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Heather couldn’t believe the audacity
of the guy. Sure, he was hot, but like too many jocks he had all
the depth of a mud puddle. No matter what he said she was unlikely
to be interested, but it was quite clear that he was very
interested and was brave enough to try to get her attention from
across the courtyard.

He was now walking up to her with an
eager expression, while Heather was struggling not to roll her
eyes. “We have humanities together, so I thought I would ask if you
wanted to study together?” he blurted as soon as he got near
her.

Heather looked him up and down. “You
are really not my type” she said so coldly that most young men
would have gotten upset.

He stopped for just a second, and then
smiled which was off-putting enough without the next statement.
“Oh, that may or may not be true, but I was seriously just curious
about studying. I generally don’t approach a Dom, that would be
seriously bad form” he said before turning and walking
away.

Had she heard him correctly? He dressed
like all the other players, and she had seen him on the field in
fact, but she had never seen him actually hanging around the other
members of the team. Could it be he had a little secret? Surprising
herself, she said “Wait!” He turned on a dime and came back to her,
eyes down. She had only ever been involved in any BDSM in a very
playful way with an ex-girlfriend from freshman year, and she
suspected he was far more serious about it. Suddenly she had more
interest than she could have imagined only moments before. “What is
your name?” she asked sternly.

“Jim, but you may call me
anything you like” he said pointedly without raising his
eyes.

“Even if I choose to call
you my little bitch?” she asked, trying to keep a straight
face.

“Whatever you like” he said,
pinking slightly but making no other sign.

“Whatever I like what?” she
asked.

“Whatever you like Mistress”
he said, clearly unnerved. “I’ve never done this Mistress, but I’ve
wanted to for so long” he added.

“Give me your phone number”
she said as though telling a dog to sit.

A few minutes later, new contact
stored, she was walking on to her apartment, contemplating how her
evening was going to go. It was going to be a new adventure for
certain, and she was more sexually aroused than she had been in a
very long time. She had played the sub in her last BDSM
relationship and had never really accepted the role as more than a
game, but being a Dom excited her now that the opportunity was
before her, and she felt certain that Jim was not playing a
part.

By the time she had arrived home, she
had the beginnings of a plan and set about quickly to set it in
motion. It didn’t take too long to find the toys she needed in the
box in the back of her closet, left there by her once girlfriend.
After she arranged the items out on display on her bed, she went to
clean up and prepare herself. She knew she didn’t have all the toys
such an encounter could use, but it would be enough to know if
either of them wanted to continue to play such games.

Jim arrived promptly at the appointed
hour, and though it was growing dark, some of her neighbors were
still out and about. Some were clearly curious as to who her
visitor was. Standing directly in his path, she spoke too quietly
for her curious neighbors to hear. “Are you prepared to be my bitch
tonight? To do everything commanded of you?” she asked.

“Yes Mistress” he said,
clearly wishing to be inside.

Heather smiled coldly. “A bitch should
enter on all fours don’t you agree?” Jim was clearly embarrassed
but with only the faintest glance at the few onlookers, he got on
his hands and knees. Heather stepped back with a smile and tried
not to giggle as he walked in on all fours. “I’m not sure about a
bitch wearing clothes” she snickered.

To her surprise Jim began to disrobe
without rising, and in only a moment he was completely naked in her
living room, on all fours with his head bowed. It only took a
moment for her to collect herself. “Go through there” she ordered
pointing to the bedroom door. “Await me.”

Jim crawled quickly away toward the
door, and Heather found herself enthralled at the sight of his
naked ass and swinging genitals crawling away. It was a spectacle
to be sure. She stripped herself and tossed her clothes on the
closest chair. She was ready to find out what his limits were. She
followed him soon after, and was pleased to see him on the bed
inspecting the toys she had prepared, though still on all
fours.

“Bad bitch!” she said
harshly seeing him looking keenly at one in particular of the toys.
“You know better than to get on the furniture without
permission!”

Awkwardly but swiftly Jim crawled into
the floor. Heather went over to the bed and grabbed up the collar
and lead. “Heel” she ordered, strapping the collar around his neck
as he moved to place his head by her knee. “I’m going to have to
remind you to behave I see” she said, pulling the leash tight and
grasping the crop lying handy.

Pulling up sharply, she forced him to
raise his head as she moved to his side. Before he could realize
what she was doing she lashed his left buttock with the crop hard
and fast. The crack of the crop on bare flesh was loud and he
winced but didn’t cry out. Without hesitation she struck again,
this time pinking the right buttock. Jim whimpered just a bit this
time but did not move to escape. Given his size and musculature
Heather was certain that he could easily overpower her, but he
clearly had no desire to try.

“Does my little bitch want
to listen now?” she asked sweetly.

“Yes Mistress” Jim replied
in a strained voice which reminded her that she was pulling up on
his collar rather roughly.

Relaxing her hold on the leash she
turned and sat down on the bed, spreading her knees wide. “Prove it
bitch, eat this cunt” she ordered, leaning back to give him perfect
access.

Jim didn’t wait, he moved in and began
to lick her, much like a dog might lap at water at first but soon
he was proving he was in
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