
        
            
                
            
        

    


















































































A Lesson in Dominating

Claire looked up at the numbers printed on the front of the building. 1345 Fenmore Avenue. This had to be the place. She looked down at her phone and checked that it was the right address once more. She re-read the email for the twentieth time, or so. Enter through the north doors, take the stairs up to the fourth floor, and go into studio number sixteen.




Should be easy enough. Claire climbed the few stone stairs up to the front doors of the massive industrial building and entered the foyer. As she look around at the high-ceilings and the warehouse loft, Claire was reminded of how much she loved her life. She had been acting for almost fifteen years now, since she was nine years old, and her craft had opened her life up to the most interesting of experiences.




Today she was working on an independent film and was... nervous, to say in the least. The role she was playing was a dominatrix. Today she was going to be meeting her scene-partner and rehearsing a scene in the film where her character dominates another woman in bed. She had never done a sex scene before, and had certainly never done any scenes involving BDSM. Of course Claire had done some research before coming in today, but outside of the few videos she watched and online sex shops she perused, she felt completely ignorant to the world of bondage.




She called the elevator down and stepped into the large freight car. It took her up to the fourth floor of the building, and she wandered down the empty hallway towards studio number sixteen. A sign on the door reading “Film Shoot” signalled to Claire that she was in the right place. She knocked once on the door, then, without waiting for an answer, pushed her way inside.




“Claire! You made it. Found it okay?” Claire smiled as the director, a shorter woman with purple hair and a nose-ring, ran up to her and embraced her.




“Hi Flora. Yeah, found it just find. Hope I’m not late or anything.” A wave of pleasure filled Claire at the sight of the massive warehouse studio filled to the brim with film equipment: cameras, lights, crew. All of her favorite things.




“Oh, no, you’re right on time. Tara is already here, so you two can get going on rehearsing whenever you’re ready.” Flora said, pointing over to the set.




As Flora led Claire over to the makeshift bedroom set, the actress felt a wave of excitement wash over her. She hadn’t yet met her scene-partner, which, once she thought about it, was kind of exciting due to the nature of the scene they would be rehearsing today.




Sitting on the edge of bed surrounded by lights and cameras, a red-headed woman sat reading through a thick leaf of papers.




“Tara, there you are. This is Claire who you’ll be rehearsing with today.” Flora introduced the two.




Tara glanced up suddenly, her brown eyes twinkling under the many lights. Her lips broke into wide smile revealing a small gap between her two front teeth. “Oh, hi! It’s great to finally meet you.” She took Claire’s hand in her own.




Claire found that, for many moments, she could not speak. She was struck by how beautiful Tara was. “I, um, hi. Hi. I’m Claire. It’s great to meet you, too.”




Squeezing Claire’s shoulder, Flora nodded to the two actresses and began backing away from the set. “Alright, I’ll let you two get started. I’ve got just a few more things to do to get prepped for shooting tomorrow, but I’ll check on you in a bit. Have fun, ladies.”




Claire watched as Flora disappeared into the chaos of the studio. She placed her purse down on the ground beside her feet and retrieved her own thick script from the bag. “So...” She smiled gently at Tara as she sat down on the bed beside her. She had to admit she was feeling a bit shy. “Um...”




“Want to get started, then?” Tara asked, her eyes drifting up and down Claire’s form.




“Right. Yeah, of course.” Claire nodded, a small blush rising to her cheeks. She wasn’t a naturally shy person, but something about Tara was making her feel sheepish and timid. Maybe it was the fact that she was going to be dominating Tara in their scene together and doing that to a total stranger was daunting, to say in the least.




Claire flipped to page eighteen in her script, her eyes running quickly over the highlighted areas. “Okay, so, I’ll, um... I guess you can be on the bed, and I’ll... or we can just read the lines first, or–”




“Hey, Claire,” Tara reached out and placed her hand on Claire’s knee. “There’s nothing to worry about. You can relax.”




Claire felt a shiver run through her at Tara’s unexpected touch. She had to stifle a quiet gasp from leaving her. Nodding, she laughed quietly at herself and got to her feet. “Yeah, I’m sorry. I think I’m a little nervous about this scene.”




“Don’t be.” Tara winked, pulling her legs up onto the bed and lying down onto her back. She placed one wrist up near the headboard, as if it were tied in place, and held her script in her free hand.




Claire held her script in one hand as she stood at the foot of the bed. She took a deep breath and began to read her lines aloud. “So, Ms. Cherish, late again? I think you know what happens to customers who don’t respect my rules...”




“Oh, Mistress, it won’t happen again, I swear. There was traffic on the way here, and...”




“Oh... um,” Claire realized she was supposed to interrupt Tara, but delivered the line a bit late. “No excuses. You’re going to be punished for your... transgressions.” Claire could hear in her own voice a timidness, an uncertainty on how to approach this character. Why was she so nervous? Why was the sexual content of the script getting to her?




Tara, on the other hand, was delivering her lines as convincingly as if she had been dominated in bed a thousand times before. “What are you going to do to me, Mistress?” She asked, her voice quivering with anticipation.




“I...” Claire read the words on the page over and over again, but her frustration was getting the better of her. She would never be able to be convincing on camera without actually having some of these experiences. And when would she ever get dominated by some mysterious dominatrix? With a sigh, Claire put her script down. “I’m sorry, Tara. I just... I don’t know what’s up with me. I guess I’m feeling a little... uncertain about this character. I don’t know why. I’m actually kind of surprised I was cast for this part.”




Tara sat up from where she lay on the bed. She placed her script to the side and crossed her ankles. “You know, I think I can help you out with some of this. I’ve worked with Flora on a couple of other small features, and I’ve got a pretty good understanding of what she’s looking for. Why don’t you come by my place tonight and we can work on rehearsals together in a slightly more... private setting. What do you say?”




“Yeah,” Claire quickly agreed. “yeah that sounds great. I think having this huge crew around is making me nervous.”




“Great, well, let me text you my address.” Tara said, reaching for her phone in her coat pocket. “Say... around 7? I’ll grab some dinner for us. There’s a great Mediterranean cafe by my place.”




The rest of the day on set went by quickly as Claire buried herself in her script, writing notes in the margins, brainstorming a detailed backstory for her character and doing a little more research on BDSM culture. She left the studio at five PM that evening and spent a few hours at a coffee shop nearby studying her script some more.




At 6:45, Claire made the short walk over to the address Tara texted her. She stood in front of the massive brownstone, marveling at the beautiful facade filled with hand-carved stonemasonry. She hit the buzzer for Tara’s apartment and a couple of moments later the front door buzzed open.




She took the elevator up to the sixth floor and knocked on the heavy wooden door.




As the door opened, Claire was met with a delicious smell of vanilla and leather. She smiled as Tara allowed her inside.




“Hi,” Tara greeted her, “C’mon inside.”




“You’ve got such a nice place,” Claire said, taking a look around the clean, well-lit space. She followed Tara over to a black leather couch. A large platter of humus, pita, and tabbouleh sat on the coffee table beside it.




“Oh, that’s sweet. I have to admit my sister is an interior designer, so I get a little help in the decorating department. Sit, sit, have something to eat.” Tara sat down in the middle of the couch, crossing her legs and pouring wine into two glasses on the coffee table in front of them.




“So,” Claire started, pulling her script out from her bag. “I’ve had all day to go over this thing and do a little more research, and... I think I finally cracked it. I think I can do this.”




“That’s great,” Tara said, nodding, “I’m really happy to hear that. You know, Claire, I have some... experience in some of the things our characters are doing in this scene.”




Claire’s eyes ticked up towards Tara’s. Her heart seemed to constrict in her chest, and then began to beat very, very face. Experience. Did she mean...? Had Tara dominated someone before? 
“Oh... really? You mean, like...?” She pointed down at the script and Tara nodded, a smirk growing on her face. “Wow. I... I guess... yeah, I could really use someone showing me... exactly how to do... what’s in the script.”




“Well, I understand how intimidating it can be, especially if you’ve never experienced it for yourself. Here, why don’t you come in here? Let me show you something...” Tara got to her feet and motioned for Claire to follow her. She led the way down the short hallway into what Claire presumed was her bedroom.




On first glance, it looked to Claire like an average New York City bedroom. A plush queen sized bed sat up against two bay windows beside a small closet and bureau. Everything was neutral-toned with a leaning towards black. What was Tara about to show her...?




Tara walked over to the bureau and placed her wine glass on its top surface. She pulled open the top drawer and nodded for Claire to come join her.




Her legs feeling a bit like gelatin beneath her, Claire approached the bureau and peeked inside. Her eyes widened. Her breath hitched in her throat. Laid out before her was an impressive collection of leather cuffs, latex hoods and gloves, dildos, ball-gags, and coils of rope. The entire drawer was like a small sex shop. “Oh...wow.”




“I’ve been in the scene for a few years. I guess my collection is a little extreme.” Tara said, a hint of pride seeping out of her voice.




“No, no, it’s... it’s... I’ve never seen anything like it before.” Claire murmured. She let out an exhale of... something. Desire, uncertainty, pity for how inexperienced she was.




“Here,” Tara reached inside the drawer and pulled out a pair of simple black leather cuffs. She nodded towards the bed and took Claire’s hand, drawing her forward. “Just lie back. Relax.”




Claire had a sudden experience of both her heart and loins tightening at the same time. Warmth erupted in her core and she was certain she was getting wet. She was nervous, or maybe apprehensive. Did she... want this?




She seemed to have forgotten how to breathe as she sat down on the edge of the bed. Standing in front of her, Tara took the first cuff and wrapped it very slowly around Claire’s left wrist. “Soft, isn’t it?”

Claire nodded, unable to bring any words to her lips.




Tara wrapped the second cuff around Tara’s other wrist, being very gentle and sensual as she buckled it shut. The leather hugged Claire’s wrists. They were restrictive, but not painful.        

      

“Lie back,” Tara instructed, her voice suggestive, but firm.




Claire did not for a single moment consider disobeying Tara. Despite her apprehension, it was as if she were suddenly under a spell, compelled to do everything asked of her. She lay down onto the soft bedspread, her eyes moving slowly up to the ceiling. Though she could not properly see her, she could sense Tara on the right side of the bed. Her wrists twitched as she rest them at her sides. She could hear Tara doing something with the headboard of the bed.




Then, before she could gather the confidence to turn over and see what her new friend was doing, Tara reached over and grabbed both of Claire’s wrists. She pulled them over her head, clipping them together and attaching them to a hook coming out of the headboard.




Claire tugged on the cuffs and for a single moment fear struck her. She absolutely could not move her wrists. They were secured tightly to the headboard with little leeway for movement. It wasn’t uncomfortable, though, she was surprised to find. It was... comforting, almost. It felt good in a way Claire had never expected.




Tara moved to the foot of the bed and admired her handiwork. “How does that feel?” She asked.




“Quite... g-good.” Claire stammered, smiling sheepishly up at the red-head. “It’s... I like it.” She admitted.




“Do you?” Tara smirked, returning to the bureau drawer. She extracted a few items, though Claire couldn’t see what exactly she had chosen. Her clit was practically pulsing, adrenaline flowing through her like never before. What was happening to her body? Why was she so turned on by this?




Tara approached the bed again, sitting down on to the edge beside Claire and placing her chosen objects down. Wordlessly, she attached an identical pair of cuffs to Claire’s ankles, connecting them together with a metal clip.




Claire remained still as she was bound further, her eyes never leaving Tara’s. She admired the woman’s jaw and the curves of her cheeks.




Tara trailed a hand down Claire’s side sending shivers up the bound woman’s back. “Do you feel how helpless a little leather can make you?”




Claire nodded.




“I can do anything I want to you now. With your hands and feet bound, you really have no choice but to endure whatever I want to subject you to.”




Again, Claire nodded, inhaling sharply. Her clit was absolutely throbbing now.




“If I wanted... I could,” Tara’s hand hovered just above Claire’s breast. She lifted the woman’s shirt, revealing her black lace bra. Through the bra, she gently kneaded and pinched the woman’s nipple. “touch you here. And there’s nothing you can do to stop me.”




A whimper left Claire. A woman had never sexually pleased her before, and rarely had her previous lovers ever given any attention to her nipples. God, it felt good. She burned for Tara’s touch.




“You could beg and plead for me to stop. But I could gag you and keep you quiet. I could fill your mouth up and seal it shut. I could blindfold you, keep you guessing about what I’m going to do next.” Tara’s fingers continued pinching and rolling the erect nipple between her fingers. “Would you like that?”




Claire nodded emphatically, a moan leaving her. “P-please, Tara, I... Oh, god–”




“Mistress.” Tara corrected her. “You will call me Mistress from now on. In fact,” Tara grabbed one of the items she had brought over from the dresser. It was a thick leather collar with a metal ring in the center of it. She placed the collar around Claire’s neck and buckled it tightly behind the woman’s neck. “while you’re wearing this, you will call me Mistress. You will be my slave. Do you understand?”




Claire’s clit was on fire now, begging for touch, for any attention whatsoever. She needed to be touched. “Y-yes, Mistress.”




“Good. Now, I understand you need to be taught a lesson. Specifically, a lesson in dominating. So, I’m going to show you everything I know about dominating a submissive little slut. If you do well, then you’ll be rewarded. If you act out, then you’ll be punished.”




Claire chewed on her bottom lip, her entire body practically shivering with anticipation.




“Now, a good domme is always in control of her submissive. Am I control of you right now, Claire?” Tara hummed. She removed her hand from Claire’s nipples and began stroking her abdomen, hovering over and around her hips and thighs, dragging light fingers over her skin.




“Y-yes, Mistress.” Claire responded, her voice trembling.




“Good. Now, Claire, turn onto your side and expose your ass for me.” Tara instructed.




Claire hesitated, looking down at herself and wondering if she would be able to move at all. Her ankles were tied to one another, but if she shifted to her right, she could lie on her side. Her arms twisted slightly as she manuevered into the new position. She could no longer see Tara and that made her nervous.




A hand reached around her waist and unbuttoned her jeans. Claire shifted slightly, surprised by the touch, but she did not protest. Her pants were slid down to her ankles, exposing her ass and the thong she wore. The hand shifted down to her asscheek and rubbed the area, giving it a few light taps.




Then, Claire heard the sound of leather hitting skin before she felt it. “Ah!” She gasped, her legs twitching with the sensation. It wasn’t pain, necessarily, but something like pleasure.




Tara swung the crop against Claire’s ass again. And again. Claire hissed in a breath with every impact. Her cum was pooling in her underwear now. Before long, it would be running down her leg.




“Do you like that, Claire? Do you like the way that feels?”




With her eyes squeezed shut, Claire nodded. “Yes, Mistress. God, yes. I...” She inhaled deeply. Was she allowed to tell Tara she was horny? She decided she better not.




The crop hit her again. Three more times, leaving a patch of red rectangles all across her ass. Claire cried out with every hit, the pain mingling so deliciously with the pleasure.




“I think you’re getting a bit too loud.” Tara mused.




Claire whimpered as her chin was grabbed roughly and her head forced to look over at Tara.




“I’m going to gag you now. I’m only telling you this because it’s your first time in such a situation, not because I’m giving you an opportunity to do anything about it. With that pretty little mouth of yours all filled up, your helplessness will increase exponentially. You won’t be able to be heard by any neighbors or anyone nearby if you decide to scream. Nor will you be able to tell me, or beg me rather, to untie you or let you go. You will be completely and utterly helpless. How does that make you feel?” Tara was readying the gag as she spoke, though Claire could not see what was about to be used to silence her.




“I... I want it...” She found herself whispering, “I want to be... helpless... against you...”




“Good.” Tara murmured. With one hand holding Claire’s head still, she stuffed a pair of her own underwear into the woman’s mouth. Then, she held up a black silicone ball-gag. She pushed the ball roughly into Claire’s mouth and buckled the leather straps behind her head. “Go ahead. Try it out. Let’s see if it’s effective against your pathetic moaning and whining. I personally prefer my submissives to be gagged very, very severely.”




Claire tongued the wad of cloth in her mouth, finding it to be mouth filling but not uncomfortable. The ball however, forced her mouth open and kept it wide. The straps were biting into her. She felt very much like a prisoner, a bound captive, kidnapped, or held hostage by Tara. The feeling was frightening, but exciting. Claire whimpered into the gag. The noise she made sent a fury of desire into her pussy. The sound of her voice gagged was very nice to hear, pleasant, even. She sounded so powerless, so helpless. “Mmmpphhh,” she tried again, this time releasing a long, low moan into the gag.




“Very good.” Tara praised her. “If you get too loud again, I’ll have to bolster that gag with some tape, or perhaps a scarf. But for now,” She pushed Claire onto her back again and settled herself beside the woman. “you are experience what it’s like to be dominated. This, of course, is only half a lesson. I can take you far further than this child’s play of little cuffs and ball-gags. I can take you to new universes of sexual awakening that you’ve never even dreamed of before.”

“Mmmph,” Claire moaned at the thought of Tara tying her up in various positions, teasing and torturing with a variety of methods. Did she want to go further? Her pussy was telling her, emphatically, yes.




“Would you like me to take you there, Claire? You most certainly will not be able to go back if you say ‘yes’... That tight little gag will keep you from being able to utter a safeword, or to decide you don’t want to do this anymore. If you say yes, you will be undeniably mine.” As she spoke, Tara’s hand pulled on the metal ring attached to the collar on Claire’s neck. Her face was very close to Claire’s, and before she allowed the bound woman to answer, she placed her lips around the protruding silicone ball and gag-kissed gently. She licked and lapped at the woman’s gagged lips, sucking on the ball, wrapping her lips around it. “So, what do you say?”




Claire moaned into the kiss, wanting desperately to feel Tara’s lips around her own. She gave the woman a pathetic, begging look of pleading. Did she want to submit completely to Tara? What would that even mean? Would Tara fuck her? God, she hoped so. Without thinking much about the freedom she was about to give away, Claire nodded. “Mmph,” She moaned, shortly. “Mmphh, mmphh.”




“Wonderful. I’m so glad that was your answer.” Tara mused. She climbed up onto Claire’s prone body, straddling her with one leg over each of the woman’s sides. “Look at you,” She laughed, “All tied up like a Thanksgiving turkey. That’s all you are, you know? Just a piece of meat. A piece of meat for me to play with.”




Another surge of pleasure flew through Claire at those words. She was reduced to nothing but a plaything, nothing but a toy for Tara to do with what she pleased. Never before had she been so helpless, so utterly at the mercy of another. And never before had she enjoyed having her freedom taken away.




Claire was breathing very heavily through the gag. The feeling of Tara’s weight resting on her lower body was making her ache for her touch. Her pants were still around her knees and her black lace panties were visible just beneath her shirt. The metal clip of the cuffs tinkled quietly as Claire’s arm jerked in anticipation.




Tara reached down to the floor on the side of the bed for one of the objects she had brought over her earlier. When she sat up again, she was holding a long, white candle and a lighter. Claire’s eyes widened slightly, but she made no move to protest.




“I don’t know you very well, Claire, but... I have a feeling your sex life has been rather... vanilla. Your lovers don’t seem to have taken very good care of you. And that’s unfortunate, because I like to treat my submissives very, very well. I like to give pleasure and pain.” Tara’s voice was like silk, smooth and creamy as she lit the candle and held it vertically in the air just above Claire’s exposed abdomen.




Claire’s eyes were locked onto the candle, watching as a small bubble of wax formed just below the flame, then fell, fell, fell, down the shaft of the candle and hovered at the end of it. She gasped, though the ball of liquid wax did not yet fall. Her body jerked again, anticipating the feeling of the hot wax. Would it burn? Why would being tied up and gagged make hot wax feel pleasurable?




Tara’s eyes were similarly locked onto the candle. She laughed quietly to herself as she twirled the candle over, bringing it to a horizontal angle. The liquid wax dripped in two quick successions, landing just beside Claire’s navel.




“Mmm! Mmmmm...” Claire moaned from behind the gag. Each splash of wax gave her a short, shocking burn, then tapered away into a dull, warm sensation.




“How does that make you feel, Claire?” Tara asked, tilting the candle upwards slightly.




Knowing she could not respond with intelligible words, Claire met Tara’s gaze and tried to communicate silently how fucking turned on she was.




The candle tilted again and another stream of wax dropped onto the woman’s abdomen, hardening as soon as it touched her skin. Claire squirmed in her bondage, though she did not want the sensation to end. Her panting grew as her arousal did. If only Tara would touch her...




Tara drew the candle down Claire’s exposed legs, letting the wax fall and harden against her thighs and smiling with satisfaction at every whimper and moan that left Claire.




After the woman’s legs and abdomen were covered in wax droppings, Tara set the candle aside. She climbed off of Claire and wordlessly unclipped the ankle cuffs keeping Claire’s legs bound together. She produced a coil of rope from the top drawer of the dresser and began unwinding the red, silky cord. She wrapped slipped the rope around a metal ring in each of the ankle cuffs and wrapped it tightly to the lower bedposts, leaving Claire in a spread-eagle position on the bed. Her legs were wide open, exposing the small triangle of Claire’s underwear.




When Tara climbed onto the bed again, it was with the look of a hungry wolf about to take her prey. “You’re, no doubt, very turned on right now, aren’t you?”




Claire nodded, moaning a little with each shake of her head.




“And you would like to have an orgasm now. Your pussy is probably the wettest its ever been, and you are absolutely aching for touch. For attention.”




“Mmmpph,” Claire whined in agreement.




Tara placed her fingers very gently against Claire’s pussy. She could feel the woman’s wetness had soaked completely through her panties. A throaty laugh left her. “Wow. Well, it seems I underestimated how much you were enjoying this. Makes me want to deny you an orgasm for a little bit longer...”




“Mmmnnoo, mmnnoo!” A pathetic, pleading whine escaped from Claire without her permission.




Tara pulled the panties down Claire’s legs and, keeping eye contact with her submissive, she caressed the woman’s clit with long, broad strokes.




Claire bucked, her hips jerking with the wave of pleasure that came down on her like a sneeze or a splash of water. Tara used Claire’s wetness to rub the clit slick, pressing her fingers into the slit and teasing it very softly. “You don’t deserve an orgasm. Playthings don’t deserve pleasure.”




Claire’s eyes slid shut as Tara’s fingers worked on her. This was exactly what her throbbing cilt needed. But she wanted more. She wanted Tara inside of her, fucking her, taking her as her own. She wanted to feel used.




Tara removed her hand from Claire’s pussy and the bound woman practically screamed in protest. God, she needed more. She couldn’t stop now. Not after so little stimulation...




Wordlessly, Tara climbed off of the bed and again returned that magical dresser drawer where all of her toys were kept. She was gone for a couple of agonizing minutes where Claire was debating if she had left the room entirely. When Tara returned to the bed, she wore a black leather harness over her tight, black jeans. The harness contained a thick, ridged dildo.




Claire’s eyes widened into brown saucers. Finally, she would get some release...




Tara roughly pushed one hand against Claire’s chest, as if to hold her down, and pressed the cock up against her warm, wet pussy. “Would you like this inside of you?”




Drool was seeping down Claire’s chin, her pupils wide with want. She nodded endlessly, a silent plead to be filled up to the brim.




Tara pressed the tip of the dildo inside Claire, letting it rest within her walls. Claire sucked in a sharp breath, a stream of expectant moans leaking out of her. “More?” Tara prodded.




The bound woman pushed her hips forward, hoping to feel friction between the cock and her inner walls.




Tara pushed it in further, her hips pressing into Claire’s pelvis. It was half-way in now, and Claire could not keep her voice contained. She pressed herself forwards and back as well as she could in her bound position. She needed more–




Tara plunged the cock deep into Claire’s pussy, pressing it as far as it would go inside of the slippery interior walls. She thrust it in and out, fucking Claire with relentlessly, all of the sudden. The dildo plunged in and out, in and out, hitting Claire’s g-spot with accuracy each time it entered and left her again.




Claire lost herself, disappearing into the senseless cloud of pleasure. She pulled hard on her bindings, though they had no give whatsoever. She strained and strained, taking in Tara’s cock and feeling her body give into the swarm of delight the red-head was giving her. Her mouth and chin were completely wet now, mirroring the wetness that was leaking out of her pussy.




She was going to cum very, very soon. The orgasm had building and building for nearly an hour inside of her. It was going to overtake her, burst out of her–




Tara pulled the cock out of Claire and began furiously rubbing the woman’s clit. She slapped it with her open palm a couple of things, causing Claire to jerk and twitch and writhe. Her legs pulled hard at their bonds, not to escape, but only because her body could not handle the overwhelming amount of pleasure building inside of her.




Tara’s face was very close to Claire’s as she leaned forward, her fingers swiping wildly against the bound woman’s clit. “Cum for me. And when you do, you will say my name.” With her free hand, Tara grabbed a fistful of Claire’s hair and held it tight.




“Mmmmphhh,” Claire moaned again and again and again as a warmth began to fill from within. Here it was–she was going to cum–Tara jerked her head to the side by her hair.




Her clit throbbed and pulsed beneath Tara’s perfect touch. Her inner walls released–"Mmmuuummmmmng,” Claire tried to articulate, but her words were helpless gibberish. “Aaarraaa mmuccummmng! Mmmph! Mmmphh!”




Her entire body jerked and spasmed as her orgasm took over. Her whole body seemed to seize up in pleasure, like electricity was shooting through her. And then, her wetness surged out of her, suddenly releasing moisture all around her, pooling in a small, moist puddle beneath her.




Claire panted into the gag. Her body was completely limp now as Tara climbed off of her. She briefly left the room and Claire could hear the faucet running in the adjacent bathroom. When Tara returned, she stood at the foot of the bed for a moment, silently admiring her bound prisoner.




After a moment, she moved to the side of the bed and unbuckled the ballgag. She removed the wad of panties from Claire’s mouth, but did not make a move to untie her. “So,” she prodded, “I hope this lesson has been education for you, Claire. Now that you’ve had the experience of being dominated, do you think you can perform your role in the film better?”




Claire licked her lips and adjusted her jaw a few times, reveling in the feeling of being able to take in a full breath. “I... I think so...” She said.




“Because if not, I’d be happy to give you another lesson some time.” Tara suggested.




Looking down at herself, bound, exposed, covered in wax, Claire found herself nodding slowly. “Yes...” She whispered, “Yes... I would like another lesson... sometime.”




“Very good.” Tara reached over and unclipped the wrist cuffs from the headboard hook. Claire sat up very slowly, feeling as if she had been out of her body for that entire experience. “I agree. I think you’ll need... quite a few lessons in order to accurately understand the mindset of a domme.”




Claire unbuckled the ankle cuffs from around herself and very slowly pulled her panties and pants back on. She felt dizzy with desire and the weight of the massive orgasm she had just endured. She sat on the edge of the bed for a moment, licking her lips and fingering the collar that was still tightened around her neck.




Tara stood in front of her, looking down at the blonde and grabbing hold of the metal ring around her neck. “You remember the rule, don’t you? You’re mine as long as you wear this collar...”




“Yes... mistress.” Claire whispered, her eyes briefly meeting Tara’s, then skirting downward towards the ground. Her pussy ached and throbbed as she thought about any future sessions with Tara. There was one thing running in her mind as she gathered her things and prepared to head home: how in the hell was she going to top her domme on set tomorrow?
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