“Lick me.” Her fingers twined themselves in my hair, and she began to lower herself onto my mouth. I watched the purple-pink lips of her of her shaved cunt descend onto my face, and I smelled her arousal.  I served her eagerly.

The way Darla quickly took control of me still surprises me.  She approached me through my business, which is porn, pure and simple. I own half of an alternative lifestyle subscription service, which provides CDs, videos, still pictures, stories and other services to people into bdsm. We are always looking for submissive men and women to perform in real scenes before our cameras. My partner, Dick, and I have been doing this for over a year, and it provides an increasingly nice income for both of us.

Darla’s call seemed very ordinary. I happened to be the one to answer the phone. She stated she was familiar with our company, Business of Pleasure, having seen some of our movies at a friend’s house, and had written down our phone number at the end of one of our productions, where we advertise for models willing to be tied up and erotically tortured and otherwise used. She said she wanted to meet with me to see if I thought she could be one of our models. At that time, Darla did not suggest in any way she had any interest in acting in a dominant role in one of our productions. I made arrangements to meet her at her house the following day, and when the time came, easily found her place. It was a nice, solid, old brick house in an older residential neighborhood.

I knocked on her door, and was greeted by an attractive brunette lady, who looked to be in her mid thirties. She had a terrycloth robe wrapped around her, and I guessed she was prepared for the disrobing I warned her she would have to do for me. I always try to prepare models for the need to see them naked, so it does not come as a surprise. She had a pretty face, with dark brown eyes that looked at me directly and appraisingly. Darla gave me a perfect smile, which displayed very white teeth. A pair of attractive legs was exposed where the robe ended at her knees. Her breasts were covered by her robe, but from the small view of her cleavage, appeared to be quite ample. I figured I would see them eventually, so was in no hurry to uncover them. Patience has always been one of my virtues.

Darla led me to her kitchen, and we chatted over coffee. She was a fantastic conversationalist, which means she asked great questions and listened to my answers. When she asked me how we got started in business, I told her how Dick and I pretty much started on a shoestring, doing all of the work ourselves. We have always run a very lean business, choosing to outsource our accounting, Internet provider and billing, bdsm stories, and anything else that did not involve production of the bdsm scenes we record and take pictures of. Both of us even operated our video cameras and acted in our productions, when needed. But our growth was so rapid, we were difficulty keeping up with the demand for our videos. We were considering expanding our business by making specialty areas. For example, we believed there was enough of a demand for spanking, male and female submission that they should be separate specialties on our main site. If additional personnel could be brought into the company, the available programs could be increased along with our profit. Of course, hiring good people, with an interest in our kink specialties, might be difficult. Almost without thinking, I shared some of these thoughts and potential plans with Darla.

Darla said she was impressed that we had the ability to act in our own productions, and I told her Dick and I are both practicing Doms in real life, and this was just a continuation of our lifestyles. After all, play scenes involve acting to the same degree we acted in front of the camera. I told her when I acted in a production as a male sub and switched, being submissive did not require any acting at all. I started out submissive when I was very young, and ended up enjoying being on top as much as being on the bottom. But I have always had difficulty finding dominant women. I mean real dominant women, who have the power and ability to control and sexually torture me. It has been hard for me to find the real thing, so I have tended to focus on the dominant side of my personality. We talked some more, and I discovered that Darla also switched. Somehow this did not surprise me. Her confident attitude and bearing were those of someone who had topped and dommed others. She then indicated that while she had contacted me about subbing for our site, she much preferred acting as a Domme. When she shared that piece of information with me, the frustrated submissive, I sat there at her kitchen table, wondering how I should respond.

The silence lengthened, and Darla finally spoke, “I have an idea. Let me show you my dominant talents first. Then, if you are still interested in seeing the submissive side of me, we can do that, too.” I nodded dumbly, and she excused herself and left the room. In a minute or two, she came back into the kitchen and stood behind me. Before I knew what was happening, something dropped over my head, and the lights went out. My hands came up to my face, and I realized Darla had trapped me with a cloth bag. I felt her tighten it behind my head, and sensed she had neatly captured me. Her arms slipped around my chest and her fingers pinched my nipples through my tee shirt. My breath caught in my throat. “Don’t be afraid,” she whispered. “I am about to give you the experience of your life. I am Mistress Darla. You should address me as Mistress or Mistress Darla. Is that clear?”

A shot of excitement went through me. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good boy. Now let’s get this off.” My tee shirt was quickly whisked over my head. “Put your hands behind your back.” As soon as I complied, I felt handcuffs lock my hands securely. She had so quickly taken control of me, I was stunned with it. I had met the lady just half an hour or so earlier, and here I was bound and sitting in a chair in her kitchen. She helped me to my feet and turned me around. I was wearing shorts and they were quickly pulled down along with my briefs. Her hands directed me to step out of my shorts and sandals. I was naked and helpless, before I could think about resistance.

At some point, my cock had become fully erect. “I see you like my idea for an audition,” Darla chuckled. Her hands found my cock and balls. Fingers caressed and stroked them. Her hand squeezed my cock. “This and all of you are mine now. You must follow my directions without hesitation or I will have to punish you. If you please me, I will please you. If you don’t please me, I will punish you in ways that will be very painful.” Her fist was pumping my cock during the whole speech. As she said the part about pain, her other hand squeezed my balls, making me grunt with pain. “Understand?” She asked.

“Yes, Mistress.” 

“You took too long to answer. I think you need a stronger demonstration.” She went away for a moment, then came back close to me. “I am holding a battery-operated cattle prod.” I froze with fear, hoping to hell she was not going to use that thing on me. I own a cattle prod and have used it, but only with real pain sluts. When I tested it on myself, which I always to first, the jolt nearly knocked me down. Her voice was very calm, almost matter of fact. “I am going to use this on you once, so you know what will happen if you try to resist me in any way. I will only use it if you resist.”

I felt the cold tip of the prod touch my thigh. “Please, Mistress, I will obey. Please don’t do….” She pressed the button for an instant. I screamed as the pain grabbed my body, engulfing them with its intensity. I went rigid, bowled over by it, shaken to my core. When I my breathing slowed down a bit, she caressed my back and hip. As I calmed down, my respect for her grew. She was very real, and had quickly made a believer of me.

“Good. Now we understand each other. I instruct, you obey.” I nodded my head as well as I could inside the bag. She chuckled, “Some people tell me I have an electric personality. Now, let me get this off of your head, so you can see where you are going.” I blinked at the sudden brightness. My eyes adjusted to the light, and I saw Mistress Darla had removed her robe and was wearing a black corset that lifted and displayed pair of ample and very naked breasts. The nipples were large and encircled by very large, dark brown aureole. A black bikini panty covered her sex. She certainly looked the part, and I realized with surprise, she must have planned this. She was enjoying herself. “Quit gawking, slut boy. You’re wasting time.” The cattle prod swung dangerously close to my leg. She tugged my cock and led me out of the kitchen and down a flight of stairs into the basement.

I looked around, taking it all in. There were eyebolts and hooks in the ceiling, with chains hanging from them. The walls were covered with whips, floggers, restraints, ropes, spreader bars, humblers, nipple clamps, and all sorts of devices I could not identify. There was a whipping bench, a bondage horse, a bondage table and bench, an x-shaped cross, a set of stocks hanging from a chain, and a bed with ropes attached to each corner.  A large cart stood in the center of the room with several items I could not identify on top. I realized that I was in the presence of a very serious Domme. “I hope you enjoy my playroom. I certainly plan to enjoy it… and you.”

Mistress Darla smacked my ass and directed me to stand under a pair of dangling chains. She fastened a pair of restraints on my ankles and directed me to spread my feet by tapping the insides of my knees. I had not noticed the eyebolts in the floor. She secured my spread legs to eyebolts on either side of my feet. My wrists were still fastened behind my back, and she fastened leather restraints around them before unlocking the handcuffs. I had to admire her. She was not taking any chances by using a very safe way of transferring my method of bondage one way to another. There was no way I could get away or even reach her to resist. Much of D/s is perception. The perception of helplessness is a heady experience. Without saying a word, she conveyed to me that it would be useless to resist.

Mistress Darla stood behind me and directed me to lift my hands in the air.  First the right wrist, then the left, were secured over my head to the hanging chains. She stroked my ass, moved to my front and looked me up and down. “There we are. Very nice. There is nothing like the look of a naked, helpless sub, is there?” 

I knew what she meant and had to agree. “Yes, Mistress.” I wasn’t sure that was the proper answer, but she knew what I meant. She stepped forward and caressed my shoulders then kissed my mouth, giving me plenty of tongue. Her fingers pinched and twisted my left nipple. Before she pulled away, she lightly bit my lower lip. At that point, I was mesmerized and would have followed her anywhere. Of course, I was securely strung up, and unable to do much following.


Mistress began kissing my nipples, switching back and forth. They continued to get hard, and I moaned with the pleasure she was giving me. Sharp bites on each nipple were next, as she switched back and forth between them, kissing and biting, surprising me with each nip and nibble. Her fingers caressed my hard cock, nails raking the head, providing me with delightful agony, and causing me to breathe heavily.

“Your safeword is pussy. Enjoy the pleasure, boy, because it always comes with a price. The price is pain. And I know from watching your movies, you crave pain. So I guess you are going to enjoy all of this.” At this, she used her hand to begin slapping my balls. Each strike was just hard enough to make me jump and scream from the pain. She went over to her cart and brought back a flogger made from leather strands. Holding my cock in her left hand, she began swinging the flogger against my balls. Each strike made me wince and cry out. “Scream if you need to. I love to hear a man scream.” She smacked my balls with her hand, and I did scream. “Yes,” was her only response. She struck me again. “Are you enjoying this?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I groaned.

“Good, because I am, too. It makes me so hot when you scream” She increased the intensity and speed of her strikes and also began striking my cock, too. Shamelessly, I gave her what she wanted. My screams were continuous, only stopping to quickly suck in some air. Then I continued to scream. I tried to pull away from her, but could not move. I tried to pull my cock and balls inside my body, but that did not work either. I tried to jump up and down like a kid having a tantrum, and failed. I had no choice, but to take it, accept it, and embrace it. When she finally stopped, I stood there panting. “Good boy.” She stalked around me like a panther, measuring me with her eyes, picking future targets, anticipating her next move—allowing me to catch my breath, so she could again wring maximum torment from me. So quickly she had taken control of me and reduced me to an object with the sole purpose of serving her. And I loved it.

My backside was next. More correctly, my ass was next. Mistress Darla began spanking me with her bard hands, gradually working me up to a flogger, then a heavy leather belt, and finally to a whippy stick that she explained had been the tip of a fishing rod. That hurt the worst. Between each of these torments, she stroked my cock back into a stiff erection. After the last treatment, she kneeled and took my cock into her mouth. Her lips and tongue expertly caused me to proudly swell again. She next used a flogger on my scrotum, pausing to make me anticipate the pain that was going to come with the next strike. Then her mouth on me again, fingers scratching my balls, then slapping them, so that pain and pleasure were all mixed up into one. I hung there by my wrists and became one with it. Just as I felt my juices start to boil and my balls pull up and prepare to prime the pump, she stopped. “Not yet, boy. You are going to have to earn your cum. You will not cum without permission, and you will not cum before you have pleased me a lot more.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I had played this game from both sides before… many times. The ritual dance was the same. No matter how many times I had danced the dance, leading and following, I loved it. The dance was the same, but the steps always changed in some erotic way with a different feel of skin against skin, thing against flesh, wet against dry, hard against soft, tumescent against yielding, hot against cold, electric against quivering, vibration against paralysis. I did not know where this dance would go; I only cared that we danced it.

Mistress gave me water through a straw from a bottle, then unfastened me and led me to a bench. I was placed on it on my back, with my arms fastened behind me, and my ankle restraints fastened to ropes that pulled my feet toward the ceiling and spread my legs wide. I my sex was helplessly spread and exposed. I watched her select a tens unit, electric leads, and a long black shoelace from her cart. She teased my cock into erection and wrapped my balls and cock with it, so they were exposed, and my cock would stay firm. My cock was wrapped from the base to just under the head. The electric leads had adhesive pads, which she attached to the base of my balls and underneath the head of my cock—both areas of extreme sensitivity.

Her fingers turned a knob on the tens, and I heard it click on. I tensed and waited for the first tingles of electricity to arrive. When it did, I moaned with the delightful shock of it. It felt like a vibrator was moving back and forth through the center of my cock from balls to head. Just as I was beginning to get into the sensation, Mistress increased the level to the point of pain. I screamed in response, and the intensity was lowered. “Remember, painslut, this is not about you, it is about me.” I nodded and groaned as she adjusted the volume and changed the setting to something that beat regularly at my sex.

She removed her panties and straddled my head. “Lick me.” Her fingers twined themselves in my hair, and she began to lower herself onto my mouth. I watched the purple-pink lips of her shaved cunt descend onto my face, and smelled her arousal.  I served her eagerly. She allowed me to worship her cunt with my lips and tongue, then would lift herself away to allow me to catch a breath. Then she turned the knob on the tens and sent me into agony again. I would scream, and she would lower herself onto my face again. “Eat me. Yesssss! Let me feel that tongue in my vagina.” She rubbed herself against my face. “Lick my clit. Oh, yes. Bite it.” I followed those directions without hesitation. I was a sex toy, put there just for her pleasure. Her arousal and cries increased as she continued to rub herself against my face. When she came, she turned the tens up, making me scream into her sex as I shook with the pain. Her cunt clenched and squirted a copious amount of fluid into my mouth and over my face, and I swallowed it as best I could, while licking and sucking eagerly. When her shuddering climax was over, she moaned and sighed heavily, turned the tens off, and collapsed across my body as though in a faint. I had no choice but to wait for her to recuperate. My bonds and her full weight on top of me allowed me no movement at all. My nose and mouth rested against the lips of her sex as it continued to bathe me with the essence of her cum.

She finally moved and sat up on my chest. “Good boy. That was wonderful. And now, you will get your reward.” The tens pads were removed and restuck to both sides of my balls. I felt her unwrap the shoelace from my cock and rewrap it around my balls, stretching them even more. She eased herself back onto my face again, and I felt her mouth surround my cock. The delightfully erotic thrill of her mouth encouraged me to again bury myself in her sex. I worked my tongue as hard has I could, but there was no way I could keep up. As I felt myself go over the top, I tried to request permission, but only was able to mumble between her lips.

She understood, because she pulled away from my cock for a moment and said, “Cum, pet.” The teasing and torturing for the past hour caused me to immediately begin my climax, and as I did, Mistress turned up the intensity of the tens. I screamed into her cunt and began to shudder. It felt like my cum exploded out of my cock in torrents. Waves of pleasure hit me. My burning balls were pleasure centers as the tens massaged them with jolts of electricity. As I came, Mistress also had her second climax, and we rubbed and rutted against each other as though we had not cum in years.

Finally, it was over. Mistress again collapsed on me after turning off the tens. A few minutes later, she was able to roll off me and begin to unfasten my bonds. When she had untied me, she kissed me on the mouth, and I smelled and tasted myself. 

We moved over to the bed and slept for a while. When we awoke, I told her I had to get Dick’s approval, but I wanted her to be the foundation of our new Hurting Men division, and she accepted. Dick did approve it. It was one of the best decisions the two of us ever made. We eventually made Darla a partner, and she has made Hurting Men a very profitable part of our business. She now manages and directs six Dommes in their individual productions.

Darla still tops me regularly. And occasionally, we switch, and I get to return the favor and try to get even. At this point, that has been impossible. Darla and the other Dommes are cannot be bested… or if you prefer, topped. In a future chapter, I will write about some of the times she has worked me over with the assistance of another of our Dommes. Those have been experiences worth writing about, too.

