I was working at my exercise club late one Sunday afternoon, when she sauntered in. Her name is Fallon, and she captured my attention when she joined my club a couple of weeks earlier. I sold her a trial membership, and we seemed to hit it off. She leaned over the counter flirting with me and made sure that I saw the tanned globes of her ample breasts as they hung out of her tank top.  Her main exercise effort was on the treadmill, and I never tired of looking at her gorgeous rolling and canting hips, which were always barely covered by a tight-fitting pair of very short shorts. Some women manage to look more sexy on the treadmill than others do--and it's not just a case of being better looking, it is the way her bottom moves while she works out on the treadmill. Fallon has a way of putting an extra movement into her bottom with each step. It is a twitch that occurs at the end of each step, right before each foot moves forward into the next step. Her ass makes a sort of extra movement that can only be described as a twitch. As gorgeous as her breasts were, they took a back seat to the way her ass moved.

That treadmill twitch had been the object of my eyes for several days; and I know that other men noticed it, too, because all weightlifting in the area behind her stopped or slowed down when she was on the treadmill. Fallon is about 5' 6" tall, well rounded, and has dark brown eyes and hair, which is cut at shoulder length. She also has a certain self-assured way of carrying herself, in addition to that twitch that sucks the eyes of every man to her when she moves. She is immeasurably female, but with just enough health muscle to indicate the ability to take care of herself.

That Sunday, Fallon came in during one of the football playoff games, so the club was empty except for her and me. She stood almost too close to me, so close I could smell the ripeness of her. Her perfume was subtle; a scent I did not recognize, and it mixed with woman smell, making a combination that was almost breathtaking. I had to move behind the counter to hide my growing erection. I told her I was going to close in half an hour, but if she was comfortable with it, she could stay the extra few minutes it would take me to close. She looked at me in that piercing way she has and said she did not see any reason to be uncomfortable, but that I might feel that way. I soon found out what she meant.

Closing time came, and Fallon finished her exercise on the treadmill just as I was ready to leave. She thanked me for the extra exercise time and asked I could like a beer or cup of coffee at her place, which was nearby. I couldn't believe my luck. Here was the woman, whose ass I had stared holes through, inviting me to her house. I readily agreed and we drove our two cars to her place. She owned an old English Tudor in a very quiet neighborhood on a side street just five minutes away. Once we were inside, she seated me at the dining room table and brought us each a beer. Excusing herself, she went to her bedroom to change out of her sweaty exercise clothes. When she returned, she was wearing a black tank top, with no bra, a black wrap-around skirt and black boots. The whole effect was simple and stunning. I could see her erect nipples pressing against the black tank top.

We chatted a while about places in which we grew up, our jobs, and played “do you know,” finding out we had several mutual friends. She had served some light refreshments, and periodically leaned in to help herself, while showing me the tops of her breasts as they moved freely against the fabric of her shirt. I sat across the table from her in a state of perpetual erection, picturing her naked, spread and tied to her bed. Finally the conversation slowed. Fallon looked directly into my eyes and told me she invited me to her house for a reason, being very much aware of my reputation in the local bdsm community. I have to admit my first thought was that my reputation had again brought another submissive woman to me. Fallon surprised me by saying while on a few select occasions she did bottom with special people, her primary interest was as a Domme over submissive males. I think the surprise must have shown on my face, and I was speechless as my mouth hung open.

"I have heard that you have a strong submissive urge, and have looked a long time for a dominant woman to fill your needs in this area. If you are serious about this, I think there is a good possibility I can be the Domme you want." I finally regained my composure a bit, and stammered out some words confirming my long search for a real dominant woman.

As we talked some more, I told Fallon that the first erection I could remember getting was at age 10 when I read a story about a pioneer being caught, tied up and tortured by Indians. After that, there were tie up games, where I always seemed to be the one who was captured and tied to a tree. When I finally became sexually active, I could not find any woman to dominate me, and finally settled for tying up my girlfriends and going down on them in the hope they would return the favor. Some of them did so, and while those times were wonderful, they were with women, who had no real desire to continue to dominate me. I did enjoy dominating women, and ultimately became a practicing Dom. But there was always the urge to submit to a strong, dominant woman, just bubbling under the surface, and periodically I searched for a Domme, usually without success. I had been close a couple of times, but personal situations had not allowed relationships to continue. I am not unhappy about being a Dom; however, the old submissive need keeps raising its head.

We talked about my perceptions of my needs and cravings. I told Fallon I often wonder if I am more of a mental masochist than a real one. The times I have really been put through painful experiences have not been pleasant. Fallon replied that the pleasure would come through submitting totally to her. Even though I understood this from the dominant side of me, it wasn’t until that moment that I understood what my being submissive to her should mean. It meant acceptance of what she would do to me in spite of any fear. It also meant trust. Even though I knew trust would increase with time, I realized I did trust her even at this early point in our relationship

Fallon said if we were going to have a D/s sexual relationship, I needed to realize what being her sub would mean. She wanted a submissive man on a long-term basis, telling me I would have to temporarily give up my dominant lifestyle unless she first gave permission; and that might be hard. She pointed out that it could be difficult for a Dom to turn over a new leaf and truly submit to another dominant person. She wanted my unquestioning and immediate response to anything she directed me to do. I must never hesitate or argue with her. We could discuss afterward, but first must always come my submission to her plan for me.

I got down on my knees and told her I would do my best to submit to her totally, and without reservation. I also said that I had those normal fears that all subs have when they realize the seriousness of what they are doing. Fallon assured me she would never deliberately injury me, or hurt me in any manner we did not both want. She also gave me a safeword. With that, we were ready to begin.

“Take off your clothes.” The order was stated in a quiet manner, as though she knew I would comply. And I did. I quickly slipped off my tee shirt, shorts and socks. My erection was pressing against my briefs and sprang free when I slipped them off. I felt my face flush and a pressure in my chest. Fallon handed me a black dog collar and four restraints. Helpless to resist, I placed the collar around my neck and quickly fastened the restraints to my wrists and ankles. I looked at my restraints and felt the collar around my neck and shivered with the thought not knowing what was going to happen. She clipped a lead to my collar and pointed to the floor. I got down on my hands and knees, and she led me into another room. My cock was stiff and bounced as I crawled behind her. When she opened the door pulled me inside, I got my first glimpse of her playroom.

I could see that she had taken some time and effort to make it into a real play place. There were a couple of chains hanging from a hoist with restraints attached. A large wooden X was attached to one wall. There were all sorts of spreaderbars, whips, floggers, restraints, clamps, and other devices hanging on the walls. I noticed several different types of humblers, cockrings, and other cbt devices. A wooden bondage horse stood along one wall right next to a low platform with a mattress and rings attached. I chair that looked like it belonged in a dentist or doctors’ office was located in a corner. There was even a wooden rack, complete with ratchets, ropes and pulleys. I wondered what I had gotten myself in for, but fought back the fear.

She led me over to the mattress that rested on the wooden platform and had me lie on my back. My ankles were quickly spread and locked to the sides of the platform. There was a fluttering of butterflies in my stomach. My arms were secured to rings located at my sides. My head extended off the mattress and was supported by an extension, which fitted under my neck, and around which she wrapped and tied my leash, so I could not raise my head.

She removed the wrap-around skirt and straddled my face. The table had evidently been custom built for her height because her sex hovered just above my mouth. The musky smell of her sex enveloped me. Her hands found my balls and began squeezing them just enough to cause me to groan with a total understanding of who was in charge.  I could see her dark, furry cunt as she lowered it to my mouth.  “Suck it,” was all she said. I worked my mouth and tongue in earnest, seeking to please her. She rocked her hips, rubbing them against my nose and mouth. Her thighs squeezed my head, making it difficult for me to breathe and hear. I felt her cunt soften. Her juices began flowing and covered my nose, mouth and beard.

She leaned forward and supported her elbows on my ribcage. The fingers of each hand enveloped one of my balls, and she started to squeeze them. The pain was just bearable. She squeezed and again commanded me to suck. I tried to ignore the pain and earnestly worked on her clit. She rocked back and forth, allowing me full access to her sex. My tongue slipped across the entrance to her vagina and probed, seeking bury itself inside. She rubbed her vagina and clit across my nose and tongue while she continued to squeeze my balls. She had my full attention. When she climaxed, I felt like I was going to suffocate. I struggled as she came, then almost blacked out.

At the last possible second, I discovered I could breathe again. She raised herself a little, and the cool air washed over my faces. She let me recover a bit as she wrapped my balls and cock with something. She told me she owned two tens units and was going to see how much I could handle. I later found out she had connected one to the head of my cock and one to my ballsack. I could hear the clicks when the units were turned on, but did not feel anything at first. I had done plenty of electrotorture to female subs and knew that tens units could have its intensity and vibration type adjusted. “If you feel like screaming, go right ahead. I like to hear my paintoys respond to what I do to them.” She straddled my head, so I was again looking up at her dripping cunt.

As her cunt covered my face, the first electrical vibration hit my balls. It was like a firey throbbing, increasing in intensity, and changing position as it moved through my balls. I jerked and moaned into her cunt. The cycle of the tens repeated itself and increased in intensity as she adjusted it. It was like nothing I had ever felt. My experiments with using a tens on myself were mild compared to this, and I knew when to expect a jolt to hit. These came as a surprise as she adjusted the frequency of the vibrations and their intensity. The buzzing-burning sensation grabbed at my balls and seemed to squeeze them. I moaned into her sex as she increased the intensity and it burned back and forth across my balls. I whimpered. Her response was to tell me to make her cum.

The second tens jolted the head of my cock. I was so distracted at that point I had forgotten about it. The buzzing electric massage made me jump. The shock in my balls hit me again. Then my cock and balls were hit at the same time with such a shock, I would have doubled over if I had not been tied down. My balls felt like they were begin burned off. I felt her climax against my nose and mouth and worked on her dripping sex with my tongue. The intensity on cock and balls decreased a bit and the vibration changed to something more pleasant. My cock had long since gone limp. I felt my cock respond as the vibrations began to tickle the nerves in it. It felt like the beginning of a climax. My balls vibrated with a softer, deeper electric massage, then I jumped as new vibrations bit into them. Mistress came again, rubbing herself across my face that was wet with her juices. Just as I felt I might cum from the intensely pleasing vibrations the tens was giving my cock, she switched both units to something more painful, causing me to scream into her sex as I struggled against my bonds. “You must pay for your pleasure,” I heard her say.

Just as I thought I was going to go crazy with the agony of it. The both units were switched back to pleasure settings. My cock throbbed with pleasure as my balls were massaged with electrical vibrations. Mistress came again and squirted fluids into my mouth and across my face. I could not hold it anymore. The tens on my cock head tickled my flaccid cock into an intense climax. As I came, Mistress turned both units up. My orgasm increased in intensity, and I made a long guttural groan as my body spasmed through the most intense orgasm of my life.

Then it was over. She turned the tens units off and unfastened my bonds. As she removed the adhesive pads from my cock and balls, I twitched and jerked with each movement. My cock was almost too sensitive to touch. When everything had been removed, Mistress pulled me down so my head rested on the mattress and stretched out next to me.  My mind and body were calm. My soul was placid. I knew she was someone special, who knew my body and mind better than anyone else. I also knew what it meant for me to submit to her. Anything she wanted, I intended to give to her. At last I had found my Mistress.
