hers

We met through an ad I had placed on a site online. He responded in an interesting manner. His words captured my mind. The things that he wrote of stimulated and excited me more than I cared to admit. He then began giving me assignments and things to do… and I ran to try them… to taste what he was offering. Since he was not local, all we could do was e-mail thoughts and feelings... but I longed for more. I longed for a meeting with one who elicited these feelings from me. He surprised me one day with the chance that I sought... He was going to be in the area on a vacation, and wanted to meet. I agreed without thinking of the consequences, but later wrote to him that I was afraid and all I was prepared to do was meet. The day arrived, and I showered and dressed carefully.. taking a long look in the mirror... " I hope that he likes what he sees," I sighed. I checked the clock. It would not do for me to be late. Yes, I had arranged with a friend to call if anything did not feel right… and of course… one never plays on the first meet. I had set my limits to just speaking and maybe, if it felt right... to set a date to try some play. My foot was heavy on the gas, as my mind raced with a million thoughts and fears.. I was scared, and yet oddly excited at the same time. But then again, I was the woman who had such a good control over herself... I did not think that this meeting would change much for me.


HIS

I was ready for this vacation, needing some time away from a frustrating job. Then it occurred to me that to make it interesting, I might try to connect with a submissive woman in the area where I was going to be vacationing. I located several likely candidates, and after a few emails back and forth, found someone, who seemed just right. She was a relatively inexperienced submissive, but expressed the need to open up the door to this side of herself. I gave her some assignments to do that would help her explore the painful pleasures I had in store for her, and begin to tie the bonds of control I needed to have over her. She completed the assignments with flying colors, enjoying them all. She seemed eager to meet me and play. Then, the night before my trip, she emailed me and said all she could promise was a meet. I was a bit put out, but half expected this, so was ready with my response. I told her that I was completely agreeable with this arrangement, and would not attempt to have her do anything she did not want to do. Of course, I had other plans, nasty old Dom that I am. I was at the meeting place a bit early, and had worked out just how I would seduce her. I recognized her vehicle as it pulled in the parking lot.

hers

He was there… waiting… I checked my watch… no… I was not late... he was early. My heart raced as we recognized each other immediately. I parked and joined him in his truck. He was a handsome man whose eyes stirred the butterflies in my stomach. I had no idea of what to expect... but it felt right. He began to drive...we made some small talk… I fought to maintain my composure. Each time his eyes would hold mine, I felt weak and my stomach would twist. As he drove… he presented me with a gift. Two leather bands, commonly found in a tack shop. I knew immediately what they were for and fought against the weakness I felt as I held them... not knowing what to say. My pulse quickened as I held them, my mind and body beginning to be pulled by what was happening. 

HIS

I pulled my truck next to her car. She opened the door and joined me. I told her we would drive and talk a bit, but I headed off in the direction of a local park I had selected beforehand. She was beautiful. Her face showed some tension, but was open and pleasant. She wore a tight-fitting top that showed off her ample breasts and jeans that fit her slim hips very well. As we drove, I pulled out the wrist restraints and handed them to her. "I have a present for you." She took them and looked down at them. The look on her face indicated that I had surprised her completely. She was speechless, but I knew what was going on in her mind. I had thrown her a curve. All of her plans to keep her distance had been put on hold. "Put them on," I directed. When she did, she put them on as tightly as possible, and I knew I had her. I felt the thrill of it course through my body. Still, I might frighten her away. To keep her mind occupied, I told her how I had become a Dom. She sat there quietly, not saying much, and I wondered what was going through her mind. I had her hold her hands in front of her, and grabbed the restraints in my right hand as I drove. Then I had her put her hands behind her and again held the restraints securely in my hand, hoping that she would begin to feel my control of her, and surrender to it. I knew I wanted her, and if need be, would go all out to convince her that we should scene together. I had seen enough. I was ready.

hers

" Put them on," I heard him say. At that instant, all questions and doubts fled. I secured them snugly around my wrists. I felt a shiver of something that I had never felt before, as well as feeling honored that he would give me a gift so soon. I felt twinges of fear, knowing that once bound, I would have no choice but to submit to him and his desires. He allowed me a moment to adjust to the feeling, to somehow know that it was O.K., and to allow it to happen. He grasped both wrists together in front of me with one hand as he drove. "Oh Yes!" My heart was fluttering. This is what I had wished for ... it was really happening, I could feel myself growing moist. Then he released me. Before I had time to think, he did it again, only this time bringing my hands behind my back. His grip was firm and strong, and I found myself feeling even more helpless. He released me again. 

He told me how he found himself in this lifestyle, but I missed the words. I sat lost, allowing his voice to wrap around me, relax me, lead me to knowing that I had already surrendered to him. We arrived in a secluded area of the park. He led me to a picnic table to sit… he spoke more words, his hands touching me, easing me along. I remember him giving me a "safe word", making me look into his eyes as he made sure that I understood the use of it. My mind was assaulted by all of these new feelings within my body. I found my wrists tied behind me… strong and yet strangely comforting. The feeling and pinching of my breasts and nipples created such a heat inside of me, starting the fire to know more. While tied, I was led to another table further from the parking area. … untied... Tied briefly to a tree while hands sought their treasure… teasing… testing… driving me deeper still. I felt safe as he tested me for any hesitations. He would find none. Every sense was heightened as I craved more. Did he not know of how I burned inside? Before I knew it, his hand was inside my jeans, the fingers probing me deeply. I climaxed quickly, surprising myself. Then I was released and placed on the table, wrists secured overhead, still fully dressed. He pulled my top down, then my bra was pulled up, exposing my breasts to the warm sun. His mouth was all over me, sucking, licking, biting… then it was at my clothed crotch, breathing warm air into my wetness. His hands tested me some more, only this time, his fingers deeply probed the core of my sexuality. Again he allowed me the release that I was yearning for… For the first time in my life it flowed from me, uncontrolled and unchecked. My surrender was complete. He knew where I wanted to be and gently pushed me there. 

Then he told me, I would have to ask for permission for my orgasms. Another test, facedown over his knees, hands tied behind me, helpless… jeans unfastened and pulled down almost to my knees, panties down just enough to expose me completely. I shivered. I was afraid of what he would do, how hard, and for how long. It embarrassed me to be in a public place, with a man that I really did not know, in this position, bottom exposed… ready to be spanked. I was excited and confused, wanting this, but almost ready to panic. But when his hand smacked my flesh, I could not protest. It was like an electric jolt running through me, and it was what I wanted and craved, what I needed. He told me to count. I somehow managed to count without losing track He kept it mercifully brief, but I had lost all powers of logical thought. He stopped at twenty, but then his fingers entered me, probing, twisting and turning. I began shamelessly humping against them. Feeling my climax near, I begged him to cum, and he gave me permission. As it began to shake me, he began spanking me again with his other hand. This one was staggering. When it hit me, my cheeks tensed, and I rubbed my crotch against his legs. My bottom and pussy were on fire, connected with sensation. It was over too soon. I lay there catching my breath, amazed at what I had experienced.

Shaking, I was untied and led back to the first table. Wrists still secured, I sat on my heated bottom… loving the feeling of it all, as he fed me sips of water and puffs from a cigarette, allowing my body to understand what had happened. "OH YES!" I thought, " He is a Master!" When he untied me, I felt real fear… I did not want it to end... I thought that maybe I had not been pleasing to him. "Look at what we've done, and we have been together only 45 minutes," he said softly. I had no idea… time no longer existed for me.

HIS

I had picked a picnic area in a local park to talk and discover if we might play. Because it was a weekday, we had the area all to ourselves. We sat on the same side of a picnic table, talking about our experiences. When I sensed she was ready, I slid close to her, so our knees were touching. I took her face in my hands, caressed it and told her that I could be trusted to not hurt her beyond her limits. I made sure she understood what the safeword was. Then I pulled an old tie from my back pocket and tied her hands behind her, using the wrist restraints. So far, so good. I kissed her neck and ears, and thrilled to the feel of her covered breasts under my hands.

My plan was to gradually put her in as many different bondage situations as I could. I also wanted to make her cum several times. The first step was to take her to a tree and fasten her to it. Several days earlier, I had given her the assignment of tying herself to a tree, and she had loved it. I helped her to her feet and guided her to a small tree nearby. I untied her wrists, pulled them together behind the tree, and secured them again. She was now physically helpless to resist. I felt the power of my control of her surge through me. I worked on her breasts through her blouse, pinching the nipples. She squirmed under my hands and fingers and began to breathe heavily. I could feel her nipple rings through the fabric of her bra and blouse. Finally, I had to see them, so I moved her bra and blouse a bit and peeked at her nipples and their duplicate ornaments. She was beautiful. Her breasts were large for her slim body, and did not sag a bit. I could have worked on her nipples and breasts for hours, but reminded myself that I had a goal to keep moving her along. I eased one hand into her jeans, slid my fingers under her panties, and into the slippery wetness of her sex. She closed her eyes and moaned as I worked on her. Suddenly, her hips bucked and she came. I kept my fingers working at her until her spasms stopped. I grinned to myself, thinking I had an exceptionally hot submissive woman on my hands.

When she calmed down, I unfastened her hands and led her over to another picnic table. I had her stretch out on her back. Still using my tie, I secured her wrists over her head and pulled her top and dark blue bra up, exposing two of the nicest breasts I have ever seen. They were pebbled and erect, and the nipple rings beckoned to me to be twisted and pulled. I was in heaven as I twisted, pulled, bit, licked, sucked and devoured her nipples and breasts. The nipple rings were surprisingly warm in my mouth as I took them in my teeth and tugged on them. She was moaning again. I backed off and spread her legs, wishing I had brought something to secure them, too. Finally, I buried my mouth in her cloth-covered crotch, breathing through the fabric and warming her sex with my hot breath. I again slipped my hand into her jeans sought out her slippery sex. My fingers easily entered her, working on her until she came again. Not giving her much time to recover, I unfastened her, asked her to stand up and fastened her hands behind her again.

Time for a little over- the-lap action. As she began to stretch out over my lap, I reached around and undid the buttons on the front of her jeans. It was a simple matter to pull her them down and then slip her panties over her white bottom. I indulged myself by caressing her cheeks and the backs of her legs as I slipped her panties down. I knew what she must be experiencing at this point. She had to be feeling a mixture of excitement and embarrassment at her situation. She was bound and lying helplessly across my lap, with her bottom exposed, about to be spanked, outdoors in broad daylight in a park where anyone who came along might see her. But she did not fight me. Her head was to my left, so I placed my left hand in the small of her back, and caressed her soft bottom cheeks with my right hand. I watched her cheeks clench as she waited for me to spank them. The feel of her skin under my hand was exciting as I felt the curve of her cheeks, the soft backs of her legs and the cleft of her bottom. Without warning, I gave her the first spank. "Count them, slut, "I commanded." "One, sir," she responded. I alternated cheeks, spanking one, then the other, while she kept count. When she anticipated a blow or when I felt myself becoming too excited, I stopped and caressed her warm backside. When we got to 20, I entered her with the fingers of my right hand. As she began thrusting her body against my fingers, I began gently spanking her with my left hand. As her arousal level went up a notch, so did my spanking. Finally, "Master, may I cum?" "Yes, pet, cum hard for me." And she did, she came hard and fast, as I increased the speed and intensity of the smacking blows to her hot ass. I listened to her grunting and moaning through her climax, and sighed with pleasure as I looked at my handiwork. Her bottom was both pink and red, and in places, I could see the marks left by my fingers.

Afterward, I took her back to the first picnic table, lit a cigarette for her and gave her puffs from it and sips of water from a bottle she had brought. We talked about how she had felt, what she liked… she liked it all. When she had relaxed a bit, I untied her hands. I wanted her to have her freedom again, to know she had been through it all safely, and could trust me. I also hoped she would feel a sudden letdown at the loss of her bondage. I wanted her to want the next step. I wanted her in bondage in the privacy of my motel room. "Do you want to go the motel," I asked. I saw the hesitancy in her eyes and on her face. Was I pushing her too fast? "Let me show you some of my toys," I suggested. I hoped seeing some of the things I might use on her would give her some breathing room and at the same time, entice her. As I showed her some of the items in my bag, I demonstrated them, allowing the feel of them to draw her closer to that decision to come with me. Finally, she was ready. I could sense it from her breathing and the look in her eyes. "Let's go to my room," I whispered. She stood, and walked toward my pickup. The next step was about to be taken.

hers

He asked me to go to his room. I hesitated, trying to grasp his request. Sensing my hesitancy, he backed off and gave me time to adjust by bringing his "toys", showing me, explaining and touching them to my skin. I had to go. My body felt so alive now… I needed more... I had to have more! We drove to the motel. We were both so focused on what was about to happen, I don't think either one of us remembered the drive. When we entered his room, I felt awkward, not knowing how to proceed. "Lie down on the bed on your stomach," he directed. I hurried to comply. I hid my face in the pillow to hide my nervousness as well as to keep myself from panicking. OH... the most exquisite, strong hands began to massage my neck and back, releasing the hidden tensions. He knew what I was feeling, and he knew how to ease me back to a level of comfort. My top and bra came off.. he continued the massage as my body responded to each touch. With perfect timing.. he gently began to tie ropes to my wrist bands and secure them to the corners of the bed. One last wisp of fear gripped me, but faded as soon as he secured my wrist bands with rope to the bed corners. My jeans and panties were removed, and I was helplessly naked. He spread my legs, placing bands around my ankles and fastened them as well, making sure to pull them apart just a bit past my comfort zone. I knew that I was totally at his mercy now, stretched, no escape save the one word which he promised me would halt everything. One word that I had no desire to use. 

He began with his fingers and his mouth.... his touch so erotic ... progressed to a flogger. God , I loved how it made me feel. He kept it moving, flicking and dancing across my body, stinging me with dozens of little bites… now and then making sure it kissed deep between my splayed legs. I could have cum from that alone… but there was more to taste... so I controlled myself and pushed it back a bit. When he stopped, he took pictures of me. I wanted to say ""NO!", but the words would not come. Even the thought of pictures excited me. His words now changed... he called me a slut, a cum slut, and a pain slut as well. "YES!" I wanted to cry out... " I am that and more," but it was only said inside my head. 

He untied me, but only to change positions. I readily obeyed when he said to turn over... and quickly secured me again. I felt even more exposed and helpless, but very much aroused by it all. He used a flogger on my front. Each strike to my nipples made them stand up.. throb.. and burn with hot sensations. The strikes between my legs almost pushed me over, but I knew I had to ask first. He brought out his pin wheel... Hell, he had two! So much pleasure, my mind was totally wrapped in it, reaching for more. I was such a slut now, loving him for bringing me to this point, for using me this way. I could no longer understand what was pain and what was pleasure.. each gave the other a new edge, and I was lost in it, loving it. He placed a towel over my face while he took more pictures, then moved on to a new sensation. I found my new blindness even more stimulating, because I could not see what was coming next...only feel it when it happened. I heard him explain that the clips that he attached to my nipples were for electrical stimulation. I wondered if I could take it. The first contact was a mild tingle, I almost felt let down, this was too easy, but it changed… growing stronger. Suddenly, it reached the point where it felt as though a thousand needles were being rapidly stuck in my nipples. I was so wet now… my hips moved on their own, fighting the bonds that held me down. Strange, guttural , animal noises came from my throat. I was so close. I managed a strangled "PLEASE," among my sounds. " No, not yet pet!" I could feel my body writhe in pure frustration, to be this close and to be denied. The torment was too great. I fought against the desire to let go, to cum although my Master had denied me relief. Denial was by far the worst pain, yet I had to comply. Reading me so well, he changed his assault. The pleasure in my nipples was gone, but he replaced it with yet another electrical device. This one was on my pussy... on the lips , starting slowly but building, my orgasm was building as well. I danced on the edge, not knowing if I would fall, nor caring, just dancing exactly as my Master wished. He controlled me and he owned me, totally and completely, right down to my orgasm. For a brief second it all stopped, but then came a sensation that shook me to my core. He had placed the device directly on my now super sensitive clit. It hit me hard. I cried out as my body stiffened and rose from the bed as if lifted by unseen hands. Again, he removed it, allowing my body to settle back on the bed again. Oh, how I loved it...I needed more… noises tearing from me, hips unsuccessfully seeking out the instrument of such painful pleasures. How I wanted more. But he knew what he was doing. He touched me again. But this time, I knew what I craved, and I pushed back, taking all of what he gave. "OH PLEASE" I managed... "Please what Pet?" "Please, let me cum for you, Master!" 

I was a slave to my desires now.. I would say anything to gain my release... He removed the instrument and took my aching clit in his mouth. I felt his fingers plunge deep within my burning cunt. "Cum for me now pet!" The wave broke as I felt the flood of all my pent up passions rushing out of me... wave after wave, washing me away. I climaxed like I had never dreamed that I could, and he stayed.. licking , sucking, biting, tugging while he massaged each wave, pulling them from me until he knew that he had taken all that I could give. He gently untied me from the bed, yet kept my legs bound together at the ankles... I caught my breath... "Serve me, slut." It was my turn now... and I was more than ready... but that is another story.

HIS

Once we were in the room, I wasted little time. "On the bed, on your stomach." She was there quickly, her head buried in the pillows. I took her shoes off, straddled her hips, and began rubbing her back and neck. I knew she was a bit tense, and figured that this would relax her for what was to come. She made sounds of approval as I worked on her. When I judged the time was right, I fastened her wrists to ropes I had secured earlier to the corners of the bed. But first, I eased the top over her head and unfastened and removed her bra. Now that I knew I had her secured, I took some more time and rubbed her nude back, and kissed her shoulders and neck.

As I reached under her to unbutton her jeans, she raised her hips off the mattress. I pulled the jeans off and quickly eased her panties down and off her feet. As I sneaked looks at her slim hips, I quickly fastened restraints to both ankles and fastened the left one to the corner of the bed. I looped a rope through the right restraint and stretched her wide open. I wanted her to be split as wide as I could stretch her, because I know that being stretched this way contributes to the feeling of helplessness, and this would add to the whole experience. I began kissing her back and caressing her shoulders, arms and sides with my fingers and nails. She began to quiver and breathe heavily. I kissed the backs of her legs, making sure my beard and mustache scratched her skin. She moaned in response. 

I reached into my bag and brought out several floggers. My preference is not use a flogger like a whip. Instead I twirl it in the air and gradually bring it into contact with skin. When the "swish, swish, swish" of my flogger struck her bottom with many sting-like caresses, she began moaning and tossing her head from side to side. I knew she was experiencing the conflicting sensations of pain/pleasure as my flogger swished across her skin. I moved the strike area to the "V" between her legs, trying to get as close to her labia as possible. I alternated working her over with the flogger with caresses of my hands. Slaps to both of her cheeks were followed by my fingers entering her love tunnel. She was practically gushing fluids as my fingers entered her easily.

She was so beautiful, I had to take digital pictures. I snapped several, paying close attention to the marks on the backs of her slim bottom. I told her she was a beautiful pain slut. When she next climaxed, I called her a cum slut. I untied her to give her a break, but quickly rolled her over on her back and secured her so her front side was spread and totally open to me. The flogger caressed her ringed nipples, and as I watched, they became wrinkled and pointed. I did many things to her that morning. I tied her nipples by the rings to a rope and fastened the rope to the head of the bed… then strummed the string. I shocked her nipples and clit. I clamped her nipples with vibrating clamps and flogged her breasts with my stiff cock. She eagerly sucked my meat while I straddled her chest and reached behind me, twisting and pulling her nipples by the rings. And she climaxed over and over again, cumming whenever I gave permission. Sometimes I made her beg for release, sometimes I gave it to her immediately. I coaxed her into relaxing as she came and the sensations swept her off her feet like a tidal wave.

I finally untied her and we cuddled a bit as she caught her breath. I told her that she was every Dom's dream sub, someone who could take everything that was given to her, and still be there for more. I knew that the next time we were together, I would take things up a notch, so the pain would become a more important aspect of our play. I stretched out on my back and coaxed her to lie on top of me. "Time to serve me," I whispered. As the kisses trailed down my neck and lingered at my nipples, I felt my cock begin to harden again. When her lips trailed across my stomach and down to my cock, I sighed. When she took me into her warm mouth, and her tongue flattened itself and move under the head of my cock, I groaned. I knew that I would not be able to hold out long, and sensed that she very much wanted to give me total pleasure. As I felt her fingers grip my testicles and her tongue softly flutter on my rod, I was totally focused on the pleasures she was giving me. I felt a tightness grip my groin, and surrendered to it. It crashed over me and left me breathless. As far as I was concerned, she had given me more than I had given her. 

