Darla agreed to come to my house for a session as a sub. I had discussed this with my live-in submissive, Jill, and she had no problems with it, knowing that I knew Darla’s strengths as a Domme and that I needed to explore her submissiveness for future reference. We had also discussed the possibility of involving Darla in three-way sessions. Jill left me alone for my play session with Darla, and went shopping for several hours.

Darla is an attractive brunette, who is in her mid thirties. She has a pretty, girl-next-door face, with brown eyes that are capable of piercing you. Her hourglass figure with 36C breasts has been seen several times on our website as she dominates submissive men on several videos. I also experienced her dominant side when we first met. Her tryout left me exhausted for a day afterward.

She arrived on time, and I let her in when she rang the doorbell. Without a word, I led her to my basement playroom. It is well equipped with a bondage horse, cross, tables, suspension apparatus and plenty of tools of the trade. When we got to the basement, Darla wasted no time. I had given her instructions to remain quiet, to follow me to the basement and take all of her clothes as soon as we were there. I remained clothed, wanting to stress my dominance over her. It is a common thing that dominants do to help set the stage.

Sometimes, I have no set idea where to start with a sub, just kind of a general plan. Today, I knew what I wanted to do first, having just done the same thing with Jill the night before. In the center of the room, chains hang from two large hooks anchored into a wooden ceiling beam. I had screwed the hooks deep into the wood, and knew from personal experience, they would hold at least 200 pounds. Darla weighed no where near that, and I did not intend to completely suspend her.

I first fastened wide restraints around her wrists and ankles, then pushed her to her knees, and fastened her wrists and ankles together. Tugging at the zipper of my shorts, I freed my hard cock from its uncomfortable confinement and let it float in front of Darla’s face.  I wanted her to prove her submission in the most intimate way. Fisting her hair with both hands, I brought her to me. Her mouth was incredibly hot as she took me in. Her tongue moved in circles around the head of my cock, caressing it, then teased the exquisitely sensitive underside. She knew how to suck cock. She was an artist at it, switching between easy sucking and tight suction. Then her tongue probed my opening, making me weak in the knees. I felt my balls start to tighten, and pushed her away. That was close. She moaned in frustration.

I helped her to her feet, then fastened her wrists to the chains that hung from the hooks overhead. She was able to stand flat-footed as I tied her spread legs to eyebolts in the floor. I got a set of clover clamps and held them in front of her eyes. “You’d like to have these biting into your nipples, wouldn’t you?” She looked down, embarrassed, then nodded her head. “Well, let’s give you some pain.” I attached the clover clamps one at a time, and listened to hiss of her breath as each one bit into an engorged and hypersensitive nipple. “You crave pain, don’t you?” Again she looked down and nodded.” I raised the little chain that was attached to each clamp and put it between her lips. “Don’t drop it.” Then I kissed her lips. She moaned into my mouth as I forced her head back and made the chain tug at her nipples. Such beautiful mixed up torment.

Kneeling in front of her, I used the first two fingers of my right hand to tease the slit of her sex. She was very wet, and my fingers lubricated easily.  Darla trembled and she began breathing heavily. Her lips parted and I was quickly inside, my fingers probing deeply then working on her G Spot. Her body writhed in its bonds. With my left hand, I spanked her bottom. My fingers probed, and did their magic. She moaned and came again, but this time gushed fluids that squirted into my cupped hand as I continued to work on her. I stretched to reach a towel and used it to dry my hand, not stopping my work on her. She threw her head back and came again.

I had her where I wanted her. She was helpless and in a weakened state, hanging in her bonds. I took the chain from her lips, and quickly removed the nipple clamps, making her groan I protest. But she didn’t fool me. I could see that the pain from removing the clamps was getting her excited again. I smacked her full breasts, taking my time with each one, waiting for the shriek that came after each one. When I flicked her engorged nipples with my fingers, she gasped in pain. They were still very sensitive from the clamps, and probably would remind her of our playtime for several days. For good measure, I bit them as my fingers again massaged her clit and cunt. As I bit her sore nipples, Darla screamed and tried to jump up and down. It was an awkward and beautiful dance that did not succeed in making her predicament any more easy to bear.

When I could tell she was close to climaxing again, I got a tawse and began a series of blows to her ass, working my way down to that sweet spot at the tops of her legs. I took my time, letting her anticipate each blow, and then react to it. She cried out with each one, and her bottom wriggled for a moment or two afterward. I reminded her that she had to pay for her pleasure with a bit of pain.

“What are you?”

“A pain slut,” she sobbed.

“Do you want more.”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“I could not hear that.”

“Yes, Sir.” Weak, but a bit louder. I gave her more. This time I used a leather flogger to work on her breasts. Each painful caress of it brought a cry of pain from Darla’s quivering lips. When I swung the flogger between her legs and struck her tender cunt, she stiffened and screamed.

“I did not hit you hard at all, slut, and look at the pain it gave you,” I teased. “The thing I like about this is the more I do it, the more sensitive you become. And it is so easy for me to do. I could go on like this for hours.” Darla gritted her teeth and rolled her head in pain. I grabbed a handful of hair and pulled her head back, my face inches from hers. “Want more?”

She tried to nod her head, but my hand held her head in position, painfully pulling her hair. “Yes, Sir. Please, she whimpered.”

“Please what?”

“Please hurt me.”

When faced with a request like that, a good Dom has no choice but to comply. I had done some preparation for the day’s activities. Earlier, I had fastened a tens unit’s electrodes to two steel rods. Lubricating them, I inserted one rod into Darla’s backside and the other into her cunt. When I turned the unit on, Darla jumped and groaned. I turned the knob that increased the intensity of the electrical shocks until Darla went up on her toes. Then I used a vibrator to work on her clit. The combination of sensations sent Darla over the top again and again, with multiple climaxes. I worked on her until she hung exhausted from her arms, then shut off and removed my toys. When I released her from her bonds, Darla needed my arm around her waist to steady her as I helped her into bed. She collapsed for a couple of hours into an exhausted sleep.

When she awoke, I served soup and sandwiches for lunch, then tied her to the kitchen chair while I fucked her face. We returned to the playroom and began round two. I was still working on Darla when Jill returned from her shopping trip. I brought Darla upstairs with her arms bound behind her, and tied Jill to the bed spreadeagle. I fucked Darla from behind, while her face was buried in Jill’s sex taking care of business. When I finally released both women, we all collapsed in our big bed for a well-earned rest. Later, we discussed the day, and Darla surprised me by suggesting we both take Jill to the basement for some more fun and games. As a result of what happened then, I was able to plan my next video session. 

