
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Deep South - A Southern Girl's Sexual
Awakening - Part 2: Starting A Summer of Slavery by Daniella
Donati

 


 


 


 


The second part in the erotic short-story
series Deep South - A Southern Girl's Sexual
Awakening about dominant/submissive relationships and sexual
exploration.

 


 


 


 


All characters appearing in this work are
fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or to
other works of fiction, is purely coincidental. All sexual acts
depicted are between consenting adults aged eighteen and over.

 


 


The author specifically disclaims any
responsibility for any liability, loss or risk, which is incurred
as a consequence, directly or indirectly, of the use and
application of any of the contents of this book. The author
promotes sexual fantasy and self-pleasure as a healthy, harmless
pursuit and does not condone or encourage promiscuity or debauchery
in any form.

 


 


 


 


Copyright@2014 Daniella Donati at
Smashwords.

All Rights Reserved

 

 


 


 


 


Deep South - A Southern Girl's Sexual
Awakening - Part 2: Starting A Summer of Slavery

 


 


After my initiation weekend with my domme
Jeanne I was driven home in exactly the way I came, wearing an eye
mask so I couldn't know where she lived. It was a weekend where I
had been pushed to my limits sexually, my devotion to her tested to
the max, and I felt mentally and physically exhausted. I'd also had
the most incredible experience and had countless orgasms. As we
drove back in silence, I had no doubt that it had all been worth
it.



She dropped me off at my place and told me she would be in touch.
At that point, I had no idea I had 'passed' the initiation and
whether she would invite me to spend the summer with her husband.
If I had met her requirements as a sub I couldn't imagine how wild
the summer would get. Naturally, I expected her to make me wait for
her decision, it was all part of maintaining power over me, making
me suffer as I hung in suspense.



The days without contact were long and excruciating, My phone
beeped one night and I knew it was her decision in the typically
cold form of a text. My hands shook as I picked it up and I was so
nervous that I kept pressing the wrong buttons. My mind was racing
as I finally read it and struggled to take in the words. I took a
deep breath and read it slowly: 'I've decided you are worthy of
being my sub, at least for this summer. You will spend several
weeks with myself and my husband at our house then you will be
returned and most likely, that will be the last you see of us. I
will contact you in a few days.'



I put the phone down and took a deep breath. I'd passed the
initiation, I was going to be her sub, at least for a little while.
The excitement was indescribable. The next few days were spent in a
daydream as I awaited further contact. It was the summer holidays
now so I had nothing else to fill my time. It was almost like I had
no one to be until she contacted me again. My friends held no
interest for me at that point, their lives seemed frivolous and
tame.



I would dream of her and what her husband would be like, she'd told
me so little about him. I hoped I would find him attractive as it
sounded like we'd be spending a lot of time together. My only worry
was that my Mistress would be even more extreme with me, as her sub
proper, than I could physically handle. It had certainly got very
close to as much as I could endure at times during the
initiation. 



Eventually the phone call came and she told me to pack enough
clothes to last for four weeks and suddenly it felt like a reality.
I did everything she asked to the letter, dressing exactly how she
wanted as always: skin-tight blue dress with crotchless panties and
an open-tip bra, so my nipples poked through the fabric of the
dress. She arrived at my apartment at the exact minute she had
arranged, and I was glad I was ready to go. She handed me the eye
mask as soon as I got in the car and I put it on without a word.
She still didn't trust me with where she lived but that was
understandable.



Just like last time I was aware of our arrival by the sound of the
automatic garage door and my stomach was full of butterflies as she
led me into her house. That was the last of the similarities as I
heard her announce "David, we're back.....it's time you met
Kim....". I knew this must be her husband and within seconds my
Mistress yanked off my eye mask.

 


My Mistress led me into her sizeable lounge
where her husband was looking relaxed on the sofa. He was a very
macho-looking handsome man in his early thirties like my Mistress,
dark haired with stubble. He got up as soon as he saw me enter and
switched off the enormous plasma TV playing baseball in the corner.
"Jeanne has told me a lot about you..." he said with a
smile. I blushed like a schoolgirl, not sure how to act at first.
"All good, I hope!" I replied with a nervous laugh.

 


He nodded slowly with a smile and said in a
sexy deep voice "Oh very much so...am looking forward to
getting to know you better at last....". After the
introductions were done, Jeanne suggested we go eat so we could
discuss what was going to happen. She led us into the kitchen where
her husband made small talk with me at the dining table while she
heated up a casserole.



As we began to eat, my Mistress explained that after the meal I
would go upstairs to my room where I would find my attire for the
evening, to which I nodded naturally. She told me this would be
what I'd be expected to wear around the house unless instructed
otherwise. I was excited and contributed by what I would find laid
on my bed and after dinner I made my way up to my room with my
suitcase from the car.



I'd been imagining all kinds of fetish wear during our meal and was
a little disappointed at first to find only a plain black rubber
dress and a studded dog collar on my bed. I realized this simple
uniform was befitting for a submissive. After I unpacked I climbed
into my extremely tight rubber dress, so tight that I and to use
talc to squeeze myself into it. I slipped on my dog collar and put
my hair back in a bunch as my Mistress has requested. I confess to
a little vanity, admiring how hot I looked in the door-length
mirror.



That feeling was outweighed though by my mounting nervousness,
knowing that for the first time I was about to fully submit to both
my Mistress and her husband. I was placing my trust and safety
entirely in their hands and they would be free to do what they
wanted with me. It was too late for last-minute doubts I told
myself, took a deep breath and made my way across the landing where
I'd been instructed to knock on the door.



"Enter" came the command from my Mistress. I entered a large
square room,  bigger than the finished basement that I'd been
in the first time with just my Mistress. She seemed pleased at my
attire and motioned me inside with an impatient wave of her hand. I
walked in tentatively, my stride restricted by the tightness of my
rubber dress. I was looking forward to having it removed.

 


Her husband was sat on a leather chair at the
far side of the room, another the opposite end nearest the door for
my Mistress. Jeanne left the room suddenly without a word so it was
now just me and him, the atmosphere very intense. I was totally at
the mercy of these two people and it felt more than a little scary.
I felt so vulnerable, he looked like a pretty strong guy....



"Jeanne's just getting changed, she'll be back in a
minute......she said you were attractive, but I wasn't expecting
quite such a stunning girl..." he said in his gravelly voice.
"Glad you think so...." I said, my voice sounding kind of
girly all of a sudden. He had a similar effect on me to Jeanne.
"We're going to have some fun this evening....don't worry, we'll
break you in gently, I know you must be a little nervous...."
he said, and I smiled and nodded, I really was.



Suddenly, my Mistress burst back into the room dressed in a black
PVC dress covered in chains with thigh-high leather boots, with her
hair up wearing dark red lipstick. She looked every part the
dominatrix and hot as hell. "Ok, enough with the introductions,
sit on the chair Kim...." said my Mistress, clearly meaning
business. There was a chair in the middle of the room with straps
attached and I knew what they were for. I walked over obediently
and sat down.



As expected, my Mistress came over and I felt her attached the
tight straps to my arms and legs. It was a turn on for sure, but I
knew that whatever I had in mind I wasn't going anywhere. My heart
was beating hard, but I maintained an outward appearance of
composure or at least tried to. Once I was all strapped up my
Mistress said to her husband "I've tried to teach her how to
deep throat but you may be too big for her....". I gulped as
she said this and knew what was about to happen.


My Mistress took a seat of her own at the edge of the
room and crossed her legs. Her husband then walked forward with a
mischievous smile on his lips. I figured I better suck good
whatever he put in my mouth. He unzipped himself and I got a shock
as he unfurled his huge cock, already hard. It was thick and looked
around 9-10 inches with a large, bulbous head. "Take a lick,
Kim...." he said and I dutifully ran my tongue up the shaft as
he placed it near my mouth.



I then wrapped my mouth round it
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