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I called Alexis up and invited her over
for dinner. She arrived promptly at seven PM. She was dressed in a
clinging blue dress, her legs encased in sheer stockings and her
feet in heels. I greeted her at the door with a light kiss on the
cheek.

Alexis and I have a good friendship,
based on years of knowing each other well. We've never been lovers,
but we've shared slaves many times. Whenever I want to have one of
my female slaves to serve a woman, Alexis is the one.

We moved to the living room where I'd
just opened a bottle of wine. She sat across from me, with her legs
crossed. We chatted about idle topics, the weather, our jobs, etc.
The subject of our last get-together came up. She'd helped me
dominate a slave. Both she and I were well serviced that time. I'd
fucked my slave while Alexis was eaten out by her. The slave had
thoroughly satisfied us both.

I said, "I noticed that you really
seemed to get into it."

"Yes, I just really got into it. She
has a very pleasing tongue."

"I could also see when you stopped
being her dominant and started giving in to the pleasure she was
giving you. It was erotic."

"Mmmm."

"I've suspected that you've a
submissive streak in you. Is that true?"

Her eyes locked with mine. I could see
the conflicting emotions behind her eyes. She's never mentioned
anything even remotely like that to me, and I could see that my
last statement has hit some sort of nail right on the head. I could
also sense her fear, and how much the thought of her being
submissive scared her. I also began to see that the idea was
exciting to her.

"I've never submitted to anyone before,
but the thought has entered my fantasies. Some parts of submission
turn me on, but others either scare me to death or completely turn
me off."

"Such as?" I asked.

"Well, the idea of surrendering to
someone is great. I like the idea of being tied down. I'd like to
be fucked while tied over a chair. But the idea of pain doesn't do
much for me. Maybe a light spanking, but not much heavier than
that."

Her last sentence surprised me. I've
seen her dominate slaves before, and she could be quite cruel and
sadistic. I said as much.

"To tell the truth, one of the things I
really get off on when I'm with a slave is fulfilling their
fantasies. I only give pain to those slaves that want it. With some
of my slaves, I've never even spanked them. I like the idea of
giving a submissive what their fantasies call for. It's exciting to
excite a slave. But I don't really like pain.

"On the other hand, I'd like to feel
like I'm owned, that what I'm doing is for my dominant's pleasure.
I'd like to be a little humiliated, to prove how much I'll do for
either him or her. I find those thoughts arousing."

I glanced over her body and could
detect signs of her arousal. Her nipples were erect, pushing
against the material of her dress. She crossed and uncrossed her
legs a couple of times. Her breathing was quicker. I
spoke.

"Come over here."

She got up from the couch and crossed
over to me. I reached up and pulled her head down to me for a kiss.
She melted against me as I pushed my tongue through my lips and
into her mouth. Her hands came around behind my back and started
pulling our bodies together. Our tongues explored the insides of
each other's mouths.

My hands caressed her back, running the
soft material through my fingers. She kissed me back as
passionately as I'd kissed her. We broke from the kiss and stared
into each other's eyes.

Some invisible wall between us had come
down. "I've wanted you to do that for a long time" she said. I
stood us both up. I started to remove her dress, but she insisted
on doing it for me. She slowly slithered out of her dress to stand
before me in her bra, panties, garter, stockings and heels. I led
her into the dining room. I had her wait there for a minute, and
went to get a couple of things.

When I returned, I put a waist belt on
her, and cuffed her elbows to it. I put ankle and wrist cuffs on
her, then ran a thin chain between the wrist cuffs and the waist
belt. I had her sit in on of the chairs and attached her ankles to
two of the legs.

I went into the kitchen and returned
with the food that I'd prepared, a medium rare steak, baked
potatoes, some broccoli, and another bottle of wine. I poured us
both a glass of wine. I raised the glass to her lips and gave her a
sip of the wine. She fell into her role quite well. I stopped for a
second and thought about how much she trusts me. Even with all of
her fears, she willingly surrendered to me. She knew that she was
safe.

I fed her her dinner as I ate my own.
Most of the time I used my fingers to put morsels into her mouth.
Each bite was accepted as a gift that she was delighted to receive.
She constantly licked my fingers clean, running her tongue between
the digits, and occasionally sucking one or two fingers into her
mouth. Each bite seemed to drive her deeper into her
fantasy.

After dinner, I got up and released her
from the chair. I had her do the dishes while I retired to the
living room. I looked at the crotch of her panties and noticed
further signs of her increasing arousal. The part over her pussy
was very damp. She did the dishes and found me in the living
room.

"Time for dessert, Alexis," I blurted
out. I then stood up and removed my clothes. I went back out to the
kitchen and returned with a bowl of fruit cocktail that I'd made. I
latched her ankle cuffs and connected her wrist cuffs behind her
back. I then laid down on the floor and placed several pieces of
fruit salad on my body. I made sure to put some of the juice on the
parts of my body that didn't have fruit.

"Enjoy your dessert," I
said.

She began at my feet. She licked the
juice from my toes, and ran her tongue over the rest of my sole.
Her tongue slowly worked its way up my body. Every time she came to
a piece of fruit, she opened her mouth a little wider and used her
tongue to lick it into the wet areas behind her teeth. She'd loudly
chew on the fruit and gulp with an obvious pleasure.

As she worked her way towards my now
rock hard dick, she bypassed it. She liquidly licked my chest and
my neck. She paid particular attention to my nipples, spending much
more time than she needed to remove the fruit and juices. By this
time my cock was so
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