As I stood in front of his door, I wondered if I was crazy. I grown woman needing this, wanting it with all my heart, which I could feel beating heavily in my chest. I took a deep breath. He had warned me that a certain amount of fear was normal. I was normal then. It was a strange feeling, fear mixed with anticipation and excitement... and arousal. Yes, I was plenty aroused. 

We met at one of those Internet sites that cater to adults with non-vanilla tastes. One of my friends had laughingly told me about the site she had accidentally stumbled upon. My face flushed when she told me the details, and I made sure I memorized the addy. I rushed home that night to my apartment, turned on the computer, and with shaking fingers, typed in the keystrokes necessary to find it. I spent several hours on the site that night, and returned for several more visits before I got up the nerve to join. 

His was the first response. His email and profile caught my attention right away. He seemed to know what he was doing, and he was local. For a couple of weeks we emailed back and forth. He was patient and understanding and answered all of my questions, while using his powers of seduction to make me more and more excited. I confessed my darkest desires to him, and sat there night after night with panties soaked with desire. Then there were assignments he gave me, things like putting clothespins on my nipples and then masturbating to a shuddering climax. He had me wear sexy bras and panties to work. Some days, I went without a bra. Other days, I wore a thong, which kept me constantly stimulated as it rubbed against my clit and asshole. 

When we finally met at a local restaurant, I was pleased to see he looked even more handsome than his picture. He took control right away, pulling me close and kissing me on the lips. The kiss was direct and possessive. His tongue pressed between my lips, leaving me almost breathless as he pulled away, took my hand and led me to his booth. I could feel the fire start in my belly and my nipples begin to tingle.

We sat on the same side of the booth like lovers---another thing he controlled. We talked for over an hour, and I was surprised by how quickly I felt comfortable with him, while at the same time my pussy dripped with arousal. When he took my hand in his and told me he would never deliberately injure me, or do anything I did not want, I got goosebumps. I believed him. He had already given me a safeword, and assured me he would stop instantly if I used it. We then went out to his car, which was parked at the far end of the parking lot and talked a bit more. When he asked me if I had followed his instructions about how to dress, I lowered my eyes and nodded. 

"Show me," he said calmly, but in a way that indicated it was not a request. My breasts are 38D, and still have relatively little sag. Their nipples are large and meaty, and surrounded by large brown aureole, which wrinkle at the slightest touch or erotic thought. They were already at that stage and fully engorged. I took a breath and pulled the elastic of my low-cut top away from my breasts as I pushed them out. "Good girl." His hands reached for me and began caressing and pinching my nipples. I moaned and shuddered a bit, then sucked in my breath as he pinched me harder. I could feel my nipples stiffen under his fingers. It was all I could do to keep from squeezing my thighs together and squirming with need. I imagined him tying me to his bed, attaching nipple clamps and then fucking me senseless. "Show me the rest." I was too far-gone to resist anything he wanted. Raising my skirt, I spread my legs and showed him my shaved pussy. "Play with yourself." I buried my fingers in my sopping quim. I closed my eyes and offered my breasts to him. We both worked on me for a moment or two, and I felt that familiar tickle inside my sex. 

"Please, Master, may I cum?" He grunted his approval, and I crashed through one of the most intense climaxes of my life. It shook me to my core. I had been in his car just a few minutes, and he had taken me to a climax as though he had known me intimately for years. It took a few minutes to recover, and when I opened my eyes, I realized he had allowed my clothes to cover me again. We talked a bit more, like two lovers. I wanted to do something for him, but he indicated that I would serve him completely the next time we met. Then he asked me to close my eyes and used his voice and words to arouse me again until I had another intense climax without being touched at all. I was astonished, but he indicated that this was just the beginning, and said that I should approach this with an open mind, removing all expectations and limitations as to what might happen. He used his voice and words to make me cum again and again, and when we finally parted, I agreed to come to his apartment later in the week.

So there I was, standing in front of his door with my heart beating furiously, and so turned on that my thong was dripping with my juice. He opened the door and let me in. He his feet were bare, and he wore a black tee shirt and black jeans. As I had been instructed, I followed him into his playroom. I glanced around and saw a wooden sawhorse with padding on top of it, a padded table with eyebolts attached to the edges, and walls covered with whips and other things I couldn’t identify. There was also a large wooden frame standing in a corner. He pointed to a chair, and I hurriedly took off my clothes, folding them and placing them on the chair. When I was naked, he fastened black restraints with silver rings to my ankles and wrists, tied my arms behind me, then led me over to the wooden frame. As he positioned me under the crossbeam, I noticed that large eyebolts had been screwed all around the frame.

He leaned closer to me and whispered. “Will you give yourself to me totally, pet?” 

My legs felt weak, and my heart raced. I licked my lips and nodded. “Yes, Master.” He placed his hands on my shoulders and pushed down.

“Kneel, slut.” The word sent a jolt of electricity through me! With his help, I went to my knees.  He slipped a blindfold over my eyes, and it was like a switch had been flipped inside my head. I had never felt so submissive. In my mind, I pictured how I must look, naked, helpless and eagerly awaiting for whatever he wanted to do to me. I was a sexual slave, totally owned by her Master, there to be used by him in whatever way he required. His hands caressed my breasts and nipples, which were tingling and engorged. I moaned and began to pant. When he lightly pinched my nipples, my breath caught in my throat. “I like the way your nipples respond to my touch.” I felt his fingers close around the left nipple, as if holding it in place. Then something clamped down on it, and I squealed in pain. “It’s just a clothespin, slut. You said you wanted to be clamped and tortured. Well, be careful for what you wish. You just might get it.” 

The pain was like fire on my nipple. At first, I wanted to shake it off, but then I felt the throbbing begin, and threw my head back as the pain turned into pleasure. A clothespin was quickly attached to my other nipple, repeating the pain and increasing my arousal. He then began tapping the pins, and jolts of pleasure ran down my belly to my cunt.

I heard Master unzip his pants, then smelled the musk of his cock as he rubbed its soft skin across my lips. I licked it, then opened my mouth, savoring the smell and salty-sweet taste of it as I sucked in the rubbery, bulbous head. His fingers tangled themselves in my hair, and used it to hold me still, while he entered my mouth. I used my tongue and lips to give him as much pleasure as I could, while trying to control my breathing. He pulled me toward him, and I opened my jaws and took him down until my nose was buried in his hair. I was totally owned; my life and breath was in his hands. As Master held me there, I focused on using my mouth and throat to give him pleasure. I was dizzy from it, hot, dizzy, and sexually excited beyond anything I had anticipated. Finally, he pulled away enough to allow me to catch my breath. Then his cock was back again. I bathed the tip of it with my tongue and lips, and worked my way back down. I lost myself in the feel of it, and heard him groan with pleasure. My face felt hot, and I felt my clit twitch. I was close to the edge.

He released my head, and his fingers slipped between my thighs, caressing my clit. I was so close to cumming, but afraid to displease him if I did without his permission. But he knew where I was, and asked if I wanted to cum. I nodded my head, and worked harder on his cock. “Cumslut,” he whispered. It was all he had to say.  The sudden release of the clothespins from my nipples caused me to squeal through my nose. My climax rolled over me in wave after wave of pleasure. My mouth gripped his cock as I spasmed and shook through a series of powerful climaxes and then ever dwindling after cums. He finally pulled it free, and allowed to sit on the floor, while I caught my breath.

But I was not allowed to rest for long. He unfastened my arms from behind me, helped me to my feel, then fastened my arms overhead. I was still blindfolded, and was amazed about how helpless it made me feel. I did not resist when he moved my legs apart, and used the restraints and rope to spread me wide. I could feel the air on my exposed clit. I was like a bug caught in a web, helpless and unable to resist what was inevitable. Evidence of my arousal ran down my leg. My stomach churned with mixed emotions. I was on the edge of a cliff, waiting to be pushed over it and totally paralyzed.

Master surprised me by removing my blindfold. I blinked at the sudden bright light, wondering what was happening. “I want you to see, what is happening to you.” He put a pair of vibrating clamps on my nipples, tightened them until I was moaning, and turned them on. The vibrations shot waves of pleasure through my breasts. His fingers slipped into my wet cunt and roughly entered me. I almost came again, but managed to hold it off. His fingers left me, and when I opened my eyes, his were inches away. “I’m going to whip you with a horsehair whip.”

He held it in front of my face. I had heard that a horsehair whip hurt like the dickens, but left no marks. I was about to find out for myself. I was helpless, hanging there from the overhead beam. He caressed my bottom with the whip, and while I was concentrating on it, removed the clamps from my nipples. I gasped from the pain. My nipples were very sensitive from all of the stimulation they had received to that point. He caressed my nipples with the whip, then struck me across the breasts with it several times. When I finally screamed, he stopped, went to the chair and brought back my thong. Master held the thong in from of my face, and I obediently opened my mouth. He rubbed the thong across my nose, stuffed it into my mouth, then tore off a piece of duct tape from a nearby roll and taped it across my mouth. I smelled and tasted my earlier excitement. The roll of duct tape was thrust into my hand. “Drop it if you want me to stop.”   Master began whipping my bottom. At first, the strikes were soft, but then they increased in intensity. My ass began to burn. He came around to the front of me, and teased me by touching the whip between my legs. I tried to move away, but the ropes gave me no room for movement.

The whip struck my clit, and I jerked and screamed. Master toyed with me, making me wait for the second one. When it finally arrived, it was worse than the first one. I closed my eyes, trying to hide from it. “Look at me,” he whispered. I opened my eyes and locked them on his. He held my gaze and struck me between the legs again. Something opened inside my mind. As I held his gaze, I accepted the pain…. welcomed it, then nodded my head for him to continue. He struck me again. My body and mind vibrated with it. I nodded my head again, and tried to spread my legs and thrust my hips toward the whip.  The whip struck my nipples, and I felt myself opening like a flower. I tried to scream for more through my gag, but all that came out was a moan. At some point, the pain turned to pleasure, intense pleasure. Finally, Master dropped the whip, knelt in front of me and began licking my clit. “Cum, slut.” I went off like a rocket, straining against my bonds and screaming into my gag and through my nose. My body vibrated like a tuning fork. Master’s fingers entered me, and I felt my cunt clench around them again and again. I heard myself moan through my nose. It was a high pitched sound that turned into a hum as my body quivered. Master’s tongue and fingers continued to work their magic on me, and my climax rolled into one more, and another. They strung themselves together until I lost rational thought, letting them take total possession of me.

When I was finally able to think again, I was hanging limply from the ropes. Master was removing the tape and thong from my mouth, and I looked at him, while trying to comprehend what had happened. I later realized I had gone into subspace… something I had heard about, but only half believed. Master unfastened me and carried me to his bedroom and put me into his bed. I slept until he awakened me. I was tied in a spreadeagle position to the four corners of his bed, and his cock was slipping between my thighs. He whispered, “Ready or not, here I come.”

