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My name is Kim, or Kimmy to some, and I was
born in Oklahoma, Alabama. I have been carrying around memories of
the amazing summer I had when I was twenty for too long now, and
it's really time the tale were told, if just to get it off my
chest. I was the youngest of nine kids and my father was a Baptist
minister, so you can pretty much guess what a religious upbringing
I had. Luckily, being the youngest, my dad was starting to get
older and things weren't as strict as they had been for my
siblings.



Growing up in Alabama I was pretty innocent, the views of the folks
there are conservative and staid, to put it mildly. It was kind of
like the sixties never happened there. I remember as a teen that I
felt an attraction to other girls at school but I tended to put any
thoughts like that out of my mind, knowing that kind of thing just
wasn't acceptable in my environment and especially my family.



Things changed for me big time when I was able to leave Alabama
behind by getting a place at a college in Boston. I experienced
some serious culture shock when I started there. I was deemed a bit
of a hottie as soon as I arrived on campus and so found myself
getting invited to parties, just like I hoped I would. It was there
that I realized there was a totally open attitude to sexuality and
experimentation and it really excited me.



I tried to hide my naivety and act like this was the norm for me,
but secretly I was just bluffing my way through at first. But this
sexual freedom had a big effect on me, I started fantasizing about
girls without guilt or fear and there were several that I was
attracted to. One girl was special but seemingly unattainable, at
least so I thought.



Her name was Erica and both me and my friends thought she was
straight. They warned me about getting hung up on her but she was
just so beautiful. Then I discovered she was a lesbian by accident
in passing conversation. My heart skipped a beat when I was told
she'd dated a friend called Kathleen...



It wasn't long before I confessed my feelings to Erica and it
turned out the attraction was mutual so were we soon inseparable.
It was so intense that it was the first time I wondered whether I
might be a lesbian. I drew closer to Erica and finally got to
experience sex with another girl. It was wonderful, and we had an
amazing few months together over the summer of my freshman
year.



However, deep down I knew that I wasn't a lesbian like Erica, I
still found myself attracted to guys and Erica had to be told at
some point. Unfortunately, I told her by getting drunk at some
party and making out with a guy, only for her to walk in on us. It
was horrible for her to find out like that but she had to find out
at some point, I guess.



From then on I accepted that I was bi with a preference for women.
Then I went through a period of dating guys who were only ok with
me being bi when they thought a threesome was on the cards. They
all seemed to have jealousy issues with me liking girls too and so
that got old pretty fast. But my college experimentation is not
what this story is about. This story is about how I met
Jeanne...



I first met her on a course on community development, she was one
of the tutors who liked working one on one with students to help
them. She was ten years older than me, slim and very attractive. I
had no idea if she was bi but had a sensual quality that I found
intriguing. As I got to know her she seemed very interested in me
and told me she was staying at one of those extended stay hotels on
the edge of the city. She invited me over to study one night and
during the course of conversation she told me she was married, so
at first I assumed she was straight. Then she asked if I was dating
anyone....



I said I had been seeing someone but we had split up. She asked if
it was a boy or girl, which threw me, but I told her about Erica.
She seemed to have a power to her personality, a naturally dominant
nature that made me feel almost coy in her presence.

I told her I'd been dating guys since Erica but that they always
wanted to have threesomes when they found out I was bi and all
seemed to have jealousy issues.

 


She told me she was bi as well but her
husband was fine with it. That was the last night I saw her where
the pretence was meeting for professional reasons. She had kind of
started dominating me that night, just in the way she was
cross-questioning me.



But things really went up a notch when, before our next meeting,
she sent a text saying 'Make sure you wear some slutty underwear
next time'. I couldn't believe what I was reading but it
excited me. Somehow she knew I wouldn't freak out and the chemistry
between us was obvious. I replied that I didn't have any underwear
like that and so she told me she was taking me shopping. We met up
a few days later and she drove us far out of town so that we
wouldn't be recognized while out together.



I couldn't believe that she was happy to pay for everything as we
wandered from shop to shop, buying garters...
stockings...crotchless panties....teddies...even an open-tip bra.
It was like I was her little doll that she was going to dress up,
and I loved it. It was so much fun trying things on for her and by
the end I felt like a spoilt princess.



The next time I visited her hotel (dressed in the clothes she
bought me, obviously) was when it really started to heat up. She
seemed pleased that I had obeyed her to the letter in wearing
exactly what she had requested. She had ordered food which was all
laid out on the bed. I thought that maybe we were going to do some
work after all. But she told me to sit on the bed and looked at me
with desirous, penetrating eyes before leaning into me and our
mouths met for the first time. It felt electric, a shiver running
up my spine as her lips locked onto mine.....



I thought more than anything that we were about to make love on her
bed but, as if to show her total self-control and control over me,
she abruptly stopped the kiss and said "Ok, that's enough for
tonight...let's eat and get some work done". I was amazed at
how she could show so much passion and then rein it in again, just
like that, but it was all part of spinning her web of power around
me, leading me on inch by inch.



From then on her domination of me became more intense. She would
tell exactly what to wear to college where they had now given her
an office for the work she was doing with community development.
Naturally, this made it easier to exert power over me. One day, she
requested that I wear something that was in the wash, and so I had
to wear something else. She went ballistic as soon as I got in her
office, shouting at me that I wasn't wearing her exact requests and
instructed that I lean over her knee immediately.



I did so obediently and she yanked up the short black skirt I was
wearing over my hips, dragging down my white crotchless panties to
my knees then started spanking my bare ass with surprising force.
As she spanked me repeatedly she admonished me for daring to
disobey her, every smack from her hand harder than the last.
"Are you going to obey me in future?" she barked.
"Yessss! " I squealed, my cheeks feeling swollen and sore
already.



"You'll dress as I demand without fail?" she asked, then
another spank of my reddening bottom. "Yessss!" I shrieked,
wondering how long this was going to last. She kept asking the same
question in different ways until I realized I wasn't saying the
magic word. Finally, with my buttocks raw to the point of bleeding,
fighting back tears, I said "Yes Ma'am...". With that, she
stopped and said curtly "Good." She had broken me down
completely and I was now hers.



The next development was one I'll never forget. I was instructed to
wear extremely slutty clothes to college, and I gulped when I read
the message. I knew I had to obey though, and turned up in an
ultra-tight fitting dress that barely covered my pussy and ass. I
was cross-questioned by the receptionist at college, and I
explained that I was going out later and wouldn't have time to
change.



She did not look impressed, but when I went into the lecture that
Jeanne was giving every head in the room turned towards me. I
blushed from the intense attention then Jeanne suddenly exploded
with anger, shouting "How dare you dress like this to a lecture!
Go home and change, I mean it!". I looked at her feeling so
confused then, fighting back tears, I left the room and drove home.
I realized it was just a power exercise for her and it was intended
to be humiliating for me. I felt so angry.



She texted me to drive over to see her and all the way there I
rehearsed what I was going to say. As soon as I arrived I was moody
and sarcastic in response to her questions but the sheer disarming
effect she seemed to have on me made me crumble fast. "I don't
like what you did today...I felt so humiliated and
embarrassed..." I said meekly, nothing like how it had sounded
in my head on the way there. "How can you be so selfish? Don't
you want to make your Mistress happy?" she said, enraged, as if
I'd been in the wrong all along.



I looked down, crestfallen, and nodded, then said softly
"Yes...". This made her even angrier and she screamed
"Yes? Yes what??!!". I picked up on what she'd just said and
replied "Yes Mistress...". It was a defining moment, the
first time I'd called her that. That is how I always addressed her
from then on. After that night, she instructed virtually my every
move, not only instructing me what to wear every day but making me
perform errands. Basically, breaking down any individuality I
possessed, and I found it hard, but so damn exciting.



All this time she was also helping me with my finals
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