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Ann came to me for help. One of my friends in the BDSM community had given her my name. She had recently come through a divorce and was ready to, "spread my wings and live a little." She had recently discovered she was submissive, and wanted to explore that side of her sexuality with someone who was experienced and worked well with relatively inexperienced submissives. She had picked me to show her the ropes.

At first, I was not too excited about the whole deal. It felt too cut and dried. Don't get me wrong, Ann was attractive. In fact, she was gorgeous. Not that looks have ever mattered to me that much. It just felt too cut and dried. There was to be no romantic involvement. And no intercourse. What Ann wanted was a scene with me to discover if she was indeed submissive, and if she should pursue an alternative lifestyle. When I tried to discourage this approach, telling her she should first try to find some with which to build a relationship, she broke down and cried.

I am dominant, but not unfeeling. Tears during a scene do not move me, unless my sub uses a safeword. This kind of tears was from the heart. It was obvious that Ann was emotionally invested in her pursuit of self-discovery. I grabbed a box of tissues, and after she had calmed down, she told me her story.

Shortly after her divorce, Ann began to feel the pull of the D/s lifestyle. Looking back, she recalled at an early age being spellbound by scenes in movies where a woman or women were captured and tied up. She had never followed up on this interest, not really knowing there was anything on which to follow up.

Then Ann began attending classes at a local college and became friendly with another woman. Angela was about her age. They were attending many of the same courses and were older than most of the students. They partnered for one class project, got to know each other better, and the friendship grew. One evening they were having their usual coffee after classes. The conversation drifted to sex, and Angela confessed that she liked to be tied up, spanked and otherwise used and made to serve her current male friend.

Ann found herself spellbound by Angela's descriptions of their activities, and drawn by the feelings she was experiencing. Angela introduced Ann to various BDSM sites on the Internet and some books, and she was hooked. She even listed herself on one of the alternative websites, literally mesmerized while writing her profile, finally watching her finger press the "Enter" button on her computer. She told me it was "almost like someone else's finger did it."

Ann was soon being contacted by dominant men in from the area. She met several of them, and had even had scenes with a couple of them, but found that something was lacking. They were either also relatively inexperienced or all they were interested in was giving her a swat or two on the ass and then screwing her. She said that if that was all she was interested in, she could always find someone with which to have vanilla sex. Now I understood more fully her reasons for not wanting to have intercourse.

By this time, I felt that I had become Ann's adopted uncle, saying all the appropriate, "there, there's," and telling her she had to be careful and making suggestions for her future use. I also began noticing her body and all of its nice points. And when I looked at her full breasts, straining against her sweater, I saw that she really had a couple of good points there. Ann is almost six feet tall, and all woman. I felt my cock begin to stir, and wondered for a brief moment if that was any way for an adopted uncle to act. I quickly decided that I would rather be a Dom than an uncle, and told Ann I would be happy to show her the ropes.

I felt very fortunate that I, a Dom in his mid-fifties would be able to have a scene with an attractive 37-year-old submissive female. Life continues to treat me very well. Recently, it has seemed that even though I am getting older, there are plenty of submissives out there, who are eager to play with me. I think one of the reasons for this is that many of the younger dominant males out there are relatively inexperienced or going at this whole thing in the wrong ways.

I indicated earlier that I prefer to develop a relationship with a potential submissive. When some sort of bonding takes place, I know that we get more out of any play we end up having. That does not mean that this process always ends up with play. There are a number of submissive women with whom I have developed relationships, only to realize that it probably was not best to try to take things to a more physical level. Some of these have developed into wonderful friendships. Some have then become physical. Some never will be that way. One never knows what will happen.

Many younger Doms try to push submissives too hard or too fast, not allowing enough time for a sub to feel comfortable with a potential playmate. A developing alternative relationship can be very much like dating. There is a process that both parties must go through. Some individuals like to move fast, some like to go more slowly. A Dom who pushed too much, will often chase away the sub, because the sub can feel that he will treat her too roughly if they were ever to get to the point of having a scene together. A similar thing occurs when a Dom meets a sub and right away insists on her bowing, scraping and crawling to him on hands and knees. He fails allow for time to let them get to know each other and pushes things too fast. A Dom, who does not realize how scary it can be for a submissive to hand over physical control of her body to someone who may tie her up, spank her and do other borderline abusive things (or worse), is often a Dom without a sub.

It is the nature of men to pursue women and for Doms to pursue subs. It is the nature of Doms to try to rush and push things along. It is the nature of women and submissive women to want relationships. Slow and steady wins more races than hard and fast.

I have drifted from the subject of my relationship with Ann. I suggested to Ann that we set a date to get together to do a scene. In the meantime, I gave her some assignments to complete, and we dept in touch by phone and email to discuss her reactions to her assignments. I asked her many questions about her assignments, her limited experiences with BDSM, what she had read about BDSM activities, and what she thought she might enjoy, not enjoy and why. I worked to involve her mind and to begin in a small way to have her submit to me. She completed the assignments quickly and indicated how much she had enjoyed them. She had even become sexually aroused by several of them. Of course, this was the idea. Her final assignment was to be celibate until we got together. There was to be no sex, no masturbating and no climaxes. The stage was set for us to get together. I wanted her to be primed and ready.

Ann arrived early at my place. She couldn't see me as I watched her in her car in the parking lot. I knew what was going on in her mind. I had been there and done that same thing. She was reluctant to come in too early for fear of not obeying my request to be on time. She was also thinking just one last time if she really wanted to go through with this. Upon realizing she was really going to do it, she was psyching herself up, and perhaps even enjoying the butterflies that had been flying around inside her. When she finally knocked, I let her in, noticing that her eyes were appropriately downcast. I had previously given her instructions, and I allowed her to follow them while I finished my coffee in the kitchen.

I finally went to my playroom to see how well she had done. As I entered, I pushed the on button on the video camera. The whole scene would be taped. She was completely nude on the floor, resting on her knees with her forehead on her folded arms, which were also on the floor. She was facing away from the door, so the soles of her feet, the tight skin of her bottom and her sex were exposed to me. She had put on wrist and ankle restraints and a blindfold. I stood next to her head and asked, "pet, are you prepared to give yourself to me totally, without reservations? We had already discussed her reluctance to have intercourse.

"Yes, Sir," came her clear answer.

"Good girl," I whispered. I softly caressed her back, allowing my hand to drift down to the taught globes of her gorgeous behind. Goosebumps followed. Her breathing quickened a bit. My fingers trailed the cleft between her cheeks, then dipped down into her open sex. "My, but you are a wet slut, aren't you?"

She shivered and replied, "Yes, Sir."

"I hope you are enjoying yourself now, because you may not be having so much pleasure soon."

"Yes, Sir." She had learned her lessons well. As my fingers twisted and probed her dark love hole, I noticed that she was having difficulty holding her position. I suddenly withdrew my fingers and smacked her ass. She gasped with shock.

"Don't move, slut." My hand caressed the pink handprint that appeared on her cheek. I helped her to her feet and clipped her hands behind her back. Guiding her over to a chair, I sat down and pulled her across my lap in the classic over the knee position. "Count them, slut." The first smack brought another gasp from her lips, but she remembered to count. "Remember this, slut. For every love pat on one cheek, there will be a matching one on the other." Knowing that she will receive another identical smack, allows the sub to anticipate it and adds to the moment. I gave her ten good ones on both sides of her hot bottom. Toward the end, she began to waiver a bit, but managed to hold her composure. Another quick dip of my fingers revealed a dripping wet cunt. She was ready for more.

I helped her up and slowly guided her to the bondage horse. I knew that the blindfold added to the total feeling of helplessness she was experiencing. My bondage horse is homemade from a sawhorse kit. The top part is a 2" X 6" board, covered with carpet. The legs are made from standard 2" X 4" lumber. When I built it, I drilled several holes through each leg, so I could easily attach a sub's arms and legs.

I had Ann straddle the top board and spread her legs so they were next to the legs of the horse. Then I had her bend at the waist so she leaned forward and rested her trunk and head on the rest of the top board. Her breasts hung down on either side of the top board, ready for whatever torture I had in mind. I fastened her ankle restraints to the rear legs of the horse, then unclipped her arms from behind her back. The wrist restraints were easily secured to the front legs of the bondage horse. I put a pillow under her chin… no point in her being uncomfortable, unless I deliberately made her that way. A collar was fastened around her neck and secured to the top part of the bench, so she had no freedom to move her head. Finally, I slipped an O-ring gag into her mouth and secured its rope ties behind her head, so she could not push it out of her mouth. She was totally helpless and feeling it, knowing that every part was open and readily available to me.

I lubricated a butt plug and eased it into her tight dark hole. She started a bit when the tip of the plug touched her anus, but relaxed when she realized that it was useless to resist. One of her exercises had been to wear a butt plug for a half hour every morning and evening. I applied vibrating nipple clamps to each nipple and turned them on. My reward was a moan through her O-gag. I took down my rubber flogger from the place it hangs on the wall and began a rolling flogging of her hot bottom. She tried to move, but couldn't. The flogger swished around in circles, caressing each beautiful cheek, then moved center and began striking her sex. She moaned again and again.

I dropped the flogger and took off my shirt and shoes. Flogging can be hot work. My fingers probed her cunt and clit and she moaned with each breath. "Come for me, cum slut," I encouraged. Suddenly, she did come, shuddering quickly through an intense climax. "Good girl," I encouraged. "You are such a slut, do you know that?" Her answer was garbled by her O-gag. I unzipped my jeans and slipped them and my briefs and socks off.

Coming around to her head, I slipped my erect cock through the O-gag into her slobbering mouth. "Suck, slut." There was nothing she could do to prevent this intrusion. She tried to resist, but her head was held still by my hands and the collar tie. I heard her try to talk, but the words were lost around my thickening cock. I unfastened the vibrating nipple clamps and let them drop to the floor. She screamed through her nose and around my cock, giving me an extra vibration. I fucked her face, enjoying the sensation of her tongue and throat. As I pumped her, I squeezed her sore nipples between my fingers and thrilled to the muffled moans around my cock.

I finally gave her a break and pulled out of her mouth. As I watched her catch her breath, I fastened on a strap-on cock. It was a little bigger than me, but its soft latex texture was very realistic. Stepping behind her and between her legs, I probed her cunt entrance with the tip of the plastic cock. She screamed something that sounded like, "No," as the false cock easily entered her. I began fucking her with it, picking up speed as I went. She began to respond and within a minute and came lustily, pulling at her bonds. I rode it out with her, then pulled out and took it off.

"Time for me, my pet." My cock easily entered her mouth again and I fucked it thoroughly until I came, shivering through an intense climax. "Swallow it all, slut," I ordered. Considering that her mouth was held open by the o-gag, she had no choice, and did a wonderful job. I cleaned us up, released Ann from her bonds and removed the blindfold.

I helped her over to my couch, letting her relax, while I got her a glass of water. After she had sat for a few moments, she began to protest that I had broken my promise that I would not have intercourse with her. I silenced her protests by showing her the videotape of me using the strap-on. I told her that I wanted to do this to respect her wishes, but at the same time show her I was in charge. I also wanted her to get by her resistance to this activity. Ann apologized, and we talked for some time about what she had enjoyed about our time together. She said the bondage was her favorite part because it made her feel so helpless and controlled. She also indicated that she had enjoyed being spanked, probed, flogged and having her nipples tortured… and yes, the idea of being fucked had turned her on, too. It seemed like she enjoyed the whole scene.

We talked a bit more, agreed to get together again, and she left. Ann and I became a regular thing after that, until she got an opportunity to take a job on the coast. She was a total submissive when we started out, but later came to enjoy showing others the ropes, too. Being on the bottom end a number of times with Ann, I can attest that she enjoyed the D/s lifestyle to the fullest. While this experience is the one I remember the best, there are others that will perhaps be described at some other time.

