
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Descending Into Domination Part 1: A Taste
For Strangers by Daniella Donati

 


 


 


 


The first part in the erotic short-story
series Descending Into Domination about a shy but
sexually curious man's desire to be dominated.

 


 


 


 


All characters appearing in this work are
fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or to
other works of fiction, is purely coincidental. All sexual acts
depicted are between consenting adults aged eighteen and over.

 


 


The author specifically disclaims any
responsibility for any liability, loss or risk, which is incurred
as a consequence, directly or indirectly, of the use and
application of any of the contents of this book. The author
promotes sexual fantasy and self-pleasure as a healthy, harmless
pursuit and does not condone or encourage promiscuity or debauchery
in any form.

 


 


 


 


Copyright@2014 Daniella Donati at
Smashwords.

All Rights Reserved

 


 


 


 


Descending Into Domination Part 1: A Taste
For Strangers

 


 


One Sunday evening I'd spent the whole day in
the house, and was starting to feel restless. The air felt highly
charged somehow, and a couple of glasses of red wine with my
evening meal only seemed to increase my need to escape the confines
of the house. It struck me that there were parts of my town that
I'd never even seen, and felt the need for adventure.



I left my house immediately and started making my way down narrow
streets that led to a side of my town where I'd never ventured
before. I'd been influenced by local gossip that there were
undesirables who lived in that area and frequented the streets
looking for people who were easily duped. I decided that was
probably just hearsay and felt excited to be wandering down
untrodden streets.



After I'd walked for half an hour or so I started feeling raindrops
on my face and looked up to a forbidding sky. A thunderstorm was
approaching, I could hear the first rumbles. Five minutes later,
the rain was coursing down me, I had to pull the top of my coat
over my head to protect my hair from the downpour. What happened
next was surreal, but so was everything that night. 



I remember hearing footsteps behind me, then a beautiful
dark-haired woman walking straight past me, somehow untroubled by
the rain which was drenching her long hair. After she was past me,
she turned to me and smiled through the drizzle, her expression
somehow one of victory. I didn't understand how she could be so
brazenly free in this horrendous weather or why she'd looked at me
like that.



She seemed to walk so fast that her feet barely touched the ground
and soon she'd turned a corner and was gone. I quickened my pace to
see if I could catch another glimpse of this mysterious woman, but
there was no sign as I reached the street she'd disappeared down. I
sighed in the rain and put my hands in my pockets as I carried on
walking home. A chill ran up my spine as I realized she'd taken my
wallet. She was a pickpocket, the rumours were correct....



Feeling bitter and angry, I trudged my way back to my house as the
rain swirled around me, claps of thunder and flashes of lightning
announcing their presence. But at that point I didn't even care if
lightning hit me, so dejected was I feeling by then. I finally got
inside and dried off, then treated myself to a long, hot soak in
the bath with the last half of the bottle I'd started earlier. I
recovered my spirits slowly but still couldn't believe what had
occurred, it had been a dream-like experience.

 


I went to bed eventually, the rain still
pouring down my window as I closed the curtains. I don't remember
falling asleep, I was exhausted. But I certainly recall what
happened next. At some point in the night I found myself stirring,
as a loud clap of thunder echoed across the sky and a flash of
lighting briefly lit my room. During that one second I was stunned
to see the figure of a woman stood at the foot of my

bed. It was the woman who'd stolen my wallet...

 


I wanted to scream or escape but I felt
paralysed by shock and fear, yet somehow almost mesmerized by her
presence. The lightning flashed again and she gave me that same
knowing smile she'd given me when she'd taken my wallet. She was
stood in the same long coat but it was unbuttoned and I caught
sight of a red and black basque with black stockings and
suspenders. I wondered whether she might be

some sort of demon or apparition, her long, black hair was dry and
I had no idea how she got inside my house...

 


She then took two candles and lit them after
placing them either side of the room and now that I could see her
properly, I began to feel aroused by her remarkable body. The
basque showed off her full cleavage and I could barely breathe as
she walked over to me. She slipped off her coat to reveal she was
also wearing sheer black arm-length silk gloves and a
diamond-studded choker necklace.

 


She pulled back my bedclothes and slipped off
her black stiletto, before raising her stocking-clad leg to my
chest and placing her foot on it. She then let it descend slowly
down my seemingly paralysed body till it reached my crotch. Though
I felt rooted to the spot, the sensation of her foot rubbing my
crotch made me so aroused that my cock hardened against it
involuntarily.

 


It was soon throbbing and at full length, and
I relaxed a little, realizing she meant me no harm, in fact it
seemed quite the opposite. She slid to her knees beside the bed and
began peeling down my briefs, my cock springing out immediately.
She grappled it in her gloved hand, then moved her mouth to the tip
and ran her tongue over it, a little precum sticking to her full,
red lips.

 


She then ran her tongue from the base of my
shaft to the tip then closed her mouth over the bulbous head, and I
had to breathe deeply to stay calm, such was the pleasure. She sank
her lips down the shaft and it was the most divine sensation I'd
ever known. I closed my eyes to savour it as she slowly sucked it,
her other hand softly caressing my full balls.

 


She carried on for what seemed like hours but
could only have been a few minutes, her mouth technique unlike
anything I'd experienced. I still felt powerless to move but I
didn't even feel the need to now, she had complete control over me
and I was entirely in her hands. She finally ceased sucking me but
then began raising her mouth up my bare stomach, then up my chest.
I felt her softly kissing my neck,

either side of my face, her hot breath on my skin.

 


The tension was becoming unbearable as I
wanted to feel her mouth on mine, and she was enjoying teasing me,
I could tell. At last, her soft lips met with mine and gently
kissed them. She looked me in the eyes and kissed me again, then we
began to share a deep, French kiss, her long tongue delving into my
mouth. I responded, letting mine push into hers, and our tongues
entwined as our kiss became more and more passionate.

 


Her hands roamed over my body as we kissed
and every nerve in my body felt on fire, my cock throbbing against
her stocking-clad thigh. I never wanted the kiss to end but she was
about to raise the heat still further. She manoeuvred herself on
top of me into a sixty-nine position, and suddenly I felt my face
straddled by her thighs. She parted her panties to one side and for
the first time spoke to me, whispering "Lick me" in a
deliciously sexy voice.

 


I did as instructed, my tongue reaching up
and taking a lap of her pussy lips which were already wet, the
taste as sweet as honey. I circled her lips then flicked it against
her clitoris, which I could feel was emerging. She began to sigh
and moan as I licked her with every ounce of technique I had, then
I felt her sink down on my body and grapple my cock once again.

 


Soon, she was busy sucking me as I licked
her, feeling her pussy getting wetter and wetter. It wasn't long
before I felt my face getting glazed with her pleasure and I had to
concentrate hard, as the intense sensations of her mouthwork were
driving me wild. It was almost overwhelming, but I managed to
somehow maintain my self-control.

 


I was licking her so hard that my tongue
ached, her juices now dripping off my face. I could sense things
were building up to something. Suddenly, she clambered off me
gracefully and turned herself round so her legs were splayed either
side of me. She greedily licked her own juices off my face and we
shared another savagely passionate kiss. My cock throbbed, yearning
to be inside her and it didn't have long to wait....

 


She moved down my body and held my cock in
place before sinking down my long shaft, her pussy so wet that I
entered her with ease. We both sighed as she sank down on it, then
she yanked down her basque so her breasts were bared at last. They
were beautifully full and pert, and I was captivated as she began
to ride me. The dim light of the candles lit the room still,
casting a silhouette of her voluptuous figure on the wall.

 


She removed her basque completely and leant
down, allowing me to lean forward myself slightly and devour her
breasts with my eager mouth, sucking hard on each swollen nipple.
She then rocked back, riding faster and harder and I knew we were
both about to climax. I suddenly felt her twinge as her orgasm
began, and as the tight walls of her pussy gripped my cock, I felt
my balls stirring.

 


The electric rush of my own seismic climax
overwhelmed me instantly, my full balls spasming hard, a torrent of
cum shooting deep inside her as her own juices began to gush,
trickling down her thighs. As our orgasms eventually abated she
leaned down towards me one last time and we shared a tender,
languorous kiss. That's the last thing I remember. I awoke alone
the next morning, no sign of her left except for two candles burnt
down to their wick...

 


 


Ever since I'd met the stranger in the storm.
I'd fantasized about meeting another stranger who would dominate me
like she did. What happened that night was one in a million, and
while I tried revisiting the same part of town. I never saw her
again. After a while. I knew that to meet a stranger I would have
to make it happen myself somehow.

 


This led me to trying to find someone through
the internet, but became disillusioned when I couldn't find anyone
that matched up with the fantasy image I had in my mind. I was
about to quit the matchmaking site I had joined when I received a
message from an older woman. She was in her mid fifties, with a
stern but attractive face and I felt strangely drawn to her. Her
hair was dark and shoulder length with a small brown mole above her
lip that I found very sexy.

 


 

Her message was brief and to the point.
simply stating 'Your profile is interesting, I'm looking for a
younger man to meet on my terms.' I could tell from her picture and
tone that she didn't suffer fools gladly but this only seemed to
attract me more. I'd loved how the stranger in the storm had
managed to control me completely, and I found myself quickly
replying to this mysterious older woman.

 


She kept me waiting a couple of days before
she responded and I already somehow felt like putty in her fingers
before we'd even met. Her reply was more than I was expecting
though, saying she wanted me to visit her house that Sunday
evening, even giving me her full address and a time to arrive. She
warned me that if I wasn't serious then I should say so now so as
not to waste her time.

 


A few things naturally ran through my mind.
She seemed unconcerned about meeting a stranger off the net but
what if she was some kind of psychotic looking for a victim? I
concluded this was a risk I'd have to take as the allure was simply
too much for me to resist, and I found myself messaging back,
saying I would visit her that Sunday.

 


My heart was in my mouth as I typed those
words but she soon replied this time and so the meeting was set. I
felt nervous but deeply excited in those few days running up to
meeting her, yet when the Sunday came around I felt a strange sense
of calm, as if it was meant to be somehow. I found her house
without a problem, though it meant driving down miles of winding
lanes. I did feel a twinge of anxiety when I

realized there were no other houses around as I parked up.

 


I was dressed casually but smartly, my shirt
buttoned
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