I suppose I can take the credit for the beginning of our relationship-at least some of it. I had no idea things would work out so well when I made the initial contact with Mistress Barbara. From the beginning, she had me hooked. Everything about her pulled me to her. My name is Robert. I am primarily a Dom, but occasionally switch. She was able to push all of my submissive buttons. It only took a few days before we were ready to meet. 

Mistress Barbara was about my age, and attractive, in good physical condition, and she seemed to like the fact that I kept myself in shape, too. She also said that she liked my sense of humor, calling me a silly boy and saying so many submissive men were one-dimensional. I liked that. And it only drew me deeper into her web. Then after that first casual meeting in a restaurant, I heard nothing for a week, until finally the email came directing me to a mall parking lot early that first Saturday morning.

I was nervous as I arrived a few minutes early and parked in the correct section of the mall parking lot. As directed, I left all personal items including my driver's license and wallet in the trunk of my car. I had one key to my car in the pocket of my shorts. A tank top and sandals were the only other things I was permitted to wear. Mistress had been quite clear that I was not to wear any underwear during any time I was to be with her. As I got out of my car and locked it, she drove her van into the space next to mine. The windows were tinted a dark shade, so I could not see inside. As the van pulled up, the electric window on the passenger side was lowered. "Get in," was all she said. I climbed in and we drove off. A few moments later on the other side of the mall, she pulled off the road. She tossed two sets of restraints in my lap and directed me to put them on in the back seat. The Dom in me knew what she was doing and had to admire her for it. By driving away from my car with minimal clothes and one key, she was depriving me of any sense of security I might have had.

As she waited, I fastened the restraints to my wrists and ankles. "Take off your clothes and put them on the floor." I quickly complied, knowing I could not be observed from outside, but feeling a little uneasy about the situation. It was another technique, intended to get into my head, and it was working. "Turn around, and put your arms together behind you." As I complied, I heard her move in her seat and felt my wrists being clipped together with what sounded like a padlock. A black cloth bag was slipped over my head, and I was told to lie down on the bench seat and not talk or move. We drove for several minutes, and I gave up trying to figure out where we were after the first few turns. I figured we were nearing our destination when we turned onto a bumpy drive or gravel road. The van stopped for a moment, then pulled ahead a few feet. I heard a garage door closing as she opened her van door and got out.

The sliding door next to me opened and she took my arm and directed me to sit up and slide toward her. I was very cautious about it because I could not see at all. The bag over my head made me very tentative and submissive. I felt Mistress touch my ankles as she directed me to turn and sit on the edge of the seat near the door. She then removed the cloth bag from my head. The light was bright and as I squinted, I could see that I was in a large, two-car garage. As she led me there, I could see that the far side of the garage was carpeted. "Stop here, Pet. Now turn… spread your legs."

She attached a spreader bar to my ankle cuffs, then unlocked my wrists. I stood there with my arms free, but unable to move fast enough to escape. She certainly knew what she was doing. "Pet," she said, "We have discussed this moment for several weeks. You have said you are prepared for it. However, you are a Dom who switches, and from what you have told me, you have not been submissive to a truly dominant woman. Today, if you are ready to give yourself to me, we will see how submissive you are. You can change your mind if you like. If you do, I will take you home and we will consider this as something that did not work out. But if you give yourself to me today, I expect you to do it without reservation. I also expect you to follow my instructions quickly and without hesitation, question or argument. Do you feel you are ready to surrender to my power?"

I had to admire the way she handled me. She had me, and she knew it. I wanted this. I wanted to see what it was really like to surrender to a woman who could control me. I was practically shaking with anticipation. There was only one answer to give her. "Yes, Mistress."

"Good, Pet. I am pleased with your answer. We will now begin. She handed me a ball gag that was attached to a wide leather band with a buckle on one end. "Put this on tightly. I don't want to have to tighten it." As I put the ball part of the gag in my mouth and hurried to fasten the device behind my head, I wondered how I would be able to use the safeword we had agreed on. She asked me, "See the padlocks hanging from the chain above your head?" I nodded. "You know what to do." 

I quickly locked my left wrist with the padlock hanging from the left chain. As I did it, I felt the simultaneous emotions of excitement and fear of the unknown. The right chain and padlock was more difficult, but I finally managed to make it click. The sound was so final. I was ready. I was helpless. I had given my naked body to a dominant woman. Would I regret it? I did not know, but knew I would soon find out. I knew I had to take the next step to see if I was up to it.

"Do you remember your safeword?" I nodded. "Then let's begin. Part of the time today you will not be able to use the safeword. Here is a ball to hold in your hand. All you have to do is drop it." 

I grasped the blue ball and tried to mumble my thanks. "Fffffnnnnnkkkkkkk oooooo Mmmmmmfrrrrrsssssmmmm."

"Pet, it really won't do any good to try to talk. I can't understand you. Won't even try. But feel free to scream all you want. It won't cause me to take it easy on you. Your gag prevents you from being heard outside the garage, but I will enjoy your pathetic whimpering. I intend to make you scream until I am satisfied; and that should take a long time."

Gagged, spread-eagled and naked. Restraints and chains secured my arms over my head. I felt her fingernail scratch the underside of the head of my erect cock. The sensation caused me to jerk in my bonds, but there was no way to move away from whatever she wanted to do to me. I felt a rope being tied around my waist. Then her hands were on my cock, pulling it up and tying it to the rope belt. "I need to get at these big balls of yours to soften you up." She caressed the muscles of my inner thighs, her fingers squeezing them. "Prime meat." Her fingers tickled my ballsack, then cupped it in the palm of her hand, gradually increasing the pressure by squeezing the contents. She brought me up on my tiptoes before releasing me quickly.

I was breathless, my heart racing. She was going for one of my weakest areas right away! The one thing I couldn't handle for long was ballpain; and she was going to do that first!" Time seemed to stop. I was hanging there like an offering. Each second seemed to freeze its forward motion. Am I crazy? What have I done to myself?

Then she hit me. 

The slap caught me directly on my balls. I screamed into my gag. Every muscle of my body stiffened as I struggled to deal with the agony I was suffering. "That was to get your attention," Mistress Barbara whispered. She stroked the underside of my tied cock. I wanted to tell her she had my complete attention. I wanted to beg for her to go easy on me. Of course, the gag prevented that. I was afraid of what she would do next. Her hand enclosed my ballsack, squeezing lightly.

"Be ready to serve me with your pain. I am hungry for your pain, and my appetite is large. I want to hear you moan through your gag and beg for release with your eyes. Try to enjoy what you can. Although any pleasure you receive will be secondary to mine. We both know you want this. You do want the pain don't you?" My mind was on overload with confusing emotions. Finally, I swallowed and nodded.

"Good answer, although slow in coming." The pressure on my balls increased. "Try to enjoy this, then." She squeezed harder as I moaned into my gag. I tried to pull away, but her hand held me there. "Try to enjoy the ache in your balls, the anticipation as your cock begins to rise and the bittersweet pain and pleasure of nipple torture. Remember, I can see into your soul and know what you crave."

She released my balls and began to stroke my nipples with both hands. Jolts of pleasure shot through them, causing my softened cock to stiffen up again. The simultaneous pinches to my nipples came next. My cock was rock hard and throbbing. My eyes were closed and I was moaning and loving every second of it. Mistress stopped and brought out a whippy riding crop. I did not like her choice. My experience with riding crops has been that the light whippy ones are the most painful. Their accuracy and repeated strikes can be controlled very well. One doesn't have to hit hard with it. The repeated strikes tend to be very painful. She caressed my balls with the business end of the crop, then tapped me there with it. I jerked a bit, hoping that I was wrong about what was coming. I wasn't. The leather tip of the crop struck my balls again, and again, and again. She was relentless with it. A moan followed every strike of the crop. I tried to dance out of the way, but was limited by my bonds. Mistress followed every small movement of my body.

Just when I thought I couldn't take any more, and was going to have to drop the ball in my hand, she stopped. Her caressed returned to my nipples, causing my cock to return to its aroused state. A caress or two its head, a stroke of my balls, and she would return to her cropping ball torture. She kept alternating the torture and caresses until my body and brain mixed up and merged the two. The strikes to my balls turned to pleasure. I began trying to thrust my groin out to meet the crop. My body was quivering in its bondage. Mistress increased the intensity and frequency of the blows. I welcomed the pain with open arms.

Suddenly, she stopped. I stood there panting. I believe I might have climaxed had the flogging continued. But Mistress Bar had other ideas. "You have pleased me very much. Your responses are wonderfully stimulating to me. My mouth is already watering at the thought of what is to come." She pinched my now hypersensitive nipples. Then she kissed them, running her tongue over them and finishing by biting them. They were hard and erect and had little bumps on them. Mistress held the clover clamps in front of my face. I looked at them with dread. I have never been able to wear them for long. They just hurt too much. "I know how you hate these, pet. But you are going to have to wear them a bit because I want you to. I have a proposal for you. If you wear them for a while, I will not cane you as much as I had planned." It was against my better judgment, but I finally agreed. She wasted no time in bringing the first open clip next to my erect nipple. She teased me by acting like she was going to attach it quickly. I watched as she finally eased it on so gradually, I hardly felt it. As she began to tease me with the second clamp, the first one began to bite into my nipple. I groaned in pain, distracted from what she was doing. She released the second clamp more quickly, allowing it to pinch me hard. I moaned again. I tried to move to ease the pain, but the result was a spastic jerk. I had never been more sexually excited in my life.

Mistress took a short piece of rope and wrapped it around my balls. As she wrapped it tighter and tighter, I watched them bulge and turn purple. She untied my cock from the belt and unfastened the cord that went around the head. She went to a shelf behind me and brought back a squeeze bottle that contained some sort of oil. "Marla we are ready for you." Someone else was in the house! The door opened and a nude woman walked in. She was about 5' 9", with a curvy figure and red hair. "Robert, this is my slave, Marla. She and I are going to work on you some more." Mistress handed Marla the bottle of oil, and she squeezed it over my cock and her hands. 

"Here is the plan, Robert. Marla is going to jack you off. Her job is to keep you going while I work over your nice ass with the cane. It's a small cane, but it hurts like the dickens. Marla and I will try to keep you from coming as long as possible because the more pain I can give you, the more I enjoy it. Of course, the faster you can come, the quicker the tit clamps come off and I stop caning you. I think we are ready. Go for it, Marla." 

Marla began massaging my cock with her hands. They were heavenly. I felt my climax start to build. Then the cane struck my ass. It burned like fire, and I saw red. My first groan was muffled by my gag. I felt my orgasm subside a bit. Marla's gifted hands worked me back to the edge. The cane struck right below where it had struck before. I screamed and jerked at the chains holding my wrist restraints. They held me firmly. Marla made me feel wonderful again. The cane burned my ass again. My legs tightened and fought against the spreader bar. I frantically looked around for some way out. I must have been crazy to put myself in the hands of this mad woman. Marla's hand twisted around the head of my stiff rod, sending me ecstatic sensations. The cane fell again across my unprotected cheeks. I fought to suck in air through my nose. The chain swung suspended from the nipple clamps and pulled at them. It began to push me over the edge again. My ass started to feel warm. I felt like I was floating, yet every touch brought intense sensations to my body. I clenched my buttocks and tried to push them back toward the cane. It fell again, and I embraced my Mistress' caress. 

Marla's hands on my cock were burning as they pumped, twisted and turned on it. I was afraid that Mistress would stop before I came, and at the same time scared that if she went on, she would injure me permanently. At some point, I stopped worrying about anything and just accepted the pleasure/pain she was giving me. I climbed higher and higher until I erupted white-hot streams of jism from deep inside me. I tore through my climax while screaming into my gag and straining against my chains and spreader bar. Each stroke of the cane sent me higher and higher until there was nothing left. Then Marla unfastened the clover clamps and my screaming nipples sent me still higher.

I must have passed out for a moment, but awoke to the sensation of cold cloths bathing my genitals and face. I still held the ball tightly in my fist. I had not given in, although sorely tempted to do so several times. Mistress pressed against my back as she unlocked the padlocks that held my arms overhead. Marla unfastened the spreader bar, and I was allowed to sit on a stool to regain my composure as Mistress fastened my arms behind me. It was apparent they were not done with me. That was confirmed when Mistress said, "I enjoyed that, Robert. So far, you are an excellent sub. But now, I have a fire that can only be put out with your mouth and tongue." With that, she led me into the house to her bedroom. I would be required to serve her several times. It was a day to remember.

