Out of Town

Her husband was working out of town on a lengthy assignment. The nature of his assignment, her job and airline schedules did not permit them to see each other for over four weeks. They were in a D/s relationship, with him being the Dom. He had asked me to look in on her and provide some "support" during his absence because he understood how needy subs can get, and she being very submissive could get very needy.

 

Pam is 38 years old and Paul is 41. Both are in decent physical shape, but like many of us, are softening in the middle. Pam is about 5'6" tall, has blue eyes, light brown hair, great tits, and a bit of a pooch. We knew each other from our memberships in a local bdsm group. I had had the pleasure of watching them give a bondage demonstration at a local workshop, but had never participated in any play activity with them.

 

I dropped by their house on a Saturday morning about a week into his absence. Pam answered the door and let me in when I told her I had a message from Paul. She was barefoot and dressed in a pair of short cutoffs and a tee shirt that showed off her tits, indicated she was not wearing a bra. We sat in the living room, me on the sofa and her in a chair across from me.

 

"I wasn't aware you and Paul had talked about anything. What's his message." she asked.

 

I looked directly into her eyes. "He wants us to have sessions to relieve some of your stress."

 

She paused. I could see the wheels turning. "What kind of a session." She had missed the last “s” in sessions.
 

"I think you know what I mean." I stared at her. "As a matter of fact, I want you to take off all of your clothes right now.

 

She blushed. "I'm... I'm not sure Paul would do that kind of thing to me without letting me know."

 

"Well, you can call him and ask," I stated flatly. "However, there is some risk. If you are able to interrupt him at work to ask about something like this, you might piss him off. He could think you are questioning his authority. Also, the longer you delay, the more severe I'm going to be with you." And there’s the fact that I don’t like waiting.
 

She sat there frozen in position, lightly chewing her lower lip.

 

"Well?"
She stood, and blushing even more, removed all of her clothes, folded them and placed them on the chair behind her, then stood there in beautiful, naked submission with her head bowed.
“Good girl—now come here and stand in front of me.” She came and stood about a foot away, placing her hands behind her neck and her feet about 18 inches apart. He had taught her well. Her breasts sagged very little for their size and her age—and they were a nice size and beautiful, with large, pink nipples that were already pebbled with arousal.  I ran my fingers down her sides, then palmed her breasts and pinched her nipples. She moaned in response and shivered slightly. I pinched them harder—she whimpered and her knees buckled. When my fingers dipped into her cunt, her breath caught in her throat. She was already wet. “Lie across my knees.”
She did so readily. Taking a short piece of white cotton rope from my pocket, I secured her hands behind her back. I nudged her legs wider, so my thumb could access her cunt, while my fingers played with her clit. As I did this, I began to spank her, alternating five swats to each side. “You may come any time.” It took only 10 blows on each buttock to give her an intense climax. She was a cumslut. I continued the spanking and several more climaxes followed. I finally stopped when my hand began to sting a bit. I was obviously out of practice, having recently done too much paddle, whip and flogger work.
While she caught her breath, I untied her, then had her kneel in front of me. When I placed my fingers to her lips, she licked them clean. I stood and gestured to my crotch. Pam quickly unzipped my jeans, freed my erection and devoured it. Her mouth was like hot velvet, wet lips and tongue providing me with immediate pleasure. She was an accomplished cocksucker, working me softly with her tongue, then sucking hard, while her fingers massaged and squeezed my balls. I wish I could say I lasted a long time, but I came like a virgin boy, hard and fast, grunting with intense pleasure, while fisting her hair and deeply raping her mouth. She suctioned me down to my balls, swallowing several times as I stood in a frozen, amazed orgasm, my cock jetting my juice deep into her throat.
She took her time cleaning me—giving me several delightful mini-spasms, while my dick shriveled to a nub. With a sigh, I finally tucked it away, zipped up and walked to the door. She was still kneeling there when I turned to look at her. “Oh, one other thing you might not have thought of. If you tell Paul about this, and he didn’t set it up, you are in big trouble. If he did set this up, and you didn’t report it to him, you’re still in trouble. I’ll be back tomorrow at noon. Be naked and ready.” 
I chuckled as I went to my car. I would tell her at the end of our session tomorrow that Paul really had asked me to top her while he was gone. But until I did, her dilemma over what to do would keep her mind occupied—and I figured she would pull out all of the stops to please me.  And when I did tell her the truth, she would be so thankful; I knew she would do anything to please me—anything.
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