
        
            
                
            
        

    
Samantha 1

By Blard Hans

“That was fun!” said the petite girl next to me.  Her black hair framed an oval face with delicate features.  They say the eyes are the windows to the soul but her’s were so dark that it was hard to know if she was really looking at you.  Some might find it disturbing but I found it exotic.  Well, the fact that she had a great ass helped too.

Cigar smoke still hung in the air as we made our way out of the smoking lounge.

“How’s your head?” I asked.

“Still spinning, though I’m starting to feel better,” Samantha said.  “I never thought I would go to a cigar social, but I had a good time.  Thank you for inviting me.”

“You’re welcome.  Beats the heck out of being at work.”

She laughed.  “Actually, I’ve been having more fun at work since we started hanging out.”

“Me too.”

“Well…I should get home.  See you on Monday,” Samantha said.

We had a quick side hug and went our separate ways.  I took out my cell phone; not ready to head home yet.  I voice dialed my friend Antonio.

“Yo.  So, how’d it go?”

“Still friend zoned,” I said. 

“Dude, that dog don’t hunt.  Move on.”

“I actually enjoyed hanging out with Samantha.  Maybe this friend thing won’t be too bad.”

“Man, you’ve got the wrong attitude.”

“Just because I’m not a man whore like you doesn’t make me bad.”

“Ha.  I just know what I like.”

“Me too, I just haven’t found it yet,” I said.

“Whatever.  Hey, we still on for poker tomorrow night?”

“8:00.  You bring the beer.”

“Whatever.  I’ll see you then.”

The phone went quiet and I decided to head home.  I may not have a girlfriend but I’m not about to just jump into the sack with the next woman I see either.

Monday arrived way too early.  I made it in on time but not by much.  My desk was near the back wall, so I had to pass by Samantha’s work station.  She smiled at me as I walked passed.  “Hi Greg,” she said.

“Good morning.  How’d the rest of your weekend go?”

“Boring!  I had a friend over and we watched bad movies.”

“Sci fi?”

“No.  Chick flick.”

“Sorry I missed that,” I said, rolling my eyes upward.

“You guys are all the same.”

I chuckled then continued to my desk.  After eleven years at Dimler Publishing, I felt like my professional life was where I wanted it to be.  Cushy job, not a bad salary, and the freedom to not come in on Fridays unless I wanted to.

Around noon Samantha came over to visit.  “Do you still like spaghetti?” she asked.

“Sure.  Why do you ask?”

Samantha looked down a little then said, “I was thinking of making some tonight but it’s too much for just one person.  Interested in coming over?”

“I would love to.  Want me to bring the wine?”

“Just bring yourself.  I have a perfect bottle to go with dinner already.  Let’s say 7:00.  Don’t want to be up too late since we have work tomorrow.”

“Sounds good.  See you tonight.”

The day passed quickly.  I found myself at Samantha’s door around 7:00.   I rang the doorbell, and she answered it wearing a baggy sweatshirt and tights.

“I didn’t want to come empty handed,” I said handing her some tiramisu that I picked up from the grocery store.

She smiled at me and walked me back to the kitchen.  I couldn’t help but notice her butt as she walked.  I tried to put it out of my head, but she did have a great ass.

“Dinner will be ready in just a few.  Let’s sit down and have some wine while we wait.”

I sat next to her on the couch.  “Remember when we were watching the game a couple of weeks ago and Clairese was here?” I asked.

Samantha snorted.  “Yes!  Oh my god, I didn’t know anyone could pass that much gas.”

“Well today she was up to her old tricks.  She walked over to the copier by my desk and was crop dusting the whole way.”

Samantha closed her eyes and shook her head.  “Did she at least say excuse me or anything?”

“Get this.  She looks over at me and says ‘Pardon me.  I had eggs.”

“Ewww!” Samantha snorted between giggles.

A beeping came from the kitchen.  “Sauce is ready.  You stay here and I’ll bring it over.”

As I sat there, I noticed a coffee table book that looked new.  I opened it and began flipping through the pages.  It had images of women tied in various poses.  Several of them were naked and some had gags in their mouths.  I was flipping through the pages when Samantha walked over with two large plates.

“My friend Miko brought that by this weekend.  She’s really into that stuff.”

“Interesting.”  I took the plate and poured more wine for her.

“You’re not offended by it, are you?”

“No.  Not at all,” I said.

Samantha visibly relaxed.  “Oh good.  I forgot to put it away.  I was looking through it the other day.  Some of the women look like they’re really getting something out of the experience.”

“So, you’ve never tried anything like that?” I asked.

“No.  I have no interest in being tied up.”

I flipped through more pages as we ate.  Several of the pictures made us giggle.  It was odd to talk with her about the images, but it made me feel closer to her.  We had been working together for over two years but hadn’t done anything more than small talk until we had both attended a team building exercise for the company.  Riding zip lines may not have helped productivity at work, but it was fun.

After another glass of wine, Samantha asked, “What about you?  Have you ever tried anything like that?”  Her face was slightly flushed but I couldn’t tell if that was the wine or if she was nervous about the picture book.

“When I was married my wife and I would experiment a little.  I was usually the one tied up though.  Nothing fancy like they show here though.”

“I’ve always wondered if that would be fun,” she said.

“Having a man tied up?”

She nodded.  Her cheeks were now bright red.

I noticed that she wasn’t looking at me directly.  “Oh, well you can try it on me if you like.  Just as friends, of course.”

Even though her head was tilted down slightly, she looked up at me and held eye contact for a second or two too long.  “Well, Miko left some things here.  I don’t think she would mind if we played with them.  Nothing sexual though, ok?”

I smiled.  “Ok.”

Samantha stood up and said, “Bring a chair in from the other room and set it here in front of the table.”

As I did, Samantha disappeared into her room.  When she came out, she was holding a black backpack.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat on the chair, not knowing what to expect.

She put the pack on the table and pulled out four leather bands and a handful of small brass padlocks.

“Your hand please.”

I held out my right arm and she softly wrapped one of the bands around it.  Once it was in place, I saw that there was a metal D ring riveted onto it on one end and matching slots on the other.  Samantha tightened the band then fed the D ring though the opening.  She locked it in place with one of the small brass locks.  I heard the “Click” then asked, “You do have the keys, right?”

She giggled.  “Of course.  Besides, it’s too late now.  It’s already locked on.”

I felt a tingle in my groin when she said that. 

She repeated the process with my other arm and then moved down to my ankles.  I had to kick off my shoes so she could get the cuffs on.

She pulled out several short pieces of chain from the bag and locked my hands behind my back.  In short order she chained my ankles so that they were pulled back and lifted off the floor.

“Can you get out?”

I tried pulling against the restraints.  My legs wouldn’t budge but I was able to lift my arms up over the back of the chair.

“Well…that won’t do,” she said.  She grabbed another length of chain from the bag and locked it between the chains on my arms and legs.  “Try it now.”

I tried but I could no longer raise my arms.  “Looks like I’m stuck,” I said.

“Sucks to be you,” she said with a giggle.  I watched as she walked back into the kitchen.  I followed her amazing ass as she moved, wishing that the massive boner in my pants would go down.

When she came back, she was holding two small plates with tiramisu on them.

“I have a surprise for you,” she said.  She picked up the TV remote and navigated to an episode of Mystery Science Theater 3000.

“Sci Fi?” I asked.

“Yep.  I remembered that you liked bad Sci Fi, so I asked my friend John and he recommended this one.”

She pulled up another chair and sat next to me.  The show started and I was treated to “Manos Hands of Fate.”  Throughout the movie, the hosts made funny comments on the characters and plot (or lack thereof).  Samantha and I started joining in, adding our own comments.

“I’m getting warm,” she said.

I watched as she pulled the baggy sweatshirt off, revealing a skintight shirt.  I did a double take as I realized that she had an amazing set of breasts.  The shirt pressed her tits together, making an amazing amount of cleavage.  I tried not to stare but I felt the half chub I was sporting grow into a full on erection.

Between fits of giggles, she would lean over with a fork full of tiramisu and feed it to me.  The first couple of times it worked fine but on the third attempt she spilled it on my shirt.

“Sorry about that,” she said.  Her expression changed as she wiped the desert off.  There was a twinkle in her eyes as she glanced down at my lap, obviously noticing that I was turned on.  “We’ll just have to be more careful.”

She waited until the next slow part of the movie before she took the fork and sliced off another piece of desert.  This time, she turned towards me and showed me the fork then stood up and walked in front of me.  “Can’t have you spilling again, can we?”  She sat down on my lap, her legs straddling mine.  She gently pushed against my forehead until my head was pressed back a few inches then she placed her left hand on the lower part of my jaw and pressed down until my mouth was open.  Her touch was incredibly soft. 

I felt the tiramisu graze the bottom of my upper lip a moment before she pushed up on my lower jaw with her hand and pulled the fork out of my mouth.  The cake was delicious but the way she fed me was almost...intimate.  I could feel her pressing down on my cock and I didn’t know if I should be embarrassed or excited.  My eyes darted up towards hers.  She slowly blinked and her mouth was open just a fraction as she pushed down on me.  I tried to reach up and touch her, but the leather cuffs held my arms behind me.

The expression on Samantha’s face changed in an instant, replaced by a mischievous grin.  “I kinda like having you tied up.”  She hopped off me and went back to her chair.

I was starting to breathe harder and wanted more than anything to have her back on top of me.

By the end of the show my arms were getting tired.  She unchained me and put everything back in the bag.

“That was fun,” I said.

She nodded enthusiastically.  “I had fun too.  Ok if we don’t mention this at work?”

“Absolutely.”

The next day she didn’t say anything to me other than hello.  I was a little embarrassed about last night, so I didn’t say anything either.  A couple of days later she stopped by my desk.

“Do you have any interest in coming to my house on Friday?  I have another Sci Fi episode we can watch.”

I felt that familiar tingle in my junk again but tried to ignore it. “Love to.  Pizza?” I asked.

“Ok.  You buy though.”

Friday night I arrived at her house with a pizza in hand.  When she came to the door, she was wearing a tight T shirt and jeans.  Since she normally wore very loose-fitting clothing at work, I hadn’t noticed how big her tits were until the other night, not porn star fake boobs but large natural ones.

I followed her into the living room and sat the pizza on the table.  I noticed that the picture book was gone.

The crew on MST3K were making the best of another terrible movie.  We sat on the couch competing with one another on who could make the worst puns about the movie.  About halfway through the pizza, she looked over at me and said, “I was thinking about the last time you were over.  Would you ever consider letting me tie you up again?”

“I’d like that.”

She exhaled slowly.  “I was hoping you’d say that.  I’m glad you don’t think I’m weird.”

“I had fun last time.”

“I talked with Miko.  She agreed to let me borrow a few more things.  Are you game?”

I nodded.

“Ok.  Bring the chair over and put it next to the couch.  I’ll be back in a minute.”  She paused the movie before she left.

While I was waiting for her, I helped myself to another piece of pizza.  My cock was already getting hard.  I tried willing it to stop, but my dick has always had a mind of its own.

Samantha walked out of her room, and I had to do a double take.  She was wearing a leather corset and tight black leggings.  The corset pressed her boobs upward and made them look massive.  She was holding the black backpack as she walked over to me.  I saw her cheeks start to blush as she saw the expression on my face.

“Do you mind?” she asked caressing her corset.

“Not at all.  You’re totally rocking that outfit.”

She smiled at me with perfect white teeth.  The smile reached up to her eyes and made them sparkle.  ‘How could I have not noticed how beautiful she was before now,’ I wondered.

She placed the backpack on the table where it landed with a “clunk.”

“Take your shirt off,” she said.

I hesitated for a moment then removed my shirt and tossed it on the couch.  She locked metal cuffs on my wrists and ankles.  Carefully, she brought my arms behind the chair and chained them together.  I tried to move but was held in place.

“Are you still hungry?” she asked.

“I’d like more pizza but I’m a little tied up at the moment.”

“Very funny,” she said.  She picked up a slice of pizza and slowly brought it to my mouth.  “Take a bite.”

I felt both silly and excited being tied up and having this beautiful woman hand feed me.  I tried to be careful when I took a bite so as not to miss.  Not having use of my hands made the whole operation a little more difficult.  I remember just watching her face; the intense way she looked at me as she held the slice of pizza up and made me move forward to bite it.  It was like she was in control of my body for that moment, and she liked it.

I knew that I was getting more turned on.  My cock started to show it but there wasn’t any way for me to hide it.  Something in her expression told me that she wasn’t offended.

“Take a drink.”  She held out a glass of water and allowed me to take several sips from it.

“Now funny man, it’s time for you to be quiet.”  She reached into the backpack and pulled out a ball gag.  It was in my mouth before I could complain.  She buckled it into place then put a padlock on it.

I found that I could talk if I pushed the rubber ball out with my tongue, but it was a lot of work.

Samantha leaned in and hugged me.  “I enjoyed your comments about the movie last time but now I want to enjoy you being quiet.”

I nodded.

She reached into the backpack again and pulled out a section of chain connecting two plastic coated things that looked like tweezers.  I wasn’t sure what it was until she attached one to my right nipple.  She twisted a screw on it.  It began to clamp down hard as she did.  I let out a little grunt and she loosened the screw just a little.  She repeated the process with my other nipple then pulled on the chain.  The clamps stayed put and she looked satisfied.

“Those are going to stay on for a while.  I know it hurts a little but that will stop in just a few minutes.”  She giggled and said, “Of course taking them off will be another story.”

She pulled up another chair and started the movie.  To be fair, it was a horrible movie.  The crew from MST3K made it entertaining, but I found myself getting into the sensation of being restrained.  I think it was the feeling of being out of control while knowing I was completely safe that was so intoxicating.

About halfway through the movie, my nipples were starting to burn.  I grunted and looked down at the clamps.

“Starting to hurt?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Well, you’ve been a good boy so I’ll take them off...for now.”

She reached over and tugged downward on the clamps.  They came off but I yelped when she did it.  Samantha caressed my face and said, “I proud of how long you were able to handle them.”

I’ve never been sexual with Samantha but at that moment, it was all I could think about.  The fact that my cock was rock hard no longer mattered and I found myself wishing she would use me.  I didn’t say anything however and it wasn’t just because I was gagged.

At the end of the movie, she removed the gag and untied me.  “Put your shirt back on and take the pizza box to the garbage in the kitchen,” she said.

I threw away the box and was surprised to find that I kinda liked being told what to do.  Normally at work I’m the one who tells everyone else what to do.  This was a nice change.

We sat on the couch afterwards.  She was right up next to me, but we kept our hands to ourselves.  “What did you think of that?” she asked.

“I liked it, well maybe not when you pulled the clamps off but otherwise I did.”

“I thought it was fun too.  What do you think of trying it again on Thursday night?”

“Alright, I’m game.”

“Ok.  When you come over next time, I want you to wear sweatpants and a T shirt.”

I must have looked at her kinda funny because she continued, “I don’t want you to hurt yourself.”  She looked pointedly down at my crotch.

“Noticed that huh?”

She lowered her eyes a little and blushed.  “Yes.”

I was so embarrassed but there was nothing I could do.  “Sweatpants it is then.”

Over the next few days, I found myself fantasizing about our next encounter.  We agreed not to say anything about it while at work.  This was something I was definitely grateful for.

Thursday arrived and I was the proud owner of a new pair of sweatpants.  I walked up to her door and was surprised to find an envelope taped to it with my name on it and the words “Open Me” written underneath.

I opened the envelope, afraid that she had been called away or something.  Instead, there was a handwritten note that read, “Come inside.  You will find some things on the table and more instructions.  You are not to speak.”

I opened the door and walked over to the table.  Another note read, “There are shackles for your wrists and ankles and a collar for your neck.  Lock them in place.  When you’re done, remove your shirt and go to the kitchen.”  I saw the shiny metal shackles and collar.  They were heavy and I didn’t think I would be able to get out of them once they were locked in place.  I hesitated when I realized that there was no key on the table.  Inside I hoped that this wasn’t an elaborate joke.  I tried to listen but I could not hear anyone else around.  I removed my shirt and locked everything into place.  Now that I was committed, I proceeded into the kitchen.  I wanted to call out just to make sure that Samantha was really here, but I remembered the instruction from the first note.

There was a single lit candle on the kitchen table.  Beside it was a blindfold, a short length of chain, two more padlocks, and another note.  I thought about turning around and leaving but I would have been really embarrassed if someone else saw me like this.

The note read, “Sit on the chair.  Put the blindfold on.  Put your arms behind your back.  Lock the chain between your two wrist cuffs.  Wait.”  I looked around but didn’t see anyone.  I grabbed the blindfold and sat on the chair.  I wasn’t sure what to do.  After a minute or two, I got up and took the chain off the table.  I locked one end onto my left wrist cuff and stared at the remaining lock.  After another minute of indecision, I put on the blind fold.  It took a little gymnastics, but I was able to lock the chain onto my other arm.  With my hands behind my back, I was unable to remove the blindfold, so I just waited; feeling very self-conscious.

I’m not sure how long I waited there.  It felt like twenty minutes or more.  Thoughts raced through my head like “What if I misunderstood and she’s not here.”  I knew it was silly, but I was starting to panic a little.

I heard footsteps coming into the kitchen.  I wanted to call out but the first instruction told me not to.  I was breathing fast and perspiring a little.

Fingers lightly caressed my shoulder.  It was incredibility gentle.  I was hard almost immediately even though she never touched me below my chest.  I was too embarrassed to be thankful that I wore sweatpants.

“You’re such a good boy doing exactly what you’re told.”

I felt my heart racing.

“I’m going to help you stand up.  Take it slow.”

I felt her arms pulling me upright.  I was a little wobbly after sitting with my arms chained behind me.  I stood upright for a second getting my balance.

I heard a “click” and felt a slight weight on my collar.  Something thin and long fell down my torso.  I wasn’t exactly sure what it was.  ‘Is that a dog leash?’ I wondered.

“Follow me.”

I felt her grab the leash.  A moment later, my collar tugged me forward and I had to start walking otherwise I would have been pulled off balance.

“Trust me.”

I walked after her.  She led me down the hallway to a back room.  I had only ever seen her kitchen and living room, so I wasn’t sure what to expect.  The fact that I was still erect felt funny as I walked.

I felt her hand on my chest.  I took the hint and stopped walking.

“Leave the blindfold on.”

I felt her pull on my right arm and heard her unlock it.  The chain dropped down and swung carelessly from my left arm.

She lifted my right arm and I heard another “click.”  I tried pulling my arm down, but something held it in place.  She repeated the process with my other arm.  I was pushed backwards and felt a wall just a few inches behind me.

“You’re wearing entirely too much pants,” she said.  I felt her pull down on my sweatpants.  She stopped almost immediately and pulled the front towards her then down again.  I realized that my cock was fully erect and was catching on the front of the pants.  They were completely down a moment later.  I stepped out of them when instructed.

“Spread your legs.”

I widened my stance.  She must not have been satisfied because she kicked them further apart.  I felt her pull on my ankle cuffs then two more “clicks.”  I tried to move my legs, but they were now locked into place.

“That’s better.  Can you get out?”

I pulled hard on my restrains but they did not budge.  I shook my head no.

“Good.”

I heard her walk to the other side of the room.  ‘I hope she isn’t going to leave me like this,’ I thought.

She came back a minute later.  “I want you to keep your eyes closed.”  She carefully took the blindfold off. 

I stood there with my eyes closed waiting for her to tell me what to do next.

“Be careful when you open your eyes and give yourself time to adjust to the light.”

I opened my eyes a little too fast.  The light seemed incredibly bright but after a few seconds I was able to see normally.  Samantha was standing in front of me.  Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail.  She was wearing the black leather corset again and a matching skirt made of some silky looking material.  Her toned and tan legs looked smooth and muscular.  The corset pushed up her tits to the point where they looked like they were going to explode of of it.

“You don’t have to go into work tomorrow morning, do you?”

I shook my head no.

She smiled at me and there was a look in her eyes that reminded me of a cat that had just caught a mouse.  She raised up her hand.  I noticed she was holding a small vape pen.  She lifted the pen up to my mouth and said, “Take a hit.”

I hesitated for a moment then let her push it into my mouth.  I sucked in and held the smoke for a minute before I exhaled.  Samantha looked pleased as the smoke drifted upwards from my mouth.  A minute later she stuck the pen back into my mouth and said, “Suck.”

I inhaled again.  The intense look in her eyes as she pushed the pen into my mouth made the whole thing seem very intimate.  I exhaled the smoke up towards the ceiling.

Samantha sat down on a padded bench across from me.  The silky material of her skirt molded itself to her thighs.  I found myself slowing looking her up and down, amazed at how her outfit showed off the wonderful curves of her body.  Our eyes met and I was relieved that she had the same hungry look as she watched me checking her out.

She walked over to me again and reached out with the pen in her hand.  I was never a big pot smoker, but I had been around enough to know that the vape pen she was using was for smoking marijuana.  When she pressed it towards my lips, I turned my head slightly and mumbled something about not being sure.

Her face took on a stern look.  She didn’t say anything but abruptly turned and walked back towards the padded bench.  Her ass looked amazing in the skirt.  She grabbed something from the bench and brought it over to me.  It was another ball gag.  I assumed that I had done something wrong by talking so I let her put the rubber ball into my mouth.  As she lifted it upward, I noticed a small hole in it.

She shoved the ball deep into my mouth then buckled it into place.  I was able to suck air through the hole and was glad that it was easier to breathe.  She held onto my chin with one hand and pressed the pen into the hole.  It pressed it about halfway into the ball.  When she removed her hand, it stayed in place.

“You’re to do as your told.”  She reached up and pinched my nose closed.

I tried to pull away but hit the wall behind me and was unable to move.  I tried not to inhale but with my nose pinched closed I didn’t last very long.

“Breathe it in,” she said.

I stopped struggling and inhaled deeply.  When I started to cough, she removed her hand from my chin.  Smoke and a little spittle escaped around the sides of the ball gag.

“Do as I say, and it will go easier for you.”

I nodded.  Over the course of the next few minutes, she forced me to take several more hits.

The marijuana started to affect me.  I felt a rush of excitement and a feeling of being slightly intoxicated.

Samantha removed the pen from my gag and started to caress my chest.  The sensation of her touch was electric.  I found myself leaning into her; wanting the touching to continue.

She pulled back and slowly looked me up and down.  “You’ve made a wet spot on your underwear.”

I tried to look down but couldn’t really see anything.

“Well, what are we going to do about that?”

I didn’t know what to say.  Of course, with the gag still in my mouth I supposed it didn’t really matter.

She walked back to the padded bench again and returned holding a large pair of scissors.  I inhaled hard and began to sweat.

She traced the pointy end of the scissors down my chest and towards my Johnson.

I was breathing hard behind my gag.

She pulled the band of my underwear way from my skin and placed the band between the blades of the scissors.  She looked up at me with a mischievous look on her face.

I wasn’t sure if she was really going to cut my underwear or not but found that I was completely turned on by the situation.

She grinned and snipped the band in a single motion.  She grabbed the side of my underwear and cut them.  Only my erect member kept the remnants of my underwear from falling to the floor.

She laughed then hit my cock with a swiping motion.  What was left of my underwear hit the floor.  My dick swayed back and forth like a metronome.

“That’s awesome,” she said with glee.

I didn’t know whether to be scared, embarrassed, or just turned on.

She walked back to the bench again and picked up a long black leather flogger.  “My friend Miko showed me something new the other day.”  She pressed the falls of the flogger against my chest then slowly dragged them against my skin.  It felt soft, like being gently touched by a lover.  I let out a soft moan.

Samantha scraped her bottom lip across her teeth as she looked at me.  Her pupils looked slightly dilated as she stepped backwards.  I watched her lift the flogger up and in a moment of panic I realized she was about to hit me with it.

The first impact was soft.  I relaxed a little but then she kept hitting me.  It was soft at first but then she struck harder.  I tried to act tough and not cry out.

Over the next ten minutes she kept striking me over and over.  Each time she would go a little harder.   I would get used the force she was using only to have her increase the force a little.  Soon I was leaning into the hit.  I was surprised that it didn’t hurt really; rather it felt like I was getting a heavy massage.

After a while I saw her face start to glisten with perspiration.  I was sweating too and breathing hard.  Every few minutes she would approach me and run her hands up and down my torso.  She didn’t touch my junk, but it hit it several times with the flogger.  The first time was a shock but after that it started to feel really good.  I was grateful she avoided hitting my nuts.

We were both breathing hard when she stopped.  She looked me over again and said, “I think you will have some bruises to take home with you.”  The way she said it sounded like she was proud of herself.

She released me from the wall and removed the gag.  I was a little unsteady on my feet, so she helped me over to the bench.  She pulled a lightweight blank from somewhere and wrapped me up in it.

We sat on the bench with her just holding me.

After a while she asked, “How are you feeling?”

I wasn’t really sure what to say.  My mind seemed to be going on autopilot.  “I feel a little floaty but good.”  I couldn’t stop smiling.  I wasn’t sure how long we sat together but I knew it was getting late.

Samantha stood up then helped me up.  “Kneel in front of me,” she said as she removed my blanket.

I knelt and looked up at her.  She caressed my face and said, “You did really well tonight.  To show me how much you liked it, I want you to kiss my feet.”

I wasn’t sure if I heard her correctly and it must have shown on my face.

“You heard me.  Kiss my feet.”

I watched myself as though from a distance as I leaned down and kissed each of her feet.  When I was done, I sat back up and looked at her beautiful face.

She looked down at me kindly and undid the lock on my collar.  “Stand.”  When I was upright, she removed the locks from my shackles and placed them in the black backpack.

“Put your clothes on and go home.  You are to return here at 7:00 on Saturday night.”

I did as she said and walked back to my car not really understanding what had just happened, but I was happy.
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