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As he drove the two hours to her city, his mind worked on different ideas for first scenes to do with her. He felt a funny feeling in his throat and stomach...it was hard to swallow, and there were butterflies. He remembered the old joke...it’s OK to have butterflies, the trick is to make them fly in formation! Her directions were excellent. He half wished that they weren’t so he could have that as an excuse to punish her. But then, she had to be excited, too, and bad directions only lengthened the wait for her. It was in her best interest to make sure he got there as quickly as possible. 

He drove into her complex, found the apartment and parked the car. As he sat behind the wheel, he hoped that this first experience was good for her. He really did not care that much about what he got out of it...as long as the control was there. The important thing was that the experience was pleasurably painful for her. She wanted to be dommed, well, she was going to get her money’s worth. He got out of the car and reached into the backseat to pull out his bag of equipment. Mentally, he ran over it’s contents...rope, leather cuffs for feet and wrists, leather collar, feathers, electric shock unit, vibrator, assorted floggers, nipple clamps, blindfold, ball gag, clothespins, lotion and miscellaneous other mental and physical pain/pleasure devices. He was ready. He straightened his shoulders. It was time for action. Straight to the door he went and knocked authoritatively. It began to open. 

The door opened and there she was. She was nice looking. Great legs peeked at him out from under her shorts...nice ass...great breasts...overall a great combination. She invited him in. They sat on her couch for a while and chatted, getting to know each other better. After a few minutes, he asked her if she was ready. She looked down at the floor and nodded. He told her to go to the bathroom and get a drink and pee. He gave her two minutes to do this and to come to her bedroom. When she rushed into her bedroom, she found him sitting on her bed scratching her dog behind the ears. Well, if her dog liked him, she was probably going to be safe. Still...doubts filled her mind. What if he hurt her too much. What if he was a serial killer. What if he raped her and left her tied to the bed to die. She was scared, but she knew that was part of the attraction. He told her to kneel in front of him with her hands on her thighs, palm upward and eyes downcast. She complied. 

As if he knew what was going on in her mind, he gave her a safe word to stop what he was doing. It was “butterfly”. He also gave her a stop word to stop the whole scene. It was “onion.” He stated that he did not ever want to give her more pain or pleasure than she could handle, and that all she had to do was use the safe word or the stop word and he would respond. He told her that in a moment, he was going to tell her to disrobe and that he expected her to comply with that directive and all others immediately and without discussion. She was to call him “Sir” whenever they were alone and she was always to be nude and available when they were alone unless he told her otherwise. 

“Are you ready, sweet slut?” he finally asked. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, what?” “Ahhh...yes, Sir!” she managed to quickly reply. “Good girl! Now disrobe and get back in the position on your knees! Now!” As she hurried to get her clothes off, she hoped he would like her body. There, she was naked. She quickly knelt again with hands on thighs. She realized that her nipples were pebbling. Her breasts were starting to ache. She hoped he liked them. He had told her she was beautiful all over. “Wow!” he had written several months ago after looking at the pictures she had sent him. As she waited, she heard him moving around her bed, fastening ropes and restraints to all four corners. She ventured a peek. He had a stern look on his face as he tied and checked each knot, testing the rope that held it. “Alright, slut, on the bed on your stomach!” She practically leaped onto the bare sheets. They were ready to begin. 

She stretched out on her bed on her stomach, her face buried in the pillow. She could feel her nipples pressing against the sheet. It was an unusually erotic feeling. She heard him moving around the bed. Then he told her to raise her head and close her eyes. A blindfold was placed over her eyes and made snug behind her head. She heard clothes rustling and realized that he must be undressing. Then the bed shifted as his weight was upon it. She felt him straddle her legs, and felt his cock stirring against her bottom. Then came a squirting sound and she felt a warm liquid being poured down and up her spine. As his fingers began massaging her back, she realized that he must have warmed lotion or oil earlier in the kitchen. Oh, what a divine feeling to have his strong hands and fingers pressing and kneading and slipping up and down her back. Now the fingers were on her shoulders, slipping and sliding over them. Then her neck was being worked on. She relaxed and enjoyed the sensations. She felt something big running up and down her spine and from his body movements, realized that it must be his elbow pressing against the muscles and nerves all along her back. “Man, he is good at this! If this is any sign of what he can do, he missed his calling. I’d pay for this,” she thought dreamily. The back massage continued for what seemed to be a long time. More lotion was added and massaged in. Then she felt the lotion being squirted on her bottom. His hands slipped over her cheeks, tenderly kneading her muscles. She hadn’t realized how tired her lower back and buns were until he worked on them. She sighed dreamily, and drifted a bit. Then she felt him turn around and straddle her lower back. His fingers worked on the backs of her legs. 

Suddenly, there was a different sensation starting on the backs of her legs and working itself down to the back of her right knee. She felt it tickle at first, then press harder against the fold there, and shivered with the sensation. It was his tongue. Oh, what a sensation. She began to moan and pant with the erotic feelings his tongue was creating. Then he was licking and nibbling at the back of her other knee. She was turned on to the surprising sensations being sent from her legs to her brain. His mouth traveled down to her feet, then away. Her right foot was pulled up and lotion applied to it. Mmmm, his fingers worked at the sole of her foot, massaging the soreness out of it, but at the same time somehow exciting her even more. What was this? His mouth enveloped her big toe and his tongue circled it. The sensation was overpowering. She moaned and felt a gush of fluids in her cunt as a climax start to build. Now the lotion was applied to her other foot. His fingers erotically worked at the sole. Then his mouth was on her again. She moaned and thrashed on the bed as her climax came closer. His hands were now working at the soles of both of her feet, then his mouth imprisoned both big toes. She could hardly stand it as his mouth worked on her and his fingernails raked across the soles of her feet. He placed her feet back on the mattress a good distance apart. She felt fluid trickle from her cunt down between her cleft. His mouth was back at the back of one leg and then another...finger again scratching the soles of her feet. 

She was going wild with it all and feeling her climax coming closer. This was crazy...she couldn’t come just from being touched this way, could she? His mouth was now working its magic up the backs of her legs to her bottom. His beard was gently scratching her cheeks, driving her crazy. She felt his tongue and teeth on her. Suddenly his fingers were between her legs, entering her easily. She moaned and thrust her bottom up. His thumb entered her and forefinger found it’s way to her clit. She came suddenly and fiercely, screaming into the pillow. As she came down, she felt him stretch out across her back. His cock fell between her legs and touched the lips of her cunt, giving her little aftershocks of pleasure. He kissed the back of her neck, then her ears. Oh, the feel of his mouth and tongue on her ear brought her arousal back. Now he was at her other ear, his hot breath sending shivers throughout her whole body. She felt another climax building in her groin. 

She felt his weight move away from her and his hands pushed and pulled at her, signaling that she should roll over on her back. As she did so, she whispered, “Please take me now.” “Wait, little one,” was the reply. She heard the rattle of a restraint above her head and realized he was about to fasten her down. She was even more turned on by the thought of it. She was ready for it, wanting him to take her ever higher. He began securing her right hand. She felt her stomach to a flip-flop. Her other hand was next. She was committed now. He spread her legs wide and fastened each ankle restraint to a rope, tugging until she was stretched open... farther than she could ever imagine... helpless.... eager.... scared.... wanting it.... fearful.... gushing.... 

She looked up into his eyes as he gazed down at her helpless body. “It is time, pet,” he whispered. She saw the nipple clamps in his hands as he leaned over her. She realized that her nipples were hard and pointed. They would be perfect targets for the clamps. The clamps were placed on her stomach as he moved away from her view. What was he doing? She heard the tape being ripped from its roll. What was he doing with the tape? Surely he could not be meaning to gag her. The thought was hardly in her brain, when he placed the duct tape across her mouth, sealing it shut. 

“In case you are wondering, pet, occasionally, I find a sub so special that I need to give her extra special treatment. Well, treatment is not the right word. Torture fits better. I can’t help myself. This is one of those times... you are so beautiful this way, that I have changed my plans entirely. This is going to be more severe for you than I had planned. Hang in there and try to enjoy it. If you don’t... I don’t really care.” He chuckled, and the sound of it made her skin crawl. 

His hands reached for her nipples. As they touched them, they squeezed and twisted the sensitive flesh cruelly. Her scream would have been unearthly had it not been for the duct tape. The next 20 minutes were the longest she had ever endured. He enjoyed them immensely. She strained at her bonds, moaned and tried to beg with her eyes. There was no choice but to ride it out. He took his pleasure in giving her every ounce of pain short of making her pass out. Then he raped her, taking her suddenly and without mercy. He drove into her body, each thrust like a pile driver, quickly taking himself over the top, not caring for her pleasure. But she came in spite of him, surprising herself with the ease and intensity of it.... shuddering through it, nipples and bruised areas throbbing with erotic fire. 

He finished, got dressed and almost as an afterthought untied one of her wrist restraints, so she could eventually get loose. He pulled the tape away from her mouth, picked up his bag, walked to the bedroom door and turned to face her. “I will be here next Saturday at the same time.” “Yes, Sir, I will be ready.... and.... thank you.” 

After he left, she struggled to release herself. As she did, she wondered how he had known, how he had seen into the innermost soul of her need. Once she was free, she crawled under the covers, and drifted off to sleep. “No matter,” she thought, “What does matter is that he knows and is willing to take me there. I only hope that my body can handle what my mind craves. She went to sleep picturing herself under his cruel and loving hands. 

