for the sanctity of his marriage contract by sleeping
with whomever he pleases!

 


“Furthermore, if the Court isn’t going to
grant our motion, I’d ask to extend discovery to obtain proof of
infidelity before Mr. Baldoni ever contracted pneumonia. We suspect
we’ll prove that he never had any damn reverence for the
institution of marriage, Your Honor!”

 


“Mr. Newman, I caution your language and your
volume.”

 


“I’m sorry, Your Honor. It just makes me
angry.”

 


“Ms. Avery, your thoughts?”

 


“I’ll stand on my brief as well. However,
regarding my opponent’s claims, he’s clearly deflecting the issue
at hand. We don’t know the mindset of Mr. Baldoni. We do know that
he’s a young and healthy man who recently lost his legs because of
Mercy Hospital’s negligence. He was a whole man. He was a provider.
He had his entire life ahead of him. It was altered dramatically
through Mercy Hospital’s negligence.

 


“Coming to grips with that kind of
life-altering event is monumental. Regardless of what the reports
show, the claim is valid. He hasn’t had marital relations with his
wife, which is a distinct change from before Mercy Hospital’s
negligence.

 


“As to extending discovery, that’s a fishing
expedition that’s far afield of this case. Bringing in past bad
acts is an attempt to defame my client’s character. His character
isn’t at issue in this case. The issue is what Mercy Hospital did
to a man in his thirties who presented with pneumonia and then
discharged him without his legs. Without legs, Your
Honor.”

 


“Thank you, Counsel. Anything else, Mr.
Newman?”

 


“Yes, Your Honor. Due to the frivolity of the
loss of consortium claim, as proven by my private investigator’s
report, we respectfully request attorney fees in the amount of
seventy-five hundred dollars, Your Honor. This amount represents
the fees incurred in the preparation of this motion as well as the
expenses associated with hiring the private investigator.”

 


“Ms. Avery, response?”

 


“Your Honor, I respectfully say that Mercy
Hospital isn’t entitled to any fees. The hospital is at fault and
shouldn’t be rewarded for its own negligence. As to the loss of
consortium; it still stands. There have been no marital relations
since Mr. Baldoni first went into the ER with pneumonia.”


 


“Thank you, Counsel. Your arguments were
presented succinctly and clearly. I still need to do some research.
I’ll therefore take this matter under advisement. You’ll have my
decision in a couple of days. Thank you.”

 


* * * *

 


That night, Jeneca sent Keegan an email: “You
available?”

 


Keegan responded, “Always.”

 


“Now?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“As equals?”

 


“Sure.”

 


Jeneca instructed, “I’ll be there in 20. No
nothing, just sex.”

 


Keegan answered, “I look forward to it.”

 


Jeneca tossed on grey sweats, a black tank
top and flip flops before heading out the door. “I’ll see you soon,
Jake, be a good boy!”

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca thanked Chris and was greeted by
Keegan, who wore navy plaid PJ bottoms and a white T-shirt. He
smiled as he hugged her and bent to kiss her. She stood on her
tiptoes to kiss him back. “You’re very short tonight.”

 


“And you’re very tall.”

 


“No, I’m always this height. You’re usually
taller,” he smiled.

 


She flashed him a fake glare, and he scooped
her in his arms.

 


“What are you doing?” she asked, holding onto
his neck.

 


One of her flip flops fell to the floor. He
shook her up and down until the other one dropped as well.

 


“What are you doing?” she giggled.

 


“Carrying out your instructions. No nothing;
just sex.”

 


Keegan carried her into the bedroom. She
shook her head at him and smiled. He tossed her onto the bed, and
she giggled again.

 


He loved that sound.

 


“Did I wake you?” she asked, looking at his
clothes.

 


“Were you sleeping?” he countered,
looking at hers.

 


“No.”

 


“I wasn’t, either. You said equals and just
sex, so I didn’t dress to impress. Did you?” He pulled her tank
outward and peered down. “You did!”

 


She smiled. “You seriously didn’t?” She
hooked her thumbs in his waistband and pulled outward, then peered
in. “You did, too!” He looked at her questioningly. “Your birthday
suit!”

 


“Oh, that was bad, Jeneca!”

 


“Sorry.” She shrugged.


 


“Let’s go back to this.” He lifted her tank,
revealing a white lace bra.

 


“No, no, let’s go back to this!” She reached
for his pants.

 


He took her hand and placed it above her
head. Sliding next to her, he lifted her bra over her tits,
compressing them. Then, he sucked a nipple into his mouth and
danced his tongue around it. Jeneca moaned and arched her back.
Keegan released her hand and removed her tank and bra.

 


Jeneca removed Keegan’s T-shirt and kissed
his neck and chest. Her hands roamed downward and grabbed his
waistband.

 


He pulled her sweats down and lifted his hips
to assist Jeneca with his PJs. Her thong was so wet that her lips
were visible. “Mmm, someone is extremely wet.”

 


“Yes, I am. Remove that thong and lick
me.”

 


“That doesn’t sound very equal, Jeneca. In
fact, it sounds like an outright order.” He slapped her sopping
sex. “Try asking nicely.”

 


“Ow! That sounds like an order,
sir!”

 


“Mmm, I like hearing you call me sir. Do it
again and I’ll lick your pussy.”

 


“I think you’ll do it anyway.”

 


“You’re willing to take the chance?”

 


She pushed Keegan to his back. Then, she
removed her thong and slowly crawled on top of him in a sixty-nine
position, sliding her mouth down his cock.

 


“Fuuck!” He lifted his hips. Jeneca bobbed on
his cock and kneaded his balls. “Fuuck!” he said again as he
grabbed her ass and pulled her sex onto his mouth.

 


His tongue licked one stroke from her hole to
her clit. Jeneca rubbed her hips against his face and moaned around
his cock.

 


They struggled with concentration as each
sought to pleasure the other while their stimulated nether regions
interfered. The dual giving and receiving sent them over the edge
together.

 


Afterwards, Keegan repositioned Jeneca to
kiss her. Their tongues collided as they tasted their mixed
flavors.

 


They remained lip-locked for a long while.
Jeneca’s hips rocked. Keegan recovered quickly. He rocked his hips,
causing his cock to tap against Jeneca’s slit. It felt so good to
be condomless!

 


He grabbed her face. “I want to be inside of
you and feel you. Please, Jeneca.”

 


Her eyes clouded over.

 


He lowered her head and kissed her forehead,
not wanting to hear her words.

 


When she let him kiss her and, instead of
growing rigid, melted against him, he whispered, “Please.”

 


She whispered back, “I can’t.” She looked him
with sadness.

 


“Okay. Shh.” He kissed her eyelids.

 


Holding onto her ass to keep her in place, he
reached for the night stand. She tried to slide off but he held her
firmly. “Don’t move.” She stayed.

 


Keegan deftly covered his cock before kissing
her neck and breasts. Then he kissed her cheek.

 


As he pushed her hips down and thrust up, he
kissed. His tongue slid into her mouth at the same time his cock
slid into her sex. She sucked on his tongue gently, and he
moaned.

 


They moved together slowly. Keegan moved them
around the bed in various positions. They kissed and sucked each
other.

 


When they were in missionary, Jeneca locked
her legs around Keegan’s back. She thrust up from under him as he
thrust down. Their entire coupling was slow, and they felt every
slide, every inch, every crevice.

 


When Jeneca bit his earlobe and breathed into
his ear, Keegan increased the pace. He sat up and placed her legs
on his shoulders. “Are you ready?”

 


She looked up at him. So beautiful, they each
thought. She nodded and put her arms over her head and held onto
the headboard.

 


Keegan started slowly. Pressing in deeply.
Pulling out slowly. The angle was perfection. As Keegan sped up,
she kept pace, tilting her pelvis with his.

 


She felt so good, he couldn’t stop. The next
speed was full-out fucking.

 


He plowed into her, and she grunted every
time he bottomed out. “Yes-yes-yes,” she panted. Keegan growled. He
bent forward and rested his forearms on either side of her. With
her legs on his shoulders, he thrust hard and fast.


 


She tilted her head back. Her body tensed.
Her knees pressed against Keegan’s face. He looked at her as he
felt his own build-up. Her fingers turned white from gripping the
slats.

 


“Oh god, yes, Keegan!”

 


He growled again. They both came together in
a panting, sweaty mess.

 


Keegan rolled off. As they lay on their backs
trying to regain normal breathing, Jeneca slung a leg over
Keegan’s. He put his palm on her knee and rubbed softly. She traced
the top of his hand.

 


When he separated his fingers, she
intertwined hers with his. They lay contentedly connected.

 


Keegan waited for her to bolt. With each
passing second, though, he grew more hopeful. He kept still, in
fear of her leaving.

 


But he knew she wouldn’t stay, and he
couldn’t take it any longer. “You need to go.”

 


“You’re kicking me out?”

 


“I’m not, but I know you need to leave.”

 


“I do.”

 


“You need to get to Jake.”

 


Was that derision in his voice? She was
fairly certain she’d accidentally told him about Jake after the
ball. By the tone of his voice, though, she wasn’t sure.

 


“Yeah, I do.”

 


He brought her hand to his mouth and planted
tiny, chaste kisses on the back. “Okay.” He separated his
fingers.

 


She kissed his open hand. “Thank you.”

 


As she silently dressed, Keegan put on his PJ
bottoms and reached for his shirt.

 


“Is this what you wear to bed?”

 


“I don’t wear anything to bed.”

 


“Then why--”

 


“I’m going to walk you out. I didn’t think
you’d appreciate the implication if Chris saw--”

 


Jeneca chuckled. “Thanks, but we’re not
twelve, Keegan. I can handle Chris seeing you without a shirt. I
mean, it’s--” she checked the time, “after eleven on a school
night. I think he’s probably figured out something is going
on.”

 


“I’m not going to argue with you.”

 


“That’ll be a first!”

 


Keegan smiled and walked her to the elevator.
“You’re really short, y’know that?”

 


“Is that a problem?”

 


“Not at all. Just a comment.”

 


She bumped him in the leg with her hip.
Keegan pressed the button and bent to kiss her. The doors opened on
their kiss.

 


“Good night, Jeneca.”

 


“Good night, Keegan.”

 


* * * *

 


Jake sniffed happily when Jeneca returned. “I
don’t know why you keep doing this, Jake. Keegan doesn’t have a
dog.” Jake wagged harder but didn’t cease his sniffing. “C’mon,
you. It’s time for bed.”

 


Jeneca dove straight under the covers and
called Jake to snuggle. “Guess what, Jake?” He thumped his tail on
the bed. “I like him!” He thumped harder and licked her chin. “I
like Keegan Randolph!”




Chapter 39




 


Dana knocked on Jeneca’s door. Looking up
from a pile of papers, Jeneca reminded, “You don’t need to knock,
Dana.”

 


“Uh, the judge’s clerk just called. She’s
gonna put her decision on the record.”

 


Jeneca frowned. “Wow. Okay.” She wondered if
the judge was being careful due to Tony’s Mafia ties. “When?”

 


“Right after lunch. I’ve scheduled--”

 


“I’m going to want Tony to come in
after--”

 


“--Tony to come in afterwards.” They both
smiled.

 


“Dana, you’re fabulous. You really need to go
to law school, y’know?”

 


“So you keep telling me,” Dana smiled.
“Tony’s not very happy with having to come in at the last minute. I
hope you’ll have good news for him.”

 


“I honestly don’t think I will. But who
knows, maybe Phil will tell me the insurance fucks had a change of
heart and they’re going to settle!”

 


Dana smiled again. “Do you want lunch brought
in?”

 


“Yes, please. I’ll work through and then head
to the courthouse.”

 


* * * *

 


The judge granted the motion to dismiss the
loss of consortium claim and denied the extended discovery and
attorney fees. She provided no rationale for why she opted to go on
the record.

 


However, it gave Phil a chance to talk to
Jeneca. Afterwards, he pulled her into an attorney conference room
and shut the door.

 


“Are you going to make a settlement offer?
Did you get the insurance fucks to see things clearly?” she
joked.

 


“No. Not even close, Jeneca.” His mood was
solemn.

 


Her eyes searched his as she watched him sit.
She tried to lighten the mood, not wanting to hear what he was
about to say. “Y’know, the opposite of settling is a counter-claim
against my client, right?”

 


Phil slowly nodded.

 


“You’re going to sue my client,
Phil?!”

 


“What? No, no.” Her tone shook him from his
thoughts.

 


“Good lord, Phil, you had me scared. Not that
there could be a legitimate counter-claim.”

 


“I’ve been finding reasons to be on the
insurance fucks’ floor. I think I told you.” Jeneca nodded. “I’ve
been making small talk with the insurance fucks’ secretarial pool.
In particular, the main one who handles their dictation. The other
day I asked for help formatting a document. She turned her monitor
to demonstrate.

 


“She was in the middle of dictation on a memo
to the insurance fucks’ internal file on this case. A file I
haven’t been privy to.”

 


He paused to stare at Jeneca.

 


“What, Phil? What’d it say?!”

 


Phil shook his head. “Their insurance fuck
secret lawyer is filing an appearance, Jeneca.”

 


“So you know who he is.”

 


“No.”

 


“Why wasn’t he here today? Or was he?” She
looked into the hallway.

 


“No, Jeneca. He’s not here.”

 


He paused again.

 


“So you know who he is,” she repeated.

 


“No, I don’t.”

 



“How?”

 


“The memo didn’t contain his name.”

 


He paused again.

 


“Good lord, Phil! What?!”

 


“He’s not going to file his appearance until
the morning of jury selection, right after the jury panel’s been
brought up.”

 


“What?!”

 


Phil nodded. “Surprise attack.”

 


They both stared at each other.

 


“I still don’t see how it changes anything,
really,” she began.

 


“It doesn’t change the facts of the case,
no.”

 


“Do you think they know about us?”

 


“I don’t know.” He shook his head. “I don’t
know.”

 


“Do you think it’s just because he’s going to
replace you, and they know you’re against going to trial?”

 


“I have absolutely no idea. But I’m
pissed.”

 


“But if they really think they can win, and
you’re telling them they can’t, it’s kinda understandable why
they’d pull their pitcher in the ninth, right?”

 


“I don’t even care if they have a good reason
at this point, Jeneca. It’s bullshit all the way around.”

 


Jeneca nodded. “Actually, this is more about
me than you, though, right?”

 


“How so?”

 


“Well, the surprise attack has to be designed
to throw me for a loop.”

 


“Oh, I see what you’re saying.”

 


“I’d have to ask for a sidebar, which would
be the first thing the jury sees me do, making me lose credibility
right off the bat.”

 


Phil nodded. “It’s kinda clever when you look
at it like that.”

 


“Yeah, but, as you say, it doesn’t change the
facts.”

 


“No, but the more they deflect the issues,
the less they think the jury’ll be inclined to award.”

 


“What do you think I should do?”

 


“Not ask for a sidebar.” Jeneca nodded. “I
mean, you’re right. It is about you. So don’t get flustered. It
doesn’t matter who tries this case.”

 


“Good point. Thanks for warning me,
Phil!”

 


“Thanks for making me feel better.”

 


“How so?”

 


“I thought they didn’t trust my skills
anymore.”

 


“C’mon now. You just got the win today,” she
grinned.

 


“Yeah, great win. No loss of consortium. All
skill on my part. It had nothing to do with your client’s idiocy!”
he said sarcastically.

 


“Good lord, what time is it? I have to meet
my idiot client!”

 


Phil grinned. “And I have to get back to the
insurance fucks. They somehow heard about an oral ruling. They’ll
be expecting a debriefing.”

 


* * * *

 


“Hi, Tony. C’mon back,” Jeneca told Tony as
she walked into the lobby.

 


“What’s so important I gotta come here
pronto?”

 


They walked into her office, and she shut her
office door and faced him. “Well, it’s not good news. I’m not gonna
lie, Tony.”

 


He scowled. “What is it?”

 


She motioned for him to sit as she walked to
her chair. “I told you they were going to file a motion to dismiss
our loss of consortium claim.”

 


He looked at her blankly.

 


“After your deposition, they turned over the
P.I. reports and filed the motion. Because you had affairs, they
challenged our claim of a loss of intimacy with Arianna.”

 


Tony nodded slowly, his face grim.
“Yeah.”

 


“Bottom line is, the judge granted it.”

 


“What’s that mean?”

 


“It means we can’t make that claim. We can’t
ask a jury to award us monetary compensation for it.”

 


“Just ‘cause of a few pictures?”

 


“It’s a bit more than a few pictures,
Tony.”

 


He scoffed. “So what’s it mean to the
case?”

 


“Overall, it doesn’t really change much. The
hospital is still at fault. And everything else will move forward.
But I wanted to tell you the news in person.”

 


“Thanks.”

 


She searched for sarcasm but found only
sincerity.

 


“The other side also raised a coupla surprise
arguments in court.” Tony raised his eyebrows but said nothing.
“For one, they asked for attorney fees to cover the motion and
investigative reports.”

 


“What’s that mean?”

 


“It means they asked the judge to make us pay
for their filing of the motion, the preparation of it, and to cover
the cost of the private investigator.”

 


“You gotta be kiddin’ me.”

 


“That’s what I said--in different words--to
the judge. She didn’t grant that. We don’t have to pay them.”

 


“Good.”

 


“They also asked that, if she didn’t grant
their motion, she extend the period for discovery so they could dig
into your past before the pneumonia. They said they’d be able to
prove you went outside your marriage vows before the lawsuit ever
began.”

 


“Ho! What the fuck’s that gotta do with
anythin’?! I feel like I’m the one on trial here, not the
hospital.”

 


“Exactly, Tony. And I argued that same thing
to the judge. She agreed with me. So they don’t get to do
that.”

 


“Okay.” He looked at her. “There’s more. I
can tell.”

 


“How can you tell?”

 


“I don’t think you woulda called me in here
just for that. You coulda done it over the phone. Plus, you got a
look in your eye that tells me you got more to say.”

 


Jeneca wondered if she were that
readable.

 


“Well, yes and no, Tony. I did call you in
here to tell you the judge’s ruling. However, I didn’t know what
the ruling was going to be when I set it up. I just knew you’ve
been rather displeased about certain turns of events recently, and
I wanted to speak with you in person. The ruling was going to be
the only thing I discussed with you.”

 


“What changed?”

 


“I spoke with Phil Newman--the hospital’s
lawyer. I just left him, actually. And he told me some news.”

 


“I know you trust him. But I got a gut
feelin’ this guy’s flipped.”

 


“He hasn’t.”

 


“Then how come he asked me to pay and wanted
to dig into my past?”

 


“Well, he actually told me he was going to do
that right before we went in. It wasn’t his decision. The insurance
fucks gave him a list of things they wanted him to cover.”

 


“Were they there?”

 


“No.”

 


“Okay, then.”

 


“But they’ll know whether Phil carried them
out. I’m telling you, Tony, Phil hasn’t flipped! Between the two of
you, conspiracy theories are running high!”

 


“So you think he warned you with enough time
to come up with an argument, is that what you’re tellin’ me?”

 


“He did. And I argued it to the best of my
ability. But the judge was in her legal right to rule the way she
did, Tony.”

 


“Yeah, okay.”

 


He understood she was saying it was his fault
for sleeping around.

 


“What’d this Phil tell you after?”

 


“He said they’re going to surprise us at
trial. The mystery lawyer will file an appearance right before we
select a jury.”

 


“What’s that mean?”

 


“It means they’re still set on going to trial
but Phil won’t be the lawyer. He might sit at the table, but this
other guy will be handling all the questioning.”

 


Tony digested the information. “Does he know
who the guy is?”

 


“No. He knows he’s from out of state and he
passed the State Bar.”

 


Tony nodded. He opened his mouth to speak but
then closed it.

 


“Talk to me, Tony. Let’s talk this
through.”

 


“I don’t talk about my problems. I act on
them.”

 


“What does that mean?” She was afraid of the
answer.

 


“I gave you time to work this out. But I’m
gonna take over from here.”

 


“What does that mean, Tony?”

 


“It means what it means. It means, don’t you
worry your pretty little head ‘bout things.”

 


“This is serious, Tony. You have to listen to
me. Nothing I’ve told you today has changed our game plan. We’re
still going to win. In fact, a jury verdict could yield more than a
settlement.”

 


“Yeah, you also said they was goin’ to settle
long before now. For whatever reason, these insurance fucks
declared war on me. It’s time for me to go on defense.”

 


“Tony--”

 


He stood up. “No. I’ve let you do your thing.
Now I gotta do mine.” He walked out.

 


Dana came in after Tony left. “He didn’t look
happy.”

 


Jeneca told Dana about the judge’s ruling,
Phil’s conversation and the meeting with Tony.

 


“They say bad news comes in threes, eh?” Dana
tried to cheer Jeneca up.

 


“Yeah, so we’re due for some good news,
right?”

 


“Definitely. What are you gonna do?”

 


“I don’t know that there’s anything I can do.
I don’t know what Tony’s going to do. And I’m pretty sure I don’t
want to know. All I can do is continue like we have been. And as
Phil said, don’t ask for a sidebar in front of the jury.”

 


“Yeah, it’s good he told you.”

 


Jeneca sighed. “This case is becoming far
more of a hassle than it should be. Tony should’ve already walked
out with a fat settlement check in his hand!”

 



“Yeah, and we could be on a tropical
vacation.”

 


Jeneca nodded. “I want to know if the
Baldonis still maintain their weekly updates.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Jeneca shook her head and looked at the
papers on her desk. “I’m going to take care of these other
clients.” Dana took her cue to leave.

 


Jeneca worked for an hour and then sent
Keegan an email: “Can I come over after work?”

 


She kept her email open and continued to
work. Forty-five minutes later, she received the notification:

 


“I’m free now. Come whenever you’d like.”

 


* * * *

 


Keegan had noticed the change in Jeneca’s
demeanor and email communications. After their equal encounter, he
felt like she was making progress. He was letting her set the pace.
Therefore, he didn’t mention the change in their relationship.


 


When his phone had vibrated, he had been in a
meeting at work and couldn’t break away. After he wrapped things
up, he read her email in his car.

 


It was the most casual she’d ever been, and
he smiled. She either had a bad day at work or she intended to
dominate him. Either way, she wanted to be with him. He’d gauge her
mood when he saw her.

 


* * * *

 


At five-thirty, Jeneca rode the elevator with
Chris. Keegan was in a suit. Jeneca wore a navy skirt and blazer
with a white blouse and four-inch, navy pumps. Her hair was pulled
into a low ponytail.

 


She looked like she was trying to hide
exhaustion.

 


He enveloped her with a warm hug and a soft
kiss to her cheek. “Hi,” he began.

 


“Hi.”

 


“You look like you can use a drink.”

 


“Yeah, but just one. I have to drive
home.”

 


She wasn’t going to stay. No big surprise.
She wasn’t going to drink much, either. He could work with
that.

 


They walked into the living room. He poured
her a glass of wine and made himself a gin and tonic. “Have you
eaten?”

 


“No, I came from work.”

 


“Are you hungry?”

 


“Maybe.”

 


She’d had a bad day at work and had sought
him out. He kept his glee in check. She also wasn’t directing
anything; the reins had been tossed.

 


He didn’t think she wanted him to dominate
her, though the thought interested his cock.

 


“How about a movie?”

 


“I don’t wanna go out.” Her response was
automatic, and she missed the implication.

 


He’d meant a movie on TV. The fact that her
first thought was a date made his glee level rise. He didn’t
correct her.

 



“How about one on TV? We can order in.”

 


She sipped her wine and looked at him. That
sounded perfect. “Okay,” she said with a small smile.

 


He walked her into a den off the living room.
It, too, had white carpeting and white furniture. Jeneca thought
whoever had decorated didn’t have kids. There was a large sectional
facing a seventy-two-inch flatscreen above a fireplace.

 


Keegan turned on the guide and handed the
remote to Jeneca. “You find something good, and I’ll order. What do
you feel like?”

 


“I don’t know.”

 


Keegan didn’t recognize the indecisive woman
before him. If she hadn’t looked worn out, he would’ve thought she
was testing him.

 


“How does Chinese sound?”

 


“Perfect, actually!” She smiled at him.

 


A spark! His cock responded, but Keegan
firmly reprimanded it. It sulkily slunk back into his boxers.

 


“What do you like?”

 


“I’m happy with chicken, beef or shrimp.
Whatever you like.”

 


Keegan left the room to grab his phone and
order. Jeneca surfed the movie selections.

 


“Did you find anything good?” he asked when
he returned.

 


“Have you ever seen Dave?”

 


“I don’t think so.” Jeneca pulled up the
information. Keegan read it and said, “No. It’s old, right?”

 


“Yeah, but it’s so funny, and I haven’t seen
it in a long time.”

 


“Dave it is, then.”

 


“Should we wait to start until the food
comes?”

 


“Sure,” he agreed. “Talk to me.”

 


Good lord! She looked at him and
patted the cushion next to her. “Sit.”

 


He sat next to her. “Something bad happen at
work?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Wanna talk about it?”

 


“No.”

 


She would talk if he guessed. Interesting.
“Sometimes it helps to talk to an unbiased third party.”

 


“Sometimes it does,” she agreed. “It’s not
really anything. A ruling from a judge didn’t go my way. It doesn’t
alter the case, though.”

 


“Gotcha.”

 


She glanced at him. It didn’t matter what he
wore, he was gorgeous. And it didn’t matter what he said, she was
addicted to his voice. “I hope you had a better day?”

 


“I did, actually.”

 


“Wanna talk about it?”

 


“No.”

 


“Sometimes it helps to talk to an unbiased
third party, even if it’s good news,” she grinned.

 


He smiled at her. “Yes, it does. But it’s not
polite to brag about good news when someone else has bad news.
Suffice to say that I made my superiors happy with my
accomplishments today.”

 


Chris called from the elevator. “Delivery,
Mr. Randolph!”

 


“That was fast!”

 


“Yeah, they’re literally five doors
down.”

 


Keegan brought the food, water and coffee.
“Mmm, that smells so good!”

 


“Yeah, they do a good job. I have plates,
chopsticks--how do you like to eat your Chinese?”

 


Jeneca cocked her head at him and smiled, but
he wasn’t making a sexual joke. “Outta the cartons?”


 


He nodded. “Good. It’s how I like to eat it,
too.”

 


“And with a fork.”

 


“I thought with your Judo skills, you’d be
all over the stick action.”

 


“Judo doesn’t have anything to do with
eating. Just kicking,” she smiled sinisterly.

 


She didn’t realize she’d never told him about
Judo.

 


“So I’ve experienced,” he playfully protected
himself.

 


“You’re safe. I’d never kick you when there’s
food around.”

 


“Note to self: always have food.”

 


Jeneca laughed.

 


They passed the cartons back and forth as
they discussed the benefits of Chinese food. They progressed to
other likes and dislikes. That led to a discussion of food in
general... ending with candy, fast food and movie fare. They veered
from there to talk about movies in general.

They were compatible across the board.

 


When they’d had their fill, Jeneca sank into
the couch. “That was very yummy. Thanks.”

 


“I’m glad you liked it. I don’t have movie
fare here. Should we raid the convenience store?”

 


Jeneca pondered. It would feel good to walk a
bit after the heavy meal.

 


“I can’t believe you’ve never had Sno-Caps!
Yes, we have to get some for the movie.”

 


Jeneca had shared with Keegan how she used to
go to the movies with her grandparents and always got a box of
Sno-Caps to share with David.

 


He laughed. “Sno-Caps it is. And Swedish
Fish.”

 


She laughed with him. “Yes, I’ll try your
Swedish Fish. But I gotta admit, I’m surprised you like sticky
candy, Keegan.”

 


His eyes floated over her body. She looked
delicious... and comfortable sunk into his couch. “I like many
sticky things,” he said huskily.

 


She grinned at him. “Take me to these fish of
yours!” She stood up and smoothed her skirt.

 


“If you’ll take my hand,” he stood and held
out his hand, “I’ll lead the way.”

 


She placed her hand in his, and they walked
to the corner store. Keegan’s step was light, and he held back the
impulse to swing her hand.

 


They grabbed things off of the shelf like
teenagers at a sleepover. Loaded with their purchases, they weren’t
able to hold hands on the way back.

 


It was Jeneca’s idea to purchase an extra box
of Sno-Caps and Swedish Fish to share with Chris. “I wanna know
which one you like the best later,” she told him.

 


“I’m happy to test them both,” Chris
agreed.

 


“You get these ready for the movie. I’ll make
the microwave popcorn,” Keegan instructed.

 


Jeneca left her pumps in the foyer and toted
their loot to the den. She had everything laid out and opened, and
she was snuggled into the couch, when Keegan brought the popcorn
and sodas.

 


“What should we start with?” Keegan
asked.

 


“Sticky or sweet?”

 


“Mmm, I like both. But I’ll try yours first,”
he said, sitting next to her.

 


“Good boy!” Jeneca grinned and grabbed the
box of Sno-Caps. She slid a few into her hand. “Show me your
tongue.” Keegan stuck his tongue out, and Jeneca put two caps on
it.

 


Keegan bit down and crunched on the
candy-coated chocolate chips. “Mmm, not bad.”

 


Jeneca beamed. “They’re good, right?” She
popped some in her mouth. Keegan nodded and grinned. “Okay, now
yours.”

 


Keegan reached for the Swedish Fish and took
two out. He placed one in her palm and kept the other.

 


She looked down. “They look like little red
fish!” Keegan nodded. “Do you have a special way of eating
them?”

 


“I do.”

 


“Are you gonna share it with me?”

 


“I am.” He glanced around the room. “It’s a
secret.”

 


“Ah. Better whisper, then, just in case.”

 


Keegan whispered in her ear with exaggerated
hot breaths. It made her giggle as she scrunched her shoulders.

 


“I like to eat the tails first.”

 


“Okay. Will you do it with me?”

 


“Absolutely.”

 


They both put the tail-end in and bit down.
“Mmm, it’s a lot softer than I thought. And chewy.”

 


Keegan confessed, “It’s never a good thing to
hear a woman say those two things together.”

 


“Soft and chewy?” Jeneca understood when she
heard it, and giggled.

 


She moved to swat his bicep, but he grabbed
her hand and pulled her to him.

 


“There’ll be no roughhousing tonight, little
missy.”

 


“None?”

 


“Nope.”

 


“What if I break free and try again?”

 


“I’ll be forced to restrain you.”

 


“Mmm, really.”

 


“You don’t believe me?”

 


“Mmm mmm,” she shook her head.

 


Keegan held up his hands, releasing Jeneca.
She sized him up. Hesitating first, she jabbed at him.

 


He intercepted her again, and cradled her
against an arm. She looked up at him. He brushed a loose strand of
hair behind her ears.

 


She smiled and told him, “I’m not really
restrain--”

 


He kissed her softly. His lips touched hers,
followed by his tongue. She kissed him back and ran her hand
through his hair.

 


He broke the kiss and swung her back into her
snuggled position. Looking at her, he asked, “You were saying?”

 


“Me? Nothing,” she grinned.

 


“That’s what I thought.”

 


She bit her lower lip and smiled at him. He
turned his attention to the snacks. “What’s next?”

 


“Popcorn and the movie.”

 


Keegan brought the bowl to his lap and held
out his arm to Jeneca. She scooted over and snuggled against
him.

 


They watched the movie, laughed and took
turns stealing quick, soft kisses. Halfway through, Jeneca paused
for a bathroom break. When she came back, she noticed Keegan had
placed two pieces of all the treats on top of their bags or
wrappers.

 


“What’s this?” she laughed.

 


“It’s halftime at the movies. Don’t you know
what that means?”

 


“I’m afraid I don’t.”

 


“It means we go down the line and eat one of
each of the goodies we bought. And down a can of soda.”

 


“That’s what it means, huh?”

 


“Yep, and you have to walk on your knees. And
after you bite a piece, you say the first adjective that comes to
mind to describe it. But! you can’t use an adjective more than
once.”

 


Jeneca smiled. “Okay!”

 


Lining up at one end of the coffee table,
they went down the line and shouted adjectives. Creamy. Chewy.
Chocolatey. Salty. Fruity. Decadent. Silky. Creamy.

 


Keegan said, “You said that already.”

 


“No, you did!”

 


“Doesn’t matter, it’s been said.”

 


“What happens now?”

 


“You have to kiss me.”

 


“That’s the penalty?”

 


“Or the bonus; depends on your perspective,”
he grinned.

 


She knee-turned to him. Placing a piece of
the chocolate on her tongue, she kissed him. The candy melted in
their kiss.

 


“Mmm, creamy,” he said, licking his lips.

 


“I know, right? I had to say it!”

 


They came to the end of the line and eagerly
guzzled their sodas. Then both tried to gracefully burp; didn’t
succeed, and laughed.

 


“I hope you didn’t play this game on family
nights,” Jeneca observed.

 


“I did not. But why?”

 


“Because of the penalties... or perks, as
they may be,” she twinkled.

 


He laughed. “No, my family didn’t play this
game.”

 


She looked at him knowingly. “Ohh, so it was
in the frat house at two in the morning after smokin’ a few,
right?”

 


“Wrong again.”

 


“To which part?”

 


“All of the above.”

 


She raised an eyebrow. “So when did you learn
this game?”

 


“I just made it up.”

 


“Seriously?”

 


“Seriously.”

 


She grinned at him. “That was cool,
Keegan.”

 


“I’m glad you enjoyed it.” He held her
gaze.

 


“Ready for the rest of the movie?”

 


“Yeah, it’s cute.”

 


She snagged the box of Sno-Caps before
resuming her position on the couch against Keegan, who put his arm
around her. Alternating between eating a cap and feeding one to
Keegan, her finger lingered in his mouth a bit longer with each
one.

 


The next time she fed him, he sucked her
finger, and she moaned. He squeezed her shoulder.

 


He took the box from her and began to dole
them out. She sucked on his finger and swirled her tongue. Pulling
his finger from her mouth, he trailed it down her neck.

 


She let him, and she put her head on his
shoulder.

 


He held her and moved his hand to hers.

 


He wanted to stay in that position until
sunrise.

 


They finished the movie in that position. He
felt her head get heavy toward the end. When she didn’t say
anything as the credits rolled, he knew she’d fallen asleep.

 


A warm rush flowed through him knowing she
was comfortable enough to fall asleep.

 


She’d had a bad day at work. She’d asked to
see him. She’d come straight from work. They’d talked easily.
They’d flirted freely. They’d kissed tenderly. They’d laughed
spontaneously.

 


It was an amazing evening.

 


He needed to stretch his legs. Moving
painstakingly slowly so as not to rouse her, he reached for the
remote control. He turned on the news and alternated between
watching the screen and watching Jeneca’s face.

 


Stretching herself awake a couple of hours
later, Jeneca was a bit foggy, and her mouth was dry.

 


“Good morning,” Keegan greeted her.

 


“G’morning. What time is it?”

 


Keegan checked the TV. “Just before
midnight.”

 


“Good lord, I’m sorry I fell asleep.”

 


“Why?”

 


“Because it’s rude, and I was on you, and you
must be cramped.”

 


“It wasn’t rude and I’m fine. Can I get you
anything?”

 


“Some water, please?”

 


“I’ll need to take this with me,” Keegan
said, referring to his arm.

 


Jeneca sat up, and the blood flowed back into
Keegan’s hand.

 


She watched him walk away.

 


She stretched. It had been a long day, she’d
had a large meal, and a bunch of carbs. It was the perfect recipe
for dozing. Keegan made a nice pillow.

 


Keegan hurried to get the water, afraid she’d
change her mind and leave. He didn’t want her to but knew she would
eventually.

 


“Here you go,” he handed her a glass.

 


“Thank you,” she said before drinking
thirstily.

 


He sat back down, and she angled toward him.
“Did you finish the movie?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Tell me how it ended.”

 


“The real president survived, confronted Dave
and kicked him in the balls.”

 


Jeneca laughed. “Did you fall asleep,
too?”

 


“No, they made progress in their individual
lives, and then they’re going to live happily ever after.”

 


“It was funny and sweet and light,
right?”

 


“It was the perfect movie.”

 


“Thank you, Keegan.”

 


“You’re welcome, Jeneca.”

 


“I really need to get home and sleep.”

 


“You can obviously sleep here.”

 


“You’re very comfy,” she smiled, “but I’m in
court first thing, and I’ve nothing with me.”

 


She didn’t use Jake as an excuse. Her excuse
was logical. And it implied she would stay if she had
those things.

 


“Gotcha.”

 


“I’m sorry.”

 


“For what?”

 


“For falling asleep and taking up all the
time...” her voice trailed off.

 


He touched the back of his fingers to her
cheek. “You’re welcome here for any reason. I don’t require sex to
be with you, Jeneca.”

 


She looked at him and tried to fight the
tenseness creeping in. “But I--”

 


“There are no buts. I want you to stay, sex
or not, but I know you have to go.”

 


“Thank you,” she whispered. She moved to
clean up their mess.

 


“I’ll do that. Are you okay to drive?”

 


“Yeah, it’s not far.”

 


He stood up and held out his hand. “I’ll walk
you to your car.”


 


She took his hand and leaned her head on him
as they walked. In the foyer, she slipped into her pumps.

 


“See? I told you it was you. I’m always the
same height.”

 


She arched her neck and smiled at him. He
kissed her chastely on her lips.

 


When they got in the elevator, Jeneca
questioned, “Which one did you like the best, Chris?”

 


“Am I allowed to say I thoroughly enjoyed
them both, Ms. Avery?”

 


“Are you running for office, Chris?” she
laughed.

 


“Have a good night, Ms. Avery,” he said as
they walked off.

 


“I’ll be back in a few minutes,” Keegan told
Chris.

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


They walked silently to her car. Jeneca
pressed her fob, and the car started.

 


“I need to ask you one more time to
stay.”

 


“I’d like to, but I can’t.”

 


“Fair enough.”

 



More than fair! She wanted to
stay!

 


“I had a really good time with you tonight,
Keegan.”

 


“It was a lot of fun,” he agreed.

 


“I’m sorry I fell asleep, I feel--”

 


“Stop. Just stop.” He grabbed her ponytail
for emphasis. Looking into her eyes, he kissed her words away.

 


His command took her breath away, and she
melted against him, hugging his waist. He broke the kiss and made
sure she was upright.

 


“You need to go now or I won’t be in a
position to let you leave,” he said thickly.

 


She licked her lower lip. “Okay, I’m--”

 


He held up a hand to silence her. She sighed
and resignedly got in her car.

 


Keegan watched her drive away.

 


* * * *

 


Jake was happy to see Jeneca. When they were
snuggled in bed, Jeneca told him, “I don’t know what to do,
Jake.”

 


His head popped up at his name.

 


“Jake,” she began. He cocked his head. “I had
a lotta fun tonight. I really like this guy.” Jake put his head
back down.

 


“I think he likes me. David thinks he likes
me. But this is bad, Jake.”

 


Jake didn’t understand because he was a good
boy.

 


“You tell me, Jake. Does Keegan like-like me
or not?”

 


He kissed her chin.

 


She smiled. “I think so, too. But is this
gonna be bad or good?”

 


He kissed her chin again.

 


“Are you sure?”

 


Another kiss.

 


“I wish I was as sure as you, Jake.”

 


He moved to the end of the bed, tired of the
discussion.




Chapter 40




 


The next couple of weeks were hectic for
Jeneca. She was in trial mode. Many things needed to be organized,
like getting the exhibits in order.

 


She needed high-gloss, enlarged pictures
depicting Tony before he was admitted to Mercy Hospital, during his
stay, close-ups of his stumps after the amputation, and a
progressive pictorial of his rehab.

 


Jeneca pored over timelines, spoke with
expert witnesses, and prepped and re-prepped Arianna and Tony for
their live testimony. In addition, she combed Mercy Hospital’s
witnesses’ depositions and outlined her cross-examinations.

 


Dana was in charge of the travel arrangements
for the experts and compiling the exhibit books.

 


Jeneca prepared a psychological background
for the type of juror she sought and made a list of voir dire
questions. She wrote her opening and closing statements.

 


She also prepared for defense arguments and
potential back-door tactics. She made a separate list of potential
objections for each witness.

 


Most lawyers didn’t prepare as much.

 


Jeneca Avery was not most lawyers.

 


The rest of her caseload was handled
effectively during trial times. She was grateful for Dana, who
assisted with the juggling.

 


During trial preparations, Christy Cooper
called with a potential problem in the pro bono clinic case, so
Dana patched her directly to Jeneca. However, Christy just wanted
to gossip.

 


“Oh, so the fact that she moved to a
different city has no effect on the--what do you call it,
venue?”

 


“No, Christy. Venue is dictated at the time
of the incident, not what happens after the case is filed.”

 


“Oh. That’s good, right?”

 


“Yes, I’m expecting this case to go
smoothly.”

 


“That’s good to hear. It’ll give her such
peace of mind. Thank you so much, Jeneca.”

 


“It’s my pleasure, Christy--”

 


“I also wanted to thank you for all your
efforts with the ball this year,” Christy interrupted to get to the
heart of her call. “We broke our records. We still have a few
checks dribbling in, but we’re already over a hundred grand!”

 


“That’s awesome, Christy. I’m so glad!”

 


“And I wanted to tell you,” her pitch got
higher and became sing-songy, “that your date to the ball--Keegan
was it--sent in a donation afterwards.”

 


Jeneca became interested in the conversation.
“He did?”

 


“Yes, I thought he’d have told you?”

 


“He might’ve.”


 


“Well, I’m sure you had a lotta influence on
him.”

 


“Not really.”

 


“Not really! You’re so modest, Jeneca! He
donated five thousand dollars!”

 


“Five--that was very generous of him.”

 


“Yes, it was. You guys looked so cute at the
ball. How are things going? He’s quite the catch, isn’t he?”
Christy typically asked multiple questions, not allowing answers
before prattling on.

 



“Thank you, Christy. You put on another great
party this year.”

 


“Yes, it was good, wasn’t it?”

 


Easily distracted, Christy continued babbling
for several minutes before Jeneca politely excused herself.

 


* * * *

 


With her busy schedule, Jeneca’s time with
Keegan dwindled. She explained “trial mode”, and Keegan said he
understood.

 


He awaited her emails and availability. They
fell into a routine of dinner and conversation before sex. The sex,
however, was not routine: sometimes Jeneca would dominate;
sometimes Keegan would dominate; and sometimes they were
equals.

 


Jeneca remained the engineer and initiated
everything. Even when Keegan was dominant, it was because she
decided he could be. She never wavered from condom use, and she
always left afterwards.

 


Her justification for keeping things status
quo was her crazy trial schedule. When her little voice asked what
she’d do after the trial, Jeneca ignored it. While she had admitted
to David and Jake that she liked Keegan, she had a protocol for
trials that she wouldn’t compromise.

 


She looked forward to seeing Keegan. Their
time together was a refuge from the long, stressful hours.
Normally, he followed protocol by allowing her to leave, not asking
her to stay, and walking her to the elevator or to her car.

 


Sometimes he begged her to stay.

 


On one of the latter encounters, they’d
shared a meal. Keegan had said he was dying to see what was under
her top and jeans. She’d asked, “How long before you die?” Jeneca
had assumed the role of a doctor whose cure was the bedroom. They’d
bantered on the way.

 


Keegan had told her, “Tell me you want my
cock.” Jeneca had refused to answer, maintaining the doctor
persona.

 


He’d asked how wet she was, and she’d refused
to answer again. They had a standoff. Jeneca had known if she
didn’t answer, Keegan would take control. So she’d answered, “I’m
dripping.”

 


Upon entering the bedroom, they’d attacked
one another, forgetting about the doctor scenario. Their ripped-off
clothes marked a path to their throne. Keegan had picked her up and
flung her onto the bed. There, he’d used his tongue and fingers to
bring her over the edge five times before they had wild and
passionate sex.

 


She’d been in the cowgirl position when
they’d both climaxed together. Afterwards, she’d collapsed on his
chest. Keegan had wrapped his arms around her, played with her hair
and traced her back.

 


She’d allowed him to do it.

 


Having her body draped across his had been
perfect.

 


But he’d ruined it.

 


He knew the instant it happened.

 


He’d instinctively moved to kiss her
forehead, and she’d tensed.

 


He had wanted her to relax fully. He had
wanted to force her to relax! So he didn’t stop. He’d lightly
kissed down her cheek, still playing with her hair.

 


But she didn’t relax. Instead, Jeneca pushed
herself off of him, slid out of the bed, out of his room, and out
of his penthouse.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca got into her car. “Call David mobile.”
Her car responded, “Calling David mobile.”

 


“Hey, Dude, what’s up?”

 


“David.”

 


“What’s wrong?”

 


“Can you go for a ride with me, please?”

 



“Where are you?”

 


“Coming to your house.”

 


“I’ll be on the porch. Are you okay?”

 


“Yeah. Thanks.”

 


“What’s going on?” David asked as he shut her
door.

 


“I don’t know.”

 


“Keegan?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“When does your trial start?”

 


“In a few days.”

 


David knew Jeneca’s rigid trial preparation.
“Is Keegan not accepting how crazy you get? Is he demanding to see
you more?”


 


“No, no. He’s been really understanding.”

 


“Okay.”

 


But it had to do with Keegan. He didn’t know
where to begin.

 


Jeneca pulled into the parking lot of a
nearby playground. She cut the engine and faced David. “What if
you’re wrong?!” Her voice was panicked, and she was about to
cry.

 


“I’m sorry, Jeneca; wrong about?”

 


“Keegan.”

 


“You haven’t told him how you feel yet?”


 


“No. I’ve been really busy. And I don’t know
how to do it.”

 


“What happened tonight that got you so
upset?”

 


Jeneca ran down their evening, including
their banter.

 


“We had amazing sex, and I collapsed on him.
He put his arm around me, and I tensed up. I felt him tense when I
did. Normally he lets me go or he stops. But tonight he held me
tighter. He kissed my forehead then kissed my cheek, and I
bolted.”

 


“Jeneca,” he sighed.

 


“I know.”

 


“He’s not Evan.”

 


“I know. But we don’t even know who he is,
really.”

 


“That’s not because he doesn’t want to tell
you, right? So that’s just an excuse.”

 


Jeneca sighed. “He’s a dom. We met on a sex
site. He has a harem of subs.”

 


“A harem? Really?”

 


Jeneca shrugged. She was fighting the
tears.

 


“They’re excuses,” he said gently. “You know
that.” Jeneca nodded. “You’re afraid.”

 


She nodded again, and her shoulders
shook.

 


“C’mere.” He hugged her. “It’s okay.”

 


When she calmed down, he said, “Tell me what
you’re most afraid of.”

 


Jeneca shrugged in David’s hug. “I dunno...
him not wanting me like that.”

 


“Okay. Is that your worst fear?”

 


Jeneca shrugged again and sniffed. She spoke
into David’s shoulder, “That he’ll do the same thing Evan did.”

 


David lifted her chin. He reached for tissues
in her glove box and handed her one. “Blow and try again. You were
muffled.”

 


She repeated it somewhat louder, but she was
looking at the ground.

 


“And that’s your worst fear?”

 


“Yeah,” she nodded weakly.

 


“That’s good, Jeneca.” She looked at him
dubiously. “Remember how we played this game when we were little?
We took the worst possibility and made it doable.”

 


Jeneca smiled. “But you can’t do that with
this.”

 


“Sure you can. Face that fear. What would you
do if you guys were together-together and you found him with
someone else?”

 


“I’d do the same thing; kick his ass
out.”

 


“Good.”

 


“It’s the part that comes after that’s harder
to deal with.”

 


“I know. You need to decide if Keegan’s worth
that risk, Jeneca.”

 


“I know.”

 


“Is he?”

 


Jeneca shrugged. “I dunno.”

 


“Then why are you crying?”

 


“Because!”

 


David waited.

 


“Because he’s been so fucking patient!
Because I feel like shit every time I leave him! Because he doesn’t
deserve this! Because I can’t do what’s in my head!”

 


“What’s in your head?” he asked quietly.

 


“I was gonna tell him tonight. I was gonna
spend the night. But he went and kissed my fucking forehead,
David!”

 


“Yeah, the guy sounds like a total dickwad,
Dude!”

 


Jeneca laughed with a couple of sobs.
Encouraged, David continued. “I mean, you need to be careful who
you decide to trust again. Try to avoid the nice, patient ones. You
can never be sure about them.”

 


More laughter.

 


“And I probably shouldn’t be telling you
this, because it’s guy-code,” David looked around to make sure no
one would overhear, “and if you tell anyone, I’ll deny it.”

 


Jeneca smiled at him.

 


“If a guy kisses your forehead, it means that
he’s going to cheat on you with the next available woman.” Jeneca
laughed. “I’m serious! You should run away, Jeneca, as fast as you
can. Keegan just told you that he’s a total asshole.”

 


Jeneca laughed without any trace of sobs.
“Thank you, David.”

 


“You’re welcome, but I’m serious, don’t ever
see this guy again.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“Feel better now?”

 


“Yeah. This is a big deal for me.”

 


“I know it is,” he said seriously. “Whoever
you choose to be with, though, you’re gonna have to trust. He may
not turn out to be trustworthy, but you have to be willing to be
hurt again.”

 


Jeneca sighed. “This sucks.”

 


David nodded. “What are you gonna do?”

 


“I’m gonna suck it up. I’m gonna ask him to
meet tomorrow night, and then I’ll tell him when I first walk in.
And if he doesn’t reciprocate, I’ll leave.”

 


“Good.”

 


“You’d tell me if you thought he was an
asshole, though, right?”


 


“Yeah, I would.”

 


“But you didn’t with Evan.”

 


“I told you; everyone else was already doing
that. Plus, we were so young then. I didn’t really know
anything.”

 


Jeneca nodded and chewed the inside of her
bottom lip. “Do you think this is the right thing to do? With
Keegan?” She stole a sideways glance.

 


“I like him. More importantly, I think you
like him. With everything you’ve told me, yeah, I think this is
right; and long overdue.”

 


“If it’s overdue, do you think I need to tell
him about Evan?”

 


“You can decide that based on his
reaction.”

 


“Thanks, David.”

 


“You’re gonna be okay, regardless of what
happens tomorrow,” he hugged her again.

 


She drove him back to his house. Before
shutting the door, he leaned down to tell her, “I wanna know how it
goes tomorrow!”

 


Jeneca laughed. “Okay. I love you,
Davey!”

 


“I love you, too, Dude.”

 


* * * *

 


Being in trial mode, Jeneca ran with Jake
every night. When she got home from talking with David, Jake
greeted her with a mouthful of leash.

 


“Hi, my happiness! Sorry, not right now. I’ve
gotta send Keegan an email.” Jake followed her into her nook. It
didn’t take Jeneca long.

 



 


Keegan,

 


I’m ahead of my trial preparation
schedule. I’d like to come over tomorrow night. Will you be
free?

 


~Jeneca

 


 


Keegan wasn’t expecting to hear from Jeneca
for a few days. He tried to curb his excitement but his mind raced.
Her edges were wearing down. She was communicating with him outside
of her trial protocol regimen. As hard as he tried to find a
different perspective, he could only come up with positives.

 


 


Jeneca,

 


I’m free any time after 5:30 tomorrow. What would
you like for dinner?

 


Apologies for pushing things tonight. I know you’re
under a lot of stress. I’ll try not to add to it tomorrow.

 


Always free for you,

 


Keegan

 


 


Jeneca threw a ball for Jake as she waited
for his response. When she read it, she sank into her chair. “Aww,
he apologized to me, Jake!” Jake dropped the ball in
her lap. “No, I have to respond.”

 


 


Keegan,

 


How about if I bring dinner with
me at 6:00? I ate at a new middle Eastern place recently, and they
have a great sampler platter. Do you do middle Eastern?

 


You have nothing to apologize for,
Keegan. In fact, I want to talk to you about that
tomorrow.

 


~Jeneca

 


 


Keegan’s response was quick again:

 


 


Jeneca,

 


I don’t eat middle Eastern a lot, but a sampler
sounds perfect. I look forward to seeing you at 6:00 tomorrow.

 


Sweet dreams,

 


Keegan

 


 


A huge grin cracked Jeneca’s face when she
read Keegan’s email. “I’m gonna tell him tomorrow night, Jake!” she
gushed.

 


He went to get his leash.

 


“Yes, let’s go for a run! I have way too much
energy to sleep right now!”




Chapter 41




 


Keegan avoided lunch in the office,
preferring not to socialize with anyone on the job. Instead, he
went home and changed into workout clothes. Before he left, he
ordered lunch from a diner, a few blocks away. After a brief
elliptical stint, he walked to pick up his food.

 


The street was packed with people battling
for lunch. Up the block, Keegan saw the Red Hat Society ladies, and
he groaned. They timed their weekly meetings with his lunch
schedule. They always stopped to talk and flirt with him. He was
outwardly polite and inwardly annoyed.

 


He was contemplating how to avoid them as he
walked past an alleyway.

 


Out of nowhere, two men grabbed him, and one
pressed a knife against his lower back.

 


“Stay quiet, don’t fight, and no one gets
hurt. Step into our office,” the one on his left said, as they
maneuvered Keegan into the alley.

 


The man held a baseball bat in his left
hand.

 


Each man had hold of one of Keegan’s
arms.

 


As they turned, Keegan tried to break free by
simultaneously backing up and pulling the men forward. When the man
on his right lurched forward, the knife sunk into Keegan’s back and
skidded around his side.

 


“What the fuck, dude?!” the one on the right
yelled as Keegan staggered backwards. “Get him!”

 


As the man with the knife was yelling, the
other man raised his bat and cracked it against the base of
Keegan’s neck.

 


Keegan dropped to his knees and then fell
face-down.

 


The man with the bat was jacked up. “I told
ya to stay quiet and no one would get hurt, bitch!”

 


He turned to his partner, “Gimme the fuckin’
knife, bro. I’m gonna kill him!”

 


The man with the knife stood and rubbed his
left arm. “No, I got the knife. I’m gonna kill him!
We already agreed!”

 


He reached into Keegan’s pocket and pulled
out his wallet. “But first, I’m gonna get our next fix!”

 


The man with the bat grinned. “How much he
got, bro?”

 


“Shut up, dude. I’m takin’ the whole
thing.”

Keegan moaned and tried to get up.

 


The knife bite burned and his head was
throbbing.

 


The man with the bat swung and connected with
Keegan’s left shoulder blade.

 


“Stay down, bitch!”

 


The blow caused Keegan to keel forward
again.

 


“Fuckin’ get him already, bro!”

 


* * * *

 


Less than five minutes had passed since
Keegan had been walking on the sidewalk. People hurried by, driven
by their hunger, unobservant to the struggle in the alley.

 


However, the Red Hat ladies had seen the men
steer Keegan off course.

 


As they walked past the alleyway, they saw
Keegan sprawled on the ground. They saw the bat and the shiny blade
of the knife. They screamed, “Help! Police! Thief! Burglary!”

 


Their screams startled the men.

 


“Fuck, dude, we gotta get outta here!” the
man with the knife said. Keegan’s wallet slipped from his grasp as
he sprinted. He bumped into the ladies as he ran past.

 


The man with the bat yelled, “We got what we
needed. Fuck, wait for me, bro!” He, too, brushed against the
ladies as he ran past.

 


One of the ladies had planned on getting a
picture with Keegan, so she already had her smartphone set on
camera. She hastily snapped a flurry of pictures without
aiming.

 


Another lady called 9-1-1.

 


“Can you tell me what kind of injuries he
has?” the dispatcher asked.

 


“Oh, um, he’s in the alley. I’ll have to, um,
walk there. Can you hang on?”

 


“Are you sure the area is safe, ma’am?”

 


“Yes, the two men ran past us.”

 


“Okay. Proceed with caution, because you
don’t know who this guy is.”

 


“Oh, we do. He’s a very nice gentleman that
we talk to every week.”

 


She walked toward Keegan’s body and came upon
his feet first.

 


“He’s lying face-down on the gravel.”

 


“Is he breathing, ma’am?”

 


“Oh, dear! Um, let me check.”

 


She walked around his right side.

 


“Omigod!”

 


“Stay calm, ma’am. Tell me what you see.”

 


“Blood! There’s blood all over the ground
next to his side here.”

 


“Can you tell me if he’s breathing,
ma’am?”

 


“You’ve got to send an ambulance right
away!”

 


“One is already on the way. I need you to
stay on the phone with me, ma’am, and tell me whether he’s
breathing so I can get word to the EMTs.”

 


The other ladies crowded around and exclaimed
over Keegan’s body.

 


“Did someone call for an ambulance?”

 


“Look at all the blood!”

 


“We don’t even know his name!”

 


“Is that his wallet?”

 


The dispatcher could hear them. “Ma’am,
please tell them not to touch anything until the ambulance and
police arrive.”

 


“She doesn’t want you to touch anything.”

 


The ladies stayed back but continued to
talk.

 


“Right in the middle of the day!”…

 


“Are they sending an ambulance?”…

 


“Why isn’t anyone here yet?”

 


And…

 


“Is he dead?”




Chapter 42

 


 


Jeneca had called the middle Eastern
restaurant as soon as they opened and put in a carryout order for
five-thirty. She couldn’t focus on trial preparation and constantly
checked the time.

 


After she handled motions in court in the
morning, she told Dana she was going home early with expert
depositions she’d already summarized.

 


She went on a run with Jake to get rid of the
jitters. While running, she rehearsed what she wanted to say and
how she’d say it.

 


She tried not to envision or expect any
reaction from Keegan.

 


At five-thirty-five, she walked out of the
restaurant, and was at the elevator at five to six.

 


“Good evening, Ms. Avery. Are you here to
pick up Mr. Randolph’s things?”

 


Jeneca frowned. “Pick up his things?”

 


“Yes, to take to the hospital?”

 


Jeneca nearly dropped the bag of food, but
Chris caught her.

 


“I thought you--I’m so sorry, Ms. Avery,
there was an accident this afternoon.”

 


“Wh--what happened?”

 


“Mr. Randolph was mugged in the alley at
lunchtime. Some ladies from the Red Hat Society were there and
called the police. They say they probably saved his life. He was
taken to the hospital where he had surgery this afternoon. That’s
all I know. I’m sorry,” he said again.

 


“How did you learn about this?”

 


“One of the muggers dropped his wallet. The
police came by to notify his family.”

 


Jeneca nodded. “What hospital was he taken
to, Mercy or General?”

 


“Mercy.”

 


“Figures.”

 


“Pardon me?”

 


“Never mind. Here’s some food, Chris. Enjoy.
I’ve gotta get to the hospital.”


 


“Of course. Thank you, Ms. Avery. But don’t
you want to take some of his things?”

 


“Uh, not yet. I’m going to check on the
situation first and then come back after I determine what’s
needed.”

 


“Good idea, Ms. Avery. Will you please let me
know how he is?”

 


She took his cell phone number and then sped
to the hospital.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca didn’t know how she’d obtain
information about Keegan since she wasn’t related but she knew she
had to be at the hospital. Maybe his family would be there, and she
could talk to them.

 


What would she say? “Hi, Keegan’s mom. I met
your son on a sex site. He wanted me to dominate him.” Good
lord!

 


Arriving at the hospital, Jeneca learned that
Keegan was in ICU, and the visitation was strict. She paced the
waiting room and listened attentively at the nurses’ station.

 


She glanced at the patient board and found
Keegan’s name. Being a medical malpractice attorney, she could read
charts and medical shorthand. His vitals were stable, and they had
put him into a medically-induced coma.

 


Just as she was about to cross-examine a
nurse, her phone rang. It was Phillip Newman. She went into the
hallway.

 


“Phil, something terrible’s happened!”

 


“You know about Keegan?”

 


“I’m at the hospital now.”

 


“Why? Is everything okay?”

 


“I dunno.”

 


“You don’t know if everything’s okay?”

 


“No, I just got here. I looked at the patient
board, so I know he’s stable, but they’re not gonna tell me
anything. I’m not related!”

 


“Jeneca. What are you talking about?!”

 


“Keegan!”

 


“Is he with you?”

 


“Phil, he’s in ICU!”

 


“Keegan is in ICU?!”

 


“Yes!”

 


Hearing it out loud made it more real. The
severity of the situation finally hit, and Jeneca broke down.

 


“Is he at Mercy?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“I’m on my way.”

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca paced until Phil arrived, and then she
broke down in his arms. After a few minutes, she relayed the
information that Chris had told her.

 


“And you haven’t learned anything else?”

 


“No. I’ve been waiting for you. But there’s
no one in the waiting room, Phil. Why isn’t his family here? It
happened over seven hours ago. He was in surgery! He should
have someone with him!” She collapsed in his arms again.

 


“His family’s not from here. Keegan just
moved from Chicago. Come, let’s sit.”

 


She allowed Phil to walk her to a chair.


 


Her thoughts went to when she’d asked Keegan
to the ball. He had said he’d recently moved. That explained the
lack of family.

 


She started to cry again knowing it would
take time for his family to arrive.

 


“Jeneca.”

 


Phil’s voice snapped her to attention. She
looked at him through watery eyes.

 


“You need to focus. Clear your head.”

 


Jeneca closed her eyes and took some yoga
breaths.

 


When she opened her eyes, she realized the
oddity of the situation.

 


Phil was sitting with her.

 


He’d called her regarding
Keegan.

 


And he’d driven across town to be seen with
her at the hospital she was suing.

 


“Phil. What are you doing here? And how did
you know about Keegan?”

 


“I didn’t. Jeneca. You need to brace yourself
for another blow.”

 


Jeneca nodded briefly.

 


“Okay.”

 


“Keegan is the insurance fucks’ secret
attorney.”

 


“Wh--” her eyes darted around the room. Her
brain scrambled to piece things together. “No...”

 


Phil watched her. There’d been no easy way to
tell her.

 


“I was on the insurance fucks’ floor, and I
pulled a piece of paper from the printer to hand to a secretary. It
was Keegan’s appearance! She had prepared it so he could file his
appearance on the first day of trial!”

 


“No...”

 


“I saw it with my own eyes, Jeneca.”

 


He watched her carefully for a sign of
recognition but she only shook her head in disbelief.

 


“You didn’t know?”

 


“No.” She continued to shake her head.

 


“But you knew he was a lawyer from Chicago,
right?”

 


She shook her head.

 


“How--oh,” he nodded, “David told me the ball
was kind of a blind date for you guys.”

 


The ball seemed so long ago.

 


How could this have happened? She was going
to talk to him that night.

 


Why would anyone in his right mind try to mug
a fit, six-foot-three man?!

 


She stopped shaking her head and stared
fixedly at Phil. “Good lord, Phil! He’s in danger!”

 


“Jeneca, just because Tony had a bad
experience here doesn’t mean the entire staff is incompetent.”

 


“No, I mean serious danger!”

 


“Jeneca, are you okay? You look really pale
all of a sudden.”

 


“Good lord, Phil! You’ve got to get me access
to him!”

 


“Jeneca, I--”

 


“No, Phil. Right now. There isn’t
time.”

 


“Slow down. Tell me what you’re
thinking.”

 


“This wasn’t a mugging.”

 


“Did you talk to the police?”

 


“No.”

 


“Then--”

 


Phil’s phone rang, and he looked at the
screen.

 


“I’m sorry, I’ve gotta take this. It’s the
insurance fucks.”

 


Jeneca paced and wrung her hands as Phil
talked.

 


His face was calmer as he walked back toward
her.

 


“Okay, the police confirmed it was a mugging.
The insurance fucks just told me that they spoke with the cops.
Apparently, the two men who attacked Keegan are drug dealers and
users. They attacked Keegan for money because his wallet was found
lying on the ground next to him.”

 


“No, Phil.” Jeneca shook her head. “This
wasn’t a mugging. Tony did this!”

 


“Jeneca. You’ve had a rough day, and you’re
not thinking clearly. The two men who attacked Keegan aren’t
Italian. In fact, they’re not even mob-related. They’re just a
coupla junkies with a rap sheet a mile long.

 


“One of the Red Hat ladies got some pictures
with her phone. That’s how the police were able to find these guys.
They have no connection to Tony whatsoever.”

 


Jeneca stared at him. “That’s not true. I
know it isn’t!”

 


Phil ignored her assertion. “Jeneca, they
want me to file a motion for adjournment. Keegan isn’t going to be
well enough to try the case in a couple of days.”

 


“I can’t believe you’re talking about the
trial, Phil!”

 


“I’m sorry, but you need to focus. We don’t
have much time.”

 


“I can’t try this case, Phil! I’ve got to be
here!”

 


“Jeneca.”

 


“No, Phil, you need to get me access to
Keegan. Now! You have to tell them I’m his cousin or something.
Until his family gets here. Did anyone call his family?”

 


“I don’t know; they didn’t mention it.”

 


“You’ve got to find out. In the meantime, I
need to see him. He’s got to have someone with him who cares about
him!”

 


He looked at her worriedly. “Okay. Let me
pull some strings. Gimme a few minutes.”

 


Phil called the chief of medicine at home.
Then he walked to the nurses’ station.

 


Jeneca watched him; her mind was a tornado of
thoughts. Phil motioned for her.

 


“Lucy, this is Jeneca Avery. She’s the one
here for Keegan Randolph. Can you please take her to see him
now?”

 


“Yes, of course. This way, Ms. Avery.”

 


“Jeneca.”

 


Lucy opened the door for Jeneca. “I’ll be at
the nurses’ station if you need anything.”

 


“Thank you.”

 


Jeneca grabbed his chart as she walked
in.

 


A fresh wave of reality hit Jeneca as she saw
Keegan. “Good lord,” she gasped.

 


Keegan was hooked up to a ventilator, and his
eyes were closed. His face was puffy and purple with gravel
indentations, and his head was bandaged. He had tubes in his right
arm.

 


She walked to his left side and held his
hand.

 


“Keegan,” she squeaked.

 


She cleared her throat.

 


“Keegan, this is Jeneca. You’re going to be
fine. You were attacked by two men in the alleyway by your place
this afternoon. The cops caught them. They were addicts looking for
money. The Red Hat ladies saw you and called 9-1-1. You had surgery
for the swelling in your head. It went well.”

 


She opened the medical chart and studied
it.

 


“I have your chart here. Your vitals are
normal. Everything’s stable. They put you in a medically-induced
coma for the pain. But they’ll take you out of it in a coupla days.
I’m gonna stay with you.

 


“But first, there’s something I need to do. I
won’t leave you alone.”

 


She called David.

 


“Hey, Dude, how’d he take the news?”

 


“I didn’t tell him, there was an accident.
He’s in ICU. I need you to come to Mercy and sit with him. Now!
Please, David.”

 


“I’m on my way.”

 


“Hurry. Please!”

 


She hung up and talked to Keegan. “I have to
do something. I’ll be as quick as I can. David is gonna stay with
you ‘til I get back. You’ll be in good hands. Everything is gonna
be fine, Keegan. There’s nothing to worry about. Just concentrate
on getting better.” She squeezed his hand.

 


There was a knock at the door.

 


“How is he?” Phil asked.

 


“Stable.”

 


She handed Phil the medical chart. “Can you
please go over this? I wanna make sure I’m not missing
anything.”

 


“Sure.”

 


“I called David. He’s on his way here to sit
with him.”

 


“Why?”

 


“I have to talk to Tony.”

 


“Jeneca, he had nothing to do with it.”

 


Jeneca motioned Phil outside, and she shut
Keegan’s door.

 


“Phil, Tony told me he was going to take
matters into his own hands. I told him the insurance fucks were
going to bring in an out-of-state lawyer at the last minute as a
diversionary tactic. He did this.”

 


Phil frowned.

 


“Good lord, Phil, tell me what druggie is
gonna jump a guy like Keegan just for drug money in broad
daylight?!”

 


She had a point. Phil considered. “I should
go with you to Tony’s for your safety.”

 


“Phil, you can’t be seen with me, remember?
Besides, it won’t go over well with Tony if we both show up on his
doorstep. He’s already paranoid about you.”

 


“Well, not that it matters much at this
point; they’re swapping Keegan for me anyway. And I have to file a
motion for adjournment!”

 


“Good lord, Phil!” Jeneca was back in trial
mode. “There’s no way the judge can grant it!”

 


“She’ll be forced to. Keegan is in no
condition to try this case.”

 


“Phil, she can’t grant the
motion because Keegan isn’t the attorney of record! You are.
She’ll make you try the case!”

 


“Omigod, Jeneca. You’re right! And I thought
I was the clear-headed one. You think Tony was behind this
so the surprise attorney wouldn’t be able to go against him at
trial?”

 


“And to send a message to the insurance
fucks. So when Tony finds out these guys didn’t finish the job,
someone will be sent to finish it! That’s why I need to talk to
Tony now!”

 


Jeneca made sense. But it seemed so
surreal.

 


“What do you want me to do?”

 


“David’s on his way. I’ve got to get to
Tony’s. Can you please stay here and fill him in? That way I can
leave now.”

 


“Absolutely.”

 


“Please don’t talk about it in the room.
Keegan should only hear positive things right now.”

 


“Sure.”

 


“Thank you, Phil.”

 


“Jeneca, be safe.”

 


“I will.”

 


* * * *

 


Walking to her car, Jeneca called Dana at
home. Dana logged in to the firm’s computer system and retrieved
Tony’s home address.

 


“I’ll fill you in later. Thanks so much,
Dana!”

 


* * * *

 


Arianna answered the door. “Well, hi! I
didn’t know lawyers made house calls!”

 


“I apologize for the timing and the surprise.
But I need to talk to Tony.”

 


“Sure, sure. C’mon in.”

 


Jeneca walked into an expansive foyer with
black and grey marble and pillars.

 


“Tone! The lawyer from your hospital case is
here!”

 


She turned to Jeneca. “C’mon, I’ll take ya to
Tony’s office. Can I get ya somethin’ to drink?”

 


“No, thank you.”

 


“Tony! Get in your office! The lawyer’s
here!” she yelled again. She motioned for Jeneca to sit, and
Arianna sat next to her. “Is everything okay?”

 


“There was some trouble this afternoon that
I’m hoping Tony can straighten out.”

 


“Oh, okay.”

 


“What’re you yellin’ for, Arianna?”

 


Arianna shifted in her seat, and Tony saw
Jeneca.

 


“Oh, I didn’t know you was here.”

 


“Hi, Tony. I’m sorry for showing up
unannounced at this hour, but there was a bit of a problem this
afternoon with the case, and I thought you might be able to
straighten things out.”

 


Tony held Jeneca’s stare as he spoke to his
wife, “Can y’give us a minute here, Arianna?”

 


“Yeah, sure. You want I should get you guys
somethin’?”

 


“No, I think we’re good.”

 


Arianna shut the door behind her. Tony sat
behind the desk and regarded Jeneca carefully. “It’s late.”

 


“It’s important.”

 


“I’m listening.”

 


“Tony, I know what you did,” she began.

 


“Ho! I don’t go into your office and start
accusin’ you of things.”

 


She ignored him. “Tony, I’m not gonna turn
you in. I understand why you did what you did. But I’m here to ask
you to stop. I’m begging you to stop.” Her voice
cracked.

 


“Whaddya think I did?”

 


“You ordered a hit on the insurance fucks’
surprise lawyer. You used someone who wasn’t in the Mafia to make
it untraceable to you. And it worked. The cops don’t have any idea.
The guys who attacked him have rap sheets, which is probably why
you chose them.”

 


“The cops don’t think it was me so how come
my lawyer thinks it was me?”

 


“Tony, please!” she practically screamed.


 


He was unmoved but leery. There was no reason
for Jeneca to be so emotional.

 


“Besides, I thought you said you don’t know
who the surprise lawyer is.”

 


“I didn’t, until a couple of hours ago.”

 


“How’d you find out?”

 


“Phil told me.”

 


“Phil, the guy who flipped.”

 


“He didn’t flip, Tony. He just learned the
guy’s identity from paperwork that he wasn’t supposed to see.”


 


Being street smart, Tony was familiar with
body language. Jeneca was too upset to be concerned as a lawyer to
her client.

 


“What’s it to you?”

 


“What’s what to me?”

 


“This whole thing. Why are you here; for
real. It’s not because you think the cops are after me and you’re
tryin’ to save me. So who’re you tryin’ to save?”

 


“Keegan.”

 


“Who’s Keegan?”

 


“The surprise lawyer.”


 


“Who is he to you?”

 


“He’s--I--we--I love him,” she said
flatly.

 


“I thought you said you don’t know him. Now
you love him?”

 


“Good lord.”

 


Jeneca saw no way to gloss over the
explanation. She sighed.

 


Without going into details, she told Tony how
she had met Keegan. She told him they weren’t interested in
anything serious and, therefore, no personal information had been
exchanged.

 


“Now that you know his true identity, you
still love him?” He was interested in her answer.

 


Jeneca nodded. “Yes. I do.”

 


“You think he knew who you are?”

 


“I think there’s a high probability that he
did, but I don’t think he found out until recently.”

 


“I ain’t sayin’ I know what you’re talkin’
about. Y’hear me?”

 


“Yes, Tony.”

 


“But just for argument’s sake, supposin’ I
did know. What exactly are you askin’ me to do?”

 


“I’m asking you to call off the hit. Please.
I’m begging you, Tony. Gimme a coupla days to figure things
out, to talk to Phil, to see what the insurance fucks are thinking.
Okay? Will you do that?”

 


“What do I care what the insurance fucks is
thinkin?’

 


“They want Phil to file a motion for
adjournment because of Keegan.”


 


“A what?”

 


“To postpone the trial because their attorney
is incapacitated.”

 


“So?”

 


“So they can’t do it. I mean, the judge won’t
be able to grant it.”

 


“How come?”

 


“Because they were going to file Keegan’s
appearance the day of trial, Tony. He’s not their attorney of
record. The judge can’t grant a motion for an attorney who’s not
been on the case and hasn’t filed an appearance during the entire
pendency of it!”

 


“Yeah? So that means this Phil guy tries it,
right? It always comes back to him, don’t it?”

 


“Tony, I told you Phil is not going to
try this case.”

 


“How come you so sure ‘bout that?”

 


“Because I know him. He told me at the
outset, as soon as he learned about the surprise attorney, that he
would retire before trying this case.”

 


“And you think he’s gonna do that?”

 


“Absolutely. So with their star attorney--not
of record--in the hospital and Phil refusing to try the case, the
insurance fucks are gonna be pretty hard-pressed about what to do
next.

 


“I don’t know what’s going to happen, Tony.
That’s why I’m asking you to gimme two days to sort it out.

 


“I’ve been honest with you from the second
that you walked into my office. I’m being honest with you now. I
don’t know what’s going to happen. But as I’ve told you from the
beginning, you’re the good guy here. The hospital is entirely at
fault. Nothing that has happened has altered that fact one iota,
Tony.”

 


She paused.

 


“You didn’t know who this guy was before
tonight, but you’re sure you love him. Is that what you’re tellin’
me?”

 


“I think so, yeah. At the very least, I’d
like to be able to figure it out.”

 


Tony crossed his hands behind his head. He
leaned his chair back and stared at her. She was believably
distraught. Plus, she hadn’t told Arianna about the P.I. reports.
It wouldn’t hurt to give her two days.

 


Then again, if she were to go to the
cops...

 


As if reading his thoughts, Jeneca added,
“Tony, I’m begging you. You haven’t told me anything. The cops
don’t think you’re involved. I won’t tell them otherwise. Besides,
if what I assume is correct, there isn’t anything to link you,
anyway. I’m not here to harm you, Tony. I’m here to save Keegan.
Please.”

 


“One more question. Why you so sure I had
somethin’ to do with this?”

 


“Keegan is six-foot-three, and in shape.
There was a group of Red Hat ladies walking on the same block at
the same time. If the guys had really wanted to steal a quick
wallet, Keegan wasn’t the mark.”

 


Tony sighed. She was one smart cookie.

 


He shook his head slowly. Then he told her,
“I ain’t sayin’ I know what you’re talkin’ about, and I ain’t
sayin’ I don’t know what you’re talkin’ about. All I’m sayin’ is
you come to my house in the middle of the night askin’ me for two
days. I’ll give you your two days. Capiche?”

 


“Thank you, Tony! I’ll talk to you as soon as
I find out anything!”

 


She stood up and was about to hug him but
thought against it.

 


“Thank you!” she said again.

 


“Yeah.”




Chapter 43




 


Jeneca returned to the hospital two hours
later. David set down his iPad to hug her.

 


“How is he?”

 


“No change; everything’s good. Phil said you
want to talk in the waiting room.”

 


David grabbed some papers on the way out and
handed them to her. “Phil told them to expedite the surgery notes.
He knew you’d want to see them. They just came a few minutes
ago.”

 


Jeneca read them. “Omigod, he was
knifed!”

 


She continued to read. “Okay, the blade
didn’t hit any organs or arteries. It sort of bounced around his
side, but he lost a lot of blood. The contusions to his head also
didn’t hit anything major. By the looks of this, he’s really
lucky.”

 


“Why did he need surgery, then?”

 


“He had intercranial pressure or
edema--sorry, a swelling of the brain, from the whacks to his head
and neck area. They performed a decompressive craniectomy, which
means they drilled a small hole in his brain to alleviate the
pressure.

 


“Because of the severity of the pressure in
the head and the pain in his side, I’m sure that’s why they put him
in a medically-induced coma. It’s so his body can heal without his
brain being overwhelmed by the intense pain.”

 



“Do you know how long he was out before they
performed the surgery? I mean, too much time with the brain being
compressed isn’t a good thing, right?”

 


“I don’t know how much time elapsed. And yes,
you’re right, timing is critical. But I’m hopeful it was relatively
short. The Red Hat ladies were on the scene and called 9-1-1. The
EMTs would’ve called the hospital and had them prepare the
operating room ahead of time.”

 


“Are you hopeful as a lawyer or a
layperson?”

 


“I don’t know how to differentiate. I’m
hopeful because I read the reports and know about these procedures.
But everyone responds differently. We won’t know what kind of
residual damage he has until he comes out of the coma.”

 


David nodded and held her hand. “He’s in good
shape, and he’s tough. One of the nurses told me he fought the
attackers. That could be why he was knifed, if they were only after
his wallet.”

 


“It wasn’t a robbery, David; it was a
hit.”

 


David nodded again. “Yeah, Phil told me your
theory. He also said you went to your client’s house alone. I’m
glad you’re safe. Oh! Phil told me to tell you that the hospital is
a safe zone. He’ll stop by in the morning on his way to work.”

 


“Okay. Did he tell you Keegan is the secret
attorney for the insurance fucks?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“After his deposition, Tony told me he was
gonna take matters into his own hands. He had threatened to find
and harm the private investigator awhile back, but I talked him out
of that.”

 


“Did he admit to ordering the hit on Keegan?
I thought the attackers weren’t Italian?”

 


“He did and he didn’t. You know he can’t
really tell me anything. But it was him. And if it was a hit and it
got botched, they’d have to finish it. So I had to get Tony to call
it off.”

 


“Did he agree?”

 


“I got him to gimme two days.”

 


“What’re you gonna do in two days,
Jeneca?”

 


“I don’t know, David. Think. Talk to Phil.
Find out what the insurance fucks are planning.”

 


“The trial will need to be moved, right?”

 


Jeneca smiled. “No, their sneakiness fucked
them up. They can’t ask for an adjournment because Keegan never
filed an appearance!”

 


“Nice. So Phil’s gotta try it?”

 


“Phil said he’ll retire before trying this
case. And I can’t take it to trial now. I also can’t ask for an
adjournment or it plays into their hands. So, I’m gonna wait until
Phil comes tomorrow morning and take it piece by piece.”

 


“Have you eaten?”

 


“No, and I can’t. I need to be with him.”

 


“You need to eat or you won’t be able to be
with him. I’ll bring something up from the cafeteria and eat it
with you in his room, okay?”

 


“Thanks, David.”

 


* * * *

 


David fed Jake in the morning and packed a
bag of necessaries for Jeneca. He walked into Keegan’s room with
the bag, some coffee and a protein bar.

 


“I’ll see you later tonight,” he told her as
he hugged her.

 


“Thanks.” Jeneca cleaned herself up. She was
eating when Phil walked in.

 


“How’s he doing?”

 


“No change. So that’s good.”

 


“Did you get the surgery report last
night?”

 


“Yeah, thanks for thinking of that.” She
handed him the pages, and Phil scanned them.

 


“This looks very promising.”


 


Jeneca nodded. She let go of Keegan’s hand
and motioned for Phil to go into the waiting room, where she told
him about her conversation with Tony.

 


“So, can we figure this out in two days,
Phil?”

 


“We’ll have to. Good thing the hospital is a
safe zone for us.”

 


“Yeah, David mentioned that last night. Why
is that?”

 


“Because the insurance fucks are panicking
about Keegan’s accident. If it was a mob hit, they don’t
want to be near it, lest they get caught in the crossfire.”

 


“They came to that conclusion on their
own?”

 


“They’re not quite there yet, but I’m gonna
push it when I see them. I’ll also tell them the motion to adjourn
has no basis. And I’ll tell them that I have no intention of
trying this case.

 


“I’ll pull a little attitude with them, too,
to make ‘em think that I just discovered their plan about Keegan.
It’ll gimme a sympathy vote. The fact that Keegan is in a coma
doesn’t hurt, either.”

 


“Won’t they realize it’s minor?”

 


“No, they’re ignorant about medical procedure
just like legal procedure. They’re really only good at being fucks
and taking other people’s money. The only thing they know for sure
is that they don’t want to be in a coma.”

 


He paused to regard her.

 


“How are you holding up, Jeneca?”

 


“Me? I’m fine.”

 


“Have you eaten? Did you get any sleep? What
are you planning to do with the trial?”

 


“David brought me food. I was able to sleep a
little bit. And I have no idea about the trial. I obviously can’t
ask for an adjournment.”

 


“No. It’s best that the insurance fucks don’t
know about your involvement. It’ll be easy to keep it concealed
since they won’t show up here.”

 


“But you called the head surgeon last
night.”

 


“I didn’t give your name; only that a
relative was here. And he doesn’t give a shit. Trust me, no one is
focused on Keegan at the moment.”

 


“Okay,” she sighed. “Did you find his
relatives?”

 


“You don’t have a way of contacting
them?”

 


“No, I’ve never met them.”

 


“I’ll add that to my list when I go in. I’ll
stop back here at lunch.”

 


“Thanks, Phil.”

 


“How confident are you of Tony’s
promise?”

 


“Completely. I’ll be fine.”

 


“You sure?”

 


“Yes.”

 


Phil went to work, and Jeneca held Keegan’s
hand. She updated Dana, which took the better part of an hour.

 


Dana listened in amazement and assured Jeneca
everything would be taken care of at work. “Do you want to hold off
compiling the exhibit list for now?”

 


“No, I’m working on that from here, and I’ll
email you the sequence. It’s better to have it done, just in
case.”

 


* * * *

 


Shortly before lunch, the Red Hat ladies came
to check on Keegan. Jeneca gave them an update, and thanked them
profusely for their assistance. They gushed over her, babbling
about how they knew Keegan had someone special and how happy they
were.

 


Jeneca quietly accepted their praise.

 


When Jeneca returned to Keegan’s room, she
texted Chris an update.

 


* * * *

 


Phil brought lunch. “How’s he doing?”

 


“The same. The surgeon stopped by this
morning and confirmed what we’d read in the reports. There’s
nothing to be done until they bring him out, either tomorrow or the
day after.”

 


“That’s great news.”

 


They walked into the waiting area to eat and
talk.

 


“I have more good news,” he began.

 


Jeneca bit into a tuna salad sandwich, happy
for good news.

 


“I asked the insurance fucks your question:
if it was just a coupla junkies out for a quick score, why Keegan
and not the Red Hat ladies? That was all it took. They’re convinced
the Mafia tried to whack Keegan.”

 


Jeneca nodded and swallowed a bite. “That’s
it?”

 


“I told you they’d been festering over it. I
think they’ve been asking themselves the same question.”

 


“Okay. So what’s their next move?”

 


“They’re done.”

 


“What do you mean, done?”

 


“Done-done. They’re so freaked out right now,
they probably pissed in their pants several times.”

 


Jeneca shook her head. “Done as in...?”

 


“They’re gonna settle.” He took a bite of
sandwich to let Jeneca digest the news.

 


“Settle,” she said in disbelief.

 


“Yes. They won’t admit it, but it’s all over
their faces. They think your client is going to order hits on them
next.”

 


“What?!”

 


“I’m telling you, Jeneca, you should’ve seen
‘em. Look, they fought this thing because your client was in
the Mafia. They thought they could distract a jury. They’ve been
completely smug throughout this entire case. This thing with
Keegan, though, took ‘em down several pegs. Made ‘em realize
they’re not immortal.”

 


“They really are fucks, Phil.”

 


Phil nodded. “Don’t worry, I told them it was
gonna cost plenty extra, given the amount of time and expense
you’ve had to waste during the discovery process.” He winked at
her.

 


Jeneca welled up. “Have they bothered to
think this whole thing could’ve been avoided if they’d listened to
you from the get-go?!”

 


“No, not at all. They’re fucks, remember,” he
smiled.

 


She meekly smiled back. “All right, what’s
the offer?”

 


“They’re discussing it. We have another
meeting this afternoon. They don’t really wanna give themselves
away because, remember, they don’t think you know about Keegan!” He
winked again. “So they’re gonna wait until tomorrow morning, after
the jurors have been assembled but not brought in. They want me to
ask the judge if you and I can go into a negotiation room.”

 


“No, I can’t leave him, Phil.”

 


“Jeneca, you have to be there.”

 


Jeneca sighed. Good lord! He was
right.

 


“Okay. I’ve gotta think about the
logistics.”

 


“I have more good news for you.”

 


Jeneca smiled. “I’m glad someone does.”

 


“I talked to Keegan’s daughter in Chicago.
She’ll be here tomorrow afternoon.”

 


“Thank you, Phil.”

 


They finished their lunch. Phil left and said
he’d stop by on his way home.

 


* * * *

 


Phil returned after work. “How’s he
doing?”

 


“No change. How’d it go with the fucks?”

 


Phil grinned. “I think you’re gonna be pretty
pleased.”

 


Jeneca glanced at Keegan then drily said,
“I’m listening.”

 


“They’re gonna start the bidding at eighteen
million.” He continued to grin.

 


Jeneca expected the initial offer to be
around fifteen, with a cap at twenty. “Wow.”

 


“I told you, they wanna make sure Tony is
happy with the settlement.”

 


“Quite the turnaround here.”

 


“Nothing a death scare couldn’t create.”

 


Jeneca glanced at Keegan again.

 


“I’m sorry.”

 


Jeneca waved him off. “And the cap?”

 


“Twenty-two-five.”

 


“Wow.”

 


“I told you!”

 


“Thanks, Phil.”

 


“Any more word on when they’re waking him
up?”

 


“Yeah, they’ll check him tomorrow afternoon.
Either then or the following morning.”

 


“Perfect. You can be at the courthouse in the
morning. We’ll have this wrapped up before noon. Probably before
ten!”

 


“We’re on call for eight?”

 


“Judge asked for eight-thirty.”

 


“Okay. Thanks, Phil.”

 


“I’ll see you in the morning. Try to get some
sleep.”

 


* * * *

 


David arrived with dinner as Phil was
leaving. They ate in the room, and Jeneca told David the day’s
events.

 


“Sounds like everything is working out
perfectly.”

 


“Yeah, I’ve gotta see Tony after dinner, if
you can stay with Keegan for a bit?”

 


“Absolutely.”

 


“Thanks.”

 


“Why don’t you look happy? You know Keegan’s
gonna be just fine, Jeneca.”

 


“There’s always the possibility of something
going wrong.”

 


“Okay, but it’s more than that. What is
it?”

 


“Keegan is the surprise attorney.”

 



“Yeah, we knew that yesterday.”

 


“But when did he know about me?”

 


David looked at her and sighed. “What are you
thinking?”

 


“Has he been playing me this entire
time?”

 


“No.”

 


“Are you sure?”

 


“Absolutely.”

 


“How?”

 


“Because I met him. I talked to him. I like
him.”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes. “Now who sounds
twelve, Davey?”

 


“Okay, Dude, you want proof?” Jeneca nodded.
“You said you don’t have your picture on that site. So, he didn’t
know who you were when he first contacted you, Jeneca. Hell, he
didn’t even see you until months after you guys had been
emailing!”

 


Jeneca nodded. “That’s a good point.
But--”

 


“Plus, he didn’t know your name
until--”

 


“He was the secret attorney on this case,
David. My name’s all over the pleadings! All he had to do was
Google me and he’s got my picture! Besides, I told him my name the
first time we had dinner.”

 


“Yeah, but he didn’t remember it.”

 


“He claims not to have remembered
it.”

 


“Okay. Worst case scenario, he knew who you
were at your first dinner. Agreed?”

 


“For argument’s sake. Continue.”

 


“There’s no way he would’ve brought you into
his home if he knew. You could’ve come across his files and
discovered his identity.”

 


“So he carefully hid them.”

 


“No. With how much time you guys have spent
together and how intimate you’ve become, he would’ve slipped up in
the course of communicating. I don’t care how good he is, something
would’ve slipped. Can you think of anything?”

 


“No, I’ve been going over everything the past
twenty-four hours.”

 


“Yeah, ‘cause he didn’t know.”

 


“I dunno.”

 


“He gave you his name from the get-go,
right?”

 


“I think at that first dinner. Or no, it was
before, because I told the hostess I was meeting Keegan.”

 


“Keegan’s not a common name. You could’ve
Googled him, too. You could’ve found him in the Bar Journal,
right?”

 


“No, he’s from Chicago, remember?”

 


“Right, but you could’ve Googled his name.
Didn’t you Google him, Jeneca?”

 


“Good lord, no!”

 


“Why not?”

 


“Because I didn’t want to know
anything about him, Davey!”

 


David nodded. “Okay. But still, my point
remains.”

 


“What’s your point again?”

 


“That you could have Googled him. And
you probably could’ve found him. So he wasn’t hiding anything from
you because he didn’t know who you were.”

 


“All right, that makes sense.”

 


“So, we’re good?”

 


“No.”

 


“Why not?”

 


“Because he’s still the insurance fucks’
secret attorney! Why would he be working for that side?!”

 


“Phil works for them, Jeneca.”

 


“You sound like you have a schoolgirl crush
on Keegan!”

 


“I tell ya, if I flew that way, I’d strongly
consider him.”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes and shook her
head.

 


“So, does that mean you’re admitting to a
schoolgirl crush on Keegan?”

 


She moved to kick him under the table, but he
rolled his chair away before she made contact. They laughed.

 


“Look, Dude, just relax. Let’s wait to hear
what Keegan has to say, okay?”

 


“I don’t know that I want to hear it,” she
said quietly.

 


“I know.” He wanted to calm her before she
went to see Tony, so he changed the subject. “I took Jake for a run
this afternoon. He’s very worried about you.”

 


“Jake! Is he eating?”

 


“When I stayed in the kitchen and talked to
him, he ate. So yeah, he’s fine. He’ll be happy to see you
tomorrow.”

 


“Tomorrow?”

 


“You said you had to go to court? I’m coming
here, remember?”

 


“Yeah...”

 


“You have to go home to shower and change
clothes. I don’t think the judge’ll allow you to appear in
sweats.”

 


Jeneca looked at herself and laughed. “I
hadn’t thought that far ahead. Thanks, David.”

 


“Yep. You gonna be okay to go see Tony?”

 


“Yeah. There won’t be a problem with
today’s news!”

 


* * * *

 


“He’s waitin’ in his office. I’ll take ya
there,” Arianna greeted Jeneca.

 


Tony was on the phone when Jeneca entered.
“Yeah, I told ya to hold off on the other thing. I’ll get back to
you in an hour. Sit tight.”

 


Arianna waited with Jeneca until Tony hung
up.

 


“Doesn’t matter what time of day it is,
business is business,” he said flatly.

 


He gestured to a chair, and Jeneca sat down.
He flicked his head, indicating Arianna should leave. She closed
the door behind her.

 


“I have news.”

 


“Good or bad?”

 


“Very good.”

 


“Yeah? Let’s hear.”

 


Jeneca told him what Phil had explained to
her. She concluded with, “You’ve gotta be at the courthouse
tomorrow morning at eight-twenty. I’ll meet you in the
hallway.”

 


“I thought we was gonna meet at your office
and walk over.”

 


“I don’t wanna be gone from the hospital too
long.”

 


Tony nodded tersely. “Why I gotta be at the
courthouse if they’re gonna settle? You, too, for that matter.”

 


Jeneca explained again. “Because we’re not
supposed to know they’re gonna settle. They’re going to posture so
they can negotiate the amount. Phil told me what their cap is so I
know how far to push.”

 


“So we gotta pretend like we’s goin’ to
trial.”

 


“Exactly. Then Phil’s going to ask the judge
to meet with me. I’ll go talk with him. We’ll pretend to go back
and forth. Then, we should put the settlement on the record
tomorrow for over twenty million dollars.”

 


“When we first talked about this case, you
said to expect a settlement of fifteen. An extra five seems shady
to me.”

 


Jeneca sighed. “It’s not shady when you think
about it, Tony. They’re afraid of you. They think you placed a hit
on Keegan. Since he’s not dead yet, they think you’re gonna come
after them. It’s worth it to make you happy by adding an extra five
million or more. There’s no conspiracy here, Tony.”

 


“Yeah, so you say. Phil knows about
this secret lawyer and you?”

 


“Not as much as you do, actually. He knows
we’re seeing each other. He doesn’t know the back story.”

 


“But he knows you care about him.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“So he could be tellin’ you this so’s I call
off the hit. Then tomorrow, we could get blind-sided.”

 


Jeneca thought it was good Tony was saying
“we”, and it helped her to remain calm.

 


“Tony, I’ve known Phil my entire career. I’m
sure you’ve researched him. Right?” Tony nodded the barest of
movements. “So you know what I say is true. They just want out.
It’s a good thing.”

 


“What if I don’t call off the hit--I mean,
if I was able to and knew what you was talkin’ about, what
if somethin’ happens to this secret lawyer of yours after the
settlement?”

 


Jeneca looked at Tony imploringly. She
understood why lawyers shouldn’t represent loved ones; it was too
emotional. To be an effective lawyer, one had to be objective.

 


“Nothing would happen, Tony. The settlement
would still be yours, less costs and attorney fees, of course. The
hospital isn’t going to retract their offer because of Keegan. They
don’t know about Keegan and me.”

 


“But this Phil does.”

 


“For fuck’s sake, Tony! Phil is not
the bad guy here. The insurance fucks are. The hospital is. The
doctors who fucked up are. That’s it. No one else. There’s no
fucking conspiracy beyond what I’ve told you. We have the inside
information!

 


“Look, I can’t force you to do anything,
Tony. Just like throughout the case, I gave you advice. It’s always
been up to you to take it or not. Keegan’s life isn’t part of the
settlement. I’m telling you about the settlement in the hopes that
you’ll save Keegan’s life. But the settlement isn’t dependent upon
it.

 


“There’s no reason for you to kill him at
this point, though. Your message was received loudly and clearly.
They’re not going to trial. They’re gonna settle. And they’re gonna
settle for a fuck of a lot more than if they had listened to Phil
from the start!

 


“So if you decide you don’t believe me,
there’s nothing I can do, Tony. I’m here to prep you for tomorrow
and to plead with you for Keegan’s life. Please, Tony. I beg
you.”

 


She looked at him.

 


“There’s nothing more I can say about
that.”

 


Jeneca paused to breathe. She had fought hard
to keep the tears out of her eyes and words while holding his gaze.
With a cracking voice and a stern countenance, she told him:

 


“As for tomorrow, I need you in a tailored
suit, just like what you wore to your deposition. Please tell
Arianna to dress formally as well.

 


“When Phil asks to have a private meeting, I
want you to pretend like you didn’t know it was going to happen.
Make a stink. Be loud and belligerent. Please don’t tell Arianna
about the settlement, because I need her reaction to be believable,
too. We cannot let them know we know their game plan.

 


“Regardless of your decision on the other
thing, I’m still your lawyer. I’ll fight for every last penny I can
squeeze out of them in that meeting, Tony. And if I get everything
my way, you’ll be coming into my office next week to pick up your
settlement check.”

 


Tony maintained a poker face as he listened
to the spitfire of a female instruct him. She had moxie. Her face
was red. She had overcome her anger at the end, but her voice
wavered. Still, her eyes never left his.

 


Tony was used to people telling him lies.
What he wasn’t used to was the level of honesty and integrity
Jeneca had shown him throughout the entire case. She hadn’t ever
looked down on him for his illegal connections.

 


She always treated him with simple respect.
It wasn’t the kind of respect he received because of his power,
either. It wasn’t a condescending respect of a lawyer to her lowly
client. It was basic respect from one person to another,
period.

 


He realized that that was what he most
appreciated about her.

 


Even with everything she was going through,
she clung to her principles. She hadn’t held the settlement over
his head.

 


He firmly believed that if he gave the order
to off Keegan that night, she’d be fighting in the courthouse the
next day.

 


He’d already given the order to kill Keegan,
though.

 


The meth addicts had botched the hit. He
hadn’t had many to choose from who were tall, had a rap sheet and
no connection to himself.

 


He’d lose credibility if he pulled the
order.

 


Tony hadn’t spoken. They remained in a
staring contest.

 


Jeneca didn’t care about the art of
negotiation. She rose.

 


“Look, please follow these instructions. Look
nice tomorrow. Have your wife dress accordingly. You don’t have to
tell me what you’re going to do with Keegan. It won’t change the
plans. I’ll meet you in the hallway at eight-twenty tomorrow
morning. But right now, I have to get back to the hospital; to
Keegan.”

 


She walked to the door, and Tony remained
silent. When she opened the door and stepped out, he spoke.

 


“Shut the door and come back in here,” he
ordered.

 


She shut the door and turned toward him but
kept her eyes on the floor.

 


“I trust you.”

 


She looked at him. His mouth smiled but his
eyes did not.

 


“We’re in this together, me and you.” He
gestured between them and nodded again.

 


She stared, unmoving.

 


“You have somewhere to be. Go.” He motioned
to the door.

 


She looked at him, still frozen.

 


“Close the door behind you.”




Chapter 44




 


At eight-twenty, Jeneca met the Baldonis in
the courthouse hallway.

 


“You both look terrific this morning. I think
we can go right in. We might have to wait a bit for the judge but
the other side is probably here. Please behave.” She looked sharply
at Tony.

 


Tony nodded, placed his hand on Arianna’s
back, and they walked into the courtroom.

 


Phil and the insurance fucks were seated at
the defense table. Jeneca greeted him with a curt nod before she
sat down. She refused to acknowledge the insurance fucks.

 


Jeneca unloaded her box, demonstrating
readiness for trial.

 


“Calling the case of Anthony and Arianna
Baldoni versus Mercy Hospital.”

 


“Counsel, could I have your appearances for
the record.”

 


“Jeneca Avery on behalf of the Plaintiffs,
Your Honor.”

 


“Phillip Newman on behalf of the Defendant,
Your Honor.”

 


“I see we’re set for trial this morning.
Shall I call up the jury panel?”

 


“Your Honor, if it pleases the Court,” Phil
began, “I respectfully request five minutes with opposing counsel
in the negotiation room.”

 


“We’ve said all we needed to say, Mr. Newman.
My clients are prepared to move forward with the trial.” Jeneca
spoke formally to Phil.

 


“Your Honor, if you’d indulge me with just
five minutes, please.”

 


“Counsel?”

 


“I don’t see how it would be fruitful, Your
Honor.”

 


“What’s goin’ on?” asked Tony loudly.

 


“They’re requesting a meeting to discuss a
potential settlement,” Jeneca explained.

 


“After everything they put us through? Fuck
no. I want the jury!”

 


“Mr. Baldoni, I caution your language in this
Courtroom,” the judge admonished.

 


“Sorry, Your Honor. It’s just that--”

“Mr. Baldoni, you have counsel. She speaks
for you.”

 


“Ms. Avery, I believe you’re bound to hear my
client’s offer,” Phil told her.

 


“I agree, Your Honor, with a caveat.” Jeneca
was ad-libbing again.

 


“Yes, Counsel?”

 


“Your Honor, as I don’t wish to waste any
more of the Court’s time nor my clients’, I request that the
parties also join us.”

 


The judge counted the people seated at the
counsel tables.

 


“Ms. Avery, you know very well the
negotiation rooms will not accommodate the number of people I see
before me. However, in the vein of moving things forward, I hereby
order one member of each side to join the conference. Mr. Newman,
make sure the one you choose has the final authority to
negotiate.”

 


“Yes, Your Honor. Thank you.” He understood
Jeneca’s strategy.

 


“Very well. We’ll stand adjourned until after
your settlement conference.”

 


Jeneca glanced at the opposing table. The
insurance fucks had blanched at the judge’s order. They didn’t want
to be in a small room with Tony. She bit her lips to suppress a
smile.

 


This wasn’t the script Tony knew, and he was
confused. “What’re you doin’?”

 


“Mr. Baldoni, will you please accompany me to
the conference room?”

 


“Yeah, sure.”

 


Jeneca waited for Phil to grab the lead fuck.
Then she walked Tony down the outer aisle, away from the insurance
fucks. She spoke quietly.

 


“You’re gonna be an observer. Do you
understand, Tony?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“I mean it. If I want to hear from you, I’ll
ask you. If not, I don’t wanna know you’re in that room. No matter
what’s said. Do you understand me?”

 


“Yes, ma’am,” he said automatically.

 


“You use your poker face like you did during
our conversation last night. Capiche?”

 


“Yes, ma’am.”

 


“No matter what happens, don’t let ‘em know
how you feel.” Tony nodded.

 


“Look,” Jeneca dropped her voice lower, “I
may need you to provide some verbal muscle in there. If I squeeze
your shoulder or give you a look, you need to explode. Let ‘em know
how fed up you are. Got it?”

 


“Yes, ma’am.”

 


“Can you do that, Tony?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“I’ve got a game plan even Phil doesn’t know
about. Pay careful attention to everything I ask you, okay?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Let’s go get ‘em!”

 


She strode quickly ahead of him, and he tried
to keep up.

 


They joined Phil and the lead fuck, who were
already seated. Jeneca remained standing; Tony did as well.

 


“What’s the meaning of this, Phil?”

 


“Jeneca, if you’ll please sit, we’d like to
offer a settlement.”

 


“You gotta be kidding me, Phil. What could
possibly have changed in the eleventh hour?!”

 


“Jeneca, please. Sit. Hear us out.”

 


“No, I’m gonna stand, Phil. At least until
you toss out the first number. Because if it’s anything remotely
close to insulting, my client and I are marching straight back into
that courtroom, and you and I start polling a jury.”

 


Phil looked at the lead fuck, who nodded but
looked pale.

 


“We offer your clients eighteen million to
settle right now, Jeneca.”

 


Jeneca took a beat to stare at Phil. “Well,
it’s a good opening number, Phil. We’re not walking out just
yet.”

 


“Would you like us to step out so you can
talk to your client?”

 


“That’s not necessary. You see, since the day
my client walked into my office, we had a number in mind for
settlement. Since you opted for trial, however, my clients have had
to incur unnecessary fees and expenses.

 


“Therefore, the original number has increased
by seventy-five percent, Phil.”

 


She turned to Tony. “Have I stated that
accurately, Mr. Baldoni?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Thank you.” Still standing, she stared at
the two seated gentlemen.

 


“I think we’ve begun the negotiations,
Jeneca. Why don’t you and your client have a seat now.”

 


“Very well.” She motioned for Tony to take
the seat off center, as she took the power seat.

 


“What’s your counter, Jeneca?”

 


“It’s not that easy, Phil. I know the first
number doesn’t matter, so why don’t you skip the pussy-footing and
move us forward. What are you prepared to go to, Phil?”

 


Phil glanced at the lead fuck, who had been
avoiding eye contact with Tony. The lead fuck nodded slightly at
Phil.

 


Jeneca watched the exchange. She excelled at
negotiations, even without inside information. She knew the lead
fuck was scared and didn’t want to be there. The negotiation would
be short.

 


“We’re prepared to cut a check next week for
twenty million, Jeneca.”

 


She didn’t flinch. “Phil, I’ll cut to
the chase. We want thirty-one-five.”

 


Tony knew the top was twenty-two-five. Being
skilled in negotiations himself, he maintained a poker face.
Inside, though, he thought her opening amount was too high.

 


“Jeneca, it sounds like that chase isn’t in
our neighborhood--”

 


“I don’t have time for bullshit today, Phil.
If you’re not gonna counter, we’re leaving.” She stood.

 


“Hang on. Will you please sit?”

 


“What’s your counter, Phil? The jury’s
downstairs.”

 


Phil looked at the lead fuck, who gave the
sparsest of nods.

 


“My client will counter at twenty-one.”

 


“You’re moving up by millions. Okay. I’m
listening.” She took her seat.

 


“I think it’s your turn to counter,
Jeneca.”

 


“My counter is alpha and not numeric, Phil.
This man,” she gestured to Tony, “was in the prime of his life. He
had the misfortune of contracting pneumonia while working on a job
site. He came to your hospital,” she spat at the lead fuck,
“to be treated. He didn’t expect to be mistreated. He didn’t
expect to leave the hospital eight months later without his
legs.”

 


Phil knew Jeneca well and had prepared for
this argument.

 


“Yes, we all know the facts of this case,
Jeneca. There’s no jury in here to impress. That said, your
client’s legs were only partially amputated. There’s a big
difference in the valuation of full-leg amputation versus
below-the-knee.”

 


“I’m aware of that, Phil, and already took
that into consideration. Mr. Baldoni was thirty-five when he was
admitted into the hospital. He has the majority of his life to
live. Given the ruggedness of his job, he’s unable to perform a
large portion of it. Since we both know these facts, it’s your turn
to step up the negotiations, Phil. The clock’s ticking.”

 


Phil looked to the lead fuck, who gave
another nearly-imperceptible nod.

 


“Okay, Jeneca. We’ll dispense with the games
and colloquy. We’re prepared to go to twenty-two, tops.”

 


“That’s a long way from thirty-one-five,
Phil.”

 


“It’s your turn to counter.”

 


“I can come down to thirty, even.”

 


“We can go to twenty-two and two-fifty.”

 


“What is that, twenty-two and a quarter?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“We’re not talking millions anymore, Phil?
This man,” she squeezed Tony’s left shoulder, “had BOTH of his
legs removed when he was thirty-five, Phil. You’re gonna
have to do better or we’re calling the jury. I’m prepared to start
today.”

 


Tony got the message. As Jeneca was talking,
he transformed his poker face to outrage. “It’s already nine
o’clock. I say fuck ‘em and start the trial!”

 


Tony’s gruffness sliced the air in the tiny
room. The lead fuck jolted in his chair. Phil felt it.

“Jeneca, would you mind if I stepped outside
with my client briefly?”

 


“Briefly, Phil.”

 


Phil took the lead fuck outside and shut the
door, and Jeneca turned to praise Tony:

 


“Good job, Tony!”

 


“Thanks,” he beamed. “But you started on the
high side, didn’t you?”

 


“I did.”

 


“I thought you said their cap was
twenty-two-five.”

 


“I did. But I rethought things last night.
Trust me, Tony.”

 


“I do. I absolutely do.”

 


The door opened, and Phil walked in first. He
winked at Jeneca and Tony. Tony’s poker face was back on.

 


“Thank you for that brief moment.” They
resumed their seats. “After consulting with my client, I’m prepared
to offer twenty-four.”

 


It was one and a half million over their cap,
but Jeneca wasn’t satisfied. “I thank you for the much better
counter. I can come down to twenty-eight.”

 


“Twenty-five.”

 


“Twenty-seven-five.”

 


“Jeneca, I can offer your client
twenty-five-five and no more.”

 


“We can go put this on the record right now,
Phil, for twenty-five-five-oh-seven-five.”


 


“Twenty-five million, five hundred and seven
thousand, five hundred dollars? Is that what you’re saying,
Jeneca?”

 


“It is, Phil.”

 


Phil looked at the lead fuck. He was
sweating.

 


“Yes,” he whispered.

 


“Done, Jeneca. We’ll let the judge know.”

 


“Thank you.”

 


The two men left. Jeneca faced Tony as they
stood. He grinned, and she waited for him to speak.

 


“I don’t know how you did what you did just
there, but that was primo.”

 


Jeneca bowed her head. “Thank you. I told you
I knew what I was doing.”

 


“Yeah, and you said twenty-two-five.”

 


“And I got you three million more.”

 


“Plus seventy-five hundred. What was that
about? Just rubbin’ it in their face?”

 


“No, do you remember the loss of consortium
motion?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Do you remember they asked for fees
associated with preparing that motion?”

 


“Yeah. It was for that amount?”

 


“Yep. So Tony, I got you your settlement
plus they paid you their own expenditures for that motion,
which was actually valid and properly ruled upon!”

 


Tony chuckled. “I’m impressed.”

 


“Thank you, Tony.”

 


“No, I mean it. You’ve done nothin’ but what
you’ve told me you was gonna do for me. On top of that, you
respected me. I can’t express the depth of my gratitude.”

 


“I’d like to say it’s been a pleasure working
with you, but you haven’t been the best client,” she joked.

 


“Yeah, I know. I promise to learn from my
mistakes.”

 


“How about we don’t wind up in this
predicament ever again, Tony,” she smiled and held out her hand.
Tony shook it. She couldn’t help herself; she hugged him.

 


He hugged her back with one arm. Then told
her, “The other thing we talked about. I pulled the plug. It’s
over.”

 


Jeneca broke the hug to stare at him. “The
extra three million and change I got for you wasn’t contingent upon
that, though.”

 


“I know. I took care of it last night.”

 


Tears cascaded down Jeneca’s cheeks. “Tony,
I--”

 


Tony held up his hand, and Jeneca closed her
mouth.

 


“You and me,” he gestured between them. “You
respected me; I respected you.” He nodded and pointed to the
door.

 


She held out her hand and said, “Thank you,
Tony.”

 


He shook her hand again. That woman. One
tough cookie.

 


They went into the courtroom, informed
Arianna of the good news, and the settlement was placed on the
record.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca was in Keegan’s hospital room by ten.
“How’d it go, Dude?” Jeneca explained the odd settlement amount.
“Omigod, you’re incredible!” David hugged her. “Can I bring you
something to celebrate?”

 


“No, has the doctor been in yet?”

 


“Yeah, it’s looking good to take him off the
ventilator this afternoon.”

 


Jeneca nodded. Her emotions were everywhere,
and she jumped when her cell phone rang. It was Dana.

 


“Dana, I’m sorry. I just got back to the
hospital.” Jeneca shared the good news with Dana, who congratulated
her.

 


“Have you eaten?” David asked her when she
hung up.

 


“I don’t remember.”

 


“I’m going to bring you up something, and
then I have to leave. Can Dana sit with you this afternoon? Do you
want me to call Betsy?”

 


“I’ll be fine, David. Really.”

 


He returned with food. “When is his daughter
gonna be here?”

 


“I don’t know. I think Phil said sometime
today.”

 


“Okay. You sure you’re okay?”

 


“Yeah, thanks.”

 


“He’s gonna be okay. Call me when he wakes
up!” he told her as he left.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca spent the rest of the morning and
afternoon holding Keegan’s hand and talking to him. She
intermittently fell asleep bent over the bed with her head on his
hand. The nurses woke her up when they took his vitals.

 


She was nervous about what he’d say when he
woke up. She was more scared that he wouldn’t wake up at all.

 


At four-thirty, the medical team appeared.
They checked Keegan and decided to take him out of the coma.

 


“We’re going to remove the ventilator, and he
should start breathing on his own immediately,” the doctor informed
Jeneca. She was familiar with the procedure from reading medical
records.

 


“Just because he starts breathing doesn’t
mean he’ll wake up. That may take time. Every patient reacts
differently,” the doctor warned Jeneca.

 


Again, she knew the procedure. Still, there
was a calmness and order in the doctor’s words and expertise.

 


Jeneca moved to the corner of the room and
watched the medical staff take care of Keegan’s body.

 


His face was still swollen, though it had
changed from a deep red to a lighter red with some yellow around
the edges. It had only been two days. Aside from the tubes and the
bandage on his head, he looked the same. Jeneca hoped he’d have no
adverse effects, cognitively or physically.

 


“We’re going to change the dressing on his
wound while he’s still under,” the doctor explained.

 


Jeneca nodded, unable to speak.

 


“Good. Let’s pull the tube but leave the
ventilator on in case he’s unable to start breathing.”

 


Jeneca held her breath as the team prepared
to turn off Keegan’s mechanical breathing.

 


As the tube was slid out, her eyes darted to
his chest.

 


It remained motionless.

 


In her peripheral vision, Jeneca saw a nurse
counting the seconds. No one spoke. After five seconds, Keegan’s
chest heaved. His breath sputtered like an old car complaining in
the dead of winter.

 


“He’s breathing,” the doctor proclaimed.

 


Jeneca’s own breath pushed through her mouth,
resuming normal oxygen intake as a couple of tears escaped down her
cheek.

 


“Awaiting the three-minute mark, Nurse.”

 



Silence boomed for the next three
minutes.

 


It was broken when the nurse said, “Three,
Doctor.”

 


“Good.”

 


A flurry of movement ensued as the team
checked Keegan’s vital signs again.

 


“Keegan? Can you hear me?”

 


Jeneca held her breath again. Keegan’s eyes
were closed, and he didn’t react to his name.

 


“Keegan?” the doctor called again.

 


Nothing.

 


“Keegan, you’ve been in the hospital for a
few days. You had minor surgery to alleviate the edema in your
cranium. You’ve been on a ventilator to assist with pain. We just
took you off, and you are breathing on your own. Take your time.
We’ll continue to monitor you.”

 


Keegan remained motionless.

 


The doctor turned to Jeneca. “All of his
vitals are normal. There’s nothing more to do except wait for him
to wake up. Once he does, he should be able to be discharged
tomorrow or the next day.”

 


Jeneca nodded. She understood why people
forgot to ask questions in similar situations: Emotion prevented
cognitive thought.

 


Her lawyer instinct took over, and she heard
herself ask, “I’ll be with him. Is there anything abnormal I should
look for?”

 


“We’ll have him monitored at the nurses’
station.” When Jeneca glared, he changed his answer. “Any labored
breathing, erratic breathing or no breathing.”

 


“How long until he wakes up, and how long is
too long?”

 


“He should wake up within the next couple of
hours. He’s not exhibiting anything out of the ordinary right
now.”

 


“Thank you, Doctor.”

 


“I’ll be back to check on him at the end of
my shift.”

 


The team left except for Lucy. “He’s going to
be fine,” she assured Jeneca. “There’s a debate about whether
someone in a coma, and just emerging from one, is alert to his
surroundings. The doctor believes they are. That’s why he explained
what happened. He thinks it’s good for the patient to be told, to
help the body stay calm and heal itself.”

 


“I’ll talk to him. Thank you,” Jeneca said
gratefully.

 


“Don’t worry. We’ll be watching him on the
monitors.”

 


“Thank you,” Jeneca said again.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca held Keegan’s hand and talked to him.
She touched his cheek and gently massaged his throat muscles.

 


The room grew dark with the setting sun, and
the hallway light blazed in. Jeneca was exhausted. She put her
forehead on Keegan’s hand and repeatedly murmured into the
mattress, “You’re gonna be okay.”

 


She drifted in and out of sleep.

 


* * * *

 


“Talk to me.” The voice was raspy, but it was
Keegan’s.

 


Her body jerked to full consciousness, unsure
if she was dreaming. She slowly picked up her head and found
Keegan’s eyes. Not entirely believing it, she didn’t speak.

 


“Talk to me,” he said again.

 


She watched his lips move. “Keegan?”

 


He smiled at her.

 


“Omigod!”

 


She bolted upright, wanting to hug him but
not wanting to hurt him, which resulted in a flailing of her body.
She placed her hands flat on the mattress and leaned closer.

 


He lifted his left hand and caressed her face
with the back of his fingers. She closed her eyes, and a tear slid
down her cheek.

 


“If I’d have known it would take a mugging to
touch you like this, I would’ve arranged it months ago.”

 


Jeneca cried and laughed; all of her emotions
fought to come out at once. “You remember what happened?”

 


“Yeah, I think so.”

 


“Are you in pain?”

 


“No. But I should be, right?”

 


“Not really, you’re heavily medicated.”

 


Jeneca explained what the past forty-eight
hours had entailed. She told him about the Red Hat ladies and how
they had visited him at the hospital.

 


“They always annoyed the crap outta me, but
I’m glad I took the time to be nice.” Jeneca smiled at him. “Have
you been here the whole time?”

 


“I’ve had a few breaks, but mostly, yes.”

 


He smiled at her. “Jeneca, I love--”

 


“DON’T, Keegan.”

 


Jeneca’s body jerked, and her right hand flew
to his mouth, in an attempt to push his words back in.

 


He stared at her.

 


“Don’t say anything right now, because you’re
heavily medicated. You don’t know what you’re saying, really.”

 


He kissed her hand before removing it from
his mouth. He nodded but said, “I understand.”

 


She nodded, relieved.

 


But he continued. “I understand you probably
know who I am. I understand I have explaining to do. I understand
that you stayed at my bedside for forty-eight hours when you had to
prepare for trial. I understand you fought to maintain your
barriers to keep me out. I understand those barriers have chipped
away.

 


“I understand you’re not as tough as you want
me to believe. I understand you have feelings for me despite
yourself. I understand you feel completely exposed and vulnerable
without them. I understand you hoped that I didn’t understand of
all this... and I also understand that you hoped I did.”

 


Tears snuck down her face but she kept her
eyes glued to Keegan’s. His words were powerful yet he was
under the influence of heavy drugs. People’s filters didn’t work
properly in that state.

 


Still, his eyes were grey and warm and she
could get lost in them.

 


She breathed deeply and held it. Then, she
blew it out through her nose slowly. “I’m gonna get Lucy to test
your cognitive and physical responses,” she said as evenly as she
could.

 


He smiled at her and gently wiped away her
tears before she left.

 


She hadn’t refuted his statements but she
couldn’t accept them, either. It was okay. He’d tell her again when
the drugs wore off.

 


* * * *

 


After Lucy completed her testing, Phil and
David arrived together. They greeted Jeneca with a hug.

 


“It’s good to see you awake,” Phil told
Keegan, and David nodded his agreement.

 


“Thank you.”

 


David bubbled, “Just in time to help her
celebrate!”

 


Jeneca shot David a glare and shook her head.
David responded with a shrug that said, “Who cares?”

 


Keegan saw their nonverbal communication.
“She won’t talk to me about anything serious until after the drugs
wear off,” Keegan explained. “She thinks my filters aren’t working
properly right now,” he grinned.

 


“I’m glad to see you back on your feet, so to
speak,” Phil told Keegan. “Jeneca, can I speak to you for a minute?
Then I’ll head home.”

 


She walked with him into the hallway.

 


David moved closer to Keegan. He glanced over
his shoulder to make sure Jeneca was fully occupied before telling
Keegan, “She’s been with you since she found out about what
happened.”

 


“I know, she told me. Or, I asked and she
told me.”

 


“I don’t know what drugs you’re on, but you
need to know it means she cares a lot about you, Keegan.”

 


“It doesn’t matter what drugs I’m on, David,
I’ve known that for a long time.”

 


David smiled. “I thought you did.”

 


“I’ve cared about her for a long while now,
too.”

 


“I thought that, too.”

 


“Does she know?”

 


“She’s been avoiding it,” David answered and
Keegan nodded. “You guys are gonna have to talk. She was going to
talk to you the night this happened, actually.”

 


Keegan nodded again. “I thought so.”

 


“Your filters prevent you from lying,
right?”

 


“They make me say things I wouldn’t normally
say, but I don’t know about the lying thing,” he said
truthfully.

 


David laughed. “Just tell me you’re not gonna
hurt her, Keegan.”

 


“I’m not going to hurt her, David.”

 


David sighed. “I knew it! You’ve gotta give
her space, though, and go slowly.”

 


“I’m well aware of that, David. It’s what
I’ve been doing.”

 


David nodded. “I know.”

 


Keegan took in David’s stance and words. “You
know everything, don’t you?” Keegan was referring to how their
relationship started.

 


David understood the question. “I do.”

 


“And you’re on board with all this?”

 


“She determines her own life, man. You know
her. You think I could’ve stopped her if I wanted to?”

 


Keegan smiled. “No, I don’t think you
could’ve. But I mean, you’re okay with me? And her?”

 


“I’m more than okay with it, Keegan.”

 


Jeneca returned. “What are you two whispering
about?!”

 


“Nothing!” they both said.

 


“Uh-huh. Why don’t I believe that?”

 


“Because you’re cynical and distrusting--”
David was interrupted.

 


“Hello?”

 


David took a step back, and Keegan was able
to see the twenty-five-year-old woman in the doorway.

 


She rushed to his bed and hugged him tightly.
“Daddy! Are you okay?”

 


David shared a look with Jeneca. “I’m gonna
take off. Glad you’re back with us, Keegan.”

 


“Thanks, David.”

 


“I’ll walk you out.” Jeneca walked into the
hallway to give Keegan some time with his daughter.

 


* * * *

 


“Hi, I’m Ashleigh.”

 


Keegan’s daughter found Jeneca in the waiting
room. She had her dad’s genes, standing taller than Jeneca at
five-nine. She had his eyes, both the shape and the changing
colors, and his smile.

 


Jeneca rose and held out her hand. “I’m
Jeneca Avery.”

 


Ashleigh zoomed straight for a hug. “Thank
you so much for everything you’ve done for my dad!”

 


“It hasn’t been a problem at all,” she said
modestly.

 


“Dad wants us to go to the cafeteria because
he needs to sleep. He said you haven’t eaten, either?”

 


“No, I haven’t. Let me just check on him
before we go, okay?”

 


Ashleigh stayed in the waiting room. Jeneca
needed to check Keegan’s filters for what he might have told his
daughter about her.

 


“Did Ashleigh find you?”

 


“She did. She said you wanted us to go to the
cafeteria because you wanted to sleep?”

 


“Yeah, I’m really drowsy.”

 


“I need to know what she knows, Keegan.”

 



“I’m on drugs, Jeneca, but I’m not a moron. I
told her we’ve been seeing each other for the past six months.
That’s all. Nothing like what you told David... without
drugs,” he said without rancor.

 


Jeneca chewed a smile. “Okay. It’s different,
but okay. Don’t you want us to bring the food back here and stay
with you? She just got here; won’t she wanna do that?”

 


“They won’t let me eat real food until
tomorrow, and I’m starving. I don’t wanna have to smell it!”

 


“Okay. If you’re sure you’re gonna be
okay.”

 


“I’ll be better if you kiss me before you
go.”

 


Jeneca rolled her eyes but walked to the
bed.

 


“Tell me how sexy I am in my hospital gown,”
Keegan grinned.

 


“You’re sexy in a hospital gown,” she said
flatly as she chastely kissed his lips.

 


He grabbed her with his tube-infested arm and
kissed her hard. Her lips parted automatically. He broke the
kiss.

 


“Tell me again but make me believe it,” he
commanded.

 


“Good lord, Keegan, you’re sexy in anything
you wear!”

 


“I believe you,” he grinned as he released
his grip.

 


Jeneca paused at the door, “Do you want
anything?” she grinned.

 


“Oh, you’re heartless!” he yelled.

 


* * * *

 


Jeneca and Ashleigh sat in a booth with their
trays. Jeneca told Ashleigh about the previous forty-eight hours,
ending with Keegan’s presumed recovery.

 


“I assume you’ll stay with Keegan since he
has to be monitored for the next several weeks.”

 


“Me? No, I can’t. I just started a new job,
and I don’t have time off. I assumed he’d go home with you.”

 


“Why?” Jeneca asked, trying to sort things
out in her head.

 


“Well, I don’t know that he can handle the
pressure of the elevator.”

 


That was minor; he’d only have to ride it
once.

 


“And he’s the one who’d be incapacitated, so
it wouldn’t be fair for you to not have your things.”

 


That was a good point.

 


“Plus, you have a dog, right? His building
doesn’t allow animals.”

 


She knew about Jake?

 


“And well, you guys have been dating, and he
doesn’t know anyone else here, so I just assumed you’d want to,”
she finished.

 


Good lord, what she said made sense, but
that’s not what their relationship was.

 


“Yeah, he can stay with me,” she heard
herself say. Good lord!

 


They talked amicably throughout their meal.
Ashleigh spoke about her new job and how much she missed her dad.
She said she was happy to learn about Jeneca.

 


Jeneca smiled but didn’t know how to
respond.

 


“Will anyone else be coming to visit him?”
She didn’t know anything about his family or even if he had other
kids.

 


“So Timothy is currently on his way to Russia
to spearhead that production line.”

 


Ashleigh spoke like Jeneca already knew.
Jeneca assumed Timothy was Keegan’s son, and nodded.


 


“I don’t think Uncle Kevin can make it. And I
know he’s not gonna ask Grandma or Grandpa Randolph to come. He’s
probably not even gonna tell ‘em.”

 


Jeneca was receiving an unsolicited,
Reader’s Digest glimpse into Keegan’s personal life. She
would have been uncomfortable but she was too busy trying to appear
nonchalant.

 


“What about your mom?”

 


Good lord, why?!

 


Because if something were to happen to Evan,
her daughters would want her there. Was that the only reason? Or
did she want to know? Jeneca concentrated on chewing her food
twenty-five times and hoped the question would go away.

 


Ashleigh stopped eating and looked at
Jeneca.

 


“He hasn’t told you about my mom.” Her voice
was strained. Jeneca shook her head and held her breath. “I
told him to tell you, like, two months ago!”

 


So he had told Ashleigh about her
before that day.

 


Worry flooded Ashleigh’s face. “So you have
to be patient with him, okay?” She didn’t wait for an answer. “I
make snap judgments about people all the time. I like you. I’ve
liked you since I first heard about you. I think you guys are good
together. But he’s got a shitload of barriers up, as I’m sure you
know. He has ever since the divorce.”

 


Jeneca tried to make her heart stop racing.
She concentrated so heavily on making her face blank that she was
afraid she was turning purple. When she nodded, she wasn’t sure
Ashleigh’s pause called for a nod. What had Keegan said about
her?!

 


Ashleigh didn’t notice. “I told him he needs
to date. He needs to go out and find someone else. And he needs to
get rid of his goddamned barriers! Sorry,” she glanced at Jeneca,
who seemed aghast.

 


“No need to fucking apologize,” she managed
to smile.

 


Ashleigh giggled. “Phew. So anyway, I’m
hoping if he goes home with you, he can cut the bullshit and just
jump.”

 


“Jump?”

 


“Yeah, y’know, completely commit. He hasn’t
had a relationship since the divorce, and that was five goddamned
years ago!”

 


“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t’ve asked.”

 


“No, no, you’re fine. I’m just pissed that he
hasn’t told you yet. But I think he will. I just don’t feel right
about telling you if he hasn’t.”

 


“No, of course not. I’m sorry.”

 


“No, really, you’re fine. So I can tell you
that it was bad. Like, really bad. I’ve only talked to my
mom, like, a coupla times since the divorce. So no, she won’t be
coming.”

 


Jeneca didn’t know what to say but knew she
had to say something. “When are you going back? Oh shit, I didn’t
mean it like that.”

 


Ashleigh giggled. “No, you’re fine.
Unfortunately, I’m leaving the day after tomorrow. But I’ll be here
to get him settled at your place, hopefully.”

 


“Yeah, he should be discharged tomorrow or
the next day.”

 


Keegan was going to stay at her house?!
Jeneca felt like she was the one on drugs. It became
difficult to breathe. It became difficult to maintain a coherent
thought. Even basic motor skills required effort.

 


“I’m so glad to have finally met you! Well, I
guess that’s one good thing about all this,” she giggled.

 


“Yeah, me, too.” Jeneca heard her words but
didn’t recognize her voice.

 


“If you’re done, can we go back? I don’t
wanna be away too long. Is that okay?”

 


“Yeah, sure.”

 


Ashleigh looked at Jeneca’s tray. “Oh, shit!
I’m sorry, you’ve hardly eaten anything!”

 


“No, it’s okay. I’m not really hungry right
now anyway.”

 


They went back to Keegan’s room. He opened
his eyes when they walked in and smiled at them. “Did you have a
good chat?”

 


“So I learned some things I’m not happy
about, Dad!”

 


Ashleigh hugged him, and Keegan looked over
her head toward Jeneca, who shook her head.

 


“What else is new?” he joked.

 


“Yeah, well, we’ve worked out your
recovery.”

 


“Good. I’m glad your job let you get away,
hon.”

 


“They didn’t, Dad. I’m only here for the
weekend. Jeneca’s going to take care of you.”

 


“No--”

 


“Dad, you can’t stay by yourself.
We’ve already worked this out.”

 


Keegan looked to Jeneca again, who nodded
weakly.

 


“Okay. Talk to me. Tell me about this new job
of yours.”

 


Those three words were a part of his normal
speech.

 


Her body didn’t jolt when she heard him say
it; it only affected her when he talked to her. She was so caught
up in their connection, she forgot to excuse herself.

 


Ashleigh yawned and stood up to stretch.
“It’s been a long day. If you gimme your key, I’ll crash at the
penthouse, Dad.” She spoke to Keegan but she faced Jeneca, thinking
Jeneca had his key.

 


Jeneca looked at Keegan.

 


“Honey, I think my key is still in my
trousers.”

 


“Oh,” Jeneca stood up and went to the closet.
“Yep, here they are,” she handed the keys to Ashleigh. “But you
need a ride. I can take you--”

 


“No way. You need to stay with him. You’re
both exhausted. I’ll get a Lyft and be back in the morning.”

 


“She’s nearly as stubborn as you are,
Jeneca,” Keegan said. “Okay, honey. Be careful.”

 


“I love you, Dad.”

 


“I love you, too, Ashleigh.”

 


Jeneca remained at the door staring down the
hallway at Ashleigh’s wake.

 


“You aren’t required to take care of me,
Jeneca,” he said to her back.

 


“It’s fine. You’ll come to my house.”

 


Jeneca continued to stare out the door. She
was anxious. Hell, he was anxious. He decided to let that
topic lie.

 


“She’s not coming back ‘til the morning,
y’know,” Keegan told her.

 


“Huh?” Jeneca mindlessly walked toward
Keegan. “Yeah, I know.”

 


Keegan studied her face. She had to be
overwhelmed. Ashleigh was a talker, and he had no doubt she’d said
far too much. “C’mere.”

 


“Where?”

 


He pulled back the sheet and patted the
mattress. “Here.”

 


“No, Keegan!”

 


“Why not?”

 


“Because.”

 


“Because you might see something you like?”
he grinned.

 


She didn’t smile. “No, you perv.” She pulled
up her chair and resumed her position at his bedside.

 


He took her hand. “Jeneca.”

 


She looked at him.

 


“You can’t be serious.”

 


She raised her eyebrows. He dragged his thumb
across the back of her hand.

 


“You can’t sleep in that chair again.
C’mere.” He patted the bed again.

 


“No.” She stared at the mattress like he was
patting a vortex.

 


“Talk to me.”

 


“Good lord! I can’t spend the night with
you,” she began feebly.

 


He squeezed her hand. “You already have.
Twice. And you’re about to do it again, only tonight doesn’t have
to be as uncomfortable. I’m breathing on my own, and the tubes are
on the other side. There’s plenty of room. Look,” he smiled.

 


He made sense but she scoffed. She had
slept with him the past two nights. She couldn’t think
straight.

 


“It’ll make me feel better,” he coaxed.

 


Jeneca silently crawled next to Keegan and
put her head on his chest. He circled his arm around and held her.
His other hand traced her hair. She was asleep within minutes.

 


When Lucy came in a half-hour later, Keegan
was still awake. She was about to recite the ICU policy against
sharing a patient’s bed when Keegan put his index finger to his
mouth. He whispered, “I’m fine. She’s exhausted.”

 


Lucy pursed her lips, but they looked
perfectly content and adorable. Plus, she knew Keegan was a VIP
patient. “If you become uncomfortable at any point--”

 


“I’ll kick her off. I promise,” Keegan
grinned.

 


Lucy chuckled as she checked his vitals. She
turned off the light as she closed the door.




Chapter 45




 


Jeneca’s living room was transformed into a
comfortable hospital room. The insurance fucks blindly approved the
bills associated with Keegan’s recovery.

 


A few days prior, Jeneca had been in denial
about her feelings for Keegan. Now, she was welcoming not only him
but his daughter into her home.

 


Ashleigh had no idea Keegan had never set
foot in Jeneca’s house, let alone didn’t know where she lived. She
regarded any awkwardness to be her dad’s hatred of relying on other
people.

 


Jake played along. Having smelled Keegan’s
scent on Jeneca, he already “knew” Keegan. Giving Keegan a big
welcome, Jake jumped onto the hospital bed and licked his face.

 


“You didn’t tell me you won over her dog,
too!” Ashleigh grinned. Keegan shrugged and glanced at Jeneca.

 



Jeneca was surprised by Jake’s behavior.
“Yeah, normally he doesn’t take well to strangers,” she said
without thinking.

 


Ashleigh didn’t realize Jeneca was speaking
about the present. “I’m sure there was a big getting-to-know-you
period. Dad can be very alpha, I’m sure you know.”

 


“A big getting-to-know-you period,” Jeneca
repeated as she stared at Jake, who placed his head on Keegan’s
stomach.

 


Ashleigh returned home shortly after Keegan
was situated at Jeneca’s. Jeneca diligently took care of Keegan,
but things were awkward.

 


He assumed she’d continue to sleep in his
bed, but she didn’t. She mumbled an excuse and ran off to her own
room. Without the threat of death, their undiscussed issues moved
to the forefront.

 


As Keegan weaned himself from the drugs, the
pink rhino in the room expanded. Jeneca knew they needed to talk.
Keegan knew they needed to talk. Neither could figure out how to
begin.

 


With the Baldoni case settled, Jeneca’s
docket was relatively clear. She was able to take off work to be
with Keegan. She worked in her nook, around the corner from the
living room.

 


At the end of the first week, though, Jeneca
went into the office for the check disbursement with the Baldonis.
She maintained her professionalism but hurried back to Keegan.

 


A couple of days later, Jeneca took a call
from Christy Cooper. She wanted to gossip and had little to say
about either the clinic or the pro bono case. It reminded Jeneca of
Keegan’s donation.

After speaking with Christy, she went into
the living room. Keegan was dressed and was tying his shoes. “Are
you going somewhere?”

 


“Yeah, I thought I’d go for a walk. You’re
working, and I’m going crazy. And you know as well as I do that
recovery is aided by a participating patient.”

 


Jeneca laughed. “I’m not going to prevent you
from exercising, Keegan.”

 


He knew she had taken Jake for a run that
morning, so he was hesitant about asking. “Would you like to come
or do you have more work to do?”

 


“I’d like to come.”

 


Jake had been lying on Keegan’s bed. When
he’d heard “walk”, he retrieved his leash. “I think someone else
wants to join us,” Keegan said.

 


Jeneca put on her running shoes, and the
three of them headed out.

 


Keegan took her hand. Jeneca thought he might
need her to balance.

 


Then, she faced the fact: she liked
holding hands with him.

 



The past week had brought them closer than
any of their sexual trysts. They talked about growing up, going to
school, why they became lawyers. They talked about current events
as they watched the news together.

 


They carefully avoided talking about their
relationship, their past relationship traumas, and the time when
Keegan learned who Jeneca was.

 


As they walked in silence for fifteen
minutes, Jeneca grappled with her new feelings. She steered him
back early so he wouldn’t get over-exerted.

 


Finally, she broke the silence. “I was on the
phone with Christy Cooper just now.”

 


“Do I know her?”

 


“The belle of the ball?”

 


“I thought that was you.”

 


Jeneca elbowed him playfully, but Keegan
winced. “Omigod, I’m so sorry!” Jeneca was curbside, and the
playful jab had touched the top of his stab wound.

 


“It’s good to test things out. It’s actually
not as tender as I thought.”

 


“You want me to do it again?” she twinkled up
at him.

 


“Not right now, thanks,” he smiled down at
her.

 


“How do you feel with the walking?”

 


“It feels good to be moving.”

 


“Once they clear the wound site, you can
swim. There’s a pool out back. Water’s the perfect rehab.”

 


Keegan didn’t mention that when the wound
site was cleared, he’d be able to return to the penthouse. “Did
Christy have anything interesting to say?”

 


“Not today, but she did in the past.”

 


“That’s pretty cryptic. Do you want me to
guess?”

 


“Do you want to guess?”

 


“Not generally, but I think I can. She told
you about my donation?” Jeneca nodded. “I thought those things were
supposed to be private.”

 


“You have to declare it anonymous at the time
you make it.”

 


“Gotcha.”

 


Jeneca peeked at him. He was smiling. “Five
thousand dollars, Keegan?!”

 


He shrugged. “It’s a tax write-off.”

 


“It’s more than a tax write-off.”

 


He shrugged again. “You want me to take it
back?”

 


“No,” she scoffed. “Why so much, though?”

 


He knew she was aware of the answer. He also
knew they’d begun their long-overdue conversation. They were almost
back to the house.

 


“I Googled you, read about your charities,
and made the donation after the ball.”

 


She looked at him.

 


“I didn’t know you were involved in the case
until after the ball, Jeneca.”

 


“How could you not? My name was on all the
pleadings!” She wasn’t yelling, but his answer didn’t make
sense.

 


“Do you want to start here or wait until we
get inside?”

 


“You’re the one who started this
conversation. I only asked about the donation,” she said
defensively.

 


“You don’t think I’m aware of why you asked?”
He wore a smile, but his eyes were sad. He was worried about her
reaction.

 


He really did understand her. “I didn’t until
you said that. We’re almost back.”


 


They walked in silence. Each thought they
should let go of the other’s hand but neither wanted to. As they
entered the house, Keegan squeezed her hand before letting her walk
in ahead of him.

 


“How do you feel after the walk?”

 


“Good.”

 


“Do you need to lie down?”

 


“I think I can handle a couch.”

 


“You go sit in the den. I’ll get some
water.”

 


Jeneca sat on the couch, facing Keegan, and
handed him a glass of water.

 


“Thank you.”

 


She nodded slightly. He gingerly shifted to
face her.

 


“I received the pleadings with opposing
counsel’s name redacted. They said they wanted me focused entirely
on the facts and the Mafia angle, and said that I wouldn’t win a
psychological battle against you.

 


“If there was one to be played, they said
Phillip Newman was the guy to play it. However, they said you were
too good to fall for those kinds of tactics. In fact, they referred
to you as male.”

 


“But this was a big case. It was in the news.
My name’s been associated with it almost from the day of the
amputations.”

 


“Yes, but I lived in Chicago, and it didn’t
make national news. I was instructed not to research the case.”

 


“And you just accepted that? That doesn’t
sound like you.”

 


Keegan smiled at her understanding of
him.

 


“Normally I wouldn’t, no. But I liked the
challenge. It was exciting to try a case blind, if you will, just
to see if I could.”

 


“You expect me to believe that you had
absolutely no idea who I was during our entire time together until
after the ball?”

 


“I don’t know that I expect it, but I
hope that you do, because that’s all I’ve got. It’s the
truth.” He held her gaze.

 


“I’m going to need more answers before I can
make that determination, Keegan.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“When did you move here?”

 


“It started temporarily. I’d been coming here
for weekly visits in the early stages of the case, and then I moved
a coupla months after I first messaged you on the site.”

 


“Why did you contact me before you moved
here?!”

 


“I knew I’d have to move. I searched the
site. And as I told you in that first message, your profile
resonated with me.”

 


He spoke evenly, slowly and quietly.

 


Jeneca didn’t want to talk about their
chemistry. “Who decorated your place?”

 


Keegan shook his head in surprise. He knew
she was deflecting but didn’t know why she’d chosen that topic. “I
don’t know.”

 


“You don’t know?! It’s your place... isn’t
it?”

 


“No, it’s temporary. It belongs to the
insurance company.”

 


“Oh, that explains a lot.”

 


“What does it explain?”

 


“The décor, for one. It didn’t mesh with
you.”

 


He smiled. “And two?”

 


“You didn’t know where anything was!”

 


Keegan chuckled. He didn’t think she could
tell. But both her comments spoke volumes.


 


Jeneca fought to stay on track. “So, you knew
Phillip Newman’s name.”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Did you Google him?”

 


“No.”

 


“Why not? Were you told not to?”

 


“No, they told me about him. I knew he was
retiring, what his record was, what his reputation was. I was told
that I had total control of the case, and Phillip would do whatever
I ordered. I was to tell them, and they’d have him carry it out. As
far as I could tell from the depositions and pleadings, he did. I
had no idea he was colluding with you.”

 


She shot him a look. “Why do you think
that?”

 


“Seeing him in the hospital and learning the
settlement amount.”

 


“What do you mean?”

 


“I mean, I knew what their cap was at the
outset. And you know tort reform has crushed med mal awards. Still,
the damage here was huge, and your client was young. Granted, after
what happened to me and knowing your client’s ties, it wasn’t
difficult to assume they were running scared. But I heard that you
were a shrewd negotiator. I filled in the blanks. Are you going to
deny collusion?”

 


“Do I need a lawyer?”

 


“Nope. They deserved it.”

 


“What?! You were on their side--which is
another thing I was going to ask you!”

 


“I worked for them, but I was never on their
side.”

 


“Explain.”

 


“I’ve done this before; come in as the
surprise litigator. I got a reputation. That’s how they found me. I
like going in with low expectations and fighting hard. Then if I
don’t win, I can say, it was a loser anyway. But if I win, my
expectations are exceeded. Either way, I have nothing to lose, and
I’m in control.”

 


“But you worked for them, so you really
weren’t in control.”

 


“I make them agree to my stipulations or I
don’t come on board. Plus, since I’ve won a few underdogs, they’re
more inclined to listen to me.”

 


“You were gonna try this case?”

 


“I was.”

 


“And your angle?”

 


“Distract the jury and make your client the
bad guy.”

 


“But it doesn’t change the fact that the
hospital was completely negligent.”

 


“No, it doesn’t. But it gives them something
else to think about.”

 


“You would’ve lost this one,” Jeneca said
with conviction.

 


“Most likely. But it would’ve been fun going
against you, and I think I could’ve gotten at least ten million
less than the settlement.” Keegan smiled.

 


Jeneca thought. “Were you asked to take
Phil’s place, is that why you moved here?”

 


“There were talks, yeah. They’ll probably
retract their offer, though.”

 


“Why, because you were attacked?”

 


“No. Because I don’t think they’ll appreciate
our relationship.”

 


Keegan looked away. They hadn’t defined
anything yet.

 


Jeneca wasn’t ready to delve into that. “When
you were introduced to Phil at the ball, you knew who he was
then.”

 


“I did.”


 


“You choked, and I thought it was because of
something Christy was doing!”

 


Keegan shook his head.

 


“Did you Google me because of Phil?” she
asked.

 


“Hearing him talk about your skills on the
other side of the courtroom, yeah, it made me wonder.”

 


“Did you know anything about me before you
Googled me? Anything personal, I mean.”

 


“I knew you had a lot of barriers--”

 


“No, I don’t mean psychologically personal. I
mean factually personal.”

 


“I knew nothing concrete about you, no.”

 


“What did you speculate, then?”

 


“I thought you were a lawyer.”

 


“But you didn’t see my name or picture or
anything.” Keegan shook his head. “At what point did you think that
and why?”

 


“I think I always thought it from the outset,
based on your writing. As a lawyer, dare I say, we have a tendency
to phrase things certain ways.”

 


Jeneca nodded.

 


“I don’t remember anything specific off the
top of my head. But if I had to pick a time when I thought I knew
for sure, it was when we first met.”

 


Jeneca thought back to their dinner at the
Radisson. She’d concentrated on being a proficient domme. Not
remembering anything lawyerly, she frowned at Keegan.


 


“It was in the very beginning. When I gave
you my medical record.”

 


Jeneca’s eyes grew large and she nodded
slowly.

 


Keegan continued. “You scanned that paper so
quickly, I didn’t think you’d read it. But your summation was
acute.

 


“You told me you couldn’t verify it, which
made me think of admitting exhibits at trial. And then you said
‘redacted’. A layperson doesn’t usually know or use that word.
They’d say ‘blacked out’ or ‘X’d out’. Which, by the way, was
redacted because it contained my Chicago information. So with your
speed of reading and your word choice, I felt certain you were a
lawyer. Dare I say, it takes one to know one?” He smiled as his
eyebrows raised.

 


She involuntarily smiled back. “It’s a fair
point. So why not look for me in the Bar Journal?”

 


“I didn’t know your name. I wasn’t gonna paw
through the book on the off-chance you posted your picture.”

 


“I told you my name at that dinner!” She
shook her head at the memory.

 


“And I told you I didn’t remember it. My
concentration was on proving my submission.”

 


“Fail.”

 


He grinned. “Yeah, well, I tried. But you’re
not completely dominant, either, are you?”

 


“Good lord, what does that mean?” She took a
sip of water and looked around the room.

 


“It means what I said. You have a large
amount of submission in you, don’t you?”

 


“Why do you say that?”

 


“Again from our early correspondence, which
was solidified after that first meeting.”

 


“My emails were calculatedly dominant.
Always.”

 


Keegan chuckled at “calculatedly”. “What
about when one of your subs used a safeword with you?”

 


That, too, seemed so long ago. “How does
that--”

 


“You asked me a series of questions about
subs. Buried in the middle was whether any of my subs had used a
safeword with me. We exchanged several messages about it.”

 


Jeneca nodded without looking at him. She’d
carefully placed that question so he wouldn’t know its importance,
and had been surprised by his answer.

 


“You were worried and jarred by it. But
dommes shouldn’t care whether their sub uses a safeword; it’s what
they’re for.”

 


Jeneca nodded again.

 


He continued. “More than that, though--and I
distinctly remember this--in one of the later messages, you said
you handled the situation well, and that it ‘ended with his
satisfaction.’”

 


Pausing, he waited for Jeneca’s
acknowledgment. “Again, while a good domme looks out for her sub’s
enjoyment, the focus is on herself. Your sentence should have been,
‘I handled it well and was able to use my sub until I was
satisfied.’”

 


He was right. She couldn’t dispute anything.
She looked at him and defensively asked, “What about dinner? I was
completely dominant then.”

 


“You think so?”

 


“I know so.”

 


Keegan slowly blinked, smiled and nodded.
“There’s a game you play with waiters before you order. Are you
aware of it?”

 


“A game?”

 


“Yes, you ask for their suggestion and then
you follow it. Then, when the food comes, you immediately taste it
and declare their opinion to be valid. You did the same thing at
the ball with dessert.”

 


“So?”

 


Keegan chuckled. “So that’s completely
submissive.”

 


“Good lord, no, it isn’t.” She drank more
water and looked out the window.

 


“Okay.”

 


She could concede the lawyer thing. Her
verbiage and reaction to the medical form was evident. But she
didn’t want to acknowledge the game. To admit it would be losing
control, and she had felt out of control since Keegan was
attacked.

 


She hated the uneasiness and the helplessness
of it.

 


Were it not for the attack, she would’ve told
him everything. She had been scared she wouldn’t be able to.

 


After demonstrating how much he knew about
her, despite her best efforts to not reveal anything personal,
Jeneca was suddenly scared again.

 


Keegan had learned her tells of looking away.
He watched her stare intently at nothing outside, and saw the
emotions scurry across her eyes. He decided to change the
subject.

 


“I know we’ve veered off course.”

 


Her eyes came back to his.

 


“I have no proof to offer, except my words,
about when I knew who you were. I’d be hard-pressed to believe you
if the situation were reversed.”

 


“You wouldn’t believe me?” Jeneca had been
pulled from her thoughts and responded more introspectively than
she wanted to.

 


Keegan smiled. Jeneca searched his face and
realized what she’d said.

 


He said quietly, “You believe me.”

 


She nodded.

 


“No, I wanna hear you say it. Please,” he
added.

 


“I believe you, Keegan.”

 


“Thank you.”

 


He wanted to hug her. Conditioned from her
late-night boltings, he refrained. The air became heavy. She wasn’t
drinking or looking around. Keegan took a sip of water.

 


He went back to the previous topic. “When did
you become a domme?”

 


Jeneca took some water and glanced out the
window before looking directly at him. She knew she needed to
answer, whatever happened next.

 


“Well, my first encounter took place a couple
of months before you first messaged me.”

 


He kept his face emotionless while nodding
his encouragement. She explained her detailed research.

 


Since Keegan remained a good listener,
without judgment, Jeneca told him about Evan; all the way back to
high school. Keegan interjected commiseration at appropriate times.
She finished by explaining her domme rationale.

 


“After the first year of total devastation, I
realized I was horny. The more I read about BDSM and dominance, the
more infatuated I became with the control. It was a way to have sex
without emotion.”

 


For the first time in nearly two hours,
Keegan actively participated. “You can’t get hurt if you control
the game.”

 


“Exactly.”

 


“I threatened your control, just like you did
with mine.”

 


Jeneca looked at him, confused.

 


“I started the same way.”

 


It was Jeneca’s turn to be a good listener,
without judgment.

 


“I got married right out of college. It was a
train wreck waiting to happen, but I ignored the signs, determined
not to do the same things as my parents. I threw myself into my
work, thinking material things would supersede our incompatibility.
I told myself it worked, but it didn’t.

 


“When we had kids, I tried to be a good
father. Again, compensating for my own childhood. But there was
something missing. We both pretended like we were whole. When the
kids got older, I substituted family time with work. I thought if I
could get to the next level at work, we’d have enough money to deal
with anything. I was wrong.

 


“She had an affair. No. More than an affair.
They had a relationship for many years while we were married. By
the time I found out, there was nothing I could do; the damage had
been done, and she was in love. They were in love. Our kids were
grown. The divorce was swift. And she married him within days after
our divorce was finalized.”

 


Jeneca was shocked, even though Ashleigh had
told her the breakup was a bad one. She wanted to be as good a
listener as Keegan was, but her need to know surpassed it.

 


“Did you cheat on her?”

 


Keegan looked into her eyes, “No.”

 


Jeneca nodded. “I’m sorry you experienced
that.”

 


“Thank you. Like you, I went through a period
of utter devastation. The only thing I did was work, too. Dare I
say, certain needs took over. But I didn’t want a relationship. I
didn’t ever want a relationship again.”

 


They looked at each other with
understanding.

 


“My kids took my side, and I tried to keep
the divorce from hurting them. But they were grown, twenty and
twenty-three. Still, they refused to go to her wedding.

 


“They looked out for me and supported me, but
it became stifling.”

 


He looked to Jeneca to see if she understood,
and she nodded.

 


“I came to be a dom for the same reasons you
did. I told my kids I was ‘dating’, and they eased back.”

 


“I couldn’t tell mine or they would’ve
demanded to meet them!” she laughed.


 


Keegan smiled. “Mine asked a couple of times,
but I always said it didn’t work out. My encounters remained
private. I worked and I fucked. That has encompassed my entire
existence for the past four years.”

 


He looked at her. Until I met you.

 


“Well, I had Jake to discuss things with.”
She ruffled his head. He had been lying on the floor between
them.

 


“And David.”

 


“Yeah, and you had Ashleigh.” She looked at
him knowingly.

 


“I talked to her about you, yes. You were the
exception. You are the exception.”

 


Jeneca breathed in deeply and held it.

 


“Did you talk to David about every encounter
or just about me?”

 


She stopped petting Jake and looked up. “I
broke it to him slowly when I first started. He demanded I send him
emails, just in case I got into trouble. We’re only two years apart
and were best friends growing up.”

 


“No need to justify.”

 


“He quickly became fixated on you,
though.”

 


“Oh?”

 


“Yeah, because he knew I was.”

 


It was a huge admission for her. Keegan’s
insides surged. “I like him.”

 


She smiled, “Yeah, he’s a good guy.”

 


“He protects you.”

 


“He tries his best. It’s difficult with
me.”

 


“He loves you a lot.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“I love you, too.”

 


Jeneca looked at Keegan and slowly shook her
head.

 


“I wasn’t allowed to say that under the
influence of drugs. But I’ve not had a painkiller in nearly
seventy-two hours,” he grinned.

 


She reflexively grinned back.

 


“I love you, Jeneca. I know that you can’t
say it right now, and that’s okay. Because I know you will.

 


“I never thought I’d feel this way again...
but really, I’ve never felt this way about anyone.”

 


Jeneca was frozen but she kept her eyes on
his. She wanted to jump into his lap and tell him how much she
loved him, to feel his arms around her, and his lips on her. She
willed her body to move, her mouth to speak. But they wouldn’t.

 


“I know you’re afraid. But there’s no need,
because I can’t hurt you. David will kill me if I do,” he
smiled.

 


A few tears streaked her face, and she
giggled nervously at Keegan’s joke.

 


He slid closer to her and wiped her tears
with the back of his fingers. She watched him, still immobile.

 


He cupped her cheeks and held her gaze before
slowly leaning in and pressing his lips to hers.

 


She responded, and he softly kissed her.

 


When she wrapped her arms around his neck, he
pulled her closer.

 


Her arms traced his back, and their kiss grew
in passion. The movement of their bodies caused Keegan to
involuntarily twitch in pain. Jeneca broke the kiss.

 


Keegan told her, “No, don’t stop. I’m
fine.”

 


“You’re not fine.”

 


He moved to kiss her again, but she moved
back.

 


“I have something to tell you.”

 


He sat back and listened. She took a sip of
water and set the glass on the table. Then, she looked at Jake
before shifting back to Keegan.

 


“I want to submit to you. I know we’ve done
it before, but I’ve always held on to some modicum of dominance. I
want to submit fully to you... when you’re fully recovered.”

 


Keegan opened his mouth to speak, but Jeneca
continued. “No, you can’t do it now. And I don’t want you to. I’ll
be ready when your body is. But I want you healthy. And I don’t
want you to hold back.”

 


“Gotcha.”

 


“Can you do that?”

 


“I can, but I don’t know if you
can.”

 


Jeneca frowned.

 


“To submit to me requires a complete
loss of control.”

 


“That’s what I just said!”

 


“I heard you. But I’m referring to something
more.”

 


Jeneca frowned again.

 


“My subs follow all my orders,
Jeneca.”

 


She searched his eyes and frowned again.

 


“There’s one thing that you have refused me.
I’ll not dominate you without it.”

 


The condom.

 


Jeneca looked at Keegan and nodded.
“Agreed.”

 


He smiled. “Kiss me,” he said huskily.

 


She leaned in to kiss him, and their tongues
met. Their bodies responded, but Jeneca broke the kiss.

 


“You’re not comfortable here. And I’m not
sure we should do anything...” her voice trailed off.

 


“Yes, I have to be careful with this new
incentive to get well,” he smiled. “How about you come lay down
with me, and we’ll take it slow?”

 


She nodded. They walked arm-in-arm to the
living room. He stripped before easing between the sheets.

 


“That doesn’t look like slow, Keegan.”

 


“I’m planning ahead. It’ll be difficult to
remove clothes after lying down. I suggest you do the same.”

 


Jeneca shook her head but complied. She
snuggled against Keegan’s left side as he lay on his back.

 


They kissed softly, and their hands
rediscovered each other’s body. His head and neck cried out in
protest, and his right side joined in. He sided with his cock,
however, which soared.

 


Jeneca knew his body well and could tell he
was in pain. She whispered in his ear, “Let me take care of you,
Keegan. You just lay still.”

 


His body sunk into the mattress in
acquiescence. Jeneca danced kisses across his chest, down his
stomach, and over his hips. She breathed on his cock, and it
pulsed.

 


“Is it going to be okay if I continue?”

 


“Please,” he whispered.

 


Jeneca took her time gently taking him over
the edge.

 


He growled as he came. “Fuck, that was
amazing.”

 


She snuggled against him with her head on his
shoulder, and she played with his chest hairs.

 


He breathed deeply. “If you sit on my face, I
can return the favor.”

 


Jeneca knew he couldn’t sustain her weight.
She also knew that she wouldn’t be able to keep from grinding.
“I’ll let you later, but I’m really sleepy.”


 


“You sure?” He held her closely and kissed
the top of her head.

 


She didn’t tense up.

 


“Yeah.” They lay in silence for a while.

 


“Keegan?”

 


“Hmm?”

 


“How many subs do you have?”

 


He kissed her head again and pulled her
tight. “None. How many do you have?”

 


She tensed. “Okay, how many women do you have
at your beck and call?”

 


“None, I haven’t communicated with any of
them since our first dinner. How many do you have?”

 


She tensed again. “You told me you had a
meeting set up after we first met at the hotel.”

 


“That’s right. I set up a meeting with two
subs to pretend like I wasn’t falling for you. My plan was to make
them pleasure each other while I watched. But I’d inadvertently
told you about it, and you demanded to see me at the same time. I
cancelled with them, and I haven’t communicated with anyone else
since.”

 


Jeneca giggled.

 


“What’s so funny? How many do you have?”

 


“I did the same thing.” Jeneca told him about
Max and Mark. “I did it to keep control and not think about you.
And I did it in spite of you. You said you’d ordered multiple subs.
So I did, too. And ever since our first encounter, when I met my
subs, it never involved penetration. Except with one.”

 


“How many subs do you have?”

 


“Just one.”

 


“Tell me about him.”

 


Keegan felt her smile against his chest.

 


“He’s not like any of my others. He’s
actually very challenging, which is why I had to give up the
others. He required much more attention.”

 


“Talk to me.”

 


Jeneca continued to talk about Keegan’s
attributes until they both dozed.

 


They awoke in the middle of the afternoon,
famished. Keegan made it to the table to eat. Then, they spent a
quiet evening watching movies.

 


Jeneca slept in Keegan’s bed.

 


* * * *

 


Over the next couple of weeks, Jeneca’s care
was required less as Keegan gained his strength. Jeneca continued
to check on Keegan’s penthouse and update Chris. Ashleigh called
frequently, as did Timothy. Ashleigh also came out for another
weekend.

 


Their physicality increased, but Jeneca
worried about his injuries. Their play was vanilla, and she rode
him gently after carefully sheathing him. She slept with him at
night with Jake curled at the end of the bed.

 


When Keegan was given the all-clear, and his
bandages were removed, both agreed it would be prudent for him to
remain at Jeneca’s for an additional week so he could rehabilitate
in the pool.




Chapter 46




 


When Keegan’s extra week of rehab came to an
end, Jeneca suggested they go out to dinner to celebrate. They took
a cab to the Radisson and sat in their same booth.

 


Keegan twinkled at Jeneca after she played
her game with the waiter. She looked at him and shook her head. He
raised his eyebrows and smiled.

 


“Okay, maybe it’s submissive.” He
chuckled. “And what if I wanna be submissive?”

 


His cock flew to attention. “I have
been given the clean bill of health.”

 


“Oh, you think I want to submit to
you?” she joked.

 


“I do,” he said through half-lidded eyes. She
giggled. “Tell me you do,” he said thickly.

 


The waiter brought their appetizers, and
Jeneca took a quick bite and complimented his suggestion. Keegan
watched in silence. Jeneca continued to eat.

 


Keegan growled, “Tell me you do.”

 


“No. Eat your food.”

 


“Would you like me to tell you what went
through my mind when we first had dinner here?” She looked at him
and grinned. “Then tell me you want to submit to me.”

 


“If we were in a less sophisticated
restaurant, you’d be able to snake your hand under my skirt and
find your answer.”

 


“Slide your legs apart,” he ordered.


 


Jeneca took a bite of food as she casually
separated her legs. Keegan’s left arm reached across her toward the
bread basket. He snaked his right hand up her skirt.

 


To observers, it looked like he was playfully
invading her space to get bread. Under the table, though, Keegan’s
middle finger caressed Jeneca’s soaking slit. He stroked her
several times and rubbed her clit before resuming his space.

 


Jeneca’s sex pressed against his fingers, and
she moaned. Her pussy ached when Keegan retreated. She resumed
eating.

 


With his left hand, Keegan took a sip of his
drink. Jeneca waited for him to speak. When he didn’t, she looked
at him. He’d been waiting. He slowly moved his right hand to his
mouth and sucked on his middle finger. Jeneca’s pussy twitched.

 


The waiter swapped their appetizers for the
entrées while Keegan’s finger was in his mouth. “How is everything
so far?”

 


“Mmm, it’s delicious,” Keegan said, removing
his finger.

 


“I’ll let the chef know.”

 


Jeneca was mesmerized by Keegan’s mouth.

 


“Wouldn’t you like to taste your meal?”

 


Jeneca snapped out of her daze and took a
bite. “It’s super moist, thank you so much!” The waiter left.

 



“You’re so fucking wet.” She smiled at him.
“Tell me you want to submit to me.”

 


“I think you have your evidence.”

 


“I wanna hear you say it.

 


“I will. But since you received a nonverbal
answer, I get to hear your thoughts from our first dinner.”

 


“All right, sexy lady. On one condition.”

 


“And that is?”

 


“That once you tell me verbally that you wish
to submit, you’re mine at that point. You won’t be able to control
anything afterward.”

 


Her breathing became ragged. His eyes were as
green as his tie, and she wanted to tell him right then. She
nodded.

 


“Tell me.”

 


“Yes, I understand what you say... and I
agree,” she managed to get out.

 


“Good girl.”

 


Her pussy spasmed.

 


They ate in silence. Keegan purposefully
stalled.

 


“You were the consummate tease when we first
had dinner together.”

 


He put his left arm on the back of the booth
and angled toward her. She looked at his hand. It was large and his
fingers were thick. When she thought about how it could take her
over the edge, her stomach fluttered and her juices ran onto the
seat.

 


“I didn’t tease you at all! We met to discuss
the viability of a more intimate encounter in the future.”

 


“But you were beguiling and beautiful. And
challenging. You didn’t put up with my dominance.”

 


“You wanted to submit!”

 


He chuckled. “I know. But your
insubordination--granted, at my request--tortured my dominance. So,
I wanted to grab your arm and drag you into the bathroom. I wanted
to shove you up against a stall, hike your skirt up, yank your
panties to the side, and thrust into you harshly, deeply and
repeatedly.”

 


Jeneca opened her mouth and a soft moan
escaped. Keegan smiled. “Does that turn you on?” She nodded. “Tell
me it does.”

 


“It turns me on,” she mechanically told
him.

 


“What would you have done if I did that?”

 


Jeneca regained her composure. “I would’ve
kicked you in the balls and walked out. And I wouldn’t have
contacted you again.”


 


Keegan chuckled. “Then I’m glad I didn’t do
it. Yet I seem to recall a pretty severe kicking.”

 


“I am sorry about that. I didn’t mean to hurt
you that badly.”

 


“It was warranted. I was an ass.”

 


“You were, but it didn’t need to be so harsh.
I just didn’t want you to see my car, and you hadn’t followed any
of my directions all night.”

 


“Gotcha. What were you thinking that
night?”


 


He took her hand and rubbed his thumb over
the backside. Jeneca’s synapses fired at the touch.

 


She took a deep breath, then answered in
staccato sentences. “I hoped I could pull off dominant. I hoped you
wouldn’t realize I didn’t know what I was doing. I hoped I met your
expectations. At some point, I hoped you’d take me.”

 


“What point was that? Right before you
ordered the bathroom break?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“That’s when I wanted to take you; one of the
times. So you needed a break because you were sexually
charged?”

 


“Yes. And I felt like I was losing control.
You wouldn’t behave.”

 


Keegan nodded. “And if I grabbed your arm and
led you to the bathroom now?”

 


“I haven’t given that verbal authorization
you said you require.”

 


“But you’d like it if I did.” Jeneca nodded
slightly. “Tell me.”

 


“I’d like it if you did.”

 


“Mmm. You’re a dirty girl, Jeneca.” Keegan
stretched and sighed. “Eat the rest of your meal. You’re going to
need it.”

 


They finished their meal stealing heated
glances and surreptitious under-the-table gropes. They declined
dessert and got a cab.

 


Jeneca gave her address. Then she dug into
her purse and faced Keegan. She’d retrieved his paddle from his
penthouse earlier.

 


“I’ve planned tonight to this point and not
beyond. I want to fully submit to you, Keegan Randolph.” She pulled
out the paddle and laid it in his lap.

 


His cock pushed against his pants as he
looked from her eyes to the paddle. He picked it up, wrapped his
hand around the base and gripped it. He felt its power, and his
cock pulsed.

 


Looking back at her, he asked, “Are you
sure?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“You remember my earlier condition with that
word,” he checked.

 


“Yes. And yes again,” she acquiesced.

 


Keegan called to the cab driver while staring
at Jeneca. “Change of plans.”

 


He gave the address to the penthouse and sent
a text to Chris to be ready.

 


“Show me nonverbally again.”

 


She sat back and parted her legs. He slid his
hand up her skirt and played with her wetness.

 


He felt so good. Her pent-up arousal
throughout dinner pushed against his hand. Her body tensed, and he
slapped her clit. Her body jerked, and she gasped.

 


“You don’t get to come when you want to,” he
said lowly but forcefully.

 


She panted. The sting on her clit took her
away from the edge but she’d been so close. Her body was still on
fire. “No,” she mumbled.

 


He slapped her clit again. She gasped again,
and droplets fell onto the seat.

 


“Did you just tell me no?!”

 


“No. I mean, I’m sorry, sir.”

 


“Good girl.” He caressed the paddle against
her cheek. “You were a very good girl to think of bringing this,”
he said soothingly.

 


“Thank you, sir.”

 


“Move closer and kiss me.”

 


Jeneca closed her legs and slid against
Keegan’s left side. She kissed his mouth chastely, unsure of how
much passion his command entailed.

 


His right hand dove into her hair and pulled
her head back. “Kiss me like you want me.”

 


She pressed her lips against his and licked
across them. When he opened his mouth, her tongue danced with his.
He pulled her hair, and her hips moved, desperate to grind against
something.

 


He broke the kiss. “Good girl. Now put this
back in your purse and move away from me.”

 


Jeneca was confused but obeyed.

 


They were at the apartment, and Keegan
reached for his wallet.

 


“Stay here,” he ordered Jeneca.

 


She watched him walk around the cab and open
her door. He held out his hand, “Milady.” She took it, and they
walked to the elevator.

 


“Good to see you back up and running, Mr.
Randolph. Ms. Avery,” Chris greeted them.

 


“Glad to be back, Chris.”

 


His mind was racing and his body was on fire.
He needed to slow down. He’d waited a long time for her submission,
and he intended to savor every second.

 


“Wait for me in the foyer,” he told Jeneca,
“I need to speak with Chris.”

 


As she waited in the foyer, her heart rate
soared. She was charged and ready to go. Her body ached for his
touch; nervous underneath but completely trusting.

 


Keegan quietly talked to Chris about what had
happened during his absence. Chris dutifully told him about the
goings-on in the building. When the wait became unbearable, Keegan
thanked Chris and walked off the elevator.

 


Jeneca was facing him. He walked into her
space and locked his hands behind her back. She looked up.

 


“Did you miss me?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


His cock jumped. “Good girl.” A drip slid
down her leg. “Do you remember my safewords?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Talk to me.”

 


Another drip. “Pineapple to caution and slow
down. Mustang to stop, sir.”

 


“Good girl. Do you have any questions,
Jeneca?”

 


“No, sir.”

 


“I want you to walk into the bedroom and stop
once you cross the threshold. Don’t look back.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


She walked the familiar path to Keegan’s
bedroom and swayed her hips. She angled her legs so Keegan could
see the glistening trail.

 


His cock begged for release but Keegan
ignored it.

 


Jeneca stood inside the dark room, facing
away from Keegan. Keegan walked around the room and lit candles
before standing behind her.

 


His body heat enveloped her.

 


He slid his hands down her arms and clasped
his hands at her stomach. He whispered, “Tell me how much you want
me.”

 


“I want you so badly, sir.”

 


“Did I see something on your leg?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“What was it?”

 


“My juices, sir.”

 


“Are you so turned on that your juices are
spilling without any stimulant?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Mmm. You’re a dirty girl, Jeneca. Give me
the paddle and put your purse on the floor.” She complied. “Good
girl.”

 


Her pussy twitched and leaked. He moved to
sit on a chair.

 


“Turn around and stand between my legs.” She
obeyed. “Lift your skirt slowly.”

 


She grabbed the bottom and slowly lifted
until he told her to stop. “No panties and you’re dripping.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


He swiped his finger up her inner thigh and
brought it to his mouth. “Mmm.”

 


He blew on her sex, and it contracted. “Take
off your skirt.”

 


She held on to it, awaiting instruction.

 


“Drop it.” She let go.

 


He smiled. “You’re a very good girl.”

 


“Thank you, sir.” Her pussy twitched
again.

 


“Slowly unbutton your blouse, and keep your
eyes on mine.”

 


She obeyed, even though Keegan’s eyes were
glued to her tits. Then, she dropped her hands to her sides,
leaving her blouse open.

 


“Remove your bra but leave your blouse
on.”

 


Jeneca dragged the straps through her arm
holes.

 


“Open your shirt and show me your breasts.”
She held open the sides. “Good girl.” Twitch. “Do you want
me to suck your nipples?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Ask me if you deserve to have your nipples
sucked.”

 


“Please, sir, do I deserve to have my nipples
sucked?”

 


Keegan growled. She was completely
submissive, and his cock was straining against his pants. He had
plans, though, which would keep it trapped for a long while.

 


“We’ll have to see about that. Feed one of
them to me. If you’ve been deserving, I’ll suck it. If you’ve been
bad, I’ll bite it.”

 


Jeneca moaned as she took a half-step
forward. “Yes, sir.” She cradled her left breast and rubbed the
nipple across Keegan’s lips. He sucked it.

 


“Oh god, yes! Run your tongue over the
tip!”

 


Keegan bit down on her nipple, then he
smacked the orb with his hand. “Bad girl.”

 


She moaned in ecstasy, barely feeling pain.
“Yes, sir. I’m so sorry, sir.”

 


“Turn around.” She turned, and Keegan swatted
her rump with the paddle. Her exclamation “oh!” was more from
shock.

 


As the vibration of the connection ran up his
arm, he squirted precum. He needed space or he’d ravish her on the
spot. “Get on the bed, face up,” he said gruffly.

 


She settled herself into the middle of the
bed. Her blouse displayed three-quarters of her breasts, her cunt
was glistening and spasming in expectation, and her chest and face
were flushed. She had a difficult time breathing.

 


She’d needed space, too.

 


“Touch yourself.”

 


“Sir?”

 


“Masturbate for me.”

 


Her right hand touched her clit and rubbed in
small circles. She started slowly and closed her eyes.

 


“Keep your eyes on mine.” They fluttered
open, and she struggled to focus. “Does that feel good?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Good girl.” Good lord, she needed to come.
“Describe it for me.”

 


“I, oh, um, it feels so good. Sir. I, uh,
feel like I need to--”

 


“Stop!”

 


Jeneca froze, startled. As soon as the shock
wore off, though, she continued to rub.

 


“I told you to stop!”

 


“I--I’m sorry, sir, I c-c-can’t stop...”

 


Keegan grabbed her wrist and pulled it from
her sex. She cried out because of the denial. “No!”

 


“Don’t you tell me no!” He leaned down and
bit her left nipple.

 


She arched her back, trying to push more tit
into his mouth. Her feet pressed into the mattress, and she tried
to hump his arm.

 


He shifted himself off the bed while still
holding her wrist. She squirmed, desperate for something to take
her over the edge.

 


“Stop moving,” he commanded firmly. “Look at
me.”

 


She struggled to look at him; all of her
attention centered around coming. Her hips continued to rock
slowly.

 


He watched her and chuckled. “You’ve never
been denied before, have you?”

 


“N-no, sir.”

 


He’d played with her in the past, but the
denials had always come first. It was easier to stop in the
beginning. It was harder for him to carry through, because his urge
to fuck was stronger than the urge to dominate. Watching her
struggle, though, gave him renewed resolve.

 


“I control when you orgasm.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“I control if you orgasm.”

 


“Yes, sir.” If?

 


“You’re going to learn how to listen.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Play with yourself.” She winced. “And make
sure you don’t come.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


He released her wrist, and it flew to her
clit. She started to rub, and she was immediately at the edge
again, moaning.

 


“Stop!”

 


She looked at him but continued to rub.
“I--I--I can’t--”

 


“Pull your hand away.” She rubbed. “Do
it.”

 


She concentrated on him. It felt so good, she
didn’t want to pull away. She fought with herself and finally moved
her hand. “Fuck!” She was breathing hard, and her pussy sought more
contact.

 


“Good girl.” Twitch! “When I tell you,
you’re going to continue, but this time you’re gonna start slowly.
I’ll tell you when to speed up. Do you understand?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Good. Start rubbing... slower.”

 


Jeneca’s hand shook as it returned to her
clit. “Slowly.” She nodded and rubbed slowly.

 


“Good girl. Does that feel good?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Do you want to go faster?”

 


“Unh, yes, sir.”

 


“Not yet. You need to ask for
permission.”

 


“Please, sir, please can I go faster?”

 


“Yes.”

 


She moved from crawling to lightning speed,
and her ass flew off the mattress as her body tensed.

 


“Stop! Do it!”

 


She pulled her hand away slightly quicker
than before. “Fuck!”

 


Keegan grinned. “Does my baby need to
come?”

 


It was the first term of endearment since her
divorce.

 


The emotion mixed with her overwhelming need
to come and caused a line of tears to sprint onto the pillow. She
scrunched her eyes to stop the flow and to prevent Keegan from
noticing.

 


He noticed. The word had just slipped out,
but it felt right. “Would you like some pineapple?”

 


“No, sir.”

 


“It’s not going to get any easier.”

 


“Okay, sir.” Her eyes bore into his, and the
tears stopped.

 


“Does my baby need to come?” He asked again
for emphasis.

 


“Yes, please, sir.”

 


Hearing it the second time, her insides
melted. With that simple word, he’d intensified her need to
come.

 


“Good girl. I’m going to place your hand on
your sex. Don’t move it until I tell you. Understood?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


Her sex contracted at the touch.

 


“Move it slowly.” She slowly
circled.

 


“Speed it up just a little bit.” She did and
moaned.

 


“That’s it. Good girl.”

 


He waited a minute.

 


“A bit faster.”

 


She moaned louder.

 


“That’s it.”

 


Two minutes passed. Her hips started to
tremble, and her moans got louder.

 


“You’re not going to come, are you?”

 


“N-no, sir.”

 


“Good girl. Faster!”


 


Her hands zoomed, and her ass flew up. She
emitted a low, guttural cry, her head went back, and she closed her
eyes.

 


Keegan yanked both of her wrists above her
head.

 


Jeneca’s pussy felt the void as she watched
the edge move away. She glared at Keegan.

 


“Do you have something to say?”

 


“Fuck you.” It was out before she could stop
it.

 


He chuckled. “No, baby, that’s not what’s
gonna happen next.”

 


He placed an arm under her shoulders and the
other under her mid-section. Lifting her from the bed, he carried
her to the doorway. He set her down and ensured her stability
before walking to the chair.

 


“Come here.”

 


Jeneca took two wobbly steps.

 


“Crawl,” he ordered.

 


She sank to her fours and crawled to him. He
watched the sashay of her ass and the jiggle of her tits through
her billowing shirt.

 


“Sit on my lap.”

 


When she climbed into his lap, he realized
his error. The heat and wetness from her bare sex seeped into his
pants. His cock pounded at the door but Keegan couldn’t answer it
yet.

 


He brushed the matted hair from her face.
“Tell me, were you a good girl or a really bad girl on the
bed?”

 


“A really bad girl, sir.”

 


“What made you a bad girl?”

 


“Because I couldn’t listen, and I swore at
you, sir.”

 


Keegan smiled. “That’s right, baby. And what
happens to bad girls?”

 


“They get their nipples bitten, sir.”

 


“That’s right. But do you know what happens
to really bad girls?”

 


“No, sir.”

 


She sighed. Being in his lap with his arm
around her was intoxicating. She wanted him to fuck her. Hard.
Constantly. She needed to have his cock deep inside her sloppy
cunt.

 


Feeling how hard he was, she rubbed his cock
under the guise of repositioning herself.

 


He didn’t reprimand her. It was exhilarating
how needy she was.

 


“Really bad girls get spanked.”

 


She looked at him.

 


“That’s right. And not just spanked, but
spanked with this,” he held up the paddle.

 


Her eyes went from the paddle to his. She was
equal parts excited and apprehensive. While she’d never experienced
a paddle before, she trusted Keegan implicitly.

 


Keegan pushed her off of him. “Lay across my
lap, face-down.”

 


She shakily got into position, purposefully
lying on his tent. He repositioned her off of his cock. He needed
to concentrate.

 


“Pull your blouse up nice and high so I can
see your entire ass.” She tucked the edges of her shirt under her
stomach. “Good girl.” He caressed her cheeks with his hand.

 


His touch felt so good. If only it was lower.
She wriggled, but he spanked her with his palm.

 


“Don’t move.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Really bad girls need their cheeks to turn
red. I’m going to do that now, baby.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Turn your head toward me.” He moved her hair
to the opposite side of her face so he could watch her reactions.
“Grip the legs of the chair.” Jeneca grabbed the chair legs. “Good
girl. Are you ready?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


Fuck, she looked so hot lying across him with
her ass in the air. Her mouth was inches from his cock. He could
slip it out and thrust inside. He breathed deeply and let it out
slowly. There would be time for that later.

 


“Ask me, like a good girl, to punish you for
being a really bad girl.”

 


“Please, sir. Please, I was so very bad, sir.
I need you to punish me so that I can learn. Will you please punish
your really bad girl?”

 


Fuck! She’d said it intentionally. She
wanted him to know she was his. The emotion mixed with the sexual
tension was nearly overwhelming. He wanted to punish her with his
cock thrusting so hard that her cunt would be sore for days.
There’d be time for that, too.

 


Keegan stroked the paddle against her face.
“Yes, baby. I’ll punish you as you ask.”

 


Her pussy twitched. The movement was so
strong, it made her ass clench as well.

 


He noticed but didn’t comment. “Do you want
me to use this paddle and turn your ass red?”

 


“Yes, sir.”


 


“Good girl.”

 


He trailed the edge of the paddle down her
back. She shuddered.

 


“I’m going to paddle you ten times, Jeneca.
After each one, you’re going to count and thank me. Do you
understand?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Hold on tightly to the legs, baby.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


His use of “baby” and “Jeneca” coupled with
his silky voice, his scent, and his arm pressing against her back
almost caused her to come on the spot. She gripped the legs.

 


Keegan brought the paddle down against the
fleshy part of her lower buttocks. Thwack! Her cheeks
rippled slightly with the impact. His cock yearned for
attention.

 


She grunted between each sentence. “One.
Thank you. Sir.”

 


Keegan smoothed the paddle over the smacked
area. “That was so good, baby.”

 


Without warning, he smacked the same area
again. Thwack! She again grunted her response. He oscillated
his strikes so that after ten, her ass was a beautiful, pink
hue.

 


Jeneca learned to brace her core before each
smack. The sting of the paddle mixed with heightened desire. She
grew wetter with each smack. Keegan smiled at her, and she melted
against his legs.

 


“How does my baby feel after ten?”

 


“More like a good girl, sir.”

 


He chuckled. “Good enough to stop playing
with yourself if ordered to do so now?”

 


“No, sir,” she said quickly.

 


“No? And why is that, Jeneca?”

 


“Be-because I need to come so badly,
sir.”

 


“Even after the punishment?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“Gotcha. Well, I’ll give you a choice,
Jeneca.”

 


“Thank you, sir.”

 


“You can either prove to me that you’re a
good girl and can masturbate to my commands or you can take ten
more strikes to your now-pink cheeks.”

 


“The paddle, sir.”

 


“You don’t need to think about it?”

 


“No, sir. Please, sir. Can you please paddle
me and then fuck me and let me come?”

 


Keegan smiled. The need in her voice went
straight to his cock, which protested its lack of involvement.

 


He softly paddled her hamstrings. “You’re
getting ahead of things.”

 


“I’m sorry, sir.”

 


“Are you wet, baby?”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“How wet?”

 


“So very wet, sir.”

 


He shifted the paddle to his other hand and
touched her sex. “You’re dripping.”

 


“Yes, sir.” She pressed back against his
hand.

 


“Is this what you want?” He dove two fingers
into her hole.

 


“Yes! sir,” she panted, her hips
moving frantically.


 


“Too bad really bad girls don’t get this,” he
said, removing his hand.

 


Her body slumped against him.

 


He brought his fingers to her mouth. “Clean
them.”

 


She opened her mouth and sucked her honey.
Her lips squeezed his fingers and her tongue swirled. His cock
pounded on the door and dribbled precum.

 


“Good girl.”

 


He grasped the paddle and paddled her ten
more times. She counted each one. Her ass turned red, and he
caressed it with his bare hand.

 


“You’re glowing red now, baby. Stand up.”

 


She was extremely shaky, and he held her
up.

 


“We’re going to walk to the bed. Then you’re
going to bend over and lean your hands on the mattress. I’ll be
right back.”

 


He went into the bathroom for salve. The
second he rubbed it into her skin, the sting vanished.


 


“Thank you, sir.”

 


“You’re welcome. Are you a good girl
now?”

 


“Yes, sir. I’m your good girl.”

 


His cock throbbed. “Are you good enough to be
fucked?”

 


“I think so, sir.”

 


“I’m not convinced, Jeneca. You’ve forced me
to punish you, and my cock has received no attention. How do you
propose to remedy that?”

 


“Please, sir, let me suck your gorgeous
cock.”

 


He ran his hands across her back. “Mmm, what
a good girl with such a good plan. Get on your stomach, facing me.”
She complied. “No grinding against the mattress.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


Keegan directed Jeneca through the entire
blow job.

 


He told her how to take him out, how to
stroke, how much pressure to use, when to put him in her mouth, how
much of him to suck in, when to suck harder, when to knead his
balls, and when to slide down his shaft.

 


He repeatedly ordered her to stop
grinding.

 


She knew he was allowing the salve to work
into her ass cheeks. She loved being instructed, and she loved the
scent and taste of his cock. Wishing she could make him come and
feel his load slither down her throat, she stepped up her game.

 


When he ordered her to stop before he came,
she felt deprived.

 


“Get on your back in the middle of the bed
and put a pillow under your lower back.”

 


She scrambled into position. Her pussy was
drenched, and she was afraid there wouldn’t be any friction for his
cock to thrust. Her slit contracted several times after she splayed
her legs.

 


Keegan thought he’d lick her and deprive her
of more orgasms, but he couldn’t deny his cock any longer. He
removed the remainder of his clothes and stood naked before
her.

 


She licked her lips. Her breathing was
erratic.

 


“Jeneca.”

 


The word was clipped. She looked at him,
trying to determine what she’d done wrong.

 


“Yes, sir?”

 


“I need some pineapple.”

 


“Nooo, sir.” She didn’t understand. Was a dom
even allowed to use a safeword?

 


“No sirs for a second, Jeneca.”

 


“Please, sir.” She didn’t want a caution.

 


“Jeneca. I know we talked about this before,
but I want to be absolutely clear.”

 


He looked from his bare cock to her wet hole
to her face.

 


“Sir, I submit to you totally.”

 


They gazed into each other’s eyes.

 


Keegan gave her a solitary head nod and
climbed onto the bed.

 


“Reach above you and hold onto the
bedpost.”

 


“Yes, sir.”


 


He moved between her legs. “Don’t move your
arms until I tell you to.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“You aren’t allowed to come until I tell
you.”

 


“Yes, sir,” her voice was raspy.

 


“When I tell you to move your arms, it’ll
signify the end of the dominant roleplay.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“But we aren’t there yet. You’re my sub. And
you must hold onto the slats and not come until I permit you.”

 


“I understand, sir.”

 


Keegan grabbed the base of his cock and
rubbed the head against her slit. They both moaned.

 


They were both soaked with their own
lubricants.

 


“I’m gonna take you for my pleasure. I’m
gonna fuck you for me. And I’m gonna come when I want. You have to
wait.”

 


“Yes, sir,” she barely breathed.

 


She willed her hips to stay on the mattress.
His cockhead felt so good. She was worried she’d come before he
entered her.

 


“This is your last chance, Jeneca, to utter a
safeword.”

 


“Please fuck me, sir.”

 


He pushed inside her slowly and effortlessly,
and grunted.

 


She muttered, “Oh god!”

 


He pushed all the way in and held it, looking
down at her. She pleaded with her eyes. He loved her submission. He
was in control. But he couldn’t remain static.

 


He began to withdraw just as slowly. Then he
slid back inside.

 


“Please, sir!”

 


“Yes, baby?”

 


“Please, I need to move my hips, sir!”

 


“No, baby.”

 


She groaned. The pace was too slow yet it
felt so good. Her walls clamped against his rod.

 


He fought to maintain the crawling tempo. The
pillow under her back gave him a better angle. When he bottomed
out, he was deep inside of her.

 


She loved the feel of him. Why had she forced
him to use a condom for so long?

 


Keegan picked up the pace. Jeneca moaned. Her
hips moved involuntarily.

 


“Stop moving, baby.” She struggled to
stop.

 


“Please.”

 


He ignored her and sped up. She tried to
concentrate on her hips. He felt so good. She needed to move. He
watched her struggle.

 


“Move, baby. Thrust under me, Jeneca.”

 


She expelled air and fell into a rhythm with
him. Every time he bottomed out, she ground against him.

 


She felt so good. “That’s it, baby. Just like
that.”

 


He wasn’t going to last long. But he didn’t
want the feeling to end. He looked down at the gorgeous woman
beneath him.

 


Her arms were over her head, clasping the
slats; her knuckles white. Her neck was arched. Glancing lower, her
tits were bouncing, and her pussy heavenly ensconced his cock. She
was thrusting beneath him.

 


He couldn’t take it. Grabbing behind her
knees, he lifted her legs straight up and held them against his
right side. He pounded her.

 


Her eyes flew open, and she grunted with each
thrust. “Yes-yes-yes. Sirrr.”

 


He gave her a crazed smile. “You. Can’t.
Come. Until. I. Say.”

 


He grunted with each thrust, and she nodded.
He spread her legs and put her ankles over his shoulders. Then he
leaned down, moving her knees to her ears. Holding himself on his
forearms, he pummeled her.

 


Jeneca was unable to move. She took the
pounding and, with every thrust, she expelled air.

 


She watched him approach the edge. He was
sweaty, and she wanted to lick the salt from his body. She needed
to come but she was mesmerized by his intensity.

 


She made him feel this way. And
because of her, he was going to go over the edge.

 


She wanted to watch him and memorize the
expression on his face as she felt, for the first time, his hot cum
flood her insides.

 


His thrusts were lightning fast. His balls
were tight. They pressed together. He was so close.

 


He took one last look at Jeneca. Her eyes
were on him, smiling at him.

 


He lost it. He thrust in as far as he could,
and held. His head went back, and his eyes rolled up. He grunted
throughout his eruption.

 


He had another spurt left, but he picked up
his thrusting again with his focus on Jeneca.

 


“Come for me, baby. Come on my cock. Let your
walls milk the last cum from me.”

 


She’d been riding the edge all night. The
intensity of his voice coupled with his words took her over the
edge. Her entire body tensed, and she screamed as she came.

 


Her walls constricted his cock, sucking out
his last drops.

 


He gently set her legs on the mattress. When
he slowly slid out, she groaned at the loss. He collapsed onto his
back in a panting heap.

 


Turning to face her, he saw that she was
still gripping the bed. “You can let go now, Jeneca.”

 


She let go and waited for the blood to resume
its natural course. Curling against him, she put her head on his
shoulder.

 


He traced her back and kissed her
forehead.

 


She didn’t tense.

 


Instead, she relaxed into him.

 


He smiled. “You’re so amazing.”

 


“That was so fucking hot!”

 


“I’m glad you liked it.”

 


She shifted to her forearms and looked down
at him. “I did.”

 


She smiled, and he returned one.

 


He watched her as she traced his face.

 


“I love you, Keegan.”

 


His smile grew wider, and he pulled her on
top of him. He held her head in his hands.

 


“I love you, Jeneca.”

 


They kissed each other tenderly.

 


“Talk to me.”

 


“I love you, Keegan.”

 


 


THE END

 


If you enjoyed my book, I’d be honored if you
left a review at your favorite retailer.

 


Many thanks and keep reading,

 


~B.J.
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