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Dana was scared. She had found Bill on
a website which catered to her kinky desire, but until now she had
never been brave enough to explore it, and presently worried that
she should have kept it in her imagination. She knew she wanted to
give herself over to a lover that would claim her in no uncertain
manner, and use her in ways she would never be able to choose for
herself, but as tantalizing as the idea was, it still filled her
with fear. Admittedly the fear was, at least in part, the
attraction which dampened her silk panties.

She could feel it when he walked into
the bar where they planned to meet, and she found her eyes drawn to
him immediately. He walked in with such confidence and strode
almost directly to her table, which she had purposefully chosen to
visible from the entrance.

“Good evening my pet” he
said, sitting down without a moment’s hesitation. His deep baritone
and dashing good looks alone would have turned her on enough to bed
this man, but his brash confidence was even more
titillating.

“Good evening” she said
quickly adding “Sir” when she realized that she had nearly
committed a faux pax on their very first in person
meeting.

Motioning for a waitress, Bill looked
deeply into her eyes. The intensity of his gaze made her look down
quickly, and she could feel his animal instincts testing her, as
though he were a lion determining if the lioness was ready to mate.
Quickly ordering a scotch for himself and another for her, he
addressed her not even waiting for the waitress to be out of
earshot.

“So, you’ve never submitted
to a man before?” he asked, though she had already told him as
much.

“No…no Sir” she said,
embarrassed by her stuttering reply.

He paused only a moment before
continuing. “I know we have discussed this online, but I need to
hear some things from you in person” he said. “First, do you wish
to become my slave?”

Dana had never considered that he might
be so forward but thought perhaps that was just her naivety. “Yes
Sir” she replied, happy that her voice was less timid but even so
she couldn’t manage to look up at him.

“You are not sure what your
limits are, but you have a safe word?” he asked just as the
waitress set down the drinks.

She looked up at the waitress, blushing
furiously, but managed to say, “Yes Sir, my safe word is
Noodles.”

The waitress was wearing a huge grin,
and from the corner of her eye she could tell that Bill was
admiring the sexy young server as though assessing her reaction to
the conversation but clearly unconcerned by sharing it in front of
her. As she sat down the drinks Bill handed her a twenty, touching
her hand as he did so in what was clearly an openly flirtatious
manner. “Keep the change” he said in a soft drawl that made Dana
wish for just a moment that she were the waitress.

In a coy tone the waitress replied
“Thank you Sir, Anything you need you just ask for
Kerri.”

“I will, I will indeed” Bill
replied, watching the departing backside of the young vixen as she
returned to the bar. “Did that bother you?” he asked without
looking away from the firm buttocks which seemed to be swaying far
more than was necessary to walk.

Dana thought for just a moment. “I…no,
I suppose not Sir” she replied, unsure if she should even have
feelings about it.

For a half hour they sat sipping on
their drinks while Bill ran back through their conversations,
clearly desiring that Dana affirm in person that indeed she wanted
to try this. Finally, Bill got up and extended his hand, which Dana
took. As he led her from the bar, she felt as if every eye in the
place was fixed on her, and she tried not to look around, but as
they passed the lovely “Kerri” tending to another table of patrons,
the young tart smiled and said “You have a lovely night
Sir”.

Moments later they were out the door
and into his car. Dana didn’t know much about cars, but from the
looks alone she could tell this was an expensive foreign sports
car, and the thrum of the engine seemed to match the internal
vibrations of anxiety and excitement that she was feeling. She
would later hardly remember the short drive to his home, but she
would always remember the hum that seemed to set her already
excited loins aquiver.

His home was impressively well kept,
and very spartan. As she looked around at the room he walked over
to the bar, filling them both a glass of amber liquor from a
crystal decanter as he spoke softly. “You will now remove your
clothing” he said, as though mentioning the weather in
passing.

Dana hesitated, feeling insecure about
stripping in front of him, until he glanced over and sternly said
“NOW!”

The forceful order cut through the fog
in her mind and she quickly began to undress. As she stepped out of
her dress, and hung it over the back of a chair, he watched her
intently, and she blushed with shame unlike anything she could
remember since her very first time some years ago. The expression
he wore gave her no indication of what he was thinking but his
focus was intense. Slipping off her bra and panties, she moved to
remove the heels she was wearing, but he stopped her.

“Leave the shoes on” he said
as he approached her. He took her in his arms and pressed himself
against her. She could feel the large bulge of his cock as it
pressed against her bare pubic mound. For a moment she thought he
might kiss her, but instead he drew his hands to her hips and
turned her to face away from him. Pulling her hair back from her
neck he leaned down and she could feel the heat of his breath
touching her neck and it made the thrumming in her loins more
intense. She had never wanted a man to fuck her so badly. She felt
his lips touch her neck, just behind and below her ear and she
shivered. A moment later, she felt as his teeth dug in painfully,
and to her surprise, she reflexively arched her back and drove her
buttocks against him with a groan.

“You are such a naughty
little slut” he whispered before biting her again as his hands
wrapped around her legs and stroked her sex with the flat of the
palm.

The word was one she normally
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