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Introduction

On the way back from a business trip to Southeast Asia, Chloe has one night in Tokyo. Bored with her boring boyfriend and is missing the touch of a woman, she decides to place an ad on an online dating site for one special, "mind-blowing" night with a lovely lady from Tokyo.

Little does she know that the seemingly tame exchange Chloe has with mysterious Lady Aya turns out to be an experience in Domination and her submission in a Shibari experience that blew Chloe's!


I couldn’t believe it.  The airlines really screwed up my flights this time.  I had an overnight layover in Tokyo and an early flight the next morning.  What was I going to do in Tokyo for the night?  This meant I was going to have to get a hotel room unless I wanted to rough it and camp out at Narita Airport all night.  No thanks.  I had hotel points with an international chain so at least I wasn’t going to have to pay for it. 

I was going on a business trip in two weeks when I realized this long layover.  The whole trip was going to be non-stop meetings, conferences and work.  At least a night of sleep before the trans-Pacific flight home would be good.  My fight would get in around 8:00 pm Tokyo time, then the next flight wouldn’t be until 10:35 am the next morning.  Yes, rest would be good.

But so would the company of a lovely lady, I thought with a devilish grin with my dirty little thought.

Yes, definitely in the company of a lovely, sexy, very open-minded woman!  My thoughts start to create a steamy fantasy in my head of a beautiful woman meeting me in my hotel room and us having incredible, mind-blowing lesbian sex all night long.  The thought made me swoon down in my lady parts ...

I close my laptop after completing the booking for my hotel room and laid in bed thinking ...  I hadn’t had sex with anyone is ages.  My boyfriend and I decided to cool it and take our relationship down a few notched.  Which was great - no big, messy break up, but with us still living together until our lease ran out, it made dating and even hooking up difficult.

That left me with porn and my fantasies.  No matter how I tried to sneak around and meet up with someone, it never seems to work out.  The few times I was able to meet with someone, they weren’t interested since I still lived with my ex.  He moved into the second bedroom which at least provided me the opportunity to at least masturbate but made having actual sex - like with someone else other than my vibrator! - impossible.

I was craving the touch and feel of anyone, but more than anything I wanted to be with a woman again.  Before my ex and I got together, I was hooking up with a few girls and loving it.  But then I met my ex and that ended my lesbian phase.  Only I don’t think it was a phase.  Now that he and I aren’t together anymore, I don’t think it’s guys that I’m into.  I wonder if I ever really was. 

One thing is for sure:  watching a lot of girl-on-girl lesbian porn will get a lonely, sex-starved girl very frustrated.  So, the thought of one night on the other side of the world with another woman was something I just couldn’t pass up, and I wasn’t about to.

It was a few weeks before my trip and I decided to create a profile on a slightly-more-than-vanilla dating website with my location as Tokyo.  I opened my laptop backup and went to work.

In my profile’s description I introduced myself and let the lovely ladies of Tokyo know that I was going to be there one night as I passed through on my way back home, and that I was looking to have a very “fun, exciting and mind-blowing night”. I found a few of the best, most recent pictures of me, uploaded them and added all my details … blond, blue-eyed, 5’6”, athletic body, single and looking to hookup, NSA - no strings attached.  Signed, Chloe and ‘Send’.

With my booty call profile up, I began my search … 25-35 years old, women into women, any race, any body type, looking for a hookup.  The results were incredible!  So many gorgeous, Japanese women and a few from other countries - expatriates no doubt - filled the search results, I didn’t know where to start!  I wasn’t too interested in their profile, so I scrolled through the pictures and clicked on the ones I liked.   

As I looked at the ones I fancied, I wondered what their pussies looked like.  I wondered if, like in my lesbian porn that I watched, they had dark black bushes hiding their sweet, pink pussies.  I wondered if they were squirters, and if yes - please yes! Be squirters! - were they gushers or sprayers?  As my mind wandered, my pussy began to ache.  She was craving her release again.  And here I was again with nothing but my vibrator.

I had grown accustom in these moments that my ever-increasing sex drive was more dominant than my frustrations in not having someone else with me.  I grabbed my mini vibrator, pulled down my pajama pants under my covers and began massaging my cunt with the buzzing vibrator.  To increase the sensation, I added a little squirt of lube to the top of my mini-vibe and rubbed it over my clit area, then turned it on - sending darts of sexual charges through my body. 

My back arched and my clit pulsated up as if to reach the vibe and feel more of its magic fluttering.  I could feel it growing under the buzz of the vibe as I scrolled through the lovely ladies of Tokyo and letting my dirty mind get really dirty. 

Then I saw her.  An elegant and mysterious Japanese woman with eyes that seem to pierce through you even in a photo on a dating website and fire-truck red lipstick that contrasted beautifully with her jet black, forward cut bobbed hair.  She was captivating.  I turned off the vibe.  Her profile read “Lady Aya”; I clicked through her photos.

She had a wide array of photos, but always the same theme of form-fitting black power suits, jackets and skirts with crisp, white shirts and the same fire-truck red lipstick contrasting with her raven hair.  Her body was shapely and flawless; she was definitely an athlete of some sport.  There were only a few pictures where she smiled, but it was more of a wicked smile like she knew something her admirers didn’t. 

Her style, her elegance, her beauty, her penetrating look in her pictures … I was almost hypnotized by her and I hadn't even read her profile.  It didn’t matter, I wanted to meet her, to be with her.  I had to meet her while I was in Tokyo.  I started a message to her …

“Hello Lady Aya, my name is Chloe and first I must say that you are a stunningly beautiful woman!  As you can read on my profile I will be in Tokyo for one night in a couple of weeks and I would love to meet you, get to know you and if we hit it off, I have a hotel room!  I hope to hear from you soon, Chloe.”  Submit.

I don’t know what came over me but I wanted to see her.  I needed to see her.  I tried looking at other women and though there were dozens of gorgeous women, I couldn’t keep my mind off Lady Aya.  I didn’t want to think of anyone other than Lady Aya and the naughty things we could do to each other.  I turned my vibe back on and began pleasuring myself to the thought of my beautiful Japanese lover … in my hotel room … taking off her clothes … taking off my clothes …

The thoughts mixed in with the tiny but fierce vibrations of my little companion against my needy clit began sending me to a blissful place.  I spread my pussy lips apart with the fingers of one hand, while the other hand gently guided the vibe across and around my clit, still slick and smooth from the earlier squirt of lubricant.  I gently run my fore and ring fingers up and down the crevasse between my outer and inner labia; I could feel the strong vibration through the gentle folds of skin, all of it creeping me closer and closer to an orgasm.  I relax into the bed and spread my legs wider opening my pussy wider for me to play with under the covers.

As I massaged my cunt with the mini-vibe and my fingers, I thought of Aya standing before me - her beautiful body void of clothing, her ample breasts heaving with her heavy breathing as she gazes on me with the same piercing look from her photos.  In my fantasy she’s shaven with just a small tuft of hair in the shape of a triangle, pointing down to her sex hidden behind her outer creamy labia.  As I think about just the sight of her I can feel my pussy getting wetter and wetter. 

We haven’t even touched in my fantasy but already I could feel myself quivering with intense arousal.  The vibe was now in slow but deliberate circles around the tip of my clit - the sensation intensifying and subsiding as the vibe went around and around and around, slowly but precisely to stimulate my already throbbing clit even more.  I began to pant with my own teasing, waiting, anticipating eagerly for more and more ...

My own juices were filling my hole which I stuck my fore and ringer fingers in to slicken them as they worked my labia while the vibe continued its massaging of my love nub, now fully erect and pumping from arousal.  My ass started to grind against the bed sheets as the sexy sensation flowed over my body.

I loved this feeling.  The slow creeping of ecstasy all over my body as my sex cravings were being fed.  My pussy walls creaming with wetness, waiting for fingers or a dildo to fuck it.  My clit jumping from the continual stimulation of the baby vibe.  All of these and more sensations working together to bring me to mini-orgasm after mini-orgasms, building up into larger orgasms that seems to flow over each other, continuing to build.

I squeezed my lady muscles around my fingers as they started to do the come-hither motion to bring about a squirting orgasm when I heard my phone beep meaning I received a message.  I quick glanced mid-masturbation and I saw that the message was a notice from the dating website.  Someone got back to me.  And that could only be one person.  Lady Aya.

The desire to read what Aya had for me was stronger than the deep desire I had to cum, and I was so close.  Still, I had to read what she had to say.  Please say you will meet me, I thought to myself, Please, please, please say you will meet me when I’m in Tokyo.  I clicked to open the message …

Chloe, my dear.  You are quite a beautiful girl with a very charming smile.  I will meet you in Tokyo.  At what time should you be here?  Lady Aya

I could only imagine the beautiful accent that was behind these words.  The beautiful woman in the profile photos speaking in such soft, assertiveness with an honorable air about it.  Barely had I any contact with this woman and already I was captivated.  Partly because I was sex-starved and partly because she was so alluring.  The latter was definitely winning the majority of why I was hooked.

I wrote back the day, time and place where I would be, she confirmed and our date was set.  We exchanged phone numbers and texted several times over the next weeks - some dirty, some pleasant and friendly, there were times we even got a little nasty with each other.  Or at least I think we did; she had a unique way of speaking English.  I found it sexy and mysterious, albeit confusing at times.

There was nothing much in our correspondences the lead me to believe were going to have anything but wild, crazy lesbian sex.  The dirty and nasty things we discussed were about how my tongue would send her to places she had never been before

… how I would use my tongue to wet and ready her pussy before devouring her cunt with my whole mouth

… how my tongue would penetrate deeply into her silky hole and lap up her honey as I tongue-fucked her in and out, in and out, in and around and out again, in and out, lapping up the honey inside and what would spill out of her

… those are the types of things we texted back and forth.  If anything, I thought I was going to be the dominant one.

Several weeks later in my hotel room in Tokyo, I was waiting for Aya to come.  There’s a knock at the door precisely at the time we agreed to meet.  I open the door and know instantly why this woman had me.  Instantly my heart started beating faster and my breath grew deeper; blood rushed through my body making me both dizzy and horny.  My pussy swelled and my cheeks blushed. I had no words.

She had me and she knew it.  I was hers.  At least for tonight. 

She wore a tight, white shirt that revealed her black lace bra; a form-fitting, pinstripe skirt that hit just above her knees; black stockings with black leather, must-have-been 4” stiletto heels. Porcelain face, flawless features, sleek black hair twisted in the back, and crimson red lips … and mid-length, black leather gloves. 

She was shapely and tall, voluptuous and sexy.  Her eyes were commanding, but gentle at the same time.  Almost … sinister, but … sweet.

Lost in my Lady’s allure, she looked down at me, began to take off her gloves and said, “May I come in?”

“Yes, of course, Aya …” I said nervously as I opened the door.  I didn’t know what the wear; we didn’t discuss it.  So, I decided on sexy black and pink bra and G-string set under a wrap-around dress that could else be removed by a quick untying of a side sash. 

“Lady Aya!” she barked at me, giving me the wide-eyed look of disapproval.  She walked in my hotel room and finished taking off her gloves.

“Yes, ma’am,” I obediently said, and bowed before Lady Aya as I learned from the cultural videos I saw online.  I didn’t know what came over me.  It was instinctual what I did - the bowing.  But it felt right, and to be honest it was turning me on.

She turned to me, bowed and said, “I am Lady Aya.  It is a pleasure to meet you Chloe.”  I returned her bow but didn’t say anything.  I knew she would direct the conversation.  I stood and listened to my Lady speak, anticipation growing inside of being hers, her pussy servant.  My clit throbbed in rhythm with my intensifying heartbeat.

“I think we should make tonight a good time; don’t you think?” she said pleasantly.

“Yes, Lady Aya,” I replied.

“We can have good time or we can have really, really good time.  Perhaps even something new for my little Chloe,” she said, grabbing my chin and lifting it so our eyes met. 

“Does my little Chloe want to have good time, or really, really good time?”

“A really, really good time,” I sputtered out, as I gazed into her searing amber eyes.  My anticipation was reaching a point; she had been with me a matter of minutes and already I was ready to surrender to her.  Surrender to a woman - something I had never done before but was so thrilling, so exhilarating I was getting more and more wet by the moment thinking of the ways I would serve my alluring Lady.

“I want you to do to me what you want.  I want to serve you and do what you tell me to do.”  I began my confessional to my Lady.  “I just need to be at the airport before 8:00 am and decent shape,” I smiled at her.

“OK,” she said as she let my chin go; she pointed to the ground, I responded by kneeling.  The roles had been established.  I bowed my head and I grew more turned on by the second. 

“Now Chloe.  You are no longer Chloe.  You are mine.  You are my toy.  I am going to tie you with rope and you are going to love it.  I am your Queen and I command it.”

Say what?  You are going to do what to me?  Tie me up?  What am I getting myself into?  My head started thinking rational thoughts, but my clit and pussy had different ideas.  I couldn’t help myself, but I was getting more and more turned on.  She was commanding and it was sexy.  Still a slowly diminishing pragmatic side of me was still hesitant about being tied up.  I mean, she could do anything to me, right?

“Lady Aya, my Queen, I am sorry to be … disobedient, but tying me up?  I’m just cautious because this is a new city and all …” I was slightly scared but thrilled at the same time.  The rational side - that usually sided with my super horny side - said, We’re in a hotel room; what could go wrong?  I mean she had to ask at the front desk.

“Silence!” She raised her voice and then pointed down to the ground, signaling for me to get on floor, at her feet.  Like I was born to serve her, I dutifully knelt before her with my body and head laid on the floor before her. 

“Now, up!”  She barked; I responded by lifting myself to look up at her, still kneeling on my knees.  She walked over to me and turned around.  Her skirt had one long zipper up the back.  It was both sexy and rugged; knowing that I would surely be removing this, my swelled more and the cream seemed to seep from my hole.  I could feel my cunt ache for the touch from someone or something, if I could only rest my mini vibe on my clit right now, I would be sailing!

“Unzip me, servant!”

I unzipped her skirt from top downward, realizing quickly that she was wearing a garter with thigh-high stockings and as I unzipped more, nothing else.  I zipped over her round, bare ass with the zipper following her crack perfectly. I wanted to stop the unzipping and cup her ass cheeks in my hands and massage, then bury my face between her crack.  But only if Lady permitted me to.

Once over her round, porcelain ass she took the skirt and shimmied it down and quickly kicked it off.  She turned around to reveal her clean, shaven cunt - one solid slit that disappeared between her legs as it trailed downward.  I was in awe.  I let out sexy sigh and looked up at her, begging her with my eyes to allow me to open her outer lips and lick her sweet pussy and taster her distinct flavor.

“Now, little girl,” she bent over and cupped her hand again on my chin, “But your hands behind your back.”  I obeyed my Queen’s command.  She walked over to a chair, sat down, lifted each leg over each of the arms to expose her opened flower and her enormous clit.  I imagined that if this was her clit flaccid, how wonderfully bit would it be when I would be allowed to suck on it?  My own clit began to throb at the sight of her magnificent bud and I nearly squirted all over myself at the thought of having to play with in my mouth.

“I am going to tie you up.” I whimpered again at the thought.  “And you are going to like it.” She said sternly.  I tried to say something, kneeling there with my hands behind my back, fingers laced together to hold them together.

“Silent! I said! You talk too much!  No come here, you servant.”  I obeyed and walked on my knees over to her.  In an instant she grabbed my head and forced my face into her bare cunt.  “Now eat my pussy!  This will get you to shut up!  And don’t stop until I cum!”

At first my face was crammed so hard, so deep into her pussy it took me by surprise and I gave a little cough.  But once the aroma of her sweetness hit me, I knew what I was to do.  I began to lick my Queen’s pussy, eagerly lapping at it from all directions and in all places.  I wanted to come and my clit didn’t stop reminding me as it throbbed with the need to be sucked and fondled.  But first, my Queen.

Her taste was intoxicating and I was instantly hooked.  But as much as I savored her sweet nectar, I wanted to badly to make her cum.  I worked feverishly to find her sensitive spots, then honed in on them and watched as best I could with my tongue in her cunt, to see if she reacted to my efforts to please her.

Suddenly she stopped, brought her legs down to almost squeeze my head out from her crotch.  I sat up, looking at her with my face surely glistening from her juices that covered my mouth and chin.  I breathed in her intoxicating aroma as she bent over and looked me straight in the eyes.

“Chloe,” she said soberly, “if I told you to sit there all night with your hands behind your back, would you do it?”

“Yes, Lady Aya.  Of course, anything for my Queen,” I said hoping she let me finish what I had started with my mouth and tongue.

“Then what difference does it make if your hands are tied or not?”  She lifted one eyebrow with your reasonable question.  She was right.  What difference did it make?  Besides, it’s what she wanted and though part of this was fun and a game, she did have me.  And I would do what she wanted.  And I trusted her.  But still the whole unknown and surrendering of power like to was, I have to admit, thrilling.

“It doesn’t …” my voice trailed as I realized how much more control and power I was giving to Aya.  It felt … liberating in a way.  And it felt very sexy and was incredibly arousing. 

She lifted her legs back in their position and commanded me to continue my dutiful pussy worshipping, hands still behind my back.  I was in heaven in her womanhood, my tongue worked in and around her labia to find the spots that made her gasp. 

My neck would ache in one position, so I would turn my head and find another spot, between her labia coated with a mixture of my saliva and her cum.  She would moan and tell me I was good.  It made me smile while continuing my work.

I flicked the tip of her clit until she took one her hands to pull the skin around it up and used her fingers to pull back her clit hood … her clit grew in my mouth while my own clit pumped and ached to have the same treatment I was giving to her clitty, or even just a touch.  But first Lady Aya and her huge clit.  With as much of her clit as I could suck into my mouth, I rubbed the underside of it with the top of my tongue.  I could feel its slickness and I could see she loved it. 

“You are a good pussy servant,” she said as she once again lowed her legs.  I sat up, licking her heavenly juice from my lips and around my mouth, savoring every drip in my mouth, wanting more and more.  She walked over to the bad she brought with her and pulled out some rope and signaled for me to come of the bed.  I followed her instructions and made my way over the bed. 

“Take off your clothes.” She instructed.  I untied the side sash and opened the dress, then pulled it off my shoulders and let it drop to the ground.  I reached behind me, eyes fixated on my Queen, and unhooked my bra.  It loosened around my c-cup breasts as I slowly pulled it off of me. 

I was slightly embarrassed because while I could hide my arousal between my legs, my erect nipples would surely give away how fucking turned on.  My bra fell to the ground and finally I pulled my panties off, wiggling my ass to release the string that was riding high inside it. I stood there naked in front of my Queen, shivering with anticipation. 

Aya walked around me, running her fingers over my shoulder, then around my upper back as she made her way around me to the back.  Suddenly there was a soft cloth over my eyes; I could feel a tug at the back of my head.  She blindfolded me.  I gasped and tried to say something, but she crept up behind me, her presences quieted me down.

“Shhhh, you’ll be fine,” she whispered.  I was nervous and excited; I felt slightly scared but in a way the aroused me and made my all my sexy bits more sensitive and more desiring of being played with.  But I believed her, besides what else was I going to do?  I had already surrendered to her.

I could hear her searching through her bag.  I wondered how many things she had in there.  I wondered what things she had in there. 

“What things she was going to use on me.  Should I tell her that I really don’t like pain?  Is she going to do something painful?” 

My mind raced and went to wild places. 

The rummaging stopped.  I could feel her take my hands and tie a rope around my wrists, not too tight but firm enough to remind me who was in control.  I sucked in short breaths as I nervously let her bind my hands behind my back.  The release of control was a sensation like I’d never had before.  It felt freeing in a way, free of my own self-control, free from having to take care of myself, I was here with Lady Aya and she was going to take care of me.  My mind swirled at new sensations and thoughts that were invading my head.

Aya continued to bind my wrists, then my forearms around my back.  I could tell she was a craft worker of some sort; there was nothing crude or rushed about how she bound me.  She would wrap the rope once around, then pull on end through as if to make an artistic knot or a beautiful design.  The rope was restricting, but not too tight.  I could feel it hold my arms close together, and I let my hand go and released myself into the restraints Lady Aya put me in.

Though I was restrained, I felt free - like I could relax in the nurturing touch of my Lady.  The excitement was building up as she gave what seemed to be the final tug on my arm restraints.  I could sense her walking around in front of me … I swore I could smell her sweet aroma.

I stood there bare-ass naked with my eyes blindfolded, arms tied behind my back, shivering partly with anticipation, partly because I was scared shitless!  But there was a sense of safety with her.  After all my Lady said I belong to her and surely she wouldn’t let anything happen to something that belonged to her.

“On your knees!”

I obey and wobbled down to my knees, doing my best not to fall over in the awkward predicament I was in.  I got to my knees and stood there like a dutiful soldier, only nervous with what was coming next …

“Walk over here …” she said softly.  I did my best to walk on my knees towards her voice.  As I wobbled and tried to find my way, she laughed in a sinister way, like she was enjoying this.  I felt foolish and clumsy put still allowed her to be entertained, and her laughing at my teetering was guiding me closer to her.  And doing as she commanded to please her was all that was important.

“Finish your job, servant!  You didn’t make me cum!”

She didn’t guide me but let me fumble around with my head, arm tied firmly around my back.  I was awkward to say the least but with a little work and her indescribable scent I was able to make my tongue’s way back to where I started pleasing my Queen:  her soft, velvety, smooth, juicy pussy.  I was sure not to displease my Queen this time.  She moaned in enjoyment and slowly gyrated her hips grinding her kitty into my mouth.

I began licking long tongue licks from the base of her ass puckering across her soft opening, up around her labia and up to the clit, trying to keep in rhythm with her gyrations.  Then I’d go back down again … up and down … up and down … licking up with my tongue making it flatter each time I went up.  My saliva mixed with her lovely juices that seems to flow with no end, soaking her pussy and creaming my chin and mouth.  I was getting lost in her flavor

SMACK!

The sound and the sting on my ass hit me simultaneously and I whimpered under my licking and suckling.  She was whipped my ass as I ate her pussy!  I stopped eating her for a second while I tried to gather my thoughts and my breath.  After the initial shock and sting, I … rather liked it.  Say what?!

“What the fuck?! This is crazy!  I don’t like getting whipped!” I thought to myself.

But my attempts talk myself out of this crazy craving I had suddenly acquired were feeble. The sound, the feeling, knowing I was under her control, it all made my pussy ache and wetter even more.  It made me appreciate the fading sting on my ass cheeks.

“Did I tell you to stop?!” she barked at me.  In fear of getting another whipping, stammered out, “No, my Queen …” I relented, then buried my face where it was before.  And where it belonged:  under her control, between her legs and at the end of whatever it was that she just smacked me with - I moaned and purred as I once again devoured my Queen’s sumptuous cunt.

SMACK! 

“Another whip to my ass!  Fuck!”

The sting caused me to whimper again, but this time I continued my submissive duties and continued eating her pussy through the slight, but definite pain.  My pussy continued to get wetter and wetter and she ached to be touched by anyone or anything.  My clit throbbed so hard it felt like it was going to burst itself!

I wanted to receive so badly … but not before my Queen came.  Not before I made her entire body shudder and shake from a hard, intense orgasm.  Not before she spilled her nectar and if I was lucky, released it on my face and in my mouth. I worked hard to make her cum, hoping for a release myself.

“Lick that pussy good, servant Chloe …” she moaned as she held my head to her crotch, still blindfolded and restrained.  The rope wasn’t very tight around my arms but leaning over the chair to welcome her pussy into my mouth made the angle a bit discomforting.  The discomfort reminded me of much this pleased my Queen and how fortunate I was to be where I was - under her control and my face between her legs.

My mouth was smashed up against her pussy, making it difficult to work my tongue on the outside of her clit area.  I managed to work the tip of my tongue and my lips, lubed up with the pussy juice-saliva mixture, right on her clit.  I sucked and sucked.  I sucked like this was the only thing on earth I was made to do.  And in that moment, as her submissive servant it was.

SMACK!

I gasped deep this time and behind my back my hands sprung open at shock of the sting.  The third smack was harder than the first two; tears began to well up in my eyes.  I couldn’t hold back my whimpering from the sting that surely left a bright red mark on my ass.  This time it hurt, but in a beautiful way.  A way that made me realize that I had been a submissive my entire life, I just didn’t know it.

“I told you to lick my pussy and your fucking sucking on my clit!”

This time Lady Aya was upset.  She pushed my head back and I gasped to regain my breath after the marathon sucking I had just done on her huge pearl, the entire lower part of my face wet from her sexy cunt juice mix.  I panted and my heart pounded.

I was nervous and scared - scared that I did not fully please my Queen.  I stood up on my knees, shaking as I awaited the punishment my Queen would inflict on me.  I could hear her standing up and walking away. 

“Where was she going?  What was I supposed to do?  Was this part of our play?  What the fuck was going on?  Fuck, Chloe!  What did you get yourself into?”

Suddenly I felt a light, cool breeze across my naked body.  My mini panic subsided … for a moment.

I was still kneeling waiting on either punishment or direction or something from my Queen.  My nipples grew harder and more erect; I could feel goose bumps forming on my tits as the breeze flowed across my tied-up body.  The fresh air felt good, but only to cool me down.  The completely vulnerable position I was in with a totally unknown outcome had caused my heart to race and my body temperature to raise.  My clit throbbed in unison with the aching of my cunt. 

The anticipation of what lay ahead - while blindfolded and restrained with a woman I really didn’t know in a foreign city on the other side of the planet, just hours from having to be at the airport to catch my flight back to the US - was a sensation I had never experienced in my life.  The intense sensation that ran over and through my body was both mental and physical; both a feeling of vulnerability and one of being safe and secure.  It was both unnerving and serene at the same time.

The intense full-body sensations were all concentrated in my crotch.  From my clit to my pussy to my taint to my puckering asshole, my cunt seem to collect all these titillating sensations and ache and pump, craving whatever kind of an orgasm it could get, even a tiny one.  The denial of an orgasm or even a touch was so intense and erotic it was like turning on my faucet on my pussy.  My juices filled my snatch and spilled out; I could feel them seep down between my thighs as I waited for Lady Aya to … do something.

The wait seemed like hours, but it was only about a minute or two.  Then suddenly ...

SMACK! … SMACK!

I gasped at the sudden sting of pain and tried to regain my thought and my balance on my knees.  She whipped my tits!  Each one!  Fuck!  Those hurt!  My breasts were already sensitive from being so fucking aroused, then the cold air and now this!  I bent over, gasp from the stinging sensation on the tops of each of my mounds.

“Ahhhh!” I called out, “My Queen …” I wanted to ask her to stop but I knew she would not be happy and displeasing Aya was the last thing I wanted to do.  Besides the stinging sensation mixed with mounting titillations and created an amazing feeling that I was quickly becoming enthralled with.

“I told you to lick my pussy!”  She said sternly from above.  I could sense her walking around me.  The swishing of her thigh-high stockings circling around me added to both my nervousness and my arousal.  She was behind me when …

SMACK!

“Fuck!  She whipped my right tit from above while standing behind me!”

I winced in pain and shock, not knowing where this strike came from.  I shuddered and twisted around the best I could; I don’t know why.  My restrained arms didn’t allow me much movement.  I was under her control.  I was … safe. I was hers.

I could hear giggle – a sinister giggle – like she was enjoying this!  How could she be laughing at my predicament?!  I was here restrained, blindfolded, on my knees, begin taunted and whipped …

And I loved it.  I loved the sting of the pain.  I loved the jolts of erotic sensations it shot through my body.  I love that it made her laugh.  I loved her laughing at me.  I loved the way all of this was turning me on - turning me on like I’d never been turned on before.

“And you fucking suck my clit?!”  She said in a jeering tone right into my ear from behind, causing me to tremble at her voice in my ear.  Her breath was amazing against my ear, her voice commanding but sexy.  My breath quickened as I anticipated her next whip, her next command, whatever she was going to do next … or have me do.  

“Forgive me, my Queen,” I begged.

SMACK!

Another whip, this time on my left tit!  I gasped and shuddered like before and my pussy gushed out a flow of silky cream that was more than wetness from arousal - it was the beginning of my cunt beginning her release.  The silkiness invaded in between the soft folds of my labia and seeped back towards my puckering rosebud and oozed down between my thighs.  My entire cunt was coated with my own milky honey.  My head was dizzy from the euphoria as single tear began to trickle down the side of my face.

“Spread your legs!”  She was now right in front of me.

I waddled on my knees to open my legs; the cool breeze flowed over my pussy.  The wetness from my soaking, dripping pussy mixed with the cool air tickled my cunt and caused my whole body to shiver a bit in the cold.  I could feel the tip of my clit catch the breeze, sending a sensation through my lower abdomen that nearly had me squirting.  Then it dawned on me the position she had me in, then …

SMACK!

I bent over instantly and let out a loud cry of pain, now each eye shedding a tear - she whipped my pussy!  The sting from the whip mixed against my incredibly sensitive cunt created an overwhelming mixture of pain and extreme pleasure, that I could hardly tell the difference between the two.   I gasped for breath, my head swirled and I could feel my muscles release in my crotch.

“I-I-I-I’m going to cum …” I whimpered out, still bent over to keep myself from ejaculating from every orifice in my crotch.

“You can only cum when I say you can,” she said in a teasing and taunting voice right in front of my face with a laugh.

“Orgasm denied!  How could she?!” 

I was doing my best to hold it in but the sensations were churning in my head and all through my body - I thought I was going to lose control.  By this time, I was shivering ever-so-slightly from the combination of anticipation, vulnerability, the cool breeze, and being wildly turned on.  Still, I squeezed my inner wall muscles and breathed deep and hard to control the orgasm which was under her control.

SMACK!

Another whip on my pussy!  This time the sting was amazing; the stinging sensation invaded my aching cunt and seem to concentrate on the honey juice I was trying to hold for my Lady, then spread like a euphoric wave over my body.  I cried out and gasped at the same time, then bent over again, this time nearly losing my balance on my knees.  I couldn’t help but letting a tiny bit of sweetness seep out; the warm liquid dripped from my tiny upper hole down my freshly smacked labia onto the carpet between my knees.  I hoped it wasn’t too obvious.  I hoped my Lady didn’t notice.

“My Queen … I-I-I don’t know how … m-m-m-much longer … I can … hold … out …”

I could sense her at my level in front of me; she must have been kneeling.  I felt her hand cup my chin as she had done before to instruct something to me.

“Is that cum on the floor, servant Chloe?” she said in the perfect Joan Crawford, ala Mommie Dearest, tone. 

My heart pounded even harder, sending blood all through my body and to my groin area, still damp from my cum, still throbbing from the whip.  My mind raced searching for something to say. She noticed it my tiny release.  And she didn’t sound pleased. 

“So, you want to cum … do you, servant Chloe?” her domineering voice was both sexy and intimidating. 

“Y-y-y-yes, my Queen, … I do … if it pleases my Queen …” try my best not to sound like I was pleading.  But, really I was.

My clit throbbed harder, having been highly aroused and then smacked a few beautiful times.  My pussy and cunt muscles were squeezed as tight as I could and began to ache from the strain of holding back a sensational climax.  My reservoir was full of even more juice being produced as a result of my sensationally erotic and thrilling evening I was having in Tokyo as a submissive to my Lady, my new Japanese Lady Domme. 

I was at the final edge and felt like by thoughts, body and orgasm were about to erupt and I didn’t know how much I could hold out.  I could feel my breath, muscles and therefore cum about to give at any moment. 

Suddenly I heard a loud buzz then the most intense vibration I’ve felt in my life, pressed right up hard on my crotch area.  It was an electric wand vibrator, a large one too - it covered from my clit to my opening, buzzing against my entire pussy vibrating the entire area with a sound and vibrations that penetrated my body almost immediately.  The sensation racing through my body intensified and my legs began to shake …

“I’m cuuuuming!  Oh, my Queen … ahhhh! … I can’t … I can’t … hold it … any … loooonger …” I screamed as Aya started to laugh wickedly.

“Cum servant!  Fucking cum!” she called out, as she continued to laugh at my current helpless situation.

Immediately with her permission I could feel my entire body release and my sexy floodgates open … my squirt poured over the large bulb of the vibrator that Lady Aya still had pressed up against my cunt, its vibrations causing my cum to splash; I could feel the droplets of my cum splashing against my bare body.  My gushing continued as she pressed the powerful vibrator against my sore and fully aroused pussy. 

The euphoric feeling exploded through me with a sensation live never felt before; my body twitched and jerked as I continued to experience a mind-blowing orgasm and continued to cum all over the wand and presumably her hand that was holding it.

I let my flower juices flow for my Lady for what seemed minutes …

She laughed and kept saying, “Good girl, cum for your Lady, good girl.” I was in erotic paradise as I gushed for her.

I finally stopped cumming, but Lady Aya didn’t stop with the teasing and the torture.  She kept the vibrator pressed up against my pussy even after I finished cumming.  Exhausted and feeling drained of all my fluids, I stood there still kneeling, but bent over gasping for breath.  But the buzz of the vibrator wouldn’t let me rest for long.  She must have seen my fatigued state, but still she wanted more.

“Seeing you in this helpless state makes me wet.  Do you hear that servant?!”  She hissed in my ear, then laughed again in her pestering voice that was getting me excited again.  I could her a faint sloshing sound and presumed that Aya was pleasing herself as she watched me, helpless and at her will.  Knowing she was getting off on this made my excitement grow.

“Y-y-y-y-essss …” I said under the intense sensation of the strong sex toy against my drained, exhausted and worked-over pussy.  I tried my best to stand straight up, but I was starting to feel weak again with the growing intensity of a mounting orgasm. 

I fell back on my legs but Aya kept the vibrator pressed hard against my drying clit and surrounding labia.  I was exhausted and drained and my pussy was getting dry.  I started to feel discomfort and began to moan.  Aya didn’t let up.

The sensation of the powerful electric vibrator on my dry cunt started to produce a silky, creamy secretion from my hole.  I could feel my creamy pussy cum spread around my cunt area, soothing the intense feeling and moisten the area.  Another release began to fill me and I could feel my body about to collapse, when suddenly the vibrator was pulled slowly away from my cunt.  I could feel my sticky cum create a string as it pulled away. 

My cunt area swelled and pumped from the overwhelming stimulation.  I sat back exhausted and let my cunt take in the amazing feelings and sensations.  I could feel the ropes slowly being untied from behind my back.  My hands and arms were limp, but I managed to stretch them out as she meticulously untied the work of art she had created earlier.  My head was dizzy but she took care to untie gently and to hold me softly when I started to sway.

It was like someone caring for someone they cared deeply for, in a special way.

When she was finished untying me, she gently massaged my arms and laid me on blanket and pillow that she had apparently laid earlier at some point in my mind-spinning evening I just had.  She gently brought my legs forwards and laid them out, caressing my body softly as the worked.  I saw a black leather riding crop, the instrument she was surely using to whip my tender spots.

“Relax, Chloe … you did so well …” still blindfolded, I laid back and did as my Lady said.  He soothing voice solidified any doubts I may have had that I was her submissive that she cared for.  She caressed my body and gently opened my legs to expose my creamed cunt.  She massaged my cunt.  I was calming down.  It was an amazing feeling.

“Relax Chloe …” she brushed the hair from around my face with her other hand.

My breathing returned to normal and did my dizzy thoughts.  I laid there under the tender massaging and caressing of my Lady.  I took in her touch and her presence and started to fall into a dreamy state.  Slow she took my hands and sat me up.  She took the blindfold off and smiled at me as she looked sweetly into my eyes.  She was beautiful.  It was beautiful.

She kissed me gently and stood me up.  She lead me a few steps to the bed; the bedding already pulled back.  She laid me down, then walked around and got the in the bed.  I laid there as she pulled me in close and held me affectionately, her soothing voice whispering my name, for me to relax and what a good girl I had been as I drifted away.  The throbbing of my clit subsided and I fell quickly to sleep.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The alarm woke me suddenly.  I was disoriented and it took a few minutes to realize where I was. 

Tokyo hotel room.  That’s right.  Flight home this morning.  Oh shit!, I thought in an instinctual panic.  But then remembered I already had my bags packed and taken downstairs, and an airport transfer already booked.  All I needed to do was get ready and head downstairs.

I looked at the empty side of the bed then around the room, looking for Aya.  She wasn’t in the room.  I staggered out of bed, still light headed from the night before, and headed to the bathroom.  I showered and got dressed, surveyed the room one last time, wondering where Aya was and why she left while I was sleeping. 

I didn’t have time worry or think about Aya, I had to stay on pace and get downstairs if I wanted to have a bite to eat before heading to the airport.  I gathered up the last of my thing into my large carry-on tote and headed the elevators that would take me downstairs.

I checked out at the front desk, hoping to find a note from her.  But there was no note.  I went to the hotel restaurant with the nagging realization that Aya, my Lady, my Domme had left without me.  I rationalized with myself that she must have had something come up or needed to be somewhere early or … I didn’t know why, and though I was upset, I had to keep moving. 

I sat down at a table ordered a double espresso, toast and jam and a large glass of orange juice to give my body a boost of vitamin C and caffeine.  Scenes and parts of the night before keep flashing in my mind, awakening my lady parts.  I writhed my legs together, feeling the wetness slightly in my panties and crossed my legs. 

“What an amazing, mind-blowing night …”

I drank and goggled down my breakfast and left a hefty tip in dollars.  I got up and made my way to the lobby where I could see the doorman looking my way.  I hoped it was to tell me that my Queen was waiting for me somewhere and he would take me to her.

“Your car is this way, Miss Chloe,” the doorman said and motioned to a car waiting outside with my packed bags next to it.  I thanked him, left the hotel and got into the car.  While the driver was putting my bags in the trunk I checked my phone for a text or even a message on the dating app.  No message.  I sighed and sat back, waiting to be taken to the airport. 

Suddenly, “Knock, knock, knock!” on the window.  I turned and said Aya there with a beaming smile on her face.  My Lady came for me!  I was ecstatic to see her and quickly opened the window.

She leaned in, “Chloe, my dear!” she grabbed my head and embraced me, cheek to cheek.  “I am sorry I left without saying goodbye, there was an emergency in the office and I had to leave immediately!  But I had to see you before you left!  I am so glad I caught you before you left!”

I opened the door for her to come in the car; she quickly came in and hugged me tightly.  I returned her hug.  I was so happy to see her.  I was beginning to feel the need to return to her pussy, but we were in the car and I had to get to the airport.

“Oh Aya, I am so happy to see you!  Last night … I-I-I-I I don’t have words … you showed me something that I will never forget … oh Aya, I am your servant forever!  I wish I was staying here to serve you at your will!”

“Chloe, my dear you were marvelous!” she said, cupping my chin in her hands again.  I loved looking into her eyes.  She kissed me there in the car, with the driver, the hotel door staff and guests in plain view.  The thrill of kissing her in front of people in the daytime thrilled me; I kissed her back and felt my pussy swoon and clit come alive.

“I have to go my dear,” she said after pulling away.  “But I will be in the US next month, if you can make it to Los Angeles, Chicago, Miami or New York I will buy your ticket to bring you to me … Chloe, you are the best submissive I’ve had.  So eager to please and such a good pussy servant.  I want to see you again!” And she handed me her card.

These words were like music to my ears, and Chicago!  That’s my town!

“I live in Chicago but yes!  I am sure I can make to at least one other city as well!”  I took her card as she kissed me one last time before leaving the car.  She climbed into an over-sized black SUV with tinted windows and drove off into the Tokyo morning traffic.

The drive got in the car and we started off to the airport.  My thoughts were swirling again … I was her best submissive?!  She wanted to see me again?!  Her crop!  The blindfold!  Being restrained by the smooth, silky rope!  The ride to the airport was a secret erotic time for me as I remembered the unbelievable night I had just hours before.

“Miss, may I ask something …” the drive said with a soothing Japanese accent.

“Yes …” I replied.

“You know Michiko Nakamura?” he asked.  I had no idea who he was talking about.

“I’m sorry, I don’t know who that is.” I said back, confused.  “What is he talking about?”  I wondered.

“The lady with you in car.  Michiko Nakamura.  You associate of hers?”

“Lady Aya?  Yes, the woman in the car, I suppose you could say I’m an associate of hers.”  I looked at the card and it read:  Michiko Nakamura. 

Michiko Nakamura?  Who is that? I asked myself.

I was still a bit confused.  “Uh yes, I am an associate of Michiko Nakamura,” still not quite sure who this person was.  I took out my phone and did a quick internet search on her ...

“I am honored to drive you to airport, Miss Chloe,” he said nodding to me in the rearview mirror. I nodded back and clicked the first link for her name in the search results page.  As I read, my mouth dropped ...

On a major news organization’s website was a biographical article on the Michiko Nakamura, the most successful entrepreneur and wealthiest woman in Japan.  She headed several major software companies, sat on the board of two of Japan’s largest banks, was an avid art collector, philanthropist and largest donors to human and animal rights charities all over Japan and the world.  Among many, many other achievements.  In short, Michiko – I mean my Queen, Lady Aya - was a badass.

My heart and mind raced as we got on the highway and accelerated towards the airport.  My phone suddenly buzzed.  It was from my Lady.  My lady parts began to pulsate in unison, almost like instinct to her message.  I opened the phone and read her text …

Chloe, my lovely and dutiful submissive, I wanted you to see how beautiful you are in my Shibari …

A second text were two images of me in my position last night.  She was right - it was beautiful.

She sent three from three different angles.  One from the front right showed me with a beautiful black silky scarf around my eyes, my mouth opened slightly mostly like mid-shuddering.  I was kneeling and on my right breast, a slightly swollen red line across from where obviously had just whipped me.  In the car I rubbed my right breast, smiling blissfully as I relived the sting from the night before.  My cunt reacted with my inner walls creaming up.

The second photo was from the position and swollen red line, only on the left side.  Part of the right breast and it’s stinging read line was visible.  I moved my free hand to massage my left breast and couldn’t help myself from squirming a little in the backseat as my pussy reacted to the visuals.  Thank goodness we were on the highway; the driver’s eyes were locked on the road!

The last image was stunning.  It was me from behind with my arms tied in a narrow V, held by a beautifully woven pattern of red, silky rope.  Each knot, each loop, each crisscross created an elegant arrangement … it was art and it was erotic.  The domination theme intertwined with the exquisite artistry was simply gorgeous!  I couldn’t believe it was me!  

I was mesmerized by the images and didn’t realize we exited the highway.  I looked up and noticed the drive looking at me in the rearview mirror, smiling.  I blushed at his gaze.  I was trying to text her back, but we were pulling up to the airport. 

“You are very fortunate,” he said, alternating is eyes from the airport roads to the mirror at me.  “Michiko Nakamura very powerful woman.”

I was still a bit confused.  I suppose they had an alias for our encounter, but who is this powerful, wealthy woman?  I didn’t have time to learn more from my driver as we approached the curb near my airlines.  He stopped, helped me with my bags, I reached to give him a tip.

“Oh no, to drive you is an honor and payment enough,” he bowed to me.  I bowed back, accepting his refusal.  I took my bags and headed into the airport.  I checked in and started to the security line.  I was antsy!  I had to learn more about this woman!

Finally, I reached my gate with plenty of time to spare to learn more about this amazing, stunning woman - my Domme!  But first I finished my text …

My Lady, thank you so much for the stunning pictures, for last night and for so much more!  Please send me the dates for the cities & I will make myself available to my Queen …

Send.  I will send more after I learn more about her!

I opened my laptop and started reading articles about her; they all painted a picture of a phenomenal woman of great character, success, intelligence and international respect.  A woman who was fiercely competitive, while still retaining her grace and elegance.  I was astounded and thrilled at what I am reading!  Lady Aya was the name she used for “rendezvous” with her submissives, but she was really Michiko Nakamura, Japan’s most successful business and cultural woman, world renowned and respected!

My phone buzzed, incoming text!  My heart leapt as I tapped on my messages, waiting to hear back from her! 

Hey babe, can’t wait to see you!  The bed’s been lonely without you

Fuck!  My boyfriend!  It totally forgot about him!  Fortunately, they were boarding soon and I had to shut down and get ready to board my long flight home. 

I texted him back quickly …

Me too, gotta go they are calling my flight. Text you when I land.

Send.

One last text … this one to Michiko …

My Lady, thank you again for everything!  I am at your service again during your visits to the US next month!  I have reminders across my body to whom I belong and who is my Lady!  Thank you and I obediently await your reply!  Your adoring servant, Chloe. 

Send.

I got in line for my group and it wasn’t but a few minutes later my phone buzzed.  This time it was Lady Aya!  My heart and clit jumped; I quickly opened the message.

Chloe, my dear servant.  You are such a good girl, but still have so much to learn!  More Shibari lessons next month.  Lady Aya

I was swooning but had to pull myself back to the line for boarding that was now quickly moving.  I couldn’t wait for my flight to land so I could text her back!  I couldn't wait to have another “rendezvous” with my Lady and have her take me to farther places as a submissive!  I couldn’t wait to please her - this time extremely well! - as her pussy worshipper! 

I reached the plane entry, gave my boarding pass, entered the jet way to the plane and to my window seat.  Situating myself towards the window with the pillow and blanket, I found a position that allowed me some privacy.  I opened my phone and flipped through images again, back and forth, until the passenger beside me sat down.

I realized I was exhausted from the night before.  I wasn’t sure what time I got to sleep and the entire evening felt like it lasted for hours, but it seemed like I got no more than few hours of sleep.  I put my dark eye mask on and curled up towards the window. 

My clit was now aching.  Under the blanket I reached down into my pants and wiggled my long, middle finger in between the other lips until I felt the drenched inner lips and my clit.  It throbbed against my finger, the touch shooting orgasmic surges through my body that relaxed my body and my thoughts. 

I fantasized steamy, dreamy thoughts of my Lady whipping my ass while I serviced her succulent cunt … she would be laughing in sadistic pleasure while I whimpered in pain … in Chicago, then in New York, and the other cities.  My pussy juices seeped and my clit pumped against my finger as I fell asleep before the plane even took off!
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