Wrong Number - 
Caveat


I was stirred from a deep sleep by the sound of the phone. After a moment of fumbling for it, I mumbled a hello.
“Bill?” A woman’s soft voice delighted my ear.
“Yeah,” I whispered.

“Did I wake you?”

“Yeah, but that’s okay.” My mind struggled to sweep away the cobwebs and identify my caller. I did not recognize her throaty voice, and managed to open my eyes. The digital clock read 1:09AM.

“Hi, it’s Kit. Know how I suck your cock until you beg me to cum?”
That got my full attention. Kit? Did I know anyone named Kit? No. It had to be a wrong number. But I’m ready for phone sex any time, and her words promised to give great phone. I cradled the receiver next to my ear and pumped my cock. “Mmmmm. That sounds wonderful. Wish you were here doing it. What else would you do?”

Her voice purred teasingly. “You have no idea the things I can do to you. Probably couldn’t take it.”

Erotic thoughts of the possibilities charged through my head, causing my cock to spring to attention. “Oh, I don’t know. I’ve done some very wild things myself.”

“Come to the Blue Note Bar and meet me.”

“What’s going on?”

“Just having a drink with some friends, and wanting you here to feed my hunger.”

“Oh. Um, I’m already in bed--by the time I get there, the Blue Note will be closed.”

“Yes, and we could still get together. Remember last time?”

“Uh, I hate it, but it’s really too late.” 
Maybe that was stupid, but my next business trip would begin in the morning, and I was the wrong Bill. Quietly, I told her of the error, and telling her my phone number confirmed it. But she did not hang up, so I took a gamble. In my most charming manner, I asked to call her the next day, so we could get to know each other better. She agreed. Yes!
My job as a motivational speaker requires much travel, and I was out of town for two whole weeks. Our first long distance call lasted over two hours. My pulse raced, when she described herself as almost six feet tall, with red hair, blue eyes and a body that was toned and shapely. Kit was smart, confident, and had a self assured manner, traits that have always attracted me. 
During one call, she stunned me. “Bill, I’m a Domme; you know what that means?”

I was cautious, “I think so.” 
Kit chuckled, “I think you do. It means I control and sexually torture men, submissive men. You’re submissive, aren’t you, Bill?”

A shiver ran down my spine. How could she possibly know? I agonized over my response, afraid of rejection, but wanting to confess my shameless need. I sighed and took a risk, “Well, yes. Most of my adult life I’ve been looking for a strong woman – someone I can serve, a woman who takes charge.”
“I understand, Bill, and it’s okay. I think we’ll get along just fine.” 
Gradually, Kit got me to reveal things I’ve told no one. My unusual sexual activities were of special interest. “I, uh, wrap my balls tightly with rope, wear nipple clamps, and masturbate, thinking about being held captive by escaped female convicts, who tie me up and use me to satisfy their depraved desires.”

“So you like bondage and pain. I like providing it—lots of it. Go on,” she said.
I continued, “It really started in college, when I tried to get a couple of my steady girlfriends to top me by first topping them. Word must have spread, because I began attracting submissive women. I tied up my share of college girls, and while some returned the favor, it wasn’t the real thing.” 
When Kit asked me about my marriage, it was easier to talk. “My ex topped me when my needs bubbled up. She would come home and find me in self-applied bondage, spread-eagled to the bed, finish securing me, then bring me to a climax orally or with her hands, while squeezing my balls or pressing a hairbrush against them. While that was wonderful, she was not a real Domme, so I always wanted more.”
“I know, Bill. No one has understood your needs or been able to provide the control you crave,” She replied.

Kit continued to question me about my submissive needs, and within a few days, I was eagerly calling her Mistress. Her power and intensity were obvious. She understood my desires, my deepest cravings, my need to submit to a real Domme’s wishes. Mistress warned me she was a real sadist, and able to provide more pain than I had ever experienced. 
“I’ll have your head held between my thighs and your hands tied behind you. Your balls will be bound by a rope and the other end attached to a weight hanging over the edge of the bed. I’ll come, enjoying the price your burning balls are paying as you worship me.” She also told me I would be tattooed with her initials—on the balls.
 While her words scared me, they also teased my hunger, luring me like a fish to the attractive bait she dangled in front of me. I became more and more eager to explore my submissiveness and begin my training. I humbled myself by begging to serve her by surrendering my body for her pleasure. Eventually, Mistress Kit agreed to “put me through the wringer” the Saturday after my return home.

Every day I dreamed about the painfully erotic tortures planned for me. Because Mistress required disciplined behavior, masturbation wasn’t an option for the tension building inside me. The punishment for failure would be severe. 
By the time Saturday arrived, her temptations had me primed, for Mistress promised the beast in me would be let out and fed--and be fed upon. Following her directions, I parked my car in the racetrack lot.  As I got out, a vehicle stopped beside me, and a door opened. “Get in back,” she directed. As she drove away, I followed directions and stripped. 
A blindfold and wrist and ankle restraints were on the seat. Mistress inspected me in the rearview mirror, her eyes tempting me to continue. My hands trembled as the leather cuffs went around my wrists. The ankle restraints were next, and then my wrists were padlocked together. I took a deep breath and slipped the blindfold over my eyes. 
“Good boy.”  Her words fanned the fire within me. 

My blindness magnified my helplessness and every sound. Our location was a mystery. Our vehicle slowed, turned, and came to a stop. A garage door opened, the car was moved forward a few feet and its motor silenced. Doors opened. Mistress Kit quickly pulled me from the security of the back seat and pushed my awkward body until my shins collided with a padded surface. Clumsy and helpless, I almost fell. “Pay attention, worm. There’s a bench in front of you. Lie down on your back.” Her hand smacked my ass. “Now!” I tentatively felt my way onto a padded bench and clumsily stretched out on it. 
The rattle of steel chains stoked my anxiety as wrist and ankle restraints were secured above me. Blindly, I moved my head back and forth, trying to make sense of confusion. My legs were splayed wide, exposing my helpless ass and sex to her desires. Mistress chuckled, smacked my ass again, and fastened a collar around my neck. I jerked in surprise when an electric hoist tightened the chains that held my arms and legs, stretching me just past the point of comfort. 
Mistress Kit clutched my balls and slowly squeezed them. Gasping from pain that grabbed me where I live, I struggled against rattling steel links, and discovered total helplessness. I loudly growled my agony and saw red with blind eyes, as I was quickly forced out of control and beyond all past experience. She was terrifyingly quiet, feeding my imagination, while gradually squeezing my jewels to jelly. My scream became a shriek that ended when breath failed and balls were released. Panting, and already defeated, I fell in love with my Mistress.
“Hurt me,” I begged.

Another controlled squeeze of my balls brought me back to life. Softly, her voice spoke through the pain, “This place is isolated. No one lives close by, so you can’t be heard.  Nothing excites me more than hearing a helpless man scream. Don’t try to prove how strong you are. It won’t impress me. Just loudly express your appreciation.” She squeezed me again for emphasis, making me moan with apprehension and eagerness for more.

Her skilled fingers teased my cock, creating a painful hard-on.  Cock and balls were tightly wrapped with rough rope. When she finished, my bound manhood was swollen and exquisitely sensitive to the teasing scratches of her nails. And there was another surprise. What was left of the rope around my balls was pulled toward my feet and anchored, causing them to stretch painfully. Terror flooded my brain as I feared they would be ripped from my body. “That’s just to get your attention, and to stretch them so I can reach them easily.” There was no doubt she had my attention.

Those cruel sharp nails flicked and twisted my exquisitely sensitive nipples. I moaned as her hot lips teased them erect, and then struggled helplessly, trying to pull away while her sharp teeth scraped the engorged nubs. My cock swelled even more in its painful bondage, its pulse struggling to beat against the confining rope, while balls were squeezed into a deep burn.
Suddenly, there was a sharp pain in my right nipple, as Mistress attached a clamp to it. A second clamp was quickly attached to the other nipple. I panted uncontrollably at the sudden extreme pain. Was it a mistake to tell her how sensitive my nipples are? I whined, and moaned in agony, and begged her to release them, but she whispered how much she enjoyed hearing me beg and taunted me about wimping out from her affection so early. I secretly hoped for more. The burn from the clamps gradually settled down to a dull pulsating throb.
She left my side for a moment, and I heard noises I couldn’t identify. I was terrified, wondering what tool of torment she might be preparing to use on me.  Suddenly, my ass was struck sharply with a paddle. I let out a surprised yelp. She toyed with me endlessly, walking around my helplessly suspended body, and striking my ass without any pattern, causing me to respond verbally and struggle against my bonds. As she must have intended, every movement caused the rope to painfully stretch and chafe my tightly bound balls, and the nipple clamps seemed to tighten their bite.

“You’re a total pain slut,” she said. “So, you’re going to get more pain.” She harassed me with touches that made me jerk in surprise, fearing they might be blows from the paddle. I whimpered with each movement, and the intensity of the pain increased. When she eventually removed the nipple clamps, I screamed as blood and pain rushed in, and she chuckled in response. The pressure was gradually taken from my balls, and they were released from their confinement. As I recovered, I wondered what tortures were next.

Mistress didn’t make me wait. Her hand grasped my engorged cock, pulling it away from my spread and trembling legs. Her fingernail lightly scratched the underside, and then traveled down and across each testicle, tracing a route to the perineum’s sweet spot, and then caressed my exposed hole. I moaned in appreciation. My balls were flicked in response. “Yes!” I panted and whimpered. She flicked me there again. “Please, more!”

“What I like about this, it takes very little effort, and I get such wonderful results. I can do this for hours.”

“Oh, oh, oh,” I panted. “Please stop, Mistress.”

“Stop? More? Make up your mind boy.”

“Uh… More please, Mistress.”

“What will you do for it?”

I couldn’t think. “Uh, anything you wish.”

“But I already have that.” Again, she flicked my nuts. “You’ll have to do better.” I wracked my brain for something I could give her, some way out.

“Sit on my face.”

“I’m way ahead of you, baby. Clean up this mess you’ve made between my legs.” She straddled my face, and lowered herself onto me. I smelled her excitement an instant before it smothered me. As she fisted my hair, holding my head in place, I eagerly served. She was steamy wet. My tongue worked hard, flicking across her clit, then deeply probing her sweet essence. She rubbed her sex across my nose, mouth and chin, soaking me with her juices, and quickly screaming through an intense climax. Stopping for a moment, she shifted her position and started all over again, squeezing my face with her thighs and crying out several more times as she came. I drank her dripping honey, urgently trying to keep up with the flow. When she stopped to catch her breath, I continued to worship at her alter.

When she lifted herself away, I cried out in frustration, nearly in tears.  Her voice was in my ear. “I know what you crave deep down inside.” Her clever fingers played with my cock, sharp nails scratching its head, clever touches working at my balls. I moaned and shivered, then surrendered to her power over me. Awed, I wondered what was next.
She answered the unasked question, telling me she was attaching her tens unit to my cock and balls. As the first tingle of electric stimulation tickled them, I moaned in delight. But the pleasure changed to fiery torment as Mistress turned up the intensity, making me fight against my bonds, while screaming in agony. Resuming her position on my face, she played me like a musical instrument, adjusting the tens’ intensity upward until I was screaming into her sex and helplessly straining against the chains. After riding my face to several more climaxes, she turned off the tens and freed my cock and balls. 
“You’re a beautiful pain slut,” she whispered, and her hot mouth enveloped my cock, quickly taking me to the point of begging for release. Permission granted, she increased her efforts on my cock. As she pushed me over the top, her teeth bit and scraped its mushroom head, while her hand alternately squeezed my balls and tickled my anus. My body went rigid, and each ejaculatory spasm felt like my insides were being pumped out. My arms and legs strained against the chains and shook them. A guttural, primeval moan accompanied an almost endless climax that was so intense, it hurt. I hung there frozen in place, while my lungs struggled to catch up. Eventually, I collapsed. 
Later, still naked and blindfolded, she returned me to the parking lot. When we arrived, I was instructed to remove the blindfold and dress. As I complied, Mistress said I must decide about continuing on an increasingly challenging path of submission, and warned she would push me beyond anything I could imagine.  I must not contact her until I was ready to send an email describing my reactions to the day’s session and make a decision about continuing or ending my training. My mystery Domme left me standing there as she drove away, 
I sat in my car for a few moments, gathering strength. That was some wrong number. Then I wondered if it really was a wrong number. Had Mistress Kit met someone, who knew of my submissive need? It wasn’t important. Arriving home, I slept through the night, and awoke the next morning, aware of her lingering taste and scent. Most of the day was spent thinking about the experience and reliving it. 
Last night, I sent the email: “Sweet Mistress: You are everything i have wanted. i need to throw myself on the floor in your presence, opening my body for Your pleasure. i am breathless when around You or thinking about You. When You take over my body, my love and tears flow with the pain You generously provide what i need. Please continue this pain slut’s training.  my mind and body need Your control. Lovingly, bill.”
Afterward, I sat naked and alone in the dark, looking at the computer screen, feeling like I wanted to cry. Eventually, I shuffled off to bed. 

I was stirred from a deep sleep by the sound of the phone. 
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