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The Velvet Leash - Part One: Entering The
Lair...


 


 


Kim Marshall was now in her mid forties and
thoroughly bored with her career in advertising. She'd been working
for the same firm for seven years and found herself becoming
increasingly out of touch and indifferent to what they felt was so
important to success and what they were looking for from their
employees.

 


Everyone she worked with seemed unctuous and
irritating. She was reaching the point where redundancy seemed like
a relatively pleasant concept and every day seemed to bring a new
annoyance. Every night was spent scouring the internet looking for
a better job, or a way out from her frustrating and unsatisfying
existence.

 


Relationships had been a similar dead end,
and the thought of settling down with a man her age seemed
increasingly unlikely. She'd had a little fun dating younger men
for a few months, but the initial thrill had now worn off, and she
found herself increasingly drawn to the darker, seedier sex sites
that she came across.

 


One night, she found herself signing up for a
profile on a fetish site with a strong sub/dom theme, curious as to
what the men might be like on such a site. From the erotic
literature she read, her sexual life so far had been limited and
tame, with a few lesbian dalliances the limits of her
experimentation.



Most of the men on the fetish site didn't appeal to her at all, but
a dark haired, intense looking guy in his mid thirties called Alex
caught her eye and noticed he was situated nearby. She initiated
contact with a brief message, just to see if he showed any
interest.

 


Alex could tell that Kim was a woman looking
for some adventure, with a vulnerability showing in her face which
most people wouldn't have noticed. He had learnt to spot women who
were potential submissives, though he felt all women had the
potential to be, but most denied themselves giving in to this part
of their nature.

 


He himself had always been innately dominant
as a person and so this naturally had extended to his sex life. As
he'd got older, he found himself wanting to explore the sub/dom
world more and more, and his sexual relationships had become solely
with submissive women.

 


But they had not been fully submissive in
terms of living it as a lifestyle, which is what he now wanted, a
proper sub/dom relationship with a woman who wanted the same. He
had an intuitive feeling that Kim was looking for just that, and
they were soon chatting online late into the night.



Even just talking to him over the net, she could tell he had a
strong, powerful personality and felt attracted to it like a moth
to a flame. She wouldn't have responded well to the extreme dom
characters who had no sensitivity or style, and knew Alex dominated
through slow burning persuasiveness and charisma, rather than blunt
and direct behavioural control.

 


That kind of control was something she wanted
in the bedroom, but it seemed absurd outside of that context. She
was waiting for him to suggest that they finally meet, and after a
few days of deep conversation, he said she should spend the night
with him.

 


Even though this was extremely forward by any
standards, the way he phrased it made it seem perfectly natural and
she found herself agreeing to it, already feeling under his spell
and not minding at all. She knew this was what she had been looking
for.

 


He invited her over on the coming Saturday,
only a few days away. She had butterflies in her stomach every time
she thought about meeting him and the sheer risk of what she might
be getting into.



The next few days at work passed in a blur, spending most of the
time staring out of the window daydreaming, not even caring if she
got sacked. On the Saturday, she went and bought a classy black
evening dress, and by seven she was arriving at his house only a
few miles from hers.

 


She took a deep breath before knocking on the
front door, knowing there would be no turning back after this. He
opened the door, and seemed relaxed and confident as he invited her
in, Kim feeling relieved that he looked the same as he did on his
online profile.

 


She immediately felt at ease in his company,
and they became more relaxed and open as the night wore on, going
through two bottles of wine with their meal. She found his eyes
penetrating as he looked at her, as if somehow he could see
straight to the depths of her soul. They talked with the same ease
as they had on the net, not always the case she had found in her
experience.

 


She knew she was being slowly seduced, being
plied with wine, but this was where she wanted to be and wasn't
having any second thoughts at all. Alex found her highly
attractive, much classier than the other women he'd seen on the
site and he was intrigued as to what might develop between
them.



Alex suggested they relax on the sofa in the lounge to let their
meal go down, and Kim took her glass of wine with her, noticing his
fine art collection as they went through and made themselves
comfortable.

 


For a while, it almost seemed like they were
just like any other man and woman on a first date...polite,
cautious, testing the water. As they began chatting though, Alex
made himself very clear on what he expected out of this
situation.

 


'I will be very honest with you Kim, as I
like you and find you very attractive...but as you know, we met on
a fetish site and so am sure neither of us are expecting anything
romantic...I should make it clear now...I've invited you here
tonight because I want to fuck you and make you my whore....if that
wasn't what you were expecting, then it might be best to leave
now...'.

 


Kim felt electrified by his straight talking
and was at first speechless, dumbstruck by such brutal honesty.
Eventually, she managed to compose herself and replied calmly
'That's why I'm here too...'. It only took those words to
begin their night properly, his hand sliding up her leg, raising
her dress over her knees as he did so.



He pressed his mouth on hers and they were soon kissing feverishly
and passionately, his hand now caressing her stocking-clad thighs.
She found herself spreading her legs for him without thinking, just
wanting to give herself to him fully, her whole body wanting to
submit to his every whim and desire.

 


She let her mouth slacken and felt his
strong, thick tongue explore the back of her mouth as his hand
reached the top of her thighs, then began rubbing her already wet
pussy through her black silk panties. Her nipples throbbed under
her dress, aching for his touch, the desire to have him inside her
manifesting as a burning sensation between her legs.

 


His hand was aggressive in dragging her
panties down her legs and he was pleased to find her already
soaking wet, rubbing his fingers slowly over her lips then bringing
them to his mouth to taste. Her sweet, rich taste pleased him. He
reached down and started to gently lick her pussy, making her
release a moan that had been welling up in her from his first
touch.

 


After he had satiated his taste for her
juice, he raised his mouth to hers and slid a finger inside her,
sliding in easily due to her arousal. They kissed slowly, Kim
tasting her own cum on his lips, then he slid another finger inside
her and began pumping them in and out of her.


Alex's cock was throbbing in his tight black jeans,
and it needed urgent attention. After he felt Kim had been suitably
stimulated, he suddenly ceased pleasuring her and calmly ordered
her to get on her knees between his legs and suck his cock.

 


She nodded, not feeling in the slightest that
he was being harsh or abrupt, he was merely laying down the law for
how things were going to be between them. His stern tone sent
shivers up her spine....

 


She got onto her knees and began unzipping
him, then slid down his jeans, his thick length bounding out of his
tight briefs like a jack-in-the-box. She grabbed his thick shaft
and brought her tongue to the tip of his penis. He was cut, his
bulbous head exposed, and he moaned softly as she began circling it
round and round, then took a long lick from the base of his shaft
to the tip.

 


She looked up at him as she licked it, hoping
to see a pleased smile. But his face was stern, his powerful gaze
mesmerizing her. She carried on licking his meat, slowly, caressing
his full balls with one hand which brought a low murmur of pleasure
from him.



He nodded, and she suddenly knew he wanted sucking now. She raised
her open mouth over the head then sank her mouth down the shaft,
her thickly applied bright red lipstick leaving its stain as she
worked her way to the base and up again, feeling the tip touch the
back of her throat.

 


He was big, but she knew she could take him
deep in her cunt without you much pain. She wanted to be as wet as
possible when he did enter her, so let one hand stray down between
her legs and gently rubbed herself as she fellated him with every
ounce of technique she could muster.

 


He placed his large, masculine hand on her
head, pushing down on it when she lowered her lips down his shaft,
then grabbing her hair and pulling on it as she ascended.

 


She let her mouth slacken, and let him
control her head movements with his hand. He aggressively raised
and lowered her mouth over his pulsating manhood, realizing she was
already letting him completely control her. Her face was now
smeared with lipstick, and she already felt like she was just his
possession, his ragdoll to fuck as long as he wanted.



Alex said suddenly 'I think we should take this upstairs..'
and Kim nodded, his precum all over her mouth, mixed in with her
stained lipstick, her hair a ragged mess. She went up first,
feeling him right behind her, and she felt as if she was entering
his lair, where she might never escape from, but she didn't care in
the slightest.

 


As she entered the room, he said 'Sit on
the edge of the bed, take off your panties and spread your
legs...show me your cunt...' he said in a cold, stentorian tone
which she found thrilling. She did exactly as he asked, feeling
such a brazen harlot as she spread her thighs, exposing her wet
pussy for his perusal, hoping it was to his liking.

 


He rubbed his stubbly chin, as if
contemplating a work of art. 'Very nice...very nice....' he
said slowly but assuredly. He walked over to her, his gaze on her
at every moment, and slid two fingers inside her pussy, pressing
them in deeply, then began to gently pump them in and out.

 


As he did so, he looked down at her, still
eye to eye, and said in a deep, low voice 'You do realize you
are mine now, don't you? I own you, you are my property....'.
The words were so powerful, terrifying even, but she didn't feel
the slightest panic, only the purest feeling of total acceptance.
She nodded, her eyes fixed on his....



He pulled out his fingers from her vagina and
brought them to her mouth for her to lick clean, which she did
without thinking. He then unzipped himself and slid down his jeans
to his thighs, his cock springing out once more. Again, without the
need for prompting, Kim wrapped her hand round his girth, and
circled the tip before taking his full length to the back of her
throat.

 


He was so hard now, and she knew he was ready
to finally enter her. The awaited moment was upon them. He kept his
eyes fixed on hers as she sucked him, the casting of his spell over
her almost complete, and he told her to now lay back on the bed
with her legs spread. She did as she was told, and he looked down
with obvious relish at the sight of her spread stocking-clad legs
and an inviting pussy, with a closely trimmed brown bush over her
pussy awaiting his entry.

 


He kept his gaze fixed on her as he lined up
and slowly inserted himself inside her, Kim letting out a quiet
moan and closing her eyes briefly to savour the moment of his
entrance. He filled and stretched her beautifully, slightly more
than she could naturally take but not to the point where it was
painful for her. She felt pleasingly tight to him as he started to
work up a steady thrust.

 


As he started fucking her with vigour, he
leant over her, stopped thrusting, his cock still inside her, and
looking straight into her eyes with an intense gaze, said 'From
now on, I own you.....you are my slut....I am your master...who am
I?'.

 


His tone was deeply serious and persuasive
and Kim said almost robotically, 'You are my Master....and I am
your slut'. As he resumed fucking her , he said calmly
'Good...that is understood...you will only call me Master from
now on...'. She nodded in acceptance and said softly, 'Yes,
Master..'.

 


He then started to assert his dominance,
becoming more and more aggressive as he pinned her head to the bed
by pulling down hard on her hair, then thrusting his thick tongue
inside her gaping mouth, exploring ever part of it, as if
establishing his territory
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