A New Work Experience

She had given it a lot of thought and decided she was finally going to do it. 
Right from the beginning taking dominant control of him had been an exciting idea something she had wanted to do for a long time, but as the old saying went, "The devil is in the details."

She had been reading numerous dominant/submissive web sites, mostly the serious ones for advice, although she read both sides of the sites. She was somewhere in between and knew it. In the past she had been submissive for a couple of men, even topping some women when the opportunity had presented itself and completely enjoyed all of it.

The issue now was could she really take control of him and make it work? The conflict within her was she had enjoyed being submissive to certain men after she had gotten to know them and get close to them. The difficulty arose because even though being sexually submissive was tremendously exciting and met something within hers needs she could never see herself going the extra step of making it an ongoing, permanent, collared, or whatever other name for it you might want to give. Yes, there was the fear of giving up that much control, but there was more to it. 

She was just too damned independent to give someone that much power over her, a scene was fun, but never permanent. 

She had really enjoyed topping the women the couple times she had the chance to do so, it's just could she do the same thing to a man, specifically this man?
He of all the men she had met attracted her the most. He could talk and listen to her, share her feelings and make her feel wanted and even sexy. He was also very submissive, much more than she was and he wanted desperately to do whatever it was she needed to help fill out her life. She wasn't sure if he really meant it, but thought he did. She knew he was willing to endure many things to do it, the problem for her was NOT that she didn't fantasize about it she just wasn't sure she could. 

There had been that time a few weeks ago when she had spanked him, really pushing hard at times and that had been really fun, but that was just a scene.

The real problem was could she do it regularly? Could she enjoy it all the time? Even doing the little subtle things she had thought of just for the fun of watching him squirm?; and finally the scenes that weren't really scenes that she was planning for today?

Everyone, well almost everyone, she knew had told her that she would have no trouble turning him into her possession if she would just let herself go.

The one scene they had done had gone great for her at least, he had suffered, but didn't complain and called the next day to ask how she was doing, not talk about how he was feeling. The thing was she had planned it down to the smallest detail and he arrived that day knowing something was going to happen, but today was different. Today was just going to be an afternoon to talk and be friends, but she knew it was today and a few more like it that would decide if this was going to work.

She knew he'd probably be a dear and go along with whatever she said. It was just that she had to figure out a way of making the transition from friend to Mistress and back again. So many of the sites had dealt with taking control, but few discussed how to be friends in between. They weren't going to have a 24/7 relationship, neither of them could do it now anyway, and she did not want to lose a good friend so finding a balance was important. 

With all this in her mind she took a critical look at her work area. It was a small retail store with some samples and merchandise; several windows on both the front and side; at the back was a medium sized desk and a table for laying out samples and plans. 

She had read about this idea in a story and giggled at the time because it sounded so much like something she would enjoy. It would push him a little, maybe more a lot depending on what could potentially happen, but then she couldn't plan for everything.  What made it exciting for her was the unknown, having to adapt, but especially the chance of getting caught. 

It was easy to see the best place to hide him was underneath the desk, but she needed to check just to make sure.

The desk had a front on it that went almost to the floor, but she had several things that could be draped along the front down to the floor. 

She realized the main problem as soon as she sat down. The space under the desk was much too small. Yes, she could force him into it, but lets be honest she thought she couldn't keep him there for more than a few minutes and not expect him to hurt or strain something.  What would be the point of that? Even if he didn't hurt himself she would be worried he might, things always go easier in fiction stories and the movies. Then she sat down and discovered that if she sat close to the desk she couldn't even get her knees opened wide enough and if she sat back to open her legs then his head would be very obvious.
No, it would have to be the table.

First she had to attach something to the front and both sides, luckily there were some old draperies in storage area, plus by putting them end to end the only opening would be where she had her chair. She put her nice desk chair by the table and even put her name plate in front of it, just so if anyone really did come in this afternoon and wanted talk with her they would know exactly which place was hers.

She smiled when she remembered this morning planning ahead and putting on a skirt instead of pants and this one because it was just above the knees and was fairly wide at the bottom. She practiced sitting with just a small flip of her hand she could sit on the back of the skirt, and easily leave room in the front. She would be sure to get rid of her panties before he arrived.

Clothing, his not hers was a concern. She didn't want him to wear his on clothes, because even hiding under a table wearing his own clothes might be too comfortable and she wanted him on edge, nervous, a little worried and dependant on her. 

Naked wouldn't really work; it was just impractical for a couple of reasons. She didn't want his cock out loose and probably erect. He's probably like that plus he might start masturbating when she wasn't looking and that would really upset her.
What she really needed was a cage or chastity device for times like this, maybe she would look on the net for a good site to buy one. She had found a pair of 'old ladies' panties that would do the job. A lacy thong sounded good, but she was sure he would hang out and again it made his cock too accessible to his temptations. His top was going to be a pink, bulky obviously feminine sweater. She had thought of not giving him something to wear, but the store could be cold at this tie of year. She had bought some knee high hose for his feet and then found in her desk some white ankle socks she had for really cold days. She laughed out loud when she wondered if there would be time to go buy him a pair of pink fluffy slippers. 

The store had tile flooring, but she put a piece of carpeting under the table for him to sit on. She could have been mean and done none of these things, but she felt it was her job to look for him.

The store should be empty this afternoon, it usually was this time of the year late in the afternoons, and anyone coming in was probably just going to browse.

It was a little after 3 when he arrived, the store closed at 5 so he expected to sit and visit for a couple hours. After it closed he didn't know what she might have in mind, but normally one or both of them had family commitments. 

When he opened the door and walked in he could tell there was something not quite right by the expression on her face. 

"Hi! How's your day gone?" he smiled and said. 

"Pet, I've decided today’s a good day to assert myself a little. You keep saying to let loose and be selfish, have some fun, so today I'm going to."

His stomach had already dropped when she had called him "Pet". It wasn't a name she normally used to his face, email sometimes and they had teased   each other about how there was a connotation of ownership and in charge to the word. 

"Ok," he said. He was smiling but it wasn't the same instead it had a worried look to it and she saw it immediately.
"What do you have in mind?” he asked. 

"Pet! I'm sorry but is it really YOUR job to ask questions or just to do as you're told?"

He started to respond to her, not argue, just ask her something and then decided against it.

He had known, well maybe not known, but suspected and hoped that someday soon she would begin to realize the power she could have. He also realized that if she did then his influence, already pretty small when it came to that aspect of their relationship would slowly decrease to zero.

He was starting to develop feelings for her and hoped she would take hold of the strong dominant streak he saw in her and let herself enjoy it. He honestly felt he possessed something she deeply needed and would respond to if she let him express it.

There was also a hesitation on his part, not that his basic submissiveness would let him say no. Within him the hesitation came because he was still a free thinking and independent adult who had never given up any of his freedom for anyone. He knew however, if she truly gave herself to taking control of him he could not feel where deep within himself he would ever be able to say no if that point existed at all inside him. This was a scary, but alluring relationship.

"You'll find some things in the bathroom," I'd prefer if you wore what I've put out. When you're changed fold your clothes, put them in the bag you'll find there and give it to me when you come out. I also want you to make sure your keys and glasses are in there also. You won't need either for a few hours.
"Now hurry up I want to see what you look like before someone comes in."

There wasn't anything else to say so he went to the bathroom to see what she had put out for him to wear.

When he saw the clothes he was to wear a smile came to his face. He also became embarrassed over how he will look when they were on.

Several emotions went thru him simultaneously; happy, not for himself, but for her because he had been trying to build and support her self confidence; anxiety for what might be requested of him  today; pleased because maybe to day he would do something that would give her pleasure just for herself or maybe just  make her laugh; fear because as much as he wanted to help her take on this journey if it continued it would be her leading them and her journey not his.

When he came out she smiled and tried hard not to laugh, he did look extremely silly. 

She did feel some self satisfaction plus some erotic twinges because it was SHE who had done this and it felt good to have control over him like this.


"I don't have any more appointments today, but sometimes people will come in just to ask questions or set something up for later so you need to get out of sight," her voice was measured through this part.

She hesitated just a moment, tried to remember how she had rehearsed it and then with a rush said, "Pet, I want you under this table here. I fixed it so no one should see you and I want you to stay there until I lock the doors at 5 and tell you it is safe to come out."

He smiled genuinely at her and said, "Hmmm, let me guess what 'job' needs to be done today?"

Her reaction was a very small blush and the comment, "I guess you'll just have to wait and see."

They both knew what she wanted. He was happy to oblige and she more than a little anxious to get started. The anticipation had gotten her VERY ready for him.

Within her she knew she was directing what was happening at the same time his reactions had turned it into a game with their smiling at each other.

She was pleased with how it had worked out, but also a small amount of disappointed had sneaked in.

She had been looking forward to some resistance from him so she could exercise her control.

It would have been more fun if he hadn't gone along so easily.

She felt the desire to control and force stirring within her.

He crawled under the table and tried to find a comfortable way to sit. Even on the carpet it was cool to be wearing so little and be on the floor. It felt dark, but not too much as there was about a 2 foot gap where her chair would go that let in light. 

She didn't wait long, and then sat down in her chair with a little fling of the back of her skirt so she wouldn't sit on it and then rolled herself up to the table. With more confidence she opened her legs and said, "Suck it, start slow."

She knew she was damp just from knowing what was coming.

He asked, "Do you want me to take off your underwear first?"

She swore softly to herself over forgetting that detail and then answered him, "Yes, I want to have those off. BUT! I don't want to hear your voice or any other sound from you again till I let you out."

He decided to chance a response and said, "Yes, Maam."

She lifted her bottom just a little to let him remove her panties and then leaned forward her elbows on the table her head on her hands.

She came with his first touch, it was hard and strong. The anticipation alone had almost brought her to orgasm.

When it subsided she whispered, "Don't stop."

He hadn't even considered stopping, knowing this was only the appetizer.

As his mouth started working on her vagina she lifted her head and concentrated on keeping her head and body still as if someone was sitting across from her.

The second one took a little longer, wasn't as intense but was more satisfying.

When the second finished she stood up and walked away.

There was nothing wrong, there was very much nothing wrong.

She was feeling very very extremely, OK.

She couldn't decide what excited her the most; his ridiculous clothes; the intense orgasms; the setting knowing someone might come in at any time' or the power that made it possible.

There was time though, still over an hour. She liked the feel of the cool air on her wet pantiless genitals. She especially liked knowing he was sitting under there waiting for her in the darkness. She had pushed her chair in towards the table and put her coat on it cutting off most of his light and she deliberately walked quietly around the store. She didn't want him to know where she was or when she might come back. She wondered if there was any other ways she could use this in another situation, maybe isolating him even more.

She could feel the smile on her face as she thought on it.

The minutes passed as she drank her soda, walking the room and looking out the windows. She was going to have more of him, much more, she liked how the need for him slowly built, knowing he was waiting.

For him it was darker than it had been, not total darkness but he couldn't see out except a little to the back and that direction was just a wall. The draperies also muffled the sound so that there were times he thought he heard her he couldn't be certain. 

He was excited and aroused by how she had reacted. His body almost tingled with anticipation, of course that could have been the cold air. His cock was hard inside his 'old woman's' panties, but he knew even though she hadn't old him not to that he shouldn't masturbate, he still subbed himself with his hand though. His need for her was almost equal to her need for him, even though he knew it would be her not him that would climax. He knew that would be enough if she truly enjoyed it. 

He very badly wanted her to come back so he could continue what he had started. 

The second time she sat down she again sat forward in the chair leaning on the table. This time she could wait and let it build.

Slowly it built, there were actually 2, 3, no maybe it was 4 little ones along the way. After each one however, the tension within her rose even higher, she could feel every muscle tightening.

When the big one arrived she gave up keeping a stoic face and sitting back in her chair she spread her legs and let go. Really let go for the first time in a long time. Her hands without telling them to do it grabbed his head holding it tightly against her. One moment her legs were clamped around his head squeezing his head and the suddenly stretching to get them further apart trying to get him further inside her.

There were times in the past her needs-wants-feelings-desires all came together at the same time, this was one of those times.

It lasted long and it lasted hard, then when her muscles began to relax it came back again. Again she grabbed and pulled hard grinding his face into her vagina trying to get more. 

Then as the orgasms were subsiding again her muscles tensed but now it was her bladder that needed attending to,  it felt like it would burst. 

His mouth felt good yet bad, she wanted more of it and refused to loosen her hold but the more he worked his tongue in and out sucking her clit the worse it felt. She was leaking now and it was no longer cum.

The decision was about 75% conscious and 25% loss of control but she slowly let go her muscles knowing she was committed now. It was no longer her problem.

She mouthed low and then louder, "take it; Take it; Take IT; TAKE IT!," as if she were cursing him.

She tried not to explode it onto him, because, WELL, DAMN IT, I need that carpet.

From his perspective up until now it had been fun, definitely rough on his head and mouth but he felt almost high on her cum because of how intense he knew she came.

When he felt the warm urine coming from her he had tried to pull back, but her hands held him tight.

He could hear it in her voice and feel it in her hands and legs that this was something he had to do.

When she felt his mouth pull away when her pee started she grabbed even harder and pulled it back into place.

It was then she decided that so far it had all been a game for him doing what he wanted to do anyways. But this is what she wanted and by god he was going to do it. In fact if it felt good enough she just might do it every time she had to pee, so he had best get used to it.

He decided things were no longer as much fun as they had been.

SHE on the other hand was having a great time.

This was one of those pees that were long, slow by choice, and satisfying almost like an additional orgasm.

As she lay back on the chair enjoying the last few drops as she pushed them out she knew now was the perfect time for some more of his tongue. 

He didn’t and couldn’t drink it all, but had managed or should it be been forced to swallow about half of it.


"MMmmm," her mind pondered that some licking to take away any residue, then maybe some tongue fucking and then lots and lots of sucking on her clit would be heaven. It would take a long time to get there again, but it would be well worth the time.

"Con, Honey are you ok?"

The unexpected voice created several things to happen in quick succession. Her eyes opened, head shot up, body jerked to a stand, skirt a fraction behind her body fell back into place and face flushed some with erotic afterglow and the rest with embarrassment.

"Oh, Hi Mrs. Detweiler, how're you doing this afternoon?" getting that much out she stopped cleared her throat and then went on, "No, nothings wrong. In fact I feel fine. How about you?"

The unintended comment about feeling fine and the small body movements and another little flush confirmed for Mrs. Detweiler what she had suspected when she had stood outside the door watching.

The woman in front of her had just experienced an intense sexual orgasm followed by what certainly appeared like she was urinating.

Also if her arms had been placed differently she would have guessed masturbation, but they hadn't and so Mrs. Detweiler would have been willing to wager $100, no make that $1,000 right now there was someone, probably a man hidden under the table.

Then as she continued to walk into the room Mrs. Detweiler quickly scanned the area for movement, clothing or liquid on the floor. Not seeing any of them she concluded he was probably naked or very nearly and that he had drunk her pee or the floor would have been wet and also his clothes. Knowing how meticulous the owner of this shop was from previous business she couldn't imagine her allowing the mess on her floor or him. 

His first reaction was, "Shit," the second reaction was also, "Shit" as was the third. His task at the moment was easy however, all he had to do was sit quietly, make no movement and no noise. Wait to see what happened.

"You know dear, when I drove up I could see you sitting there and it appeared like you might be in a tremendous amount of pain.
"I almost jumped out of the car and ran right in to assist you. Being a little slower than I used to be I noticed however, a definite change in your expression and most especially in your body so I knew certainly it wasn't pain you were in. This is the reason I waited because I certainly didn’t want to interrupt."

By no Mrs. Detweiler was standing in front of the fabric covering the table with her legs touching it and her feet actually slightly under it. It made her nervous and she hoped he would be a good boy and not move or make any noise. 

She was so nervous she almost missed all of what had just been said to her because the woman had just told her she had been watching.

"I wanted to talk to you about some changes I was going to do around the house, but let me make an appointment for sometime next week. 
"By the way you've always had such outstanding personal service in the past I think I would like to try out your new one you were using just a moment ago." With that Mrs. Detweiler made a small movement not of her head rather a shift of her eyes to the table she was standing next to.

Mrs. Detweiler's unexpected comment created another involuntary facial expression adding additional proof to someone's hiding just out of sight.

"What? NO!, that's not really possible," with this response she realized too late that she had just admitted to exactly what Mrs. Detweiler had only implied.

"There are lots of problems and I can't just promise something for a week from now."  Too late she realized the message she had just sent was yes, it's ok, just I can't promise when, at least right this minute.

"No, I mean it isn't possible at all."

"But my dear," Mrs. Detweiler replied, "You just said is was available, but I understand about schedules so I'll call you Monday afternoon to confirm my time.
"Besides, It could be a most profitable contract for you and if things work out well I would be glad to recommend you to a few of my 'closest' friends."
"Talk to you next dear. Good bye."

With that Mrs. Detweiler turned and walked out without another look or word.





