Getting Control

I had her where I wanted her… In bondage on the bed in the motel room. We had met that evening at a local bar after corresponding via email for several weeks. It was one of those websites that matches people, who practice bondage, discipline and other kinky activities. I told her I was going to be visiting the city where she lived in a few weeks. We seemed to hit it off well, exchanged pictures. Neither one was chased off. The relationship grew. I gave her some assignments, which excited her. By the time we met, we were both hot to trot. When we finally met, I gave her a pair of wrist restraints. She seemed to appreciate the gift, putting them on right there in the bar, not caring if anyone saw her wearing them. Oh yes, she was ready. We went to the room.

I am not one to push a new sub too hard and too quickly. I wanted to ease her into it, but I wanted to have her in my control as soon as possible. As soon as we were in the room, I grabbed an old silk tie out of my bag and tied her hands behind her, fastening it through her wrist restraints. Then I sat her on the edge of the bed and sat down next to her. I stroked her hair and asked her if she was sure she wanted to give herself to me.

“Yes.” Her response was without hesitation.

“Yes, what?” My hand firmly gripped the hair on the back of her head, turning it so she was looking directly in my eyes. Enforce control. Keep her on her toes.

“Yes, Sir.” She quickly corrected herself and broke eye contact.

“Good girl,” I whispered. You will find that I am rather easy going, and later, we may drop that term of respect. For now, you are in training, and I must insist that you call me Sir or Master.” Keep her head in the game.

“Yes, Sir,” She murmured.  

There is something very sexy about a woman with her hands bound behind her. For that matter, there is something sexy about a woman bound in any way. I stood in front of her, held her face in my hands, leaned in and kissed her red mouth. She gave the kiss back, tongue twining with mine, fluttering across my lips. I felt my cock stiffen in my pants. We were both breathing more heavily when I finally pulled away. I stood and straddled her legs. My organ was a lump in my jeans. I rubbed it against her face, and she turned her head back and forth, allowing my swollen front to caress both cheeks and her lips. Treat her like a sex object.

I unzipped and worked my stiff meat out of my jeans, letting it bob in front of her eyes. Her eyes never left it as I tensed my groin muscles and made it dance for her. Then I held it so it just touched her cheek. She was smart. She unconsciously licked her lips, but otherwise did not move,  waiting for my instructions. I rubbed my cock all over her face, across cheeks, lips, forehead and chin, then began tapping those same places with it. She blinked and flinched slightly. I stepped back. “On your knees, slut.” 

Awkwardly, she slipped off the bed and down on her knees. Some thresholds need to be crossed as quickly as possible…. Dom superior… sub kneeling in her proper place, being the slut she craves to be. “Suck, slut.”  Her red lips and mouth engulfed me, moving eagerly. “Easy, slut. There’s time for you to get all you want.” I grabbed both sides of her head, and began pumping deeply into her mouth. It felt like hot velvety silk. My nipples ached and grew hard. I knew I was using her. She knew it, too. I was using her as my fuck toy, using her mouth… she became a pleasure object. I groaned from the intensity of it and the image in front of me… mouth and tongue and lipstick-smeared cock. The same type image I had seen in a thousand movies and pictures… now pure self-directed, self-involved porn.

My ballsack began to contract. Don’t lose control. I reached down and unbuttoned her blouse… hands inside, pulling at her bra… getting it up and away… caressing, then mauling her breasts… sensations taking me to new heights. Yes… Her mouth worked its magic, wet milking my seeping cock, sucking pre-cum as it oozed and streamed from the tip. I could feel the tickle begin at the base of my balls. Nooooo…… too soon… Yessss….. Don’t stop. A haze swam in front of my eyes.

I was disconnected… eyes closed… feeling pure sensations… hands holding her head in place… then allowing her to move her head as I again caressed, squeezed, pinched, scratched, twisted and pulled at her firm nipples. I heard, then felt her moan vibrate around me. My cock seemed swollen beyond itself… ready to burst with sweet agony … skin unable to contain the swelling … ready to explode into pieces. I was … feverish… quivering… pumping against the agonizingly delicious sensations… frozen… held prisoner by the sensations overwhelming my sex. She worked at the head of my cock, flicking it with her tongue, sucking it in, then allowing it to slip out again… torturing me with small nips of her teeth, almost too exquisitely painful to bear, then taking me in deeply again. Repeating…. Repeating…. Repeating… totally controlled by my submissive sex object… a slave to the slut slave’s mouth engulfing and tormenting me… and it happened… squeezes from the root, pumping my silky fluids to the surface… erupting creamy lava… spasms that anchored me to the spot, incapable of any movement other than body quivers and a gutteral growl escaping from my open throat. She took it all and gave me more, swallowing then continuing to tease my tender flesh, making more spasms follow… until it was finished.

We were frozen in position. The only movement, her mouth and tongue continuing to milk after-cum from my shrinking sex… still making me twitch with aftershocks… tender tortures.

I helped her to her feet, then back to a sitting position in the middle of the bed, then down on her back, bound arms trapped behind her… my arm fell across her breasts as I lay there catching my breath. I would have to watch out for this one. So new to this and inexperienced, yet sensing a way to gain control while being controlled. I sat up and unfastened her skirt, pulling it off while she raised her bottom. She wore no panties… my command. Just one way to be in control. Take it. I put restraints around her ankles, and split her wide open, when I tied the restraints to the bottom corners of the bed. Fluid dribbled from her center.

I flicked her nipple with my fingertip. She jumped and gasped. I did it again with the other nipple just to watch her breasts jiggle. “You are very good, pet, almost too good. But I am better than you know. You only had control because I gave it to you. Now that you have taken care of me, there is no reason for me to let up on you. I am going to have to punish you for causing me to lose control in your wonderful mouth. Hang in there, pet.” Her eyes got big and she licked her lips. Enough mind games. It was her turn. I got out my toys and began.

