I first noticed her watching me as I worked out one morning last summer at the health club. She was using a treadmill. I was nearby doing my thrice a week exercises on the Nautilus machines and free weights. She looked to be in her mid thirties. Medium height, with black hair, brown eyes and a figure that just hinted at being nice under her baggy exercise clothes. We kept noticing each other as we continued with our routines. But just as I was about finished, she left the room. I decided she must not be very interested in me after all.

I changed my clothes in the locker room, and as I headed for my pickup, I noticed someone sitting in a car nearby. It was her. She started her car and pulled out of the lot. I  thought it might just be coincidence, but as I stopped at the parking lot’s exit, I noticed her car a half a block down the street. When the brake lights came on, I decided to follow her. A few blocks later, her car turned into the parking lot of a local restaurant. I followed and parked my truck next to her car.

When she got out, I introduced myself, saying I had noticed her at the health club. Her name was Darlah. Over coffee she explained why she had been staring at me. It seemed one of her friends had modeled for Dave and me a few months earlier. Darlah and the friend had been shopping at a local mall and had seen me pass by. A stunned Darlah had listened to her friend tell about the experience she had with us. Until that moment, Darlah had not known anything like bdsm had existed.  She was totally surprised by her reaction to her friend’s story about her adventure with us. Later, she had gone home with her friend and watched a video of her modeling session. We always try to give our models some copies our digital photos and videos of our sessions. 

Darlah was very aroused by what she saw on the video. She told me she went home and masturbated, having one of the most intense experiences of her life. She then spent a while researching bdsm on the Internet, and even joined one of those alternative websites in hope of learning more and perhaps finding someone to teach her about it. She had a few on-line relationships with men who claimed to be Doms, but nothing clicked. They seemed to be either as inexperienced as she was or to demand immediate submission without earning it. Darlah then whispered something I have heard many times. “I am submissive, not stupid.” 

“I know that,” I answered. Darlah told me she had reached the point where she despaired of ever finding someone in the Northern Kentucky area, who had the experience and ability to properly train her. It was at that point where our paths crossed again. Seeing me again made her want to approach me, but she hesitated, not wanting to do something wrong. Her resolve to approach me had faltered, and she escaped to her car. As she sat there, trying to gain the courage to go back to the exercise room, I came out of the building. She started her car and slowly drove it away, thinking that if I followed, it was another positive sign we should meet. When I did follow her, she decided the best way to meet might be at the local restaurant where some of our health club members often go after workouts.

So there we were. We talked for over an hour, and it was apparent that she did not know how to proceed. I suggested that we go to a local park and talk some more. She agreed, and I paid the bill. Darlah followed me in her car to the park, which was just a few blocks away.

It is a small park, with a few parking spaces and some picnic tables. Donated to the city by a former resident, it is a five acre oasis of trees in the middle of an established residential area. For some reason, few locals know about it, so it is not overused. This morning, we were the first to arrive. This suited my plans. I grabbed a few items out of my ever-present toy bag, got out of the car and guided Darlah a hundred yards or so to a picnic table in a relatively secluded area.

We talked some more about her submissive inclinations, until I finally decided to take control. I told her I had a present for her and handed her a set of wrist restraints. “Time to fish or cut bait,” I thought to myself. Darlah sat there with a stunned look on her face, staring at the restraints. Her breath caught in her throat as she tried to breathe. “I don’t know what to say. Err…ahhh, thank you…. Sir,” finally came out. I watched her nipples begin to push against her loose tee shirt. Finally, with shaking hands, she put them on. After she had them snugly secured to her wrists, she continued to look down at them.

“How do they feel?”

“Wonderful,” she whispered.

“How do you feel?”

She hesitated then took a deep breath. “Scared… no that’s not the right word… apprehensive… yet wanting more. This feels so right, yet my stomach is full of butterflies. Does that make sense?”

I told her it did and that I understood her feelings, having been there many times myself. We had talked about my past experience of being on both sides of the flogger, so to speak. “I want to try something. You can stop me at any time by saying a safeword. That word is ‘butterfly.’ If you say it, I will stop immediately, and you can get in you car and go home. OK?”

She nodded her head, so I told her to turn away from me on the bench and put her arms behind her back. When she did, I pulled a short piece of rope from my pocket and fastened them together at the restraints. I turned her around and had her lean forward so she ended up across my lap. I caressed her bottom through the baggy exercise shorts and heard her catch her breath. “Are you ready to give yourself to me this way, pet?”

“Yes, Master,” she sighed.

My hand slipped under the elastic band of her shorts and across her rounded cheeks. My middle finger toyed with the crack between them, skating lightly through the valley, then dipping deeper in between her globes. She wriggled a bit on my lap, but my other hand held her securely as it pressed against the small of her back. I withdrew my hand and pulled her shorts and panties down until her magnificent ass was exposed to me. I was amazed at how beautiful her butt looked. She was a mature woman, with an ass that went with that maturity. It was full and round and looked like it might burst if I bit into it. Unfortunately, the way I had placed Darla in my lap, I would have to wait to chew on that beautiful butt. My hand came to rest on her rounded cheeks. I was ready.

She had told me earlier she had craved to be spanked since she was a little girl, and her daddy had occasionally spanked her. There were even times when she had done things in order to be spanked.

Darlah was right. She did need it. The first few spanks caused her to jump, but the rest of them made her moan and rub against my lap. Each smack from my hand seemed to cause that beautiful bottom to twitch and push up for the next one. When I finally finished, my fingers scooted to her swollen labia. They entered her easily, finding her cunt sopping wet and leaking fluids down the inside of her thighs. She moaned and squeezed her muscles around my fingers. I removed them and entered her again with my thumb, getting it all wet for what was to come next.

Removing my thumb from her cunt, I replaced it with my fingers. Spreading her ass cheeks with the fingers and thumb of my other hand, I gazed down at her tight brown anus. My greased thumb pressed against it, and Darlah groaned in response. There was almost no resistance as my thumb slipped in to her dark hole. I worked my fingers and thumb in and out of her reddened ass, finally squeezing the thumb and forefinger together. Darlah went wild from the sensation of my finger and thumb working on that little bit of flesh that separated her two openings. She suddenly squeezed her thighs together and shuddered through a climax. As she did so, I could feel my thumb and fingers being squeezed tightly. I slipped my left hand under her chest and squeezed her left breast through her bra and tee shirt. Her body arched like a bow and she shuddered as her climax continued through another level.

Darlah relaxed across my lap, while I caressed her bottom and massaged her neck. Her breathing slowed, and I finally eased her back into a sitting position on the bench. She flinched a bit as her naked bottom came in contact with the wood. “That was the most intense come I have ever had,” she sighed.

“We are not through yet, pet.” I stood up and turned so that the front of my jeans was just an inch or so from her mouth. Darlah glanced down at the stiff rod that was outlined there and licked her lips. She was my kind of submissive woman.

I tugged at her tee shirt until her bra was exposed, then unfastened the clasp in the front. Her hot breasts sprang free, and I cupped and caressed them with my hands and fingers. The zipper of my jeans was next. I had a little difficulty working my stiff cock loose from my underwear, but as soon as I got it free, I rubbed it against Darlah’s lips. She opened them, and I was in. My hands returned to her breasts and began squeezing her nipples. She moaned around my cock. “Keep sucking, slut. Don’t stop.” She had no choice. Her hands were still fastened behind her, and her panties and shorts kept her legs secure.

I groaned as I fucked her mouth. Her tongue wiggled against the underside of my meat, sending extra sweet sensations throughout my groin. My balls were tingling as they tightened up and prepared to shoot off. The feel of her breasts and nipples in my fingers was making me more excited. I used them as handles to pull her toward me as I worked my dick in and out of her lips. I growled as I came, my butt cheeks clenched, unable to move. Darlah’s head bobbed as her magic mouth worked on my lance and sent me higher and higher. I stood there and let it happen, quivering with each movement of her lips and tongue. “Unhhhh… unhhhhh… unhhhhh,” was about all I could say. She gobbled down every shot of jism my spasming cock sent into her mouth, then continued to gently nurse it as it deflated and dribbled the last drops of juicy cum.

Later, I tied her spread-eagle on top of the table and returned her oral favors, savoring every drop of her love juice as my tongue, mouth and fingers worked on her quivering quim and pink clit bud. Then I fucked her between her helplessly spread legs. Because I had already climaxed once, I was able to last a long time as I raped her tight cunt. After that, I worked on her some more with my hands and mouth. She proved to be multi-orgasmic, moaning and shrieking as I kept her going from one climax to another. She struggled mightily against her bonds and begged me to stop several times, but had surrendered control of that decision to me. Finally, she could take no more and used the safeword. 

I immediately stopped and untied her. I held her as she shivered and shook, gradually getting her back into her clothes. We talked as Darlah regained some of her composure and strength. It had been an overwhelming experience for her. The outdoor setting and possibility of being discovered had been particularly scary and therefore very stimulating. I assured her we had been quite safe there, and that there would have been plenty of time to untie her if someone had come. Being helplessly tied and used as a sex object, was extremely exciting to her. She said it was even more intense than she had anticipated. 

Darlah finally asked if I would continue her training, and there was no way I was going to pass up the opportunity to Dom someone with her potential. We made a date to meet later on in the week and exchanged phone numbers. I went home and took a nap. That was enough exercise for one morning.

