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I am not your typical Dom… but then what is typical? People are all over the map in the way they practice this lifestyle. I guess I am a little more relaxed about performing scenes than many Doms are. There is nothing I enjoy more than domming a submissive woman, but I am not a hard liner about it. I tend to be more romantic than hard line. I enjoy controlling my sub and giving her measured amounts of mild pain and pleasure while in bondage... watching her responses for clues about how next to proceed. I prefer to ease into it, allowing the pleasure and anticipation to build. There is always plenty of time to get more severe. I prefer gradually getting into a scene. I think it allows both minds to adjust... and after all, if the mind is not there, much of the potential pleasure is lost. 

For example, if we were together right now, I would not be extremely gruff or dominant. I would be firm, I would know what I wanted you to do and what I wanted you to do, but I prefer a softer, gentler approach. If we met for the first time, and it was the end of the day, I would probably suggest that we take a shower together to prepare ourselves for the intimacy that lies ahead. I would hold you from behind and kiss the back of your neck and help you undress. Then I would ask you to undress me. We would embrace, then go into the shower together. I would ask you to soap and wash me. Then it would be your turn. I would soap your back and bottom, then reach around and soap your wonderful breasts, probably kissing the back of your neck and your ears at the same time. My fingers would find their way to your mound, soaping you up there, then entering your slit for a cleansing massage. Next your cunt would feel my fingers working inside you. Lastly, your backside would be stroked with the washrag. 

Rinsing us off, I would dry you off with a towel, and have you go cover up in the bed, while I finished drying myself off. Joining you under the covers, we would cuddle for a bit, perhaps kissing and getting excited. Next your cuffs would be fastened on your wrists and ankles… and finally the collar would be placed around your neck. I would fasten your wrists behind you, and your feet together, and tell you how beautiful you look in bondage, while I stroked your bottom. “You must be punished, my pet, for making me wait so long for this moment. How many should I give you?” Your response might be, “I don’t know.” “Shall I give you 100?” “No,” you respond... “I shall give you what you deserve,” I decide. I caress your bottom gently. You know the slap will arrive, but don’t know when….a bit scared… apprehensive…but knowing how wonderful it was the last time. “Smack!”…the first blow falls, startling you with it’s stingy suddenness. You suck in your breath with surprise. I caress you gently some more. You relax… and “Smack.” Again the shock of the slap on top of the caress. Each smack falls after a caress, stunning you with the difference between the two…. yet each caress and slap tends to fuel the flame that has been burning inside you, ready to ignite your passions fully. 

“Are we having fun yet, pet?” I will ask. “Yes, sir,” will be your answer. 

And you will be ready for what happens next, ready to throw yourself into wonderfully scary submission, control, pain and pleasure that will excite you more than you have experienced before. You will eagerly give yourself to it, to me and your reward. 

