Dom to sub
© Robert Caveat 


At last, they were together. There had been all of the usual delays, work schedules, distance… but they all were small problems compared with the mental shift she had to go through to get to this point. They were together and she felt shaky and weak, wanting it, but wondering if life would ever be the same.

She was a Dom, an all out, "take it or leave it, get on your knees, buster or get out," Dom. Most of the time that had been wonderful, providing her with enough subservient men to satisfy her lustful appetites. And she was good at it… because she gave as much as she got, opening doors to sensitivities most of her submissives would normally have never found. She had learned well how to combine the necessary forcefulness with pleasures and torments craved by others.

But recently, she realized that she hungered, no craved something more. It began as a small thing, a certain restlessness after a scene. At first, she shrugged it off, thinking that she had been preoccupied with other things going on in her life. But the feelings grew. Part of it was that her recent partners were as she put it, "ho-hum." However, it was deeper than that. She had always been an intense person, wanting to experience her sexuality to the fullest. In fact, that was how she became a Dom. She loved being bitten, bruised and left with marks that served to remind her of recent rough loving. Unfortunately, there were few takers, so she turned her back on vanilla sex and looked for another outlet, something with more spice. As Mistress, she found that outlet, reveled in it, being in command, having control.

For a while, it was enough… but then, the restlessness… that other person, deep inside… wanted out… She found herself wondering what it would be like to be submissive… to give herself to a strong man, someone who would take over, who would leave bruises if he chose to do so… just because he could… someone who could see into the deep, dark recesses of her mind and bend her to his well, feed her needs, and satisfy those cravings that were beginning to bubble to the surface.

One day the urges were there, pushing to be let out…. the next day He was there. Her friend showed her some correspondence she had been having with an experienced Dom. The friend was debating her readiness to begin another relationship, and wanted her opinion. As she read one of the stories Master Robert had written, the dam burst. "Ohhhhhh.... oh sweet lord... " she swallowed thickly and looked around to see if anyone else had observed her reaction. Then a shiver… face flushed, she rocked slowly back and forth in her chair.

"Wow!" She was caught up in it… heart racing… sweating… she raked her hand through her hair. She sensed that He was someone she could give herself to, someone who would value her gift. Yet at the same time, her mind reeled with the implications. How could she give to someone else what she had taken from others? How could she not?

Fortunately, her friend agreed with the idea of letting her write to Him. "Nothing ventured, nothing gained," she reasoned. She wrote and explained the facts of her interest, but little else in case he might reject her tentative advance. Her finger hesitated over the send button, then nailed it before she had a chance to change her mind.

His quick response indicated an interest. The next few days, messages flew fast and furious over the net between the two of them. She sensed he was someone she could give herself to, someone who would value her gift, but at the same time she desired his attentions, she was fearful. His stories kept coming and made her ache with need to be the subject of them. She fought herself, doubts coming from all directions.

"You shouldn't do this."

"But I want him. He is what I need."

"You are too alike. How can you give to Him what you take from others."

"I need Him to refresh my soul."

"What if He just uses you?"

"I have to take the chance. I want Him to devour me."

"Slow down. Take your time. Be careful. He can really hurt you… in many ways."

"I want to believe Him. I want Him. I want him to take me and control me… help me discover my full potential. I must surrender to Him."

At last, they were together. They were together and she felt shaky and weak, wanting it, committed to it, but wondering if life would ever be the same.

His body pressed against her back, arms around her." Do you surrender yourself to me while we are together, my pet?" So much strength in a whisper.

She took a slow and deep breath… there was a quiver within the sound… She closed her eyes and saw flashes of color… images exploding in the mind she was setting free. "Yes, Sir." She was free at last… free to explore and be the woman she wanted to be. She was ready to explore that which called them both.

And they began….

