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Disclaimer:

This book contains explicit adult content, including BDSM themes, fetishes, and sexual situations. It is intended for mature audiences only. 

The depiction of BDSM practices within this work is fictional and intended for entertainment purposes. The author encourages safe, sane, and consensual practices in real-life interactions.

By reading this book, you acknowledge that you are of legal age to view adult content in your jurisdiction and that you understand the fictional nature of this work.
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Prologue
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On a night out, I was enjoying myself in my local club. The location was specifically designed to cater to people who were drawn to a kinky lifestyle. From rather harmless kinks, over fetishes, all the way to extreme BDSM practices, this place was the first address in the city. It had been a while since I last dove into the nightlife. My last relationship ended in mutual agreement, and I allowed myself a couple of months to refocus. Work had become the priority, and my kinky life had taken a backseat. If I were completely honest, though, I missed my lifestyle as a Dominant. Just a few minutes prior, I talked with a friend about it. We have been friends since we were teenagers. However, she was not a submissive woman, so there was never anything romantic or sexual between us. But she was very supportive of my preferences and urged me to give it another shot; to spread out my wings anew and find a partner who would brighten my days. She aimed to see me happy, and god willing, not to end up with burnout.

When I returned from the restroom, I decided to have one more drink and thereafter call it a night. All of a sudden, a timid voice echoed behind me: "Excuse me, Sir. May I talk to you for a moment?". Upon turning around, a young woman, probably in her mid-twenties, smiled at me. Long dark hair, that flowed wavily close to her lower back, was the first thing I noticed. Around her neck, she wore a small pendant that incorporated a golden sickle moon wrapping around a tiny silver star. Furthermore, she rocked a beautiful black leather bustier that ended right at her bottom ribs, revealing some of her skin, before the tight-fitting blue jeans and stilettos completed the picture. Her hazel brown eyes, solely framed by some subtle strokes with an eyeliner, caused me to hold my breath, and for a few blinks of her mesmerizing eyes, I felt as if I was drowning in her nervous gaze.

'Wow, she is really pretty.', I thought to myself. Since my friend left, I had free time for an unexpected conversation. In fact, I was glad to no longer have to sit at the bar unaccompanied and stare into my glass, lost in my thoughts. "Sure.", I responded, motioned for her to sit on the stool next to me, and wondered: "What can I do for you, Miss?". She looked away shyly, but I detected how she bravely pulled herself together before she revealed: "Thank you. I don't want to tell you my name, and I hope you don't mind that. But I am a slave in search of a new Master. I overheard your conversation earlier about being on the lookout for a new submissive. Your interest presupposed, would you be willing to have a conversation, so we can get to know each other and find out if we have mutual interests?".

Briefly glancing up and down at her, I approved: "Yes, we can talk. But not here. I suggest that we go over to the diner across the street. I've been there a few times; it's comfortable and quiet. And at this late hour, there won't be many people, if any at all. Is that fine with you, girl with no name?". She simpered and indicated that she was comfortable with the idea. I inquired if she cared to notify anyone first before we left the club, knowing that many women had a safety system in place when they went off with a stranger, which I certainly was. This could be a friend nearby, someone who would call to check in with her; the options were numerous. But she negated: "I'm alone here and I don't know anyone. Besides, it will be a public space with staff working there. If you would not act as a gentleman, I could always scream for help.". She grinned and winked at me suggestively. But she had a point. So I agreed and we both left the club.

We ordered a burger and a cola each and sat down at the very last table, where we had enough privacy for a private conversation. One of us had to break the ice, and I could sense that she was very jittery. So I resolved to speak first: "So, you mentioned you were a slave, but are currently not owned?". She confirmed: "That is correct, Sir.". This was the second time she had called me 'Sir'. I liked that, because it was a kink of mine, so to speak. But I had to burst her bubble, unfortunately.

"Alright, now let me put this out there...", I began and added: "I am not interested in a slave. And I am no Master. Thus I have no desire for a Master and slave dynamic. I am a Dominant, and as such, I am just looking for a submissive.", I stated. "What's the difference? I am very submissive.", she declared. I cheekily twitched my eyelid at her and informed her: "I like the sound of that! But to answer your question... This depends on who you ask. In my book, the difference is many years of experience. I view M/s as an extreme form of D/s. In the way I practice BDSM, submissives have a higher degree of autonomy throughout a dynamic, whereas a slave would state most of it before things get started, and from there, it's either sink or swim. The drowning metaphor is, of course, geared toward walking away for good. Without a doubt, I respect that kind of relationship, but it's simply not for me. Hence, I reject it.".

With her forehead wrinkled, she sought to ask another question, but I was faster and exclaimed: "Don't move!". She completely froze, and a few seconds later, I remarked: "Please, be at ease. I was just captivated by the expression you had on your face. I wished to see it just a few seconds longer. Go ahead, ask me whatever you want to know. Let's make a deal!". "What kind of deal?", she wanted to know, before I unveiled: "Since you want something from me, I want something from you in return.". She raised an eyebrow: "And what is that, Sir?".

There it was again! The way she said it resonated deeply with me, bringing forth feelings I hadn't felt in a long time. But I needed to reply: "No secrets! I want complete honesty between us throughout this entire conversation. This particularly applies when you are uneasy about something. Do not agree to anything you feel uncertain about. If there's ever a lack of clarity, I demand that you request elucidation. I don't wish to dedicate my time and effort, only for you to withdraw two weeks later due to an action or statement that made you uncomfortable. Does that sound reasonable?".

She laughed. "Are you for real? What kind of Dominant are you?". Confused by her reaction, I tilted my head questioningly. "Did I offend you?", I queried curiously. Shaking her head, she began to explain: "Well, I have been with a few Masters thus far. None of them cared what a slave had to say. I either obeyed, or there were consequences. Your approach is... different.". I nodded inertly. "Maybe. But per my philosophy, I can only be a good Dominant if my submissives give me proper feedback.". For a moment, this petite and beautiful woman sat there, lost in her thoughts, while she bit her thin lips, which she had left natural, eschewing any kind of cosmetics.

"Sir, can a slave become a submissive?", she contemplated, fidgeting with her fingers nervously. "Of course! Why?", I replied, curious about her line of catechizing. The young woman shrugged and let me in on her thought process: "Well, if I am a slave, I won't be what you are looking for. But I like you already. I know, silly me. But I was thinking... If I could become what you need, we'd have a common ground to work on.". Her logic was sound. "Yes, that is correct. It would be a conjoined goal between us. But why would you want to give up slavehood? Did it not suit you?", I investigated, treading cautiously.

At the close of a few moments of introspection, she confessed: "I liked many things about it - the rules, the expectations, the relinquishing of control... But I wasn't completely happy. Let's just say I screwed up badly. It was too harsh. Nowadays, I can't sleep peacefully through a single night anymore. Too much has happened in my life.". Her admission piqued my curiosity, so I delved further: "Can you share one thing with me? Was BDSM a coping mechanism you discovered to deal with what happened in your life prior to engaging in these activities?".

She shook her head forcefully and elaborated: "No, Sir. It wasn't like that. Yes, my life has been difficult at times, but that rings true for everyone I know. My childhood wasn't that horrible, and I am no nutcase, if that's your question. I never required therapy, and I most certainly don't want anyone poking around in my head. So that's a firm no.". With one hand, I stroked my beard. "Okay, the girl with no name isn't a nutcase, got it.", I rested my head upon the back of my hand, pensively looking at her with an air of innocence. That made her giggle. Oh my, she was so adorable!

"Well, go on. Tell me more.", I encouraged. She lowered her head and continued: "I've always had this strange feeling inside me that I can't really put into words. When someone makes decisions for me, whatever they may be, that's a turn-on for me. No, that's not true... Let's call it a need. None of my friends understood it. I lost them all because I was different.", she sighed exasperatedly.

"I once saw a documentary about a young man who was a slave. When he spoke about his lifestyle experiences, literally every single word resonated with me. I finally knew where I belonged. BDSM. I didn't know anything about it, but I felt a connection to his story. So I ventured into the lifestyle, starting online, and claimed that I was a slave. I had no idea what I was getting myself into. It didn't take long before I found myself in a dynamic with a Master. Many things I loved left me craving for more. However, there were other moments. Maybe it wasn't extreme enough for my taste.".

There was something about her and the way she spoke - subtle gestures. I didn't want to stop listening. But I felt the need to summarize: "So let me see if I got that right... You grew up more or less normally, with the usual highs and lows. Latterly, you discovered the lifestyle and dove right in headfirst. You made some poor choices, and whatever happened to you during that time is the reason you can't sleep well anymore. Is that correct?". 

She found my description very accurate. I probed further: "And yet here you are, asking me to negotiate a dynamic with you. You are a brave lady, I must say. But I am not really sure if this is a good idea. See, I am into things many other women would run from. The dynamic I am looking for is not just servitude. It involves sexual activities, as well as physical things such as bondage, and impact play with floggers, paddles, crops, and so on.". 

I reflected upon my previous words and specified: "Domestic servitude is also a part of this, yes, but I want the entire package - 24/7 D/s. I'm not necessarily looking for a romantic partner, but a submissive who truly wants to explore this dynamic with me. I am loving in my approach, but reasonably strict. I uphold the old values and will punish transgressions immediately. It's up to the submissive if she receives head pats and orgasms, or one of my canes.".

For a moment, I held my breath before I proceeded: "If you would become my submissive, and that's a big 'if', I would ask you to live with me for a few weeks nonstop. During that time, you would be under an obligation to take care of the entire household when I am working from home. As soon as I call for you, you will cease whatever activity you are currently engaged in. Your primary objective will be to fulfill any requests I make of you. This means attending to my needs promptly and efficiently.".

Additionally, I hypothesized: "Just as a dumb example, you could be asleep and I shout into your room that I want a plate of spaghetti. You would have to get up instantly and cook, without any complaints. The same goes for all forms of sexual gratification. None of what I do will harm you, and I would never force you to do anything. But my submissives pledge availability to me at all times under free-use regulations; no matter if that's oral, vaginal, or anal sex.".

Moments later, I declared: "I have to be honest with you, which is why I am upfront about it. And yes, I like all of those things. Given your past experiences, this doesn't seem like a good fit, honestly.", I hesitated. I drew in a deep breath and scanned her face to see any kind of reaction to what I had just said. She had a dreamy facial expression and took a short while before she could reply: "Wow.". "That's what I expected. It's a lot.", I admitted. Taking my hand in hers, she reassuringly shook her head, her touch catching me off guard.

"No, Sir. This sounds absolutely wonderful. I want that. All of it. Everything you listed is something I would gladly do. BDSM is very sexual for me, and I seriously doubt that you can keep up with me in this regard. But I demand that you respect me. I may be obedient, and some might call me a slut, but that doesn't mean you can treat me as if I were worthless. If this is happening, I have one more demand of you, Sir!", she pronounced in a firm tone. "What's that?", I pressed, very pleased to see that she was speaking up for herself. Something she was lacking until now in the conversation.

She burst out in laughter, and as she noticed my irritation, she told me: "No matter how long this dynamic should last and however it will go, I forbid you to call me by my real name. Hard limit!". Justifiably, I became curious: "You got it, but I want you to tell me your name now. If you let me know, I promise I won't use it ever.". She scanned the room around her as if she were about to reveal a well-kept secret. With her index finger, she motioned for me to come closer, so I did.

She took the opportunity to give me a soft kiss on the lips, and my eyes widened as I was taken by surprise. Subsequently, she moved her head to my left ear and shared her full name confidentially. Automatically, my eyebrows shot up, and I chuckled: "Wow, your parents were cruel!". She chimed in, giggling: "Yup, I know, right? But, I think now you can understand why I don't want anyone close to call me by that name.". I had to agree, this made it obvious why her life had at least some ups and downs. School couldn't have been easy for her. As I rubbed my palms together, I repeated my promise. "Alright, I will lock this away in my mental safe, and won't bring it up anymore. Thank you for trusting me. I will have to think about your proposal, and I want to talk with you about the details. But not today. Why don't we do a test run for this potential dynamic?", I suggested.

"And, what would that entail, Sir?", she challenged curiously. "Hmm, how about you give me some control over you? Let's say that for the next two weeks I will decide your schedule from the time of 6 p.m. until 10 p.m.?", I proposed. The woman opposite me questioned: "To do what?". Clearing my throat, I explicated: "We will talk. All we will do is talk unless you and I decide to take things further. There won't be any bad surprises. If you do not concur, it's not happening.". To that, she was willing to agree.

"Splendid! So, for the next two weeks, I want you to meet me here.", I instructed and handed her a business card from a restaurant close to my home. "I expect you to be punctual and never miss a single day. Also, I don't want your number. You will show up. If you don't show up daily and at exactly 6 p.m., our arrangement is canceled. If you are serious about this and are true to your word, you will be there.". Her eyes lit up, and a sigh of relief left her mouth. "Oh my god, thank you, Sir! I promise you will not regret this. I'll be at that address at five every day. I'll prove it to you!", she promised.

And so the days went by. We met every day just as planned, and worked out the first few details. The things we desired and thirsted for were so alike that it was almost scary. Conjunctively, we wrote down a list of 50 things and exchanged it. 43 of those matched. We were amazed. She wasn't thrilled with my nickname for her, 43, but she didn't protest it either and answered to that number as if it were her name. That was a sign of submission right there already! We honestly had a great time, and she told me a little bit about her life.

The more days passed, the more I opened up to her, too. We eventually became friends. Trust between us began to grow. When the two weeks were almost over, I invited her over to my place. She wasn't hesitant at all and curiously explored my flat. "So this is where I will live, if you agree to a dynamic with me, Sir?". I ratified her assumption, and she showed no signs of disapproval.

As the last day approached, I told her to come over so I could make my final decision. Of course, I already had. I knew her story, at least the rough outlines of it - one can't talk about a lifetime within just two weeks. We knew our general limits and what it would look like if we were together as Dominant and submissive in a committed dynamic. I was pleased with how the two weeks went, and when she rang the doorbell at my home, I was ecstatic like a young child on Christmas Eve. 'In a few minutes,' I thought, 'I will have a new submissive in my life.'.

I opened the door for her and invited her in. She observed me meticulously, knowing that this day was special. In the time following a light drink, I glinted at her and checked: "So are you still sure, that you want this?". The beautiful woman rejoiced: "With all of my heart, yes! I want to be your sub, serve you, and please you in any way I can. Whenever you want to use me, I will be ready for you, no matter what your desire may be. Hereby I vow to be loyal, faithful, and obedient to your every command. How can I prove myself to you, Sir?".

Slowly, I swayed my head and stood up. She rose as well to stand opposite me. "If that is true, let's test that right away. Get naked and have sex with me!", I commanded. "What? Right now?", she whispered with her eyes widening in surprise. "Do you have better plans?", I asked with a smirk. Instead of responding, she began to take off her clothes. One piece after another ended up on my living room floor until she stood in front of me completely naked. Her skin was wonderfully pale, slightly scarred, though. Perky pierced breasts pointed at me promisingly, and to my absolute delight, she had groomed herself spotless. 

Following, I offered her a hand and she took it. Carefully, I led her upstairs to my bedroom, and we had very tender and sensual sex. There was nothing rough or domineering about it. We got to explore each other's bodies. Trailing a mutual climax in unison, she excused herself into the bathroom, and when she returned, I already awaited her, newly dressed. "Still convinced you want to do this with me? The next time, it will not be that gentle. When I am your Dominant, I will not be this soft with you. I will take you and fuck you until you're sore and the neighbors know my name. Think about this intently, because I mean it.". 

"Yes, yes, yes. Is there a specific amount I have to say 'yes' until you believe me?", she chortled. I waited and stared at her for a while, not saying anything, until I insisted: "You will just have to say it one more time. But this time it will be different. You will say it on your knees!". In a controlled manner, she lowered herself, the arms behind her back, and in all her glorious nakedness, she spoke the all-deciding: "Yes, Sir!". I walked one step closer and reached out with one hand. I placed it right atop her head, and ultimately it was up to me to voice my agreement: "My answer is also 'yes'. Please, rise, sub!". 

She stood up gracefully and twinkled with joy. With a wink, I informed her: "Since you don't want me to use your name, you will listen to all kinds of pet names from this day onward. Sweetie, Honey, Darling, Baby, as well as whatever else comes to mind. You will remain without a name, but most of the time I will call you 'sub'. Because that's what you are. It's as much an honor for me as it should be for you. Henceforth, you are officially my submissive! I want you to take one week for yourself. Every day, I will send you an email containing detailed rules. Study them. If there are some you disagree with, let me know, and we'll discuss it and adjust accordingly. Succeeding that, you'll pack some essentials and move in with me. You have a full week to prepare, and thereupon you begin your service to me.". She hugged me tightly, gazing deep into my eyes before she affirmed: 

"Yes, Sir! Thank You, Sir!".

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 - A New Life
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It was a rainy Friday evening, and I was on my way home. The raindrops drummed softly onto my umbrella, and I walked through the familiar streets of the district, somewhat lost in my thoughts. My thoughts surrounded a new and strange chapter of my life. I was worried. Just a few weeks prior, a new submissive started in my service. She was intelligent and beautiful but also had a lot of bad experiences in the past. Initially timid, she came around rather quickly and opened up to me. At least a little bit. Too deep were the memories of her past months. Not only was her body battered and bruised, but to me, it became evident that her soul was no different. From then on, we met every day for just a few hours and talked. It was mostly about mundane things, but we also went over the details of what our potential BDSM dynamic would and could look like. Now and then, she shared some of her tragic details throughout our conversations.

She was just 29, but already went through rough periods of mental and physical abuse, was treated like a slave without her consent, and as such, even sold to complete strangers a few times. One owner was worse than the other, so she explained. Instead of leaving it all behind her, she still had this overpowering urge to submit, and, according to her own words, she would feel incomplete without this lifestyle, and even the abuse was better than having no "purpose" at all. She begged me to take her on as my submissive, and after in-depth negotiations, I accepted. But now came the hard part. How do we even undo the damage that was caused by others? How to navigate the emotional minefield that could trigger any mental explosion. I was not a mind reader or therapist, after all. And the connection we had was still so new. So fragile...

I reached my destination, looked at the keys in my hand, took a deep breath, and entered the building. I was tired from a long day and decided to take the elevator this time rather than the stairs. I turned the key to my door two minutes later and walked in. My submissive waited already, kneeling naked in the hallway. Her head bowed, motionless. I took about three steps, and as I came closer, her legs opened up to display the 'Nadu' slave position. I stopped, and she rose with an elegance I had rarely experienced. She removed my coat, draped it onto a hanger, and placed it on one of the hooks on the wall. Below that area, I noticed that she had prepared a towel, folded perfectly to one-third of its full size so that eventual rainwater would not drip on the floor but rather get soaked up by the towel. In one quick sweep, she stood in front of me again. "Welcome home, Master!" she said, returning to her knees. Again, she lowered her head in immaculate devotion, and her posture was so tense that I could see little ticks in the muscles of her naked torso.

She then proceeded to untie my shoe, but I gently put a hand on her shoulder. "Please, rise!" I said. She did as she was told. I softly pushed her chin up so that our eyes were leveled. "I told you before, I am your Dominant, not your Master! And you are a slave no longer...". I smiled. "And I don't want you to lower your head. You may serve me, but I want you to be on my level. Never beneath me. And it's okay. You are new here. We will take things slowly, and go from there.", I said in a calm tone. She straightened her posture, looked me directly in the eyes, and whispered, "Forgive me, Sir! i... i am just nervous, that's all. For a moment, i reverted to my former etiquette. But if You allow me to say this, Sir... i am looking forward to being trained to Your specifications.". Carefully, I touched her cheek, and she was, even briefly, twitching under the touch as if she expected punishment or any forceful corrective action. She relaxed shortly after, knelt before me, and removed my shoes. My thoughts began to wander. Quickly, she proceeded to open my pants. For a moment, I enjoyed the tender touch and closed my eyes. Within seconds I felt her mouth closing around my penis, and I got hard immediately. I moaned softly but then came to my senses. I snapped with my fingers, and she stopped. I closed my pants, ignored my erection, and reached out while offering her a hand. I helped her to stand up. She looked at me in disbelief and asked insecurely: "Don't You want me to pleasure You, Sir?". "Not now." I whispered, followed by her declaration: "Yes, Sir. Please let me know when You wish to use my services. Say the word, and my body is all Yours. I want You to feel good.".

"Follow me!" I told her and walked into the living room. I sat down on my comfortable leather chair, and my new submissive immediately served a drink. I gladly accepted. The moment I held the glass in my hand, she entered a footstool position so I could put my legs on her back. I noticed her smile as I made use of her offer. Slowly, I sipped on my drink, a 12-year-old single malt Scotch, and lit a cigarette. I blew smoke rings into the air for the next few minutes to watch them wander across the room like ghosts in a graveyard. After I had smoked my cigarette, I let her stand up again. Immediately, she took the glass back into the kitchen, where I followed her.

Instantly she noticed my presence in the kitchen. When I walked behind her, her posture changed again. She pushed out her cute little bum, just a tiny bit, to signal that she was ready for the taking whenever I so desired. Instead of accepting the offer, I just gently caressed her back. Once again, there was this tiny twitch the moment my hand made contact with her bruised and scarred skin. 'Her past must trouble her a lot.', I thought to myself... It wasn't that I didn't want her. Her body was beautiful, her breasts magnificent, with small nipple rings on each side, and her entire figure would probably be most men's wet dream. And under normal circumstances, I would not have hesitated to make use of my submissive as I saw fit. But in this case, I wanted to proceed cautiously to avoid stumbling upon one of her triggers. Triggers she most likely wasn't even aware of yet.

The one time we slept with each other on the day I agreed to be with her in a dynamic, all was fine. But that was pretty much vanilla sex. Her reactions were similar to those of most women I had been with. Nothing out of the ordinary. The behaviors she displayed here felt more like training she got from Masters she had previously served. I wanted to take things languid with her. Thus far, I gave her the basic rundown when she started in my service. I taught her the way I liked certain things done, some basics only, so she could ease into this new dynamic. And, of course, after only a few weeks, I didn't even dream about training her to a full extent yet. First, I wanted to get to know her. And know her well at that.

We went back into the living room. I sat down while she knelt before me, and we resumed our conversation. I asked her if she wanted certain things, thus behaving the way she did, or if she only did it because she felt obligated to impress with her performance. Many habits were simply a result of previous training. But she also told me that she wanted to be touched and that she expected me to claim her whenever I desired without hesitation. After a lovely evening together, I brought her to bed in the room I had cleared out for her. I wanted her to have a private space to unwind whenever her service was not required. First, I watched her fall asleep and then walked out of her room to take care of a few things I wanted done before I also retired for the night. My efforts only amounted to very little, though. Constantly, my thoughts drifted back to her. Her mannerisms, how she moved, how she behaved when she served, how blindly she obeyed, and how scared she must have felt during the past year or so. She wanted me to claim her if I had the urge to do so? Well, after thinking about her all the time, I undoubtedly was aroused.

With the reassuring talk still lingering in my head, I decided to take it a step further and put her assurances to the test. So I went back into my submissive's room. I looked at her, sleeping safely and soundly and very carefully, I also got on the bed. She laid on her tummy, and I looked at her beautiful backside. For as long as I could think of, I was aroused by female butts. And hers was just there in front of me. I wanted it, and she gave me complete consent several times. 'Yes, this will happen now.', I thought. Softly, I started to kiss her, beginning from the back of her knee, slowly moving upwards to her bum, and at that moment, I noticed that she had woken up. She tensed up for a few seconds, but once she realized that it was me, her Dominant, I felt her relax into the "treatment". After I covered both sides with kisses and some playful tongue teasing, I commanded her: "Kneel on the bed!". She followed the instructions without hesitation, and with a fervor of delight and anticipation, she purred: "Oh... Yes... Sir! my Dominant finally came to claim me!". I continued kissing her entire back just to slowly arrive at her right shoulder, from where I moved into the side of her neck. I grabbed her breasts from behind and softly massaged them. Once there, I held on to and squeezed her nipples, yet careful of her piercings, and greedily kneaded her perfect breasts a little harder. Each time I applied a little more pressure, her moaning became more substantial. She was into what I did with her. Good.

I pressed her close to me, so that my chest and stomach covered her shoulders and entire back. After I discovered every inch of her upper back, shoulders, neck, and ears with my lips, I pushed her upper body down with a little more force this time. There it was. The Dominant in me awoke. I wanted to check in with her, but I saw she had already spread her labia apart, inviting me in. The beautiful pink area was my target, and I didn't want to wait for a second longer anymore. Slowly I entered her vagina from behind, just with the tip of my cock at first, and paid close attention to her reactions. "Yes, that's my good girl! I will spank your ass now. Let me know if it's getting too much for you, and I will stop.", I moaned after the initial invasion of her body, already taken over by a primal lust I had oppressed for months now. I started with gentle spankings on her butt cheeks, and her moans got louder as I pushed in deeper. We both tumbled into a beautiful rhythm as if the world stopped existing around us. I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her upper body closer to me. With one arm wrapped around her chest, I began to whisper dirty little secrets into her ear: "You are such a good girl. Your pussy pleases me. But today I want more. I want to feel all of you, sub!".

Then I hummed just one little command into her ear: "Anal!" She immediately bent forward and pulled her butt cheeks apart so that I had it easy to lube her up. "Don't be gentle.", she begged, "i really want this! Take my ass and fuck me as deep and as hard as You want, Sir!". She drove me wild, and I pushed in all the way. Not very fast, but yet firm. She released a little scream, which, just after a few seconds, transcended into a primal roar, and I gently began to move while her sphincter held on to me unapologetically. I recalled her words and began to move harder and faster. While I was thrusting my penis hard into her, I grabbed two of the belts next to the bed. One belt, I wrapped around her just above her breasts and right below her armpits and closed it at the back. I wrapped the other one around her waist. I reached for the T-shirt I had just torn off myself and ran it through both insides of the belts. Now, I had complete control over her body movements via this makeshift handle. I could pull her closer or push her away as needed. My right hand delivered constant spankings left and right, and her bubble butt was starting to glow in a progressively darker, intense red. Quickly, I looked around me and noticed the resistance band at the end of the bed I had hung up on the bedpost after one of my latest workouts. Usually, when I didn't exercise with it, it was used as a spanking or punishment tool, but now I wrapped it around her waist, ran it all the way behind my back, and as I came from the back, I ran it through its loop at the side with one end, so that I was able to hold on to it with just one hand, securing both of our bodies firmly. 

I grabbed the T-shirt again to grip her upper torso, and by holding on to the resistance band, I could also control her lower body to the full extent. Each time I thrust forward, the band pulled her back right onto my dripping greedy cock. I stopped momentarily in complete silence, and then I heard it...

BLOP... BLOP... BLOP...

Her pussy was constantly dripping onto the sheets like in a never-ending stream of pleasure. "Damn, you are wet!", I commented, grinned, and loosened my grip on the shirt, pulled it away but left the belts attached, and wrapped the soft fabric around her neck. I carefully pulled backward and made sure that I didn't apply any pressure to the front of her neck. Choking was not the goal here. Just Domination. Her body had no choice but to follow the movement, and while I was still holding on to the resistance band, the rubber just did its thing. Stretch, bounce, stretch, bounce... I noticed how she was breathing faster at that point. Her entire body started shivering, and I was able to look down from an eagle-eye position, seeing little sweat pearls making their way from the top of her breasts and running toward the firmly standing nipples and dripping off the rings onto the mattress.

Suddenly she was not able to hold back anymore, and she screamed in unimaginable pleasure. "i'm cumming, Sir! i am cumming so hard; please don't stop!". I had no intention to. I waited for that moment like a predator stalking its prey. The moment I felt her orgasm, I moved as fast as I could. I pounded her so hard that we both didn't know if it was day or night anymore. Somewhere in the distance, a neighbor hammered against the ceiling, but it seemed like that happened in a different dimension. How many minutes did we dance this dance? I do not know. But I felt my orgasm building up in me. I was getting there. Slowly but steadily. I did not slow down until I crossed the point of no return, and with the sudden heat wave, I felt my orgasm approaching rapidly. In my head, I could have started a countdown. 5. 4. 3. Oh my god! 2. 1. Brace for impact... and ready for takeoff! I exploded inside her and felt my cum shooting into her butthole as I stopped moving to feel it all. Halfway through, I pulled out and pushed my stiff prick into her yearning pussy again, shooting the second half of my load into her soaked wonderland... That silky-tight space we started our journey out with. 

During this double-creampie, I was out of my senses as she roared out loudly: "Fuck, Sir! Yes, fuck me, oh my god, ahh!". The last screams were muffled as she pressed her entire face into the pillow in front of her. I couldn't pay attention to anything around me anymore for a while, and as I somewhat came to again, I saw that she had her face buried in the pillow, grabbed the sheets left and right, and was clinging to them so hard, that her knuckles had turned pale and nearly white. Even through the pillow, I heard her screams and noticed how my submissive breathed heavily. One could see the torso rise up and down as it moved like in an exercise. But it wasn't. She just experienced an anal orgasm that was immediately taken over by a vaginal one for the first time. Never having felt that particular sensation before, she was utterly overwhelmed. We both fell over sideways after we recovered from our joined orgasm, the rubber band still attached to both of us, until I finally was able to let go of it.

She still panted uncontrollably when I wiped the sweat off her forehead. Within a few seconds, her breath rate normalized again. The smile on her face appeared as if somebody had forced her to hold that expression and not let go. I quickly jumped up and got a towel, wiped some of the sweat off my chest, or at least I attempted to, and then I held her... We both were drenched in sweat, so none of us minded the other's wetness. It must have been about 20 minutes later when she turned her head and looked at me. With a rasp in her voice, she started speaking... "Sir, with You, it's the very first time somebody cared about my own needs during sex. You just read me like a book. How is that even possible? i don't know what to say. i don't know how to react because this is all new to me." She paused to recollect her thoughts, and then continued: "All i can say now is thank You for not being like the others.".

"Welcome to your new life, sub!" I replied and placed a soft kiss on her velvety lips.
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Chapter 2 - A Tender Wrapping
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About two and a half months had passed since I took on my new submissive, and things started to become relaxed and routine. In a good way. I was rushing to her bedside every other night after hearing her screaming or whimpering through one of her dreadful nightmares. Luckily, occurrences like these happened only roughly once a week by now. Because she found herself in a loving and caring environment, her nightmares were slowly becoming something of the past. 

I opened my eyes and it took me a while to turn my wrist to look at my watch to check the time. 5:14 in the morning. I rubbed my eyes with both palms and released a soft yawn. It was shortly after, that I became aware of movement next to my bed. My submissive knelt in the waiting position, although she still sat back on her heels for better comfort. "Good morning.", I rasped softly, but I noticed how much deeper my voice had become after I had slept. The moment my submissive heard my voice, she pushed herself up to reach proper posture, and greeted me: "Good morning, Mas...". She stopped for a brief second and corrected herself, "Sir!".

I smiled, but because it was still quite dark in the room, I doubted that she saw it. I wondered: "Why are you not in your bed and are kneeling here next to mine? I don't recall having given such an order yesterday.". She looked down for a moment, and all I could see was her dark hair, which, in this lighting, resembled more of a pitch black. Once again, she corrected herself, looked up at me, and responded calmly: "You did not, Sir. i just wanted to be close to You.". She paused for a moment. "It comforts me after... the dreams, Sir. Please don't be mad at me.", she confessed.

I shook my head. "At ease!", I commanded and reached for my next words: "You know, you have many freedoms here, and you are allowed to do as you wish unless I say otherwise and give you proper instructions, right?". It seemed as if she was processing what I had said and replied with the words I always loved to hear out of her mouth the most: "Yes, Sir!".

I rolled 180 degrees to my left and came to lay on my stomach. "Join me, sub!", I mumbled half into the pillow while patting the now-empty space on the bed right next to me. Instead of just crawling onto the bed from her kneeling position, she rose with remarkable grace and stood to her full height. Carefully she pushed one knee onto the mattress. The other knee followed. Now she knelt on the bed and rested her hands in her lap, and I couldn't help but grin into the pillow. With a soft sigh, I turned some more until I came to rest on my right side. "Not like that.", I said. I lifted my blanket and held it up for a while until she understood the implication. Then she snuggled up to me, as I lowered the blanket onto both of us.

According to our initial negotiations, my submissive's attire was decided. With a body like that? Nothing pleased my deviant eyes more than seeing her in the nude at all times, and she had no objections to that. The only exception was when strangers were present. In this case, she requested to cover herself up, which I found reasonable. We came to the agreement, that the nudity rule would only apply in private, and as long as our guests were also in the lifestyle and close friends with me. Many times a day I had to stop myself from gazing at her curves, or else I would feel the need to ravish my submissive without warning constantly. Her body was just that beautiful to me. Removing her clothing took her less than 30 seconds when she entered my home. It often appeared as if she was fulfilling my desires faster than my words could form.

To be prepared for all eventualities, I bought her a black robe and placed it next to the exit of the apartment. My instructions for her were to put it on the moment someone was at the door, so she wouldn't have to expose herself to others if she answered the door. One more exception to the new norm was a set of 7 black panties I permitted her to wear when she was on her period. They were made of soft cotton and had small flames printed around the leg openings, as well as coming up the crotch. When I let her open the parcel and she saw them for the first time, she let out a happy screech and jumped at me, until she was basically hanging from my neck. Amused and in laughter I needed to stabilize us both with the assistance of my arms to maintain balance. She obviously loved the design. Because of the flame design, I now was able to spout heat-related puns if I felt like doing so.

Currently, she was naked though, and as she pressed her body against me under the blanket, I couldn't help but shudder a little. Her skin was so cold, especially compared with mine, which was radiating off warmth during my sleep. I only wore my boxers, so most of her icy skin had contact with mine now, but I endured. She rested her head on my chest and we held each other for at least half an hour without movement or speaking a word. Her body warmed up quickly. My submissive must have dozed off in my arms, and as if led by an inaudible command, she gently started running her fingers through my chest hair. Carefully I placed a kiss atop her head. That was the only part of her that was still visible. 3/4 of her head was covered by the blanket as if she wanted to hide away from the world. As I thought about it more, this comparison, in a way, seemed actually highly accurate. The young woman was hiding from something because ever since she had moved in with me, she never wanted to go anywhere by herself. Sure, she went out to shop for groceries or other things I had asked of her. But she never requested time off to meet friends or family. Not even once.

When I decided, that jumping to conclusions too early would do neither of us any good, I brushed off these thoughts. I must also have fallen asleep after a while because suddenly I experienced an incredibly vivid dream. One of the wet kind, mind you. It might be of very little surprise, that my submissive was a part of it. When we indulged in lovemaking in my dreamland, it felt incredibly realistic. More so than my other dreams. Who am I kidding? My penis was burning with desire and, frankly, I was so hard, that I probably could have penetrated a rock until it shattered. 

While I heard her soft and silent moans, I began to drift out of my sleep and back into the real world. But the sensation down there did not stop. It dawned on me, and I opened my eyes to confirm my suspicion. What I saw, was far from a dream, even though one could still use that description loosely. My submissive was on top of me, with her legs spread wide. By now, daylight fell into the window, and I could see clearly. Only her feet touched the bed, and our bodies were solely connected via our genital regions. She stopped lowering down just about half an inch before her thighs or buttocks would touch my legs or hips. If I tried to compare it to something, I would even go as far as to say that she was hovering over me, and the tip of my cock felt the brunt of it. It looked artistic, to say the least. Undoubtedly, it was an incredible experience to feel a woman's body this way. We were so close, and yet so far apart.

"Welcome back, Sir!", she grinned. I needed a moment to process and I closed my eyes once more just to keep feeling what was going on. But she halted her movements. Gazing up at her again I uttered weakly, yet aroused: "What are you doing, sub? Did I miss my birthday?". She pushed me completely inside her as she lowered herself down all the way this time. "i... i am serving You to make Your start into the day the best i can. You see, i woke up and You were hard. I didn't dare to wake You, but i was also horny. And besides, no rule states not to fuck my Dominant when He is asleep, so... i know, this is bad etiquette, but may i have permission to continue, Sir? ". 

I almost laughed and at this point, I was so aroused, that I would have taken her myself if she hadn't already done that. "You may! But make it... worth... my while. Since you didn't bother to ask permission, I now want to see your... creativity. So yes, sub. Fuck your Sir good. How you do that... is up to... you now.", I moaned toward her as I lifted my pelvis slightly in between, just so I could push in a tiny bit deeper. My submissive resumed her efforts obediently. This time, her body gently slapped against mine and she began to bounce on me faster, until she was shaking softly throughout her entire body. "i'm cumming, Sir!", she declared. That was today's first cum report. It was one of the protocols I gave her via email after we first had sex. I wanted to be informed of every single orgasm my submissive experienced, no matter how big, small, or intense it was. She drew in a sharp breath, closed her eyes, and released it slowly but steadily. Then she smiled in satisfaction. "Thank You, Sir! You are amazing.", she whispered and winked at me.

"Hey, I didn't do anything. That was all you. But I'm glad I could help a damsel in distress.". With a wide grin on my lips, I followed my words up with a 'Good girl!'-praise. She giggled, as she always did when something I said lightened the mood. But she was not finished with me just yet, so she got back into the position she was in as I opened my eyes just a few moments ago, and let my penis slide out of her vagina. I pouted jokingly but waited for what was to come next. Then she offered: "i believe now it is Your turn, Sir!". She reached for the lube right next to her, which had been out of my view until now. My submissive had the entire scene already planned out, and rubbed it on herself. When she grabbed my still-hard member before inserting it again, she gave it a twirl with her hand and applied some lube to me as well. She stopped for a moment and waited until my eyes met hers. "May i provide You with Your favorite view, Sir? Let's see how You enjoy the other one!", my submissive asked with a mischievous smirk. Instantly she drew the focus back to the action, and I observed each of her moves meticulously. Slightly leaning back, a warm drop fell on the lower part of my belly. I couldn't even tell whose of our juices this was. But I knew the source!

My eyes wandered down, which she took as her signal because her legs spread even wider apart and she pushed my cock into her ass. She did it so slowly, that I felt every inch that got swallowed up by her tight anus. The only thing I was capable of, was to moan in delightful pleasure, and it didn't take long for me to orgasm. Just before I came, I reached out toward her and pulled her down on me. One more gentle thrust and I came. Since we both didn't move at all, I clearly felt how my penis tried to pump its entire load into her. She was so tight, that I felt that I couldn't empty myself into her completely, even though she tried to assist me by relaxing and tensing her sphincter muscles. She literally tried to milk me dry. As I mentioned before. It had been over two months since we were together. And in this time we became very comfortable with each other. We picked up what each of us liked and what ground our gears the most.

"Your Sir did cum, sub!", I notified her, just to make her laugh due to me turning the protocol on its head. Slowly she got off me, and once I slid out, the rest of my ejaculate was released, which she hungrily caught with her lips. After she had robbed me of even the last drop, she looked up at me, and said, still laughing: "Indeed, my Sir Did cum! Thank You very much for flying with 'submissive airways' today. We hope You had a wonderful trip and will cum and use our services again soon. We're open 24/7.". She cracked up completely. To some, this might sound silly, and she made herself laugh even more by saying it like that, but not to me. Mesmerized was the word that described my
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