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Chapter 1: Late Night Viewing




I sat at the computer, the room around me
dark and silent but for the hard beating of my heart and weight of
my breath as I bit nervously on my lower lip. The images that
filled the screen of my monitor were not my normal fair. I stared
at leather and latex clothed men and women kneeling at the feet of
their masters and mistresses. I saw pictures of people bent over
and tied to everything from a coffee table to intricate benches
while those said masters and mistresses punished them with
everything from caned and floggers to hands and paddles.

My entire being shook in a chaotic vortex of
emotions. I was trying desperately to see, to understand, what it
was my husband of nine years saw in this sort of behavior. Greg was
very much into domination and submission and was very open and
forthcoming with that at the start of our relationship. And
although we haven’t talked about it in some time, I knew he wanted
nothing more than for me to accept it and give it at least a
try.

And so here I sat at 2 a.m. at our living
room computer while my husband slept soundly up above. I felt shame
at looking at such pictures. I felt humiliation not only for them
and their abnormal lifestyle, but for myself for viewing such
filth. In some small part I felt responsible for furthering their
kinky ways. If not for people like me looking at their images and
videos, or reading their stories online they wouldn't do such
horrible things, right? That's what I told myself as I flipped to
page seventeen of images.

And that's when I saw it. It was an image
like all the thousands I've gazed upon over the last few nights,
but an advertisement as well. It was an advertisement for a place
called Mistress Julie's Dungeon that promised to have a scene for
everyone including those who didn't know what they were into. That
struck me as somehow interesting. There was an email address and
phone number as contact information.

Without really knowing why, I wrote the
email address down and opened up Hotmail. With nothing but the
white screen to light the keys under my trembling fingers I wrote a
message.

 


Hello Mistress Julie,

 


My name is Sonja Kellerman and I came across
your advertisement while searching the net for images. I am not
dominant or even submissive as far as I can tell, but my husband of
nine years is. Although he hasn't said anything to me in several
years, I know deep down that he desires my submission to him even
if it's for a single day.

I'm trying to understand this lifestyle but
images and videos just aren't answering any of the thousands of
questions that I have. And don't even get me started on stories.
They are so varied and conflicting on what it really means to be
submissive or dominant that I can't believe any of them are
true.

I don't know if this is something you do, or
are willing to do, but I would like to talk to a professional. I
would like to know once and for all if I have a submissive bone in
my body. Please, even if you cannot help me, could you point me in
the right direction?

 


- Sonja Kellerman

 


The mouse cursor rested on the send button,
my finger hovered shaking above the mouse button. All that was
needed was a quick drop of my finger and my inquiry would be on its
way. I quietly rolled the office chair back and stood up. I inhaled
deeply and let it out in a long, slow nervous sigh. I turned
quickly, without further thought and clicked the damn mouse. I
watched the screen change and a jolt of excitement charge through
me. I don't know why I was excited, but I was. I went up to bed but
didn't get a wink of sleep.

∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞

I felt the bed shake as Greg got up. I
didn't open my eyes, but I knew it was morning, the golden rays of
the sun rising above our back yard bathing me in its warmth. I
heard my husband walk softly across the bedroom floor to the
adjoining bathroom. He was considerate that way. He did everything
he could not to wake me even though I was already halfway there on
my own.

It was the smell of fresh coffee that
finally persuaded me to roll my lazy but out of bed. I went to the
bathroom and did my morning routine and joined my husband in the
kitchen. It didn't matter if I got three hours of sleep or ten, I
was a zombie until I had half a pot of coffee in my system.

"You were up late last night," Greg said as
way of small talk. There was nothing accusatory in his voice, but I
suddenly felt incredibly guilty.

"Couldn't sleep," I replied quickly, taking
another drink of coffee that burned my lips and tongue.

"It looks like you could use another eight
house," he smiled. "Eggs or French toast?

"French toast," I grumbled groggily.

"Sausage or bacon?"

"Bacon for me." There was no choice there.
Although they came from the same animal, bacon was the filet mignon
of breakfast meats and you can quote me on that. "Hash browns," I
said answering his next question before he could ask. This was our
morning routine. Whichever of us made it downstairs first did the
cooking for breakfast and the other did dinner. I looked up at the
clock. 8:23. "You're going to be late for work aren’t you?"

"It's Saturday dear. Are you sure you
wouldn't rather go back to bed?"

"Nah, you know me. Once I'm up, I'm up. So
what are your plans for the day?"

"Wow babe," he said laughing and shaking his
head. "You're really out of it today aren’t you? I'm going over to
Randy's for his birthday party, remember? You're still invited, you
know."

"I know. You know how much I like Randy, but
I also know how you men get when a keg's involved." Greg's friends
were a bad influence on my husband, but I forgave him his little
parties now and then. It gave me the chance to go shopping,
something I knew he hated. "That reminds me though, your birthday
in coming up and I still haven't gotten you anything. What would
you like?"

He looked at me knowingly. It was a look he
gave me when we talked about that whole domination submission life
he was so much into. "It wouldn't be much of a surprise if I told
you what I wanted," he replied. His eyes still hopeful that I would
one day give him what he wanted.

"Socks and a tie it is," I giggled. He
smiled and flipped the bacon.

Greg was out of the house by noon and as his
car pulled out of the driveway I ran to the computer to see if
Mistress Julie replied to my message the night before. It was there
among spam emails for penis enlargement pills – Um, I don't think
I'll be needing those anytime soon. I opened the email from
Mistress Julie and read it.

 


Hello Sonja,

 


I'm glad you contacted me with your
situation. It is sometimes very difficult for anyone to admit they
are submissive. To give over control to another is a huge leap of
faith that few can honestly grasp. The honest truth is, a lot of
people are submissive or dominant and do not realize it until they
attempt one or the other, sometimes both.

If you are serious in exploring this avenue
I am more than willing and capable of bringing out your submissive
nature if it exists. Drop by my dungeon and we can talk further. I
will be in on Saturday from noon to midnight.

 


- Mistress Julie


 Chapter 2: Mistress
Julie's Dungeon

 


So there it was, my invitation to Mistress
Julie's dungeon to see if I was capable of being submissive. I was
suddenly very awake and shaking nervously. This was a huge deal for
me. It was something I denied my husband for nine years. Would he
be pissed with me if I went behind his back? I decided to risk it
and was in my car fifteen minutes later.

Mistress Julie's dungeon was an innocuous
house located in the ritzier part of town. It wasn't quite a
mansion, but it was at least four times larger than where Greg and
I lived. I knocked on the door and was let in by a lovely woman
wearing a tight purple dress. She didn't look like Mistress Julie
from the advertisement.

"Welcome to Mistress Julie's Dungeon" the
svelte brunette said. "Do you have an appointment?"

"Um, no I don't. I'm here to see Mistress
Julie. She emailed me and told me to drop by to talk to her."

"What is your name sweetie?" She was eying
me over. It made me nervous. It seemed to be my theme for the
day.

"Sonja Kellerman," I replied. "And
yours?"

"I'm Mistress Lori. Mistress Julie is
currently with a client. We can send for her when she's done."

"Do you know how long that will take?"

"Hmm, with him, maybe another hour or two.
If you would rather not wait we can make an appointment."

"No," I said quickly "I'll wait. To be
honest it took every bit of courage I had to come in and I don't
know if I can muster it again."

"Do you mind if I ask the purpose of your
visit?"

"It's kind of complicated. My husband wants
a submissive wife. I honestly don't know if I have it in me to be
that way for him so I'm here to talk to Mistress Julie about it.
She said she could bring out my submissive side if it exists."

"Oh, that she can. How long have you been
married?"

"Nine years."

"Does your husband hound you to be his
submissive?"

"Oh no, not at all. He hasn't mentioned it
in years actually. To be honest his birthday is coming up soon and
I want to give this to him as a birthday present if it's within me
to do so. I just get so guilty thinking about it. And
ashamed…humiliated…excited. I don't know what to think
anymore."

"That's ok, dear. This is a very complicated
lifestyle we live. It may seem simple on the outside, but there are
so many facets that those looking in don't see that defines who and
what we are. If you would like, I could show you around and give
you a few tests to see if you are submissive or not. We are all
taught the same way here so we really don't need to wait for
Mistress Julie if you don't want to."

"OK, I guess that'll be fine. What are these
tests?"

"The first is a written test. It will delve
deep into your Id to determine of you are submissive or not. It's
not a definitive test, but it will give us a pretty good indicator
of where to start."

"Um, how much is all of this going to cost
me?"

"Not a penny. We don't charge you anything
unless you are doing a scene with us. If you are interested in
that, the price is $325 per hour."

"Damn," I gasped "I'm in the wrong line of
business."

"Follow me to the testing room," she said.
The testing room looked very much like the classrooms in high
school and college. There were rows of student desks with a large
oak desk at the front with a blackboard behind the back of the
woman sitting at the desk. She was a stern, but good looking woman
maybe in her late thirties. Her hair was pulled back in a bun and
the glasses she wore only made her that much sterner. I half
expected her to whack me across the knuckles with a ruler.

Mistress Lori led me between rows of student
desks to the teacher's desk and introduced me. I looked around.
There were seven others here, all men. I felt incredibly humiliated
all of the sudden for being the only woman being tested. "This is
Sonja Kellerman," she said. "She is unsure of her submissive nature
so she is here to take the submissive test. Sonja, this is Mistress
Terri. She's our resident examiner. If you have any questions you
may ask her anything. She will bring you back to me downstairs when
you are done."

Mistress Terri handed me a pen and several
sheets of paper stapled together. "You may take a seat anywhere.
Take your time in answering, there is no time limit. Please respect
the other test takers by not talking."

"Yes Mistress," I replied. I didn't know why
other than it seemed the polite thing to do. I saw a brief smile
form at the corners of her full lips and it was gone just as fast.
I took a seat at the back corner away from everyone else. I had no
intentions of talking to anyone here even if she didn't give me the
warning.

I flipped through the ink filled pages.
There were 100 questions ranging from 'Do you make suggestions to
your sex partner during sex' to 'Do you consider your life
organized?' I read each question slowly and carefully and then
filled in the little circle next to the multiple choice answer I
chose. Some of the questions asked about specific fantasies and
once again the humiliation was in overdrive as I answered them
honestly.

Three of the men were done and gone before I
finished. The others handed in their test and waited for the
results. I walked to the front of the room and placed my test on
the desk and returned quietly to me seat. I never lifted my
head.

With all of the men gone I was the only one
left. I sat there watching Mistress Terri wave her pen over the
paper and make marks here and there. She was really a pretty woman,
even more so if she'd let her hair down. She was wearing a black
skirt suit and although I could only see her top half, she had an
attractive body as well. Now, I am not bisexual or anything like
that, but I am confident enough in my sexuality that I can
appreciate the beauty of a woman's body.

"You may come up now, Sonja," Mistress Terri
said to me. "I have your test results."

I got up and walked towards her as if I was
heading to the gallows. I desperately wanted to know the answer,
but was scared to death to find out. "Am I a submissive, Mistress
Terri?"

"You have a score of 87%. Based on the
answers you gave, assuming they were all honest, I would say you
are indeed a submissive."

"All of the answers I gave were honest," I
replied. "I saw no need to lie."

"That's very good. So how does it make you
feel to be called a submissive and have the test results to back
that up?"

"I honestly don't know. A part of me is
relieved, I think. And another part confused. I don't know anything
about this lifestyle other than what little I've read online. I
don't know how to be submissive.

She opened the center desk drawer and pulled
out a slip of paper and handed it to me. "Take that and read it.
Understand it and you'll understand what it is to be
submissive."

I took the paper and read it over.

 


The Submissive's Prayer

 


Allow me the strength to answer questions
I can't fathom.

Allow me the spirit to know His needs.

Allow me the kindness to choke back retorts.

Allow me the serenity to serve Him in peace.



Allow me the love to show Him
myself.

Allow me the tenderness to comfort Him.

Allow me the light to show us the way.

Allow me the wisdom to be an asset to Him.



Let me be able to show Him each day my
love of my service to Him.

Let me open myself up to completely belong to Him.

Let my eyes show Him the same respect, rather I sit at His side, or
kneel at His feet.

Let me accept my punishment with the grace.



Let me learn to please Him, beyond
myself.

Grant me the power to give myself to Him completely.

Grant me the strength to please U/us both.

Permit me to love myself in loving Him.



Allow me the peace of serving Him.

For it is my greatest wish,

my highest power to make His life complete,

as He makes mine.

 


"That was…beautiful," I said with a tear
nearly formed in my eye.

"Can I ask you a question, Sonja?"

"Of course, Mistress."


 Chapter 3: The Visual
Test

 


"Ok, let me make that two questions. First,
why did you call me mistress right there and when Mistress Lori
introduced you to me?"

"I don't know. I guess it just sounded like
the polite, respectful thing to do."

"And it is," She smiled at me. It was a
pleasing smile, one that I may have planted a kiss upon if I were
into that sort of behavior. "It is also something that most
non-submissives don't bother with. In all honesty, it would be
acceptable for you to call me Terri. But you may continue calling
me Mistress if that is what you prefer. And for my second question,
why is it so important for you to know if you are submissive or
not?"

"It's for my husband," I replied. "He is
dominant, has been since before we met, but he was willing to put
that part of his life on hold for me. It was a huge sacrifice for
him to make that I never really appreciated until recently. I know
he wants a submissive wife. I can see it in his eyes when he looks
at me. But he's patient, never forceful. In fact he hasn't
mentioned it in years. His birthday is coming up and I want to give
him his greatest desire. But I don't want it to be for one day. If
I give myself to him in that way I want it to be for life. And I
need to know that I have it in me to do so."

"That is very considerate of you," Mistress
Terri replied. "Based on your test scores I can confidently say
that you are submissive. Do you have any ideas what you are into
fetish wise?"

"I have no idea. I couldn't even name more
than a handful of fetishes as it were."

"Well, as it so happens I can help you with
that as well. How would you like to do a little experiment with
me?"

"What sort of experiment?"

"It's a visual test to gauge your reactions
to various sexual fetishes."

"What would I need to do?"

There are two pieces of equipment you will
need to wear for the test. Then all you have to do is sit there and
watch the images on the screen and the instruments will gauge your
reactions."

"What are these instruments?"

"I'm not going to lie to you, Sonja, they
are sexual in nature and you will have to be naked at least from
the waist down. The first is a butt plug with leads attached to it
that will gauge when your sphincter clenches during sexual stimuli.
And the second is a special plug for the vagina that will test the
same thing in front, as well as moisture levels."

"I see."

"Do not feel pressured to do this Sonja. The
choice is yours to make. It is always yours to make, remember
that."

"I'll do it. I've come too far to turn back
now." Honestly I haven't done more than take a test, but I felt I
needed to do this. Everything that confirmed one way or another
whether I was submissive or not brought me that much closer to
giving my husband the birthday gift of a lifetime.

"Alright. I'll set everything up and then we
can get started. I'll be back in a few minutes. Why don't you go
ahead and remove your jeans and panties for me?" While I stood and
nervously unbuttoned my pants, Mistress Terri left the room. She
returned several minutes later pushing a cart with a slide show
projector on it. On a bottom shelf was a box.

"Go ahead and insert the contents in the
proper holes," she said handing me the box. "They are labelled so
you know which one goes where. There is lube for the anal plug but
please do not use any on the vaginal one. It will interfere with
the test results."

I opened the box. Inside were two butt
plugs. The first, a medium sized black number about six inches long
and an inch and a half thick was labeled ANAL USE ONLY. The second
was red, seven inches long and two inches thick and labeled VAGINAL
USE ONLY. There was also a bottle of lube thankfully. As I looked
the instruments over I noticed a small hole for something to plug
into. It looked very much like a headphone jack at the base of each
plug.

"Don't worry sweetie, all of the toys are
thoroughly cleaned and sterilized," she said anticipating my
question. She set up the projector and turned it on before walking
over to me with another small device. It had two leads coming out
of it and I knew they were going to be plugged into the toys now
fully embedded in me.

"Go ahead and bend over the desk so that I
can hook the monitor up and we can begin."

I did as she instructed and felt a wave of
humiliation wash over me. I have never been naked in front of
another woman. Let alone while wearing a plug in each of my holes.
I felt her fingers moving around as she plugged the monitor in. Her
left hand lightly brushed against my clit eliciting a moan from
me.

I took my seat, placing the monitoring
device on the desk in front of me. It gave off a steady stream of
beeps every few seconds. The first image on the screen was a field
of flowers. Pretty tame and nothing at all sexual about it. The
second was a sports car, Porsche by the hood ornament. Again
nothing sexual.

There was a series of non-sexual images and
then an image of a naked man. The monitor beeped steadily. A naked
woman was next. More beeps. There was an image of a forest followed
by one of a woman kneeling at a man's feet. Another series of beeps
from the monitor.

What followed next was a rapid slideshow of
sexual images ranging from men and women being spanked to put in a
myriad of bondage positions. There were pictures of men and women
having sex. Men and men, women and women, and groups of men with a
single woman. There were pictures of men and women being peed on
and covered in cum. With each image came a different string of
beeps from the monitoring device.

I'm not going to lie to you. I was getting
excited. How could I not with a toy buried in each hole vibrating
rapidly. Oh, did I forget to mention that part? Yeah, so did
Mistress Terri. While the monitor bleeped away, the toys vibrated.
Sometimes the vibrations were soft and kind of nice, other times so
hard it caught me off guard. And there was no way for me judge when
they were going to happen or how strong they would be. And the
entire time Mistress Terri's eyes never left me.

For more than an hour I was subjected to one
sexual perversion after another. The whole gambit of fetishes was
represented across that screen. There were many things that made me
outright cringe and I noticed Mistress Terri jot something down at
those points. Mistress Terri got up and flipped the lights back on
and turned off the projector.

"Go ahead and bend over the desk dear," she
said to me. I did so and once again felt her fingering around down
there probably much longer than was necessary. To my surprise she
pulled the plug from my behind and then my vagina. "My," she said
"you're absolutely dripping down there sweetie. Did you like what
you saw?"

"Some of it Mistress," I replied.

"The monitor will tell me at which pictures
you became moist and where you clenched your butt. Usually these
are one and the same, but not always. Shall we take a look and see
what fetishes you enjoyed seeing?"

"I'm not sure I want to know now," I said
nervously.

"No need to be nervous dear," She smiled at
me. ""So tell me, how did you like the feel of the instruments
inside of you? Be honest."

"I liked them. The vibrations were driving
me nuts though. I got so close a few times only to have the damn
things stop." I turned red at the realization of my confession of
near orgasm to this strange woman. She didn't seem to pay any
attention to it.

"Alright," she said taking a seat at her
desk again. "Would you mind kneeling for me?"

"Kneeling?"

"Yes. Kneel with your butt resting on the
heels of your feet. Back straight and head held high with your arms
behind your back, bent at the elbows with your hands reaching for
the opposite elbow. Can you do that for me?"

 

"I guess so," I replied. I got down on the
floor and in the position she requested.

"Hmm," she sighed looking at me. "Something
is missing. Ah, that's it, could you be a dear and remove your
shirt and bra as well?"

I didn't say anything. I just did as she
asked. There was that slight smile at the corner of her mouth as I
did so. She did her thing with the monitor while I knelt in silence
before her. My knees were starting to hurt on the cold wooden floor
and the beginnings of a cramp was forming in my right foot.

"You have some very interesting test results
Sonja," she said after nearly an hour of ignoring me. "You are most
definitely a submissive. But you also show some slight dominant
tendencies as well. Your moisture levels increased dramatically
while viewing images of a submissive nature such as image 17 –
that’s the one of the woman kneeling as you are now; image 29 –
that's the one depicting the woman in the strappado position; and
image 36 – the one where the group of men urinated on the woman.
Those are only three of the most compelling images."

"So what does this all mean?"

"Well, I showed you two hundred and fifty
images. Of those one hundred were of a sexual nature. Based on the
monitor readings you showed excitement while viewing ninety-three
of those sexual images. Seventy-eight were of a submissive nature
and the other fifteen were of a dominant nature. What this tells me
is that you have a very active sexual imagination that I think you
are afraid for whatever reasons to explore. This test also tells me
that you identify as submissive even if you don't realize it
yourself."


 Chapter 4: Test of
Limits

 


She stood up and walked around the desk,
leaning her shapely butt against it and folding her arms over her
ample bosom. "Did you even think about the position I asked you to
get into before getting into it?"

"Not really no. Why?"

"Sonja that is the basic submissive position
and you got into it no questions asked. You called me, and I'm
guessing Lori, Mistress without even asking if that's what you
should do because you thought it was the polite and respectful
thing to do. These are all indicators that you are submissive. All
that's really left is to determine what fetishes you are into,
which ones are soft limits, and which are hard limits."

"How do we do that?"

"Well, the test you just took indicated what
fetishes turned you on from a visual point of view. What we can do
next, assuming you are willing, is to test some of these out in
practice."

"Um, how exactly do we do that?" I asked.
The more she told me I was submissive, the more tests she gave me,
the more it was starting to sink in. I suddenly felt incredibly bad
that I had denied my husband his ultimate desire for nearly a
decade.

"Well, we can start with the fetishes that
gave you the most excitement and work our way down the list."

"Will I have to have sex with anyone?"

"No. We have a strict no sex rule. However,
that does not pertain to using toys on yourself should you desire
to do so. It only refers to sex between people."

"I can't do anything that would leave
lasting marks. I don't want my husband to know I was here."

"Also not a problem. How long before you see
your husband again?"

"Oh, not until after midnight probably. He's
at a friend's birthday party."

"Perfect. We can experiment with a little
bondage if you want. The rope marks will be long gone by the time
your husband gets home."

"I don't know if I can afford it at $325 an
hour. How long are we talking about here?"

"It will be several hours with long breaks
in between. And you do not have to worry about paying anything. I
will do this for you at no charge."

"Thank you, but why? Why would you do that
for me?"

"Because you are a submissive in the
beginnings of her new life and this is a very important part of
your training. And to be perfectly honest, I love nothing more than
watching a submissive come into his or her own. The look on their
face when they realize for the first time who and what they truly
are is precious to me."

"Thank you."

"There will be a few rules that you must
abide by at all times. Rule number one, for today at least, I am
your Mistress and you will address me as such. Is that
understood?"

"Yes Mistress."

"Rule number two, should you disobey an
order, or fail to call me Mistress, you will be punished by three
swats of the belt on the ass. Understood?"

"Yes Mistress."

"Rule three, the safeword is 'apple' if you
are uncomfortable with the scene at any point you say the safeword
and all actions will stop until you give me the go ahead."

"Yes Mistress."

"Rule four, we have limits for a reason.
Limits come in two varieties as I stated earlier. It is my job to
push your soft limits and respect the hard ones. If I cross the
line in any way that makes you uncomfortable, if a soft limit
becomes a hard one, you are to tell me at once. I am not a mind
reader and we don't know each other well enough for me to
accurately read body language."

"Yes Mistress."

"Rule five, you are under no obligation to
continue, or even start this session. If you wish to leave at any
time just say so and it'll end immediately."

"Yes Mistress."

"And finally, if you happen to be wearing a
gag of any kind and are unable to verbally speak the safeword three
taps of your right hand against your thigh will mean the same
thing."

"Yes mistress," I replied as if a broken
record. I didn't want to feel a belt across my ass. I am thirty-six
years old, well past the time I need to worry about being spanked
for being bad, but I remember how much I hated it as a kid when I
was punished for being bad. "What if my arms are tied and I cannot
tap my thigh?"

"That is an excellent question. If such a
thing were to happen and you were also gagged then rapidly shaking
your head side to side will indicate to me that you wish to
stop."

"Thank you Mistress."

"Are you ready to begin?"

"Yes, I think so Mistress."

Mistress Terri led me out of the classroom
and into the long hall. Down the hall to the left were the stairs
leading down to the first floor and a waiting Mistress Lori. To the
right were more doors and another set of stairs leading up at the
end.

"Mistress, should I inform Mistress Lori
that you will be taking care of me today?"

"That is an excellent idea Sonja. Why don't
you go ahead and do that? I'll wait here for you."

"Yes Mistress," I replied and then walked
left and down the stairs. Mistress Lori was sitting at the
receptionist desk off to the right of the huge living room. She
smiled at my approach.

"So, how was the test?" she asked with
genuine curiosity.

"Mistress Terri says I am most definitely a
submissive with some dominant leanings. I came down to inform you
that she will be taking care of my today. She is going to test my
limits so I can better know what I like and don’t. I hope that
doesn't upset you."

"Oh, you precious thing you," she smiled. It
was the sort of smile that said she was both proud and happy for me
"I am not upset. I'm glad you came down to tell me. I was wondering
what the test would show. And you are in excellent hands with
Mistress Terri."

"Thank you Mistress. I need to return
upstairs now."

"You have fun sweetie."

"Thank you Mistress." Every time I said the
word…mistress…my entire body tingled with excitement. It just felt
right. I almost started crying. After all these years denying my
husband his only real wish, only to find out I was exactly who he
needed me to be, made me sad in a way I never knew existed. I had
denied him the pleasures of my service. I had denied myself the
pleasures of his guiding hand. I returned upstairs to a waiting
Mistress Terri.

∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞

I think for the first part we will go to the
bathroom and try a little golden showers if you are ok with
that."

"Yes Mistress. I am ok with that."

"Good. Follow me." She took me down the
hall, turned right down another hall, left down a third, and into a
large bathroom. "No need to ask you to strip as you're already
naked," she smiled at me. In all the excitement I had forgotten I
was naked. I forgot I was naked while standing downstairs talking
to Mistress Lori, and I forgot I was naked as she eyed me from head
to toe.

"Go ahead and climb in the shower while I
get undressed," she instructed me. I did as I was told and stood in
the middle of the large shower stall. "Kneel in the center of the
stall with your back arched, arms behind you on the floor for
support," she further instructed me as she peeled of her skirt suit
and laid it neatly on the counter next to the sink.

She really was a beautiful woman in every
meaning of the word. Where I was tall and somewhat thin with small,
perky breasts and a round behind, she was perhaps three inches
shorter, a little heavier with large globes and a round ass and
hips as well. She carried the weight well. She looked like a real
woman should with a little meat on her bones. I'd have more meat on
my bones, but for some reason I could never keep the weight on. I
know, boo hoo cry me a river, but I really did want to gain at
least ten pounds. Where most women thought they were too fat, I
thought I was a little on the skinny side.

My eyes drifted down her supple body to her
shaved mound. I had mine shaved for years. I loved it, but when I
met Greg and he said he liked at least a little landing strip I
acquiesced and gave him what he wanted. On occasion I would get
creative and trim it into different shaped for his amusement.

"Are you ready for this?" Mistress Terri
asked as she climbed into the shower with me.

"I think so." I replied. SHIT! I forgot to
all her Mistress.

"For the first time I will pee on your chest
and let it run down your body. I'll try to avoid getting it on your
face, but you may get some in your hair. Don't worry it'll wash
right out. After I am done we will switch places and you will pee
on me to see if you like that as well. Oh, and that's three swats
of the belt," she smiled wickedly.

"Yes Mistress," I sighed. I agreed to this
little test and I would accept the punishment for my disrespect.
She moved in close to me and spread her legs. She used her hands to
spread herself open. I closed my eyes in anticipation.

When the first stream of hot, golden liquid
splashed across my breasts I jerked backwards falling on my ass. I
quickly got back into position as more of Mistress Terri's pee
cascaded down my body. I opened my eyes then to see the stream of
urine leaving the folds of her womanhood and covering me in its
warmth. It almost reminded me of the sun shining down upon me in
the mornings as I drifted lazily between sleep and awake. I liked
the feeling of it.

"I liked that a lot Mistress," I said when
she finally stopped peeing on me and took a step back.

"I'm glad to hear it," she replied. "I
figured you might, based on the test results. Before you pee on me
are you willing to go a step further?"

"What are you asking me to do Mistress?"

"I still have a little pee left in me. Would
you be willing to allow me to pee directly into your mouth? I'll
need an answer sooner rather than later."

I thought about it briefly. This was a day
for testing my limits, so what the hell, right? "I'll try it
Mistress. What do you need me to do?"

"I'll need you to open wide and place your
mouth directly onto my lips. I'll try not to let it out too fast.
You can spit it out or swallow, that's entirely up to you."

"Yes Mistress," I replied. Damn, this was
not what I was expecting. I never thought in a million years my
lips would touch the nether regions of another woman, let alone so
that she could pee in my mouth. I moved in closer to her and took a
few deep breaths to steady myself. I breathed in her slightly musky
scent as my mouth moved closer to its destination. As my mouth
opened and pressed against her mound, my tongue inadvertently slid
along her slit. I found the taste embarrassingly sweet.

She started to pee. It rapidly filled my
mouth and down my throat went the first mouthful. I didn't intend
to swallow it, but instinct tells you to swallow when your mouth is
full to prevent from choking. Instinct is a bitch to deny.
Something happened in that moment. Something I've read about but
never truly believed possible.

My hands wrapped around Mistress Terri's
behind and I pulled her harder against my gaping mouth as the
orgasm struck me out of nowhere. I held her tight with shaking arms
as I continued to swallow the acrid liquid filling my mouth. But
there was something else too. My tongue. With a mind of its own, my
tongue was working its way up and down Mistress Terri's slit,
probing deeper. I fell back onto my ass as the orgasm subsided.

"OH GOD MISTRESS!" I gasped, staring up at
her through horrified eyes. "I'm so sorry. I don't know what came
over me. I've never done that with another woman before."

"It's alright, Sonja," she almost purred.
"It felt really nice. And I am proud you swallowed it all down. Not
many people go that far. How did you like the taste?"

"It tasted amazing, Mistress," I replied.
"The pee wasn't too bad either." I smiled as best I could and we
both broke out laughing.


 Chapter 5: The Tests
Continue

 


Mistress Terri and I took a shower together
to wash away the pee. I added it to my list of likes and added
licking another woman to my list of soft limits. Until I could
experiment with it more, I didn't think it fair to put it on the
hard limit list considering what I had done.

"What's next, Mistress?" I asked. I was
feeling incredibly bold all of a sudden. My mind was opening up to
new things in ways I never thought possible and I liked it. I
wanted to do everything the visual test indicated I had a liking
for.

"Next is your punishment followed by a
little bondage and toy play," she answered as we left the bathroom
to another location in the house. When I envisioned Mistress
Julie's dungeon imaged of a dank, dark place filled with torture
equipment and rats filled my mind's eye. I really wasn't expecting
an entire huge house to be the dungeon. Every door we passed was
marked with a different fetish, some, such as bondage and
humiliation, had more than one room dedicated to them.

"Yes Mistress," I replied as I once again
found myself naked walking down the halls of Mistress Julie's
Dungeon.

"I have to say that I am extremely proud of
you Sonja. You are taking commands and even the thought of
punishment with incredible grace for one new to the game. And that
little experiment in the bathroom shows me you are willing to go
outside of your comfort zone to please the one you serve. There's
one thing I want you to never forget. No matter whom it is you
serve you are the one in control."

"What do you mean Mistress?" That statement
threw me for a loop. It was the exact opposite of what I was always
led to believe.

"To love a submissive is to feast upon her
form, appreciate her strength, cherish her mind, recognize her
pain, understand her fears, admire her will, and treasure her
submission. It is not your Master or Mistresses job to dictate your
every action. He is there to guide you down the road of submission,
to treasure and cherish you and all that you do for him. And
remember, without you, he's nothing just as without him you are
nothing."

"I think I understand Mistress."

"Good, because most people think all a
submissive does is crawl around naked all day doing her master's
every wish. That is not submission. That is slavery. Your
Master will have only as much power and control as you are willing
to give him."

We entered a room more akin to what I
imagined a dungeon to look like. There were ropes and chains
hanging from the ceiling, rows of whips, canes, paddles, and other
spanking instruments hanging on the back wall and sex toys on the
right. The entire left wall was mirrored so that I would be able to
see everything that happened to me in full, vivid detail. I
shivered with a little bit of fear and a whole lot of
excitement.

She led me further into the room to a stool.
It had a round seat covered in tiny rounded nubs. "Bend over the
stool," she ordered me. I did so without hesitation. I knew what
was coming and wanted it over with as soon as possible. "That is
the punishment stool," she said as she ran her hand along my back.
You'll see them in many of the rooms here. Stay put while I get the
belt."

"Yes Mistress," I replied. I could feel the
little metal nubs pressing painfully into my flesh as Mistress
Terri took her time picking out just the right belt to deliver my
punishment. After what seemed like an eternity, but was most likely
no more than two minutes she returned to my side carrying a narrow
leather belt.

"I am going to give you three swats of the
belt for disrespecting me," she said.

"Yes Mistress," I replied a little too fast,
cutting her off.

"Let's make that six swats of the belt for
further disrespect. You will not interrupt me while I am talking to
you. Is that understood?"

"Yes Mistress. I'm sorry Mistress."

"Apology accepted, but the punishment
stands. After each swat you will thank me for punishing you and
showing you the error of your way, is that understood?"

"Yes Mistress."

THWACK! There was no warning as the belt bit
into the tender flesh of my ass. I jumped forward, the metal nubs
of the seat digging deeper into my chest and belly.

"Aahhggghhh," I yelped. "Th…thank you
Mistress for punishing me and showing me the error of my way," I
cried out. It had been more than twenty-five years since I felt the
sting of a belt across my behind and I hated it as much now as I
did growing up.

WHACK!

"OH MY GOD, THAT HURTS!" I screamed like a
little girl. "Thank you Mistress for punishing me…and showing me
the error of my way."

CRACK! This one hit where my legs met my
ass. It also had the unfortunate displeasure of striking across my
bare slit.

"Aahgh," I wailed like a banshee. "Please
Mistress I can't take anymore. Please stop. Thank you Mistress for
punishing me and showing me the error of my way," I said after
sniffing back the tears.

"I will only stop when the punishment is
over, or you give me the safeword. Do you want to say the
safeword?"

"No Mistress," I replied. "I deserve my
punishment for disrespecting you."

"You are still permitted to use the
safeword," she replied caringly. "You are always permitted
to use the safeword no matter what."

"Thank you Mistress," I found myself saying
as I wiped away the tears on the back of my hand. "Please continue
with my punishment."

THWACK! Another across my legs, behind, and
slit. I cried out from the pain. "Thank you Mistress for punishing
me and showing me the error of my way."

WHACK!

"Thank you Mistress for punishing me and
showing me the error of my way."

WHACK!

"Thank you Mistress for punishing me and
showing me the error of my way." And my punishment was over. I took
it as best I could, like a disobedient submissive should.

"I am proud of you Sonja," Mistress Terri
said as she rubbed her hands delicately on my sore behind. "You
took the punishment well and completely even though I gave you the
option of stopping it. You really do surprise me."

"Thank you Mistress. I don't ever want to
experience that again."

"Just so you know, I gain no pleasure in
punishing submissives. I am as far from a sadist as one can get,
but there are times it is necessary to use punishment so that the
submissive learns her lessons. I trust you've learned your
lesson?"

"Yes Mistress. I won't be disrespecting you
again that's for sure."

"That is good to hear. For the next bit of
the test I am going to tie you in various positions and use some
toys on you. I do not know how big you are comfortable taking, but
the plugs you took in you during the visual test were one and a
half, and two inches thick back and front. Are you ok with those
sizes? Can you handle larger?"

"Those sizes were fine Mistress," I replied.
"I am not huge on anal so the smaller the better."

"And what about your pussy? What's the
largest you've ever taken in there?"

"A fist Mistress," I blurted out without
meaning to."

"Really? You certainly don't look loose
enough for that."

"It's an embarrassing story Mistress. Not
even my husband knows about it."

"Please, tell me."

"Yes Mistress. It happened while I was in
college. A few friends and I were playing truth or dare, sex
edition. All of the dares were of a sexual nature. One thing led to
another and I took a dare to push as many golf balls into me as I
could fit. I was able to get six in me fully, but only five came
out. I had a humiliating visit to the ER where the nurse had to use
some kind of muscle relaxant on me and reach her entire hand in me
to get the last golf ball lodged inside of me."

"And how did it make you feel having her
hand in you so deep?"

"It was the most humiliating thing I've ever
experienced in my life, Mistress. I honestly think she enjoyed it
and moved around in there much longer than needed. I couldn't prove
it, but I swear she moved her hand in and out of me at least a
couple of dozen times so I guess that counts as being fisted,
right?"

"Yeah, I'd say that it does. And you have no
desire to try it again?"

"No Mistress, at least not right now. It
would be hard to explain to my husband why I am suddenly so loose
down there."

"I understand sweetie. Are the sizes of the
plugs you took during the test a good place to start?"

"Yes Mistress. Those would be ok, but…"

"But what?"

"I am not completely comfortable having you
use them on me Mistress. I mean, it sort of feels like I would be
cheating on my husband."

"And having another woman pee on you, spank
you, and prepare to tie you up isn't cheating?" she replied with a
bit of logic that I found hard to argue with.

"I'm sorry Mistress, I'm just really
nervous. I've never done anything like this before. Go ahead and
use the toys on me."

"Are you absolutely sure, Sonja? Don't do it
just because you think it's what I want to hear from you. Remember
your limits and the safeword. They are there for a reason."

"Thank you Mistress, but I'm sure. Please
continue with the tests." My juices were dripping down my inner
thighs so there was really no reason for me to deny that I was
excited. Everything Mistress Terri did to me brought me pleasures.
Pleasing her brought me pleasures. And as she moved me towards two
ropes dangling from the ceiling and I became even moister, I knew
that I really was a submissive.


 Chapter 6: Happy
Birthday Master

 


My husband's birthday was six days away and
let me tell you, keeping back his gift was a true test of my will.
I wanted to kneel at his feet and proclaim him as my Master once
and for all every time I laid eyes on him. He had no clue of my
visit to Mistress Julie's Dungeon. As promised, all of the marks
were gone within a few hours – even the ones from the light
floggings she gave me.

For six days life at home went on relatively
as normal. We did our morning routines before heading to work in
opposite directions. We came home and did our nightly thing. As the
special day approached I thought of how I was going to break the
news to him. I wanted it to be special, not just a 'hey honey, I'm
submissive now so dominate me.' I wanted him to know the real me
without having to say a word.

"Happy birthday dear," I said on the morning
of his birthday.

"What, no gift?" he said mocking
despair.

"It'll be waiting for you when you get home
from work. Don't worry, I didn't forget your birthday gift."

"I know you wouldn't," he smiled. "I was
only teasing. As long as I have you, I don't really need, or want,
anything else."

GOD I love that man. We left for work as
usual, but I took a half day in order to make sure I had the time
to get everything I needed done before he got home. I elicited the
aid of Mistress Terri with whom I became sort of friends with over
the last week. She was a fountain of knowledge that I could turn to
whenever I had questions.

It was partly her idea to do what I was
going to do to surprise my husband. I dressed in a sexy new corset
and panties and crawled into bed. Mistress Terri put the ball gag
in my mouth and secured my hands to the metalwork of the headboard
with strips of cloth tied into bows. She placed on my chest a
folded card that I had written out earlier and then spread rose
petals around me on the bed and on the floor, leaving a trail of
them down the hall, down the stairs, and to the front door. Now all
I had to do was wait.

I heard Greg pull into the driveway at 5:35.
Every nerve in my body was on fire with excitement as I heard the
door open and then close. This was the moment of truth and I hoped
he liked my gift to him.

"Honey, I'm home," I heard him call out from
below. I could hear his heavy footsteps as he walked across the
living room towards the kitchen. He could never make it as a
burglar I always teased him. They'd hear him coming a hundred yards
away.

"Babe, you home," he yelled out again. I
would have called out to him but for the gag in my mouth. Perhaps
it wasn't such a good idea after all. Didn't he see the damn
rose petals? As if to answer my thoughts I heard him say "what
the hell?"

I heard him approaching the bedroom, my
heart was beating through my chest. The card had fallen over and
was now lying flat on my belly as the bedroom door opened. The look
on his face is one I will never forget as long as I live. His eyes
grew wide, his mouth gaped open wide enough to drive a train
through.

As he wordlessly approached the bed my eyes
moved down to the folded card moving up and down on my belly. He
lifted it. I could see his hands shaking as he read it. "Honey," he
said softly "this…this is the submissive's prayer. Are you…"

I nodded my head slowly and kind of moved my
eyes down to the gag in my mouth hoping he got the clue. He did. He
popped the ball out of my mouth but left the gag on me. It now
rested around my slender neck.

"This is my gift to you, my love," I purred.
"I belong to you, body, mind, and soul. I will serve you faithfully
for as long as you will have me."

"I…I really don't know what to say," he said
nearly on the verge of tears. In the eleven years of our
relationship the only time I ever saw him cry was when his father
died. This looked like it could be a second time.

"There's more to the gift," I said as I
motioned with my head to a flat box sitting on the nightstand next
to the bed. He opened it to reveal the slim black leather collar
inside. It was really a gift from Mistress Terri to me, to give to
my husband, but he didn't need to know that little detail.

"You've given me the greatest gift I could
ever dream of," he said as he removed the collar from the box. "I
will treasure and cherish this for as long as we live." He untied
the strips of cloth binding me to the bed and sat me up. He hugged
me tight to his muscular chest and kissed me. He kissed me hard,
passionately.

"Happy birthday, Master," I said, clarifying
without a doubt what my intentions were.

We made love that night. It was mad, crazy,
passionate love they left us both breathless and wanting more. And
I knew without a doubt that I had made the right decision in
submitting to him. I knew without doubt that he would teach me,
guide me, and dominate me to unknown pleasures. And I knew that my
submission to him would only serve to increase those pleasures.
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