As I arrived at the restaurant that day, I wondered about the purpose of our meeting. Mistress Barbara had requested that we get together to talk. We met in the waiting area and were escorted to our table. As I walked behind her, I was again given the opportunity to appreciate her healthy good looks. Her blouse and skirt accented her attractiveness. A six-foot blonde, her conservative heels allowed her to see eye to eye with me.

We had met through the Internet. I am primarily a Dom, but do switch when the opportunity and urge makes it possible. My submissive side occasionally craves to be let out. I had come across her profile and something about it had pulled at my submissive side of me. While I had been topped a number of times in the past, I had never been with a truly dominant woman until I met Mistress Barbara. We recently had been together for the first time.

She rocked me to the core during that first session. She knew what she was doing and pushed all of my mental and physical buttons. Our session ended up being the best of its kind I had ever experienced. As we sat down and ordered, my mind flashed back on it. My still sore nipples throbbed with the memory and sent messages to my cock, causing it to awaken.

When our waitress left with our order, Mistress Barbara asked me about my reaction to our recent scene. Of course, I had told her how I felt immediately after it, but today I was able to speak from a more distant perspective. I was quite open with her, complimenting her ability to get into my head and stimulate my mind and body so well. I told her I hoped there would be other opportunities for repeat sessions. She responded by telling me she was very satisfied with me as a submissive. She said she had been hesitant at first to have an experience with a dominant male who switched, wondering how well it would work out. What had finally decided the issue in my favor was my hanging in there and maintaining the relationship. That and the failures she had recently in finding good male submissives.

We both had the same experience with finding people who were playing at bdsm rather than being serious about it. It's hard to find good subs. While the Internet has made it easier to contact people who express an interest in bdsm, and there are more people who are educated about and interested in it, there are also many more people who are just playing with it. They are unable to take the final plunge. Like so many things, the whip stings both ways.

Our meal arrived, and we ate it while conversing casually about many things. As we ate and talked, I had the distinct impression that Bar (she asked me to call her that in casual situations) had something else on her mind. I was right.

As we relaxed over coffee, Bar opened up to me, sharing more of her background. During her past marriage, she discovered her love of rough sex. She enjoyed being abused and taken roughly, or as she put it, fucked silly. While her ex had tried to please her in this area, he only did it because she wanted it, not because he wanted and needed to do it. In other words, it just wasn't in his nature. After their divorce, she had experimented with this side of her sexuality with several men. The most satisfying experiences were those which were so violent she was left with bruises.

Bar said she ultimately was not able to connect on a permanent basis with someone who could satisfy her need to be treated roughly. As she was educating herself about this and other sexual practices, she also read information about dominant women. As she read more and more, she realized the idea appealed to her. She eventually had the opportunity to have her first experience as a Fem Dom, and enjoyed it immensely. Soon she found herself sublimating her need to receive rough sex with her new talent as a Dominatrix.

She had been exploring this side of her sexuality exclusively for about two years. Until our recent experience, it had been an exciting and rewarding time. She assured me that our scene had been an exciting and rewarding experience for her, and stated that it had started her thinking if I could enjoy switching between dominant and submissive roles, perhaps she should explore her potential in this direction to see if she could enjoy it. In a way, she still felt the old pull of her need for rough sex.

The bottom line was that Bar wanted me to be the Dom with whom to have this experience. She was careful to assure me that she did not want to endanger the relationship we already had. If I had concerns about spoiling our budding relationship, she would back off, and we could continue with nothing changed.

As I listened to her, I was thrilled at the prospect of switching our roles. She was a magnificent Domme, and I felt certain she would be an equally awesome sub. When I expressed this to her, she was relieved and pleased. I suggested to Bar that there was no time like the present to take advantage of our new Network, and told her I was ready right then to take her home for her first real submissive experience. Frankly, I was afraid if I did not get her to do it right then; I might miss a golden opportunity.

She looked into my eyes for a long moment, and I was afraid I had blown it. She took a deep breath and said, "I'd like that, Master." I picked up the check and directed her to wait outside while I paid the bill. Once outside, I held her arm and firmly steered her to my car. I opened the door on her side, allowing her to get in. Before I closed her door, I leaned in and whispered in her ear, "I have to get some restraints from the trunk for you to wear. By the time I am in my seat, I want you to have your bra unfastened and your panties in your hand ready to hand them to me." I watched the unlocked the trunk and grabbed a pair of wrist restraints and a short length of rope.

When I got behind the wheel, I tossed the restraints into her lap. I held out my hand, and she put her panties in it. "Put the restraints on, pet."

"Yes, Sir," she smartly replied. I held her black panties under my nose and took in the scent of excited woman. I bet myself that she was already wet. When she had finished fastening the restraints, I attached the rope to her right restraint and had her slip the rope behind her bucket seat. I reached behind her for the end of the rope and ran it through the ring in her left restraint. Pulling on the rope so her arms were snug against the edges of her seat, I secured it with a knot.

I mused out loud about how quickly things can change. I reminded her that five minutes earlier she had been the Domme. Now she was helpless in the front seat of my car, ready to head off to whatever punishments, tortures and torments I would put her through.

I leaned in and kissed her on the mouth. As I did, I reached inside her blouse and under loosened bra, roughly pinching her nipples. Her breath caught and she shivered. I removed my hand, started the car and put it in gear. As the car started to move, I said, "Think about this on the way to our playtime. Paybacks are a bitch, my little bitch, and you are about to get yours."

I drove the car around to the back of my house. I live at the very end of a street on a culdesac that borders on an area recently purchased by our airport for a new runway. My newest neighbor is at least 100 yards away. Because of the airport's recent purchases of property, no one lives behind me. My backyard is wooded and pretty well sheltered. It was here that I planned to initiate Bar into my style of bdsm. 

I opened her door and untied the rope securing her wrists to the bucket seat. As soon as I helped her out of the car, I ordered, "Strip, slut!" She quickly complied. This was my first view of her nude body. When she worked me over, she had blindfolded me during the time she rode my face and forced me to serve her with my tongue. She was beautiful, having a classic hourglass shape with an ass that was full and just begging to be spanked. Her breasts large enough to wrap with rope and were turgid with desire, the nipples wrinkling. 

I tied her wrists behind her back and guided her over to a picnic table, where I had her sit on the edge of a bench seat. I reviewed our rules with her and gave her the same safeword she gave me. It was really going to happen. I knew what the saying about the kid in the candy store meant because I was about to partake of some of the sweetest submeat...


It was all happening so fast. I had slipped into the role of submissive too easily. I wasn't ready for this to happen today. I had just worked up the courage to bring up the subject of switching with him, and here it was going to happen… was happening. And I had probably overdone it when I told him I craved rough sex. What if he misunderstood and treated me too roughly? I really did not know him that well. What if he was not someone to be trusted? But he had trusted me. Surely that counted for something. Then there were the feelings I had about wanting to please him. That really had been the deciding thing. I wanted to please him more than anything else. 

As we rode to Master Robert's place, a number of conflicting thoughts had gone through my mind. I had thrown caution to the wind when I discussed my needs with him. I realized that allowing me to see how to get to where he lived was probably a good sign. When I saw the property where Robert lived, I was impressed with the number of trees and the privacy. He drove behind the house, untied me and ordered me to strip. I said, "Yes, Sir." With some apprehension, I quickly removed my shoes, skirt, blouse and bra, which was already unfastened. My wrists were tied behind me, using the same rope he had used in the car. I was led to a picnic table and perched on the edge of a bench seat. I was very aware of his eyes on my naked body. From the way he looked at them, I could tell he was a breast man. Just the thought of him looking at my nipples made them tingle and swell. I felt helpless and controlled, but at the same time incredibly horny. 

He reviewed his rules with me, telling me they were basically the same rules and safeword we had used for him. They could be summed up by saying, "Immediately do what you are told or there will be hell to pay!" 

He unzipped his pants and pulled out his erect cock. "Suck, slut," was all he said. The purple head of his swollen member pushed against my lips. His hands held my head steady. I opened my mouth and took it in for the first time. As his Domme, I had not yet sucked his cock. My pet slut, Marla, had done the honors before we had both ridden his bound body. Marla had the benefit of using his cock, while I had cum several times on this tongue before allowing him release through Marla's talented mouth. 

Master Robert's cock was very engorged as it entered mouth. I tasted its slightly salty head as it slipped across my tongue. The pre-cum coated my tongue, tasting a bit like unsweetened pudding. With his hands holding my head, I had no choice but to take everything he gave me as he fucked my mouth. I was filled completely, almost choking. I began to be afraid I might not be able to breathe, but then he released my head, allowing me to back off a bit. I made my tongue flick the underside of the slick, velvety head. Sucking cock has always been one of my favorite things. Being forced to do it while helpless, added a whole new dimension of excitement. I had become a sex object, a slut, to be used solely for Master's pleasure, because he wanted me that way and he had the power to do it, and because I wanted it and wanted to please him. 

Just as I began to suck in earnest, his fingers began to cares my nipples. The pleasure was almost overwhelming, and I moaned around his cock. The distraction caused me to pause for a second, but I quickly recovered, focusing my attention of making my tongue flick the ridge on the underside of its head. His fingers pulled and tweaked my nipples, almost causing me to lose my focus entirely. They were sending delightful messages right to the center of my sex. 

Suddenly, he began squeezing my nipples hard. The pleasure/pain turned into pain/pleasure as he increased the pressure. I tried to protest, but it was cut off by the pumping action of the cock gag filling my mouth. "Don't stop, pet, or it will become worse," he said as he increased the pressure on my nipples. I had no choice but to continue, knowing if I didn't, he would hurt me more. I worked harder at my task, thinking if I made him cum, perhaps he would go easier on me. I realized that he was giving me exactly what I told him I needed, but my breasts were really hurting. I was thrilled and repelled by it at the same time, but deep down inside I wanted this go on forever. 

I felt the moisture begin to ooze from between my pussy lips. The whole situation was making me incredibly turned on. I was helpless, bound and being forced to give a very attractive man a blow job. I was being used for his pleasure, and that was what I was I was there for. I was living what I had only been able to dream about. His hands shifted position on my breasts, and he began touching my nipples in a different way and driving me crazy. 

I felt that pre-orgasmic tickle in my groin and began to moan and build to it. Just as it started, he pulled his cock out of my mouth and helped me to my feet. I stood there with my mouth hanging open. A red rubber ball gag was slipped between my lips and pushed between my teeth so they locked around it. The gag's cord was fastened behind my head before I could protest or try to expel it from my mouth. Master was going to test my devotion and trust by not allowing me to use the safeword! 

He certainly had thrown me off guard. My wrist restraints were removed and replaced with some that were more sturdy and extra wide. Master Robert led me over to a large tree where there hung a chain with a hook on the end of it. The chain was attached to a mechanism of some sort, and it was attached overhead to a large branch. Master later told me the mechanism was a manual hoist. The rings on my restraints were slipped over the large hook, making me stand on my toes. When Master Robert pulled on a chain, the hoist raised the hook, and I was lifted off the ground. It all happened so suddenly, that I let out a muffled squeek as my feet came off the ground about two inches. I had been lifted off the ground just enough so that contact with it was impossible. I kicked and strained. My arms stretched and strained overhead, causing my breasts to bounce, but there was no way to get loose. I was so frightened, I thought my bladder would let go right then and there. In a matter of moments, he had increased the intensity of my ordeal. It looked like he was going to do something to me that was beyond anything I could imagine. 

"You may have noticed that I did not fasten your legs and feet together, pet. That's because I want to see you struggle and kick your legs as I work on you with my strap. But first, I have another surprise. My eyes widened as he held two clothespins in front of my face. I prayed he would not fasten them on my nipples. When he pulled on a nipple, causing me to swing a bit, I knew it was going to happen. As much as I dreaded the pain, a calm acceptance came over me. There was nothing I could do about it but literally hang in there. My composure was lost when the first clothespin bit into my nipple, causing me to cry out, "Nnooooomm, pleab dope!" It was hard to talk around the ball gag, but I knew he could understand me. 

"I don't hear any safeword, pet, so I am going to continue." Already, he knew me too well. I wanted to please him so much, I would do all I could to keep from giving up. I struggled to get away, but only succeeded in kicking helplessly. As I hung there in the shade of that beautiful tree, I realized he owned me totally, and would do anything he wanted to me. I have never felt so helpless. I screamed through my nose as the second clothespin bit cruelly into my left nipple. "Kick some more, pet. I love it when you do that," he teased. 

Master Robert showed me a short thick leather strap, telling me he bought it at a tack shop. It was about three inches wide and 15 inches long and I knew it would really hurt. I wondered what I had got myself into. Would I be able to take what he wanted to do to me? "I am going to give you ten good ones, pet, and I want you to count them. If you forget to count any of them, we will do that one over." 

How could I count them and manage the pain at the same time? The first blow arrived on my ass before I was ready for it. It hurt like hell, and I screamed. "Better count it, pet, or I'll have to do it over." 

"Wub, Sa," I sobbed. Oh please, no more. I was frantic, but at the same time strangely excited. How would I be able to stand up to this? The second one fell before the thought was complete. I screeched out a complaint, but remembered to mumble the count as my feet and legs kicked and tried to reach the ground. My body swung in response, causing the clothespins to pull at my nipples. "You should see how beautiful red strap marks look on your bottom, pet. Even the stitching on the strap shows." I flushed with his praise. 

The pain was intense. As my body swung back and forth, I waited for the third blow to land. I thought the suspense was almost worse than the pain. When the third blow struck, I realized how wrong I was. I thought I would go crazy, but managed to remember in time to count it. Masters' fingers approached me from front and back. They stroked both my sore bottom and the moist hair surrounding my sex, then slipped inside me. There was nothing I could do to prevent his probe of my clit, vagina and anus. "My, how wet you are. I think you are enjoying this more than you care to admit." 

While his fingers worked their magic on me, he brought the strap down on the backs of my legs. My body jerked again, my legs flailing uselessly. I counted it, then moaned into my gag. My mind and body were becoming confused. I could not tell where the pain ended and the pleasure began. "We are going to repeat these from the other side, pet," he softly whispered, "so all of your marks are even." 

I don't know how I got through the rest of them, but eventually they ended. He had scared me practically out of my wits, while giving me the erotic charge of my life. I had accepted all he had given, with just one word to protect me, and he had practically taken the use of that from me. 

When he finished strapping me, Master discovered I was dripping fluids. While his fingers continued to work inside me, he released the clothespins, causing lightning-like jolts to surge through my nipples and straight down to my cunt. When he turned the pins slightly and reattached them, I groaned hoarsely. "Do you know why I'm doing this, Bar pet? Because I can and because your pain gives us both pleasure." 

He lowered the hook until my feet were on the ground. Just as I was getting comfortable with the new position, he lifted both of my legs off the ground and stepped between them. I realized he had removed his clothes at some point during my torture, because his cock brushed against my crotch hair. He came closer and worked his cock up and down in my slit, lubricating it and almost causing me to faint. Poising his cock at the entrance to my tunnel, he entered me with one motion. His cock buried itself in my cunt, bottoming out. I was being fucked and could do nothing about it. I tried to push back to put more pressure on my cunt walls, but my bonds and the way I was being held prevented much movement. I needed to cum. I wanted it more than anything. 

As I hung there, caught on his stiff prick, I looked down at our bodies. He was relentlessly moving his cock in and out of me, filling me with intense sensations. The clothespins were causing my nipples to throb, adding to the intensity of it all. As I watched, he leaned over and removed the clothespins with his mouth, dropping them on the ground. The surge of pleasure/pain caused my climax to approach. 

I hung there helplessly as he ravished me. I was turned on beyond belief and powerless to resist anything he did. His head dipped in and his mouth captured a nipple. The soreness increased the intensity of the sensation. He sucked on the other nipple, and I threw my head back and began to cum. As I did, he bit each nipple, causing my body to jerk and begin a serial climax. I grunted into my gag as each one hit me. Before it died down, another more intense one followed. My body was spasming, and my cunt was contracting around his cock. 

As my cunt contracted, I felt his body freeze and his cock begin to throb inside me, bathing my insides with his hot juices. I wanted him to give it all to me. His excitement caused me to cum one last time. 

When it had burned itself out, I was like a wet noodle. It was fortunate that he still had me suspended. Otherwise, I might have collapsed. When he finally was able to ease me down, he removed my ball gag and walked me into his house on shaky legs. I half leaned and sat against the kitchen countertop as he poured me a glass of water. I was then led to his playroom to what looked like a large sawhorse with carpet across the top. As I stretched out on it, I realized I was going to ride his bondage horse. It was too late to resist. I was already securely fastened to it. All I could do was sigh at my predicament. I surrendered completely. I would willingly give him all of me. I felt his hands caress my back and bottom. The butterflies began to flutter in my stomach. I grinned as I realized that sometimes you get what you ask for, and sometimes you get much more. I wondered if I was up to the ways he would use me next, and knew we would find out together.

