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Any onlooker can see
that this girl isn't at ease, but nervous and jumpy, glancing
around, darting looks in every direction. She hesitates at the
entrance to the bar. But not like a woman who is secure of herself
and pausing in the door for effect. Rather like a rabbit who is
sniffing the air to make sure there is no scent of fox in the
burrow it's about to enter. She takes a step, hesitates again, and
then she moves on to the bar. Finally she appears to make out what
she was looking for and after some more steps she stops in front of
a man that had been watching her all the time, an amused look on
his face. He greets her, extending his hand.

"Hello, my dear! You
look gorgeous" he says. And it's true: You can tell the girl has
made an effort to look good, she must have spent some time in the
bathroom before she came here. She wears a black cotton dress that
hugs her curves. It's rather short, if it were any shorter it would
be skimpy. The way it is, it's very sexy. Her well trained legs in
black silk stockings and high heels are eyecatchers, and she gets a
good share of stares of the other customers in the bar. The
decolleté is also worth a look, and the absence of any bra straps
turning on the imagination of more than one of the men even if her
breasts are pretty small. Her full chestnut hair is pulled back by
a white silk bandanna, falling on her neck.

 


 


I feel embarassed.
Here i am standing, in a dress that borders on being skimpy, in
stockings and high heels. I could just as well be a callgirl. At
least, I don't think I would dress differently if I were working
for an escort service. But I am no callgirl. I don't get money for
being here. All I will get is maybe – hopefully –  answers to
some questions that have been bothering me for a long time. My
knees are trembling, my palms are sweaty, and my cheeks are
burning. I feel like being devoured by the men in the bar, I can
feel their eyes on me, trying to undress me until I'm standing here
naked. And that is pretty much how I feel; naked. And what's most
disturbing, I don't entirely dislike it. In fact, I'm beginning to
like it and hate it at the same time. To make it short: My feelings
are in turmoil.

It feels good to be
desired, and I feel ashamed to look like a whore, even if it's not
a cheap one. But then, I shouldn't wonder too much about the man
staring. After all, that's what this outfit is about: To look sexy,
to display that I'm not only a clumsy student of german studies,
but also a desirable woman. The man which I'm about to meet was
clear on that: "I want you to look sexy. I want you to turn heads,
I want the guys staring at you, wanting you" he said in the chatter
when we fixed the details for this evening.

We have chatted many
hours, exchanged our points of view, told each other of our ideas,
fantasies, no-gos and so on. Of course, I don't have real no-gos,
since I never had the opportunity to try out my fantasies in
reality before. He's much more experienced, living a BDSM-lifestyle
for many years. And he's older too, 44 to be exact. Not old enough
to be my father, but still almost twenty years older than me. I
liked his calm, thoughtful way from the beginning. Unlike other
guys i have met online, he never asked me about personal things I
didn't chose to disclose myself. He never tried to talk me into
cyber sex like others. "You're like a desert flower, they can wait
for years for rain and then they suddenly bloom beautifully. I
don't know when it's going to rain in your part of the desert, but
it will one day. And then you will come to life and bloom" he wrote
me one day.

Much later I wrote him
back that i need rain, that I want to bloom now. Again some time
later he  offered to meet me, "to "be the rain for a night".
It took me about three weeks to decide that I wanted to take his
offer and he himself told me what precautions I should take
"because there are crazy freaks out there, and you can't be sure I
am not one of them."

Now I'm standing in
front of the man I planned so long to meet and i feel awkward and
embarassed. I took every precaution to make that meeting save. I'm
supposed to call my broher later and tell him that I'm fine. If I
don't, he'll come to the hotel were i am, getting me out of here.
He also knows who I am meeting.

So I feel save, but
embarassed and very nervous. Because it's the first time I am
meeting someone in the flesh who knows about my feelings and
fantasies, who knows who and what I really am, who knows that I
want to bring these fantasies into reality.

 


 


She shakes his hand and
he pulls her toward him, holding her on the elbow now. "Please have
a seat, baby" he says, looking her up and down, letting her feel it
too.

"Thank you, Sir" she
glances nervously around to make sure nobody is overhearing them.
"I am very happy to finally meet you"

"So am I, baby. I'm
glad you came tonight and I hope you will enjoy it."

She sits down on a
barstool, exposing the lacey top of her stay-up stockings.

"A glass of Rioja for
the lady, please," he orders her favourite red wine. "A good glass
of wine will ease the tension" She nods in the affirmative and
takes the glass, glad to have something to do with her fingers.

"On you, may you enjoy
this night" he says, having some of his tomato juice. "Thank you,
Sir," she replies, sipping the wine.

"Are you ready for
tonight, baby?" he wants to know.

"Yes Master, I am
ready. I want to do it more than anything else."

"Perfect. Now try to
relax, I am sure you will be enjoying it."

 


 


"Master". I actually
for the first time in my life called someone Master. Well, at least
outside of the net. I called him Master in the chat and on the
phone, but I never looked at him and called him Master. And I used
the word countless times before, in stories, in phantasies or while
masturbating.

But this time it's
different, because this time I see a reaction on the face of the
man I just called Master. He smiles slightly, approvingly.

My feelings are
turning upside down again, I'm at the same time proud and ashamed.
I mean, here i am, leading my own life since several years, working
to pay for myself and studying at the same time. And proud of it,
even if it isn't such a great achievement. I'd say I am pretty
grounded, standing on both my feet. And yet i am calling a man I
have never before met "Master". As if I'm some sort of slave or
pet.

And it actually feels
good. Damn good even. It feels kinda like coming home from a tiring
journey, you turn the key in the lock, open the door to your place,
you walk around, see everything in the place where it belongs, and
it is good because it is your home.

 


 


The couple finishes the
drinks, he pays and they leave the bar. He's guiding her to the
restaurant holding her by the elbow. On the way out, he gets some
envious looks. In the restaurant they are lead to a table in a
niche overlooking the city lights below them. Night is falling, the
last orange-red glow of the sunset is turning purple, in another
quarter hour it will be dark.

Then the waiter comes
with the menues. He tells the waiter not to bother with one for the
girl, he would order for her. She flushes again when she feels the
inquiring look of the waiter on her, but doesn't say a word or lift
her eyes. Then they have their appetizers, along with tap water for
her and a beer for him.

They make small talk,
he asking some questions about her studies, she answering in a
hushed voice, once in a while throwing in a question of her
own.

"Do you wear panties,
like I told you?" he suddenly asks.

"Yes, Master" she
replies. Of course she does. She did everything exactly the way he
asked her to. Not only because she didn't know better anyway, but
because she wants to be a good girl and please him.

"Good girl. Now you go
to the toilet. You masturbate, make those panties wet but don't
have an orgasm. Then you come back, holding the panties by a strap,
letting them dangle from your finger. You will then put them on the
table beside me and kiss me. And I want to smell your juices on
your lips. Did I make myself clear?"

"Yes, Master" she
replies in a whisper, flushing again, her knees trembling, her
stomach in a knot. And at the same time she feels a warmth
embracing her pussy, because what he is asking her to do makes sure
who is who tonight: He's the one giving orders, she's the one
obeying, and most likely she'll enjoy to obey too even if it isn't
easy.

 


 


Oh god. Oh my god,
this is so humiliating. I'm sitting on the toilet, my legs spread,
the hem of the dress on my hips, rubbing my pussy and playing with
it through the lace panties. But the humiliating situation also
turns me on, I'm wet in no time, and so are the panties. I quickly
remove them and want to leave the toilet when I remember that he
ordered me to lick my own juices from my fingers. I bring my hand
up to my lips and smear some of the juices on them, doing it again,
several times. It sure isn't the first time I do this, but all the
times before it was in the secureness of my bed, never before in a
public place. I'm thrilled and my knees are getting week again. Now
I have to walk through the whole restaurant, which is almost full
by now, with my messed up panties dangling from my hand.

I don't dare to wash
my hands nor to wipe my juices from my pussy. I just don't remember
if I'm supposed to do it or not and figure not washing the scent
off my hands and pussy is playing it safe. Instead I open the door
after checking the lipstick in the mirror and try to walk as
casually as possible back to the table. Surely everybody is fully
aware what exactly I am carrying in my hand, and I am also sure
that everybody can smell my sex-scent and see how agitated I
am.

 


 


The girl returns from
the bathroom and hurries through the restaurant. Her cheeks are
red, her head bowed, as if she is avoiding any eye contact. Which
is of course exactly what she does. She almost bumps into a
waitress, letting fall some silky black thing. She quickly picks it
up, but the waitress has stooped over to retrieve it too. And she
definitely knows what it is, because she's giving the girl an
incredoulos look. The girl is now completely flushed, heading for
her table. When she reaches it, she places the panty on the table
next to him, bends over and kisses him a quick kiss. But he grabs
her neck, pulling her down some more, exposing some white flesh
between stockings and dress. Then he releases her again, tells her
to take her seat and takes a closer look at the panty.

"I'll keep this, pet.
We probably will need it again later. Did you enjoy yourself on the
toilet. I bet you liked it and had no problems getting that juices
flowing. Am I right, slut?"

"Yes Master, you are
right."

He grins. "Good girl.
By the way, your juice tastes good."

They finish their meal,
talking with each other. She is getting more relaxed, after a while
even enjoying the moment.

After paying he gets
up, again leading her out into the hotel lobby. They take the
elevator to the 4th floor, where he has rented a room for the
night.

 


 


This is it. Now we're
going up to the room. Finally I relaxed a bit, he made me laugh
during dinner and I think I didn't act too stupid or awkward, even
when I still felt a bit uneasy. Now I am getting nervous again. We
didn't plan our meeting in detail. Partly because I didn't know
exactly what I would like to do, partly because he said that's
taking away most of the fun, when both know what's going to happen
next. So I agreed and on his insistence picked a safeword. "Basta"
will mean I want to stop right where we are, and he's supposed to
immediately stop doing what he's doing.

When we enter the
room, I tell him i have to call my brother and he says "sure, go
ahead". So I call him, telling him where I am exactly and that all
is ok and that I'll call him again in the morning. Then I switch
off the phone and head for the bathroom.

 


 

"Stop, babe! Where are
you going?"

"To the bathroom,
Sir"

"Did you ask for my
permission, baby?"

"N.. no, Sir"

"Then do it"

"Yes, Master, excuse
me. May I go to the toilet, Master? Please?"

"Yes, slut, you may use
the bathroom"

The girl heads for the
bathroom but when she wants to close the door he steps in the
doorway, preventing her from closing it.

"I will watch you
peeing. And you will receive a punishment, too."

"Pu... punishment? Why,
Master?"

"Because first you
wanted to  pee without permission and then you didn't say
'thank you, sir,' when you got permission from me"

"I'm sorry, Master. I
didn't know I have to thank you"

"That's because you did
not think, pet. And punishment will help you to think the next
time"

She lifts her dress and
sits on the toilet. But with him standing there, it isn't easy to
relax enough to start peeing.

"Can't you pee with me
standing here, watching you?"

"No Master, i'm
sorry"

"Too bad, ey, babe?"
The wicked grin again. "You'll have to learn that, if you want to
be a good girl. Most Masters will like to look at you peeing,
because a peeing girl is a beautiful sight. Girls just look so
defenseless and vulnerable when they're peeing."

Finally she manages to
let loose, but before the stream of pee has reached maximum, he
tells her to stop. She struggles but manages to stop peeing rather
quickly.

"Hold it some more for
me, slut"

"Yes Sir"

"And what do you do
when you want to finish?"

"I ask for your
permission, Master"

"Exactly, you ask for
my permission. Good girl. You're learning fast.

She holds back for as
long as she thinks she can, and then asks for his permission to
finish peeing.

"Not yet, you look just
too gorgeous, squirming and trying to hold it back. I want to look
at you some more"

She groans and winces,
squirming on the toilet and then wants to press her thighs
together, to ease the pressure on her bladder. But of course he
tells her to open her legs again, giving him a good look at her
pussy.

"I like the way you
trimmed your pubic hair"

"Thank you Master"

"You may finish peeing
now"

"Thank you, Master" she
exhales and immediately the pee starts to flow again.

 


 


Jeez, it's so
humiliating, to pee in front of someone else. Last time someone
watched me peeing was last summer. I went climbing with a friend
and when we got on top of the cliff we both needed to pee so
desperately we didn't even care to look for a secluded place.
Instead we just got out of our climbing gear, walked some meters on
the grassy ledge and squatted side by side. But of course we didn't
stare at each other's pussy. But we looked at each other and then
we started trying to pee into the void. We both started laughing,
it was just too hilarious: Two girls sitting on the lowest ledge of
a rock cliff, still some forty meters to scramble down to reach
safe ground, trying to pee as far as possible.

Now it is completely
different, though. He is standing not even two meters in front of
me, staring directly at my pussy, telling me to pee or not to pee
whenever he likes. And I'm doing exactly what he tells me to. Like
i imagined so many times before, I am submitting my will to another
person, letting him give me orders and obey them. And just like I
fantasized, I like it, I like to submit myself and follow the
orders of another person..

For years I struggled
with these feelings, thinking that an independent girl, which is
leading her own life and more or less knows what she wants to do
and how to achieve her goals just can't be also a submissive in a
relationship. That such a person must not take orders, obey some
other person. But it didn't work, all the time there was something
wrong, some important part missing in my past relationships. And I
never had the courage to tell my boyfriends about my needs and
longings. But no, that isn't true, I did once tell a boyfriend, but
he didnt understand what I wanted. He started to hurt me and didn't
see the difference in being a sadist who's just hurting and a
Dominant helping a submissive to fullfill her needs. But I don't
blame him anymore, I failed in making myself clear because I didnt'
know what I was looking for myself back then.

In the end, the
closest I got to be a "sub" was when I had the chance to kneel in
front of a man and give him a blowjob, looking up at him...

 


 


"Now refresh yourself
and come out when you're done," he says while looking at himself in
the bathroom mirror, adjusting his tie.

"Yes, Master," she
replies, wiping the last drops of pee from her vagina. She gets up,
washes her hands and checks herself in the mirror. She rummages in
her handbag, finds what she's looking for and refreshes the
lipstick on her lips.

When she enters the
main room, which is surprisingly large for a hotel room, she
notices the bed for the first time and wonders if she will end up
there, probably (hopefully?) tied up, maybe even having sex. He
sits in a chair between the window and the bed, on the opposite
side of the room is a sideboard with the minibar and a tv set on
top of it.

He orders her to get a
tonic water for him. When she wants to bend her knees to open the
small fridge he tells her to bend at her waist. She is aware that
bending over like that means she will be exposing her butt and - if
she doesn't keep her legs together - also her sex to him. Before he
has the chance to tell her to spread her legs, she has already done
it, wanting to give him what he wants without having to ask for
it.

"Perfect, slut! You're
doing great," he praises her.

"Thank you very much,
Master," she answers while turning around with the tonic water and
a glass in her hands.

She walks over to him,
fills the drink into the glass and holds it out for him. He takes
it and tells her to get down on her knees in front of him. When
she's kneeling, he holds out the glass for her, giving her a drink
like a parent gives a drink to a little child. She takes a big
gulp, realizing how dry her throat has become.

"Now it's time for the
punishment. Get over to the sideboard, lean on it, stick out your
butt and raise your dress. I want your ass to be fully at my
disposal."

 


 


Oh well, here we go.
I'm standing here, bent over, bracing myself on the sideboard with
one hand, lifting my dress with the other, waiting to be punished.
I feel how my pussy is coming alive, the juices are starting to
flow. I'm such a slut, and i like it!

I have no idea what he
will do, maybe take his belt and whip me, or rather spank me with
his bare hand? Either way, I wonder how it will feel. MJ has told
me not to concentrate on the pain where it is inflicted but rather
to find out what happens after the first sting, how my body reacts.
"When I'm spanked or whipped, I feel an immense warmth flooding my
body. I try to channel it, bringing it to the point I want it to
be, which is usually my pussy, hihihi," she told me when I met her
in a café some time ago.  She's the one who is responsible I
am even here tonight, telling me that negating my submissiveness
won't work in the long run. "You have to face your true inner self,
honey. It's never easy, not for anyone, but less so for a smart and
strong willed person like you. Face it, start to love and embrace
your submissiveness instead of running away from it and despising
yourself. Believe me, I have met a lot of submissive people with
the troubles you have right now, and most who accepted themselves
didn't regret it."

I know her from a
board she runs, she lives in the US but was in Europe on a business
trip and stayed here for a couple of days, meeting friends. She's
almost sixty, running a very successful publishing business, a well
educated woman. Exactly the person I think of when I hear the word
"Lady". And yet, she's a submissive too. I think her example did
more than anything else to help me accept my submissiveness as a
part of myself. All that is shooting through my head while I stand
here, exposing my butt to the man that is going to inflict pain on
me any second now.

 


 


He gets up, opens a
suitcase he left in the room before he went down to the bar to meet
her, taking out a small whip, like a crop used by horsepeople, a
paddle and something that looks like a small horse's tail with a
handle. He walks over to her, enjoying the display of feminine
features.

He walks up to the
sideboard, puts all the items on it and gives her time to look at
them.

"Now, slut, you tell me
what I should use and how many times I should hit you with it.
Usually I decide on the form of punishment with my sub, but today I
make an exception. I'll explain to you how each will feel and I
wont be too harsh, no worries. I don't want you to love it too
much, hehehe."

"This here is a
flogger, it may look harmless, but the strands of horsehair are
quite stinging if brought down on tender flesh like yours.The whip
stings also, a bit more even, but it doesn't last as long as with
the flogger.Then the paddle. Looks like it hurts, and it does when
it's used with some force behind it. For a starter this is good,
because it is easy to control for a Dominant, much easier than the
whip or the flogger.I didn't bring a cane, because I don't like
canes myself. Too dangerous, one can leave permanent marks easily.
And sure nobody wants to leave permanent marks on such a nice butt
as yours. The last is also my favourite: Bare hands on bare flesh.
Cheap, effective and you're receiving the pain not through some
instrument but directly from your Master, or whoever is spanking
you.Now, slut, what do you choose and how many strikes do you think
are appropriate?"

"Errm, Master, ... I ,
I think I chose your hand, then"

"A good choice, babe.
And how many do you think would be fitting?"

"Uh,.. oh... maybe...
ten? Master?"

 

He slaps her slightly.
"I don't want to you to ask me. I expect an answer from you when I
ask you something. Now what you said sounded like a question. Try
again."

"I think ten strikes
with your hand would be fitting, Master," she manages to say.

"Yes, I think so too.
But I wont give them, I just wanted to know if you are ready to
take the punishment, I don't really think you need one. That is,
unless you insist on it. Do you insist on the punishment,
slut?"

She remains silent for
some time, and when she finally answers, the man has to listen
closely, because she is only whispering "Y... yes, Master. Please I
would love to know how it feels to be spanked. And I think I need a
punishment too, Master."

"You're such a good
girl! Brave and willing to learn new things. You're going to do
much honour to your Master one day," he says, patting her
asscheek.

"Thank you very much,
Master."

"Ok, here we go. You
count and say 'Thank you, Master' after every slap. Now hold on to
the sideboard with both hands and make sure that butt of yours
sticks out nicely."

 


 


I do as I'm told,
steadying myself on the sideboard and arching my back. With his
left hand he slides my dress up to the small of my back, letting
the hand rest there and steadying my body. His hand feels good and
warm, that much I realize. All the rest is blocked out of my
conscience, I anxously await the first slap and the pain that will
sure follow. He tells me to relax, but that is easier said than
done.

Smack! The first one
isn't too bad. I count and thank him.

The second blow is
hurting a bit, but not too much either.

The following slaps
are each stronger than the one before, and by the seventh I start
to wince and wiggle my butt, trying to evade the last three. He
pauses, telling me to focus not on the slaps on the butt but on the
feeling they produce elsewhere in my body. I close my eyes and
concentrate, trying to do as MJ has told me. But either this
doesn't work for me or I have yet to learn how to do it. The pain
is rather heavy, and I feel as vulnerable and exposed as never
before in my life.

He seems to realize
that, the last three slaps are much easier to bear, and after I
have thanked him for the last slap, he lets his hand rest on my
butt, caressing it slightly, easing the pain.

Only then i realize
that my pussy is soaked. It seems as if once again my vagina has
overruled my brain. Now I concentrate on the sensations in my pussy
and to my surprise i manage to channel the heat from the butt down
between my legs. Or at least I think I manage it, but it definitely
is starting to feel much better.

 


 


He gently rubs her
butt, letting herself get used to the heat the blows produced on
her cheeks. She feels a strange tickling on her butt, but it soon
is over again. Then he walks away, retrieving a cream from his
suitcase. He squeezes some of it on her left buttcheek, the one
that received the bigger part of the slaps, and starts to massage
it very carefully. The ointment does the job, she relaxes quickly,
her heavy panting subsiding. When he's done with both her cheeks,
he slides his hand between her legs, over her anus and on between
the labia. Shivers of pleasure run through her.

"You're soaking wet,
slut. You enjoyed it, didn't you?"

"Only when it was over,
Sir." she whispers between moans of pleasure.

"That is ok. You don't
have to enjoy the pain, otherwise the punishment would be useless,
right? But it's ok if you can enjoy it afterwards. In my opinion,
punishment and reward should go hand in hand, and after you're
punished, the problem is dealt with forever."

His fingers are still
between her legs, playing on the opening of her pussy, sliding in
and out just a little bit.

"Do you want to come,
slut?"

"Yes Sir"

"Yes Sir what?"

"Yes Sir, please, let
me have an orgasm, Master."

"I have a better idea.
But first, lick your juices from my fingers."

He brings his hand up
to her face and lets her lick his fingers.

"Now get up and take
off your dress" he says, unzipping the small zipper that runs from
the low neckline of the dress to the small of her back.

She stands upright
again, turning to face him. She slowly pushes down first one, then
the other of the straps, uncovering her small firm breasts with the
erect nipples. Then she wiggles out of it, letting the dress fall
to her ankles, stepping out of it. Now she is standing in front of
him, completely naked but for the stockings and the highheels. She
fights the urge to cover herself but instead she pushes her chest
out to show him her tits.

He is watching her the
whole time, taking in the sight of her naked body. Then he walks
back to the chair, sits down and sips the rest of the tonic
water.

"Help yourself to a
drink, babe"

She gladly bends over
again and takes a coke from the fridge. She opens the can and pours
down half of it in one swig.

"You have to replace
the juices, huh?" he chuckles.

She smiles at him,
blushing slightly, but still feeling completely at ease.

 


 


This is better than
everything I ever dreamed of. He is just great, treating me exactly
the way I hoped he would: Strict but caring, demanding but also
rewarding me at the right moment. I wonder if it could get even
better. I know, if he wanted to make love to me now, I would be on
the bed or wherever he wanted to take me and have my legs spread in
no time at all. It's not that I'm in love with him or anything, but
right now being fucked by him would just fit in and feel right. But
he doesn't say anything now, just look at me standing there,
sipping the coke. I am fully aware that I am stark naked and that
he is still in his suit, although somewhen he must have taken off
the jacket which is now lying on the bed, neatly laid out. But my
nakedness is no problem. He has every right to look at my body,
since I am his sub and he is my Master, at least tonight.

He continues to look
at me for a long time without saying a word. Then suddenly he asks
me if I still want to come. Of course I do! Desperately! My pussy
is still on fire, all the time he's been watching me I was thinking
of nothing else than being fucked or played with. If anything, I am
hornier now than when he played with my pussy.

 


 


"Take that seat, slut,
and bring it here in front of me" he motions to another chair in
the corner. It's one of those old fashioned chairs with long,
padded armrests, quite big and heavy. She shoves it over to where
he is sitting, facing him.

"Sit down."

When she sits, she
feels the pain in her butt again, but it's not bad, just a little
burning sensation. Not much more than a reminder of her
spanking.

He tells her to lay
both her legs over the armrests. She's spread wide open now, her
pussy in full view, her labia parted, the pink showing.

"Now play with
yourself, slut. One hand on your pussy, the other on your tits.
Show me how much you want that orgasm."

She starts playing with
herself, parting her lips, rubbing her clit, more or less the same
way she played with herself many times before. But of course, until
now she had only done it when she was alone. She squeezes her
nipples, caressing her breasts. When she closes her eyes, he
immediately tells her to look at him.

"Tell me exactly how do
you feel, slut" he demands.

"I feel a bit ashamed,
to play with myself in front of you, Master. And i am also ashamed
because i like to do it."

"You shouldn't feel
ashamed, not at all. Instead you should feel proud. Proud to give
pleasure to your Master and to yourself at the same time. Because
that's what you do: You give me pleasure watching you, and watching
you enjoying yourself doubles my pleasure."

"Thank you Master. May
I ask you a question?" she asks, while she's inserting a finger in
her pussy.

"Yes, go ahead,
babe"

"May I suck your penis
while playing with myself, Master."

"I'm afraid that's not
possible, slut, you may not suck me tonight, nor will we be
fucking."

A surprised look
crosses her face. There is also some disappointment to make out in
her features.

"We're here to find out
if you really like what you are dreaming of for a long time, right?
And if I am not completely mistaken, we both know already that you
like to suck cock and being fucked, right?"

"Yes, Master, that is
right."

"Well, then we don't
have to do it. What you and I don't know, however, is wether you
like or like not to sit in front of another person masturbating,
and we didn't know wether or not you like to be spanked, or walking
through a restaurant with your panties in your hands, humiliating
yourself. We know now a couple of this things, and we're going to
find out some more until we are finished."

"Yes Master. It's just
that I, err, thought you might ..."

"You think I might want
some reward too?"

"Yes, Master"

"Watching you enjoying
yourself, to find out what you like and dislike, to help you
getting started on your journey is my reward. I never had the
intention to come here and get more than that. If you tell me
tomorrow, or next week, that I have helped you finding your way,
then I am rewarded more than I could have asked for," he says as he
leans back in the seat.

"But now I have the
impression you are lacking some zeal in playing with yourself.
You'll concentrate on your pussy again. And just to make sure that
you feel yourself, you let your tits be tits. Slide to the front of
the chair, I want to see your asshole."

She does as being told
and now both her pussy and her anus are on full display.

He hands her a little
jar of lubricant and tells her to start using her middle finger on
her asshole. She creams her anus and when he tells her to start
fucking it, she obeys him immediately.

"Has anyone ever used
that hole?" he wants to know.

"Yes Sir"

"And did you like it,
slut?"

"Yes Sir, I kinda liked
it."

"And why did you like
it?"

"Because it made me
feel dirty, Sir."

"You like feeling
dirty, slut?"

"Yes Sir, I do."

"And why do you like
feeling dirty?"

"Because I am a dirty
slut, Sir."

"That must be it, you
like feeling like a dirty slut because you are a dirty slut."

"Yes Sir."

"Now go on, masturbate
like you never did before, show me what a dirty slut you are."

 


 


I am aroused like
never before. To sit here in front of him, playing with my pussy
and fucking my asshole with my finger is almost too much. I'm
feeling an orgasm building up inside me. I'm sure every little drop
of blood must be in my clit now, my head is spinning. When I'm
close to the orgasm, I remember that usually a sub has to ask
permission to have an orgasm. And even if he didn't tell me nothing
like that, I beg his permission to come, fearing he might say no.
But he says "yes, do it, come for me, baby" and I do, finally
getting relieve from all the tension that has been building up in
the last hours. I moan and sigh and let out a scream of pleasure,
convulsing so heavily on the chair that I almost fall off. The
juice is running down my leg, soaking the chair. Finally I just lay
there, exhausted, spent, breathing heavily.

 


 


"Take some of that
sweet juice of yours and smear it on your face, slut." The girl
doesn't have a problem with finding enough of her own juice. She
smells her own scent, sweet and musky, with a tad of soap an pee in
it.

"Now get up again,
come over here, turn around and get on your knees." When she's
kneeling with her back to him, he tells her to put her arms on her
back. He takes out some soft rope from the suitcase and ties her
hands together. That being done, he also ties her arms at the
elbows. The effect of that second tieing is that her chest is
thrust forward, her tits standing out nicely.

Then he puts a
blindfold on her, a black silk scarf. He orders her to turn around
again and open her mouth. He inserts the panty she's been wetting
in the toilet of the restaurant, and to keep it in place he takes
the white bandanna which had been holding her hair and ties it
behind her back.

He takes out a dildo
from the suitcase. He helps her lying down on her chest, her ass
thrusting upward. Then he puts some lubricant on her anus again,
tells her to relax and slowly inserts the dildo in her butt. He
then takes a vibrator and shoves it up her still wet pussy, finding
no resistance at all. She moans, the unusual sensation of two
objects filling her almost more than she can bear. 

Then  he ties her
feet to the feet of the chair and watches her lying there, her butt
thrust upward, the dildo sticking out of her butt. He lifts her up
again and with a third rope he ties her hand to the back of the
chair, thus ensuring that her legs are spread wide and that she has
to stay upright.

The last thing he does
is putting some kind of wide belt on her. Attached to the front of
the belt is a leather strap, about two centimeters wide. The strap
goes between her legs and is tightened to the belt in her back,
making sure the vibrator and dildo will stay in place. Then he
checks on her breathing and when he is satisfied that she has no
problem breathing either through her nose and through the gag, he
starts kneading her breasts.

He plays with her
nipples, squeezing them until she winces from the pain.

"You're going to kneel
here with the dildo in your butt and the vibrator in your pussy.
And don't move until I come back. I go down to have a drink and
read the papers. In the meantime, you can enjoy yourself. Oh, I
almost forgot to switch on the vibrator." She doesn't need to see
him to know that there is an evil grin on his face. A second later,
the vibrator starts to hum. Another five seconds later, she hears
the door being opened and closed again.

 


 


Slowly I get
accostumed to the pressure of both the dildo and the vibrator
inside me. I'm not getting used to the the vibrating, though. I try
to block it out, but to no avail. The humming inside me is turning
me on, but I doubt it will be enough to have an orgasm. I'm sure I
will just be completely messed up when he returns, begging him to
let me get relieve. Time passes slowly and i don't have any idea
how long I am already kneeling there, both my holes stuffed, the
taste and scent of my pussy in my mouth and my nose.

I begin to think about
the last hours, reflecting on what happened, but time and again i'm
being brought back to the present by the sensation of the vibrator
in my vagina.

After what seems to be
an eternity my knees begin to hurt and i start shifting the weight
from one leg to the other. But even if I could I wouldn't change my
position, I wouldn't want to displease Master. I hear sounds from
outside, people are talking, car doors are being closed, several
motors started and the cars drive away. That's strange, outside
there are people doing what people do on a Saturday night, going
out for dinner, head for a party, have fun together.

And here I am,
blindfolded, gagged and tied up, both pussy and butt stuffed with
objects, feeling uncomfortable and aching to have an orgasm. But I
wouldn't want to change with those people, not for all the money in
the world. For the first time in my sexual life, I have the feeling
that i am getting what I am looking for, and even if it weren't for
the sexual part, I'd still like to subdue my will to the
Master.

Finally I manage to
relax, concentrating on the sensations in my pussy, enjoying the
feelings without trying to reach an orgasm anymore.

After a very long
time, I hear the key in the lock and a sigh of relieve escapes my
lips.

 


 


He enters the room
again, taking in the beautiful sight of the damsel in distress. Her
cheeks are flushed, she is shifting her weight from one knee to the
other. He doesn't say a word.

Then he kneels in front
of her, touching her cheek softly and whispers: "You are very
beautiful, tied up and struggling like that. I should take pictures
and post them on the net, so that everybody can look at you,
enjoying the sight of you. Would you like that, slut?"

She shakes her head
vigourously, a choked "nnnn..." emanating from behind the gag but
the panty in her mouth makes sure she cannot express herself
properly.

"No worries, I won't do
that. This is our thing, and it will remain private. I just like to
tease you, but you already know that."

She exhales again, for
a moment she was fearing he meant what he was saying.

"Did you reach an
orgasm, slut?"

She shakes her head
again.

"Thought so. Unlike
what you might read in some BDSM-stories on the net, for most women
that doesn't work. Like for most women it isn't enough if you just
pump them with a cock. Women usually are not that simple, thank
God, hehehe."

He gets up again and
she hears him packing stuff in his suitcase.

"Ok slut. I tell you
what will follow now. I am packing my things now. Then I will untie
your hands and you will stay in the position you are now. I will
leave you here, my taxi is already waiting. The vibrator, the
harness and the dildo are a present from me. You wait another five
minutes and then you are allowed to untie your feet, take out the
panty of your mouth and remove both vibrator and dildo. If you
want, that is. If you prefer to leave them in place, suit yourself.
Then you will go to bed and relieve yourself if you want to. In the
morning, you will get up, have breakfast and go home, the hotel is
paid for. And on Wednesday I want a full report on how you felt,
what you liked and disliked tonight and why you liked or disliked
it. And I don't want some word-file in my mailbox. I want it
written on paper. Neatly written, I want to add, without errors and
without words crossed out. Just like back in primary school. Did
you understand everything, slut?"

The girl nods her head
and a few moments later she feels how her hands are being untied.
She doesn't move them, though.

Then she hears him
getting in his jacket, putting the door key on the nightstand. He
bends down to her, kisses her neck and whispers "You were really
doing good, slut. I am proud of you, and I wish you a good night!"
and then he leaves the room. She doesn't have an idea how long she
rests there in the same position, but it sure is much more than the
requested five minutes.

 


 


Finally I move and
untie the bandanna that holds the panty in my mouth and take out
the sodden piece of underwear. Then I remove the blindfold and am
surprised to find the hotel room completely dark. I think of
untieing my feet, but then I let them tied to the chair. But i
fumble with the leather strap for a minute or two and when I manage
to unhook it, i leave the wide belt and the dildo in place.
However, I immediately take hold of the vibrator and start using it
on my clit. It doesn't take me long to reach an orgasm and I
collapse backward on the chair, being bent back, my juices once
again running down my legs.

After a long time I
untie my feet, get slowly up but have to sit down in the chair
first, the long kneeling and the tieing up have impaired the
bloodstream to my feet and now they are tingling as if being
pricked with thousands of pins.

I wait for the
circulation of the blood to return to normal again, sitting on the
edge of the chair, resting my shoulders on the back of it, the
dildo still in place. Then I get up, remove the dildo and head for
the bathroom. When I see my reflection in the mirror, I see a happy
girl. Tired, but satisfied. Sweaty, the hair tousled, cheeks
flushed and the makeup a complete mess, but all in all a very happy
girl. I turn around to look at my butt, to check if I can still see
a sign of the spanking, but to my surprise all I see is the words
"love me" and "tender" written in thick black letters over both
buttocks. I laugh at the sight of it, and then I sit down on the
toilet and start to cry at the same time out of sheer happiness,
the tears running down my cheeks, the sobs mixing with
chuckles.

 


 


 


The End
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