The Session

I had asked Mistress for this, overcome my nervousness, and asked her quite politely if she would consider topping me again. After several months without her attention, I needed a session where I could surrender again. I had moved out of the area, and we had experienced a lot of difficulty matching schedules, resulting in no release for my monster need.

She did not respond for several hours, and I was filled with self doubt. What was taking so long? Did she have doubts about me? Was I worthy? Finally, there was a response. I read her email with mounting excitement.  “I wish to see a written version of how you see a session with me. Make it detailed and original. If I am enthralled, the session shall come to pass.”

I finally stopped holding my breath, letting it out slowly. What would I write? How could I write something that would enthrall her? I thought and thought about how to start, but I was stumped for ideas. Then there was a problem with my son, who is attending college. He wanted to drop out of school for just a semester, writing off all of the tuition that had already been paid. Over the next few days, the stress of that situation paralyzed my brain, but it finally worked its way to a happy conclusion. I had no idea of what to write.

I wrote to Mistress: “As you can see, I am not my normal self. Will write more specifics as to a scenario when I get the ideas… my main thought is to submit to you, and with few limits. That means I want to go through whatever you wish.” I really was at a standstill, but desperately wanted to be with Mistress and have her take control of me. I wanted to show her I now understood the acceptance part of submission. I also hoped she might accept my pitiful excuse for something in writing.

To her credit, she was the true Domme, and did not back down from her position. She understood and emphasized with my situation, and told me to take my time in doing my writing assignment. She wrote: “The scenario will come when it should. All will work out. Keep me posted.”

Her verbal judo was not what I hoped to see. She was telling me if I really wanted this, I would have to produce something worthy of her attention. I went to bed that night, frustrated, and with no clue about how I should tackle the assignment.

I awoke the next morning without any better idea of how to proceed. I wondered if Mistress understood my need for her attention, her control and the pain and pleasure that would result from a session. I felt sorry for myself. I felt needy. As I sat there feeling sorry for myself, I suddenly realized I had just created the beginning of my story.

I sat down at my computer and began it by writing, “Sometimes I wonder if a Domme can truly feel the desperate needs of a submissive. Unless she has personally explored the submissive side of D/s, it has to be very difficult to understand how needy we submissives can be. For me it is a craving hunger that is always under the surface, seeking a way to be allowed to gorge itself.”

I next wrote about the assignment and how I was reluctant to “top from the bottom,” but decided to give it a try anyway. I wrote about my needs, what kinds of treatment I craved. The story seemed to flow from that point until I came to a logical end. I excitedly sent it to her, and waited for her answer. 

That is how two weeks later, I came to be naked and face down on a blanket on the floor of her apartment, quivering like an eager slut. She had liked my story, writing me, “You did well.” A session was planned and she told me her female sub would be there and in control of my safeword. That surprised me a bit, but by now, Mistress had helped me understand the true meaning of submission and the acceptance of whatever she had planned. Still, I was a bit nervous because this was the first time I would not have the safety net of a safeword I could elect to use myself. It would be under the control of someone else.
Mistress also told me a male dom friend of hers, called Overseer, would be there during the session to provide bondage expertise and to observe. And Overseer was there when I arrived, undressed and assumed the face-down position on Mistress’ floor. I was shaking with anticipation and fear and had been nervous all morning. Her female sub, annie, was also there, and dressed in a sexy outfit. Mistress made me read and sign a statement about how to address her before and during the session, and stating I would comply with her wishes at all times or the session would end right then. It was a nice mind fuck, implying things would be more severe than in the past—and entirely out of my control.
I realized I had no choice. I needed the humiliation. I needed her attention. I needed the pain. I signed. It was total capitulation. I was in her control with no way out. The paper was removed from under my face, and fearing her disapproval, I again buried my face in the towel. I realized how totally committed I was at that point. I had signed away any rights, including the right to quit, and had no safeword. I was not allowed to use a safeword, because annie had control of it. It would be her choice to stop the proceedings if she felt things were going too far, and knowing her capacity for pain, I doubted that I would be allowed much leeway. Belatedly, I also realized how many times I had worked annie over without letting up. And I realized the true meaning of the saying that paybacks are hell.

A bowl full of some sort of cereal and milk was placed under my face and I was told to eat it. Eagerly I ate it like a pet, feeling a bit humiliated, but wishing more than anything to please her. Mistress used a belt on my butt while I tried to focus on gobbling the food from the bowl, but I was so focused on cleaning up every bit of food that I hardly felt it. I wanted to excel and please her. After I finished my meal, Mistress made sure I begged for pain, telling everyone that I had begged her for this with email, after email, and making me admit I was a pain slut. As I stood there naked, head down, I agreed with every thing she said. I shamefully confessed to her in front of the other two people that I had sent her emails begging to be allowed to submit, to be hurt, and to be humiliated. It was a humbling experience to have to admit my needs out loud and in front of two witnesses. I did it. I wanted this. I needed it.

I was relieved when I was finally directed to anchor clamps to Mistress’ ceiling, so I could be tied overhead later. I was embarrassed to have to stand naked on a stool to make these preparations. My cock, balls and ass were totally exposed and available for abuse. Once that was done, Overseer took over. He made me tell him about my physical condition, so as not to put me in any danger while in bondage. As he stood in front of me, questioning me about my ability to handle bondage, his confidence and bearing froze me in my tracks. Knowing his background, I knew there would be no way to escape from him, even if I wanted to try it. 

Overseer is a big and imposing man, who looks you in the eye and tells you what he thinks. He is bigger than I am, and not someone anyone in his right mind would try to take on. He is employed in a law enforcement occupation and works with male convicts every day. He is skilled at creating and making bondage equipment. Overseer has collected handcuffs, leg cuffs, and restraints for years, and is skilled at the art of rope bondage. I have seen Overseer session with a female sub, and he an experienced Dom, who knows what he is doing. He also has a great sense of humor, which I think is important in a dominant person.

I stood rooted to the spot until Overseer made me stand with legs slightly spread while locking me in heavy duty leg and handcuffs, which were fastened in front of my stomach. The metal cuffs locked around my ankles were connected with about 18 inches of heavy chain, and served to keep me from running. Knowing they had been used with real prisoners drove home the reality of my helplessness and vulnerability. There would be no possibility of escape.

With each step of being secured, I felt more and more helpless. This was the real thing. There were no ropes to twist, no knots to slip out of, nothing to tear. I was not going to be able to break through the heavy metal chains. For good measure, heavy leather straps were secured to my arms, slightly above the elbow, and they were pulled and secured behind me. I was helpless as a newborn baby. I was not going anywhere. Next came a surprise. Overseer placed a black hood over my head and zipped up the back. It had holes for my eyes, a slight opening for my nose, and a large opening for my mouth. The hood confined me more, making me feel more helpless. Then Overseer placed a ball gag in my mouth, and cut off that way for me to communicate effectively. 

As I was secured, annie, covered my back and chest with hot wax dripped and blown from a candle, while I panted and moaned. The fiery wax burned and scared me, but at the same time, turned me on. Secured as I was, I was not able to escape from the torture of it. My adrenaline level shot up.  She then teased me with pinches, tweaks and touches to my nipples, balls and cock. My cock responded by becoming more erect. annie told me to be careful what I asked for because I might get it. Her voice was nothing like the commanding voice of Mistress. It teased me and tormented me, warning of what might be and what might come. I was in heaven and hell at the same time. When I was fastened into the hood, annie told me she had been inside there, too, and understood what I was feeling. And I was feeling a confusing mixture of submission, helplessness and arousal. When Overseer placed the blindfold over my eyes, I became even more totally accepting of anything they wanted to do to me. I was in and out of sub-space several times throughout the session, just feeling and living the experience.

I had brought along a new toy I had made with five needles stuck into a cork. Mistress pressed it to my cock and balls after first showing how dangerous it was and what a pain slut I was for making it and wanting it used on me. They laughed me and shamed my need. annie then fastened leather, pin-lined parachute around my balls. I had worn the parachute before and was afraid of it because it was very painful. During an earlier session, we could not get it entirely fastened because of the intense pain it created. annie managed to get it fastened around my testicles. Annie made it fit, while I whimpered.

The session continued with me being spanked, having tack-lined gloves pressed into my body all over, and plenty of nipple torture. Mistress placed wicked, clover clamps on my nipples and made me wear them an agonizing 30 seconds. Someone rubbed the tack-lined gloves across my buttocks, making scratches that lasted for a week. I accepted it all willingly and without fear. One part of my mind knew what was happening, while another part opened me to total acceptance of anything. annie kept after me, teasing and tormenting me. When the parachute was removed, my balls were bleeding in several places, but I did not care, and once they were treated with an antiseptic, a tens unit was used on them, their moistness increasing the intensity of the jolts. The pain was most intense at this point. I stood there, and the pain slut in me thrilled to it, accepted it, and wanted more.

A penis vibrator was fastened around the head of my cock and repeatedly turned on and off, again bringing my cock to attention. My blindfold was removed and I watched annie masturbate Overseer to a climax, while trying to hold off any coming on my part. With the gag in my mouth, I was forced to try to beg Mistress to come while using very garbled words. I wanted to come, but feared I might offend her if I did. 

Eventually, I was instructed to come, and vaulted into a climax, while watching my sperm shoot out and onto a towel on the floor in front of me. It was an intense, almost painful climax that left me shaking and exhausted. I stood there shaking and trying to catch my breath. The session was over. I had been submissive, obedient and totally accepting of my role. I now understood even more what it meant to accept what Mistress wished for me and did to me. As I had some difficulty in the past in understanding this, I was pleased that I had demonstrated progress with this lesson, and realized that it was probably something Mistress had planned for me that day. 

I was unfastened, unfettered, and we all relaxed, while we talked about what had happened. As far as I was concerned, Mistress had orchestrated a home run, and I thanked her for it. Soon it was time to go, and I again thanked everyone for the wonderful session that Mistress had so generously planned for me. It was an almost perfect session and a wonderful gift from three gifted people. The only thing that would have made it more perfect would have been to have been in the barrel a bit longer. But that is basic showdommeship. Always leave them wanting more. I want more, Mistress. Any time you want to give it to me, just crook your finger, and I am there to submit to you. 
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