A Life for Mystee

She was tired as she put her things away. There was a pleasant glow humming in her generated by the memory of the session she had just returned from. Kyle was always an enjoyable diversion. It was plain to see the adoration in his eyes as he knelt at her feet awaiting her pleasure. And he had such a nice cock. Not large, necessarily,… but clean and smooth. She wasn't sure what that meant,… but that was always the way she thought of his organ.

She enjoyed her time with kyle. He liked to have his genitals bound and tonight she had done so and then put a leash on his "cock collar" to lead him around the room with. She had giggled while she did this and kyle had gotten his feelings hurt. As she pulled him to her to comfort him (men had such fragile egos) she could sense his quickening desire. He had already been hard from the binding of his cock & testicles, but being this close to his Mistress, being in Her arms as She cooed to him always drove him insane.

Much later, as she finally mounted him, she could feel the urgency of his lust for her. Reaching down she pinched his nipple hard and reprimanded him. 

"I think you are enjoying this too much, deary. I wouldn't like it if you came too quickly."

She sat astride him for a moment to allow him to compose himself, but she could feel no lessening in the granite stiffness of his erection. He throbbed inside her like a hungry monster. 

Mystee enjoyed this feeling. It was laced with implications of her Power, her control of the situation,… her control of him! She raked her fingernails along his chest while making sure that she allowed him no friction to the pulsing member buried so deep within her. As she did so, she could feel him actually twitching within her. Praise to the Mother, what a glorious sensation of passion her Domination aroused in her. Sometimes it felt like she might actually spill over with the heady abandonment of her Power. He was fucking twitching to cum inside her! How simply delicious! The drunken splendor caused by his submission, her Power and control of the situation created a sensual heat in her that threatened to overcome her. She felt that if she ever obtained that orgasm she might not survive it.

Take me there, My sweet boy, take your Mistress to Her release. Set your Mistress free! 

Free?!? What is that supposed to mean?

Nevermind! It doesn't matter, right now. Just relax and enjoy the sensations.
Slowly, very, very slowly she began to rise off of him. And just as she felt the head of his penis reaching the outer muscles of her vaginal opening she heard a moan escape his lips and again felt is cock twitch inside her. His excited response almost caused him to fall out of her.

"Relax, My boy", she cooed to him.

"Don't spoil it by getting in a hurry.", she said to him as she bent over him to whisper into his ear. "Give yourself to Me."

And so saying, with her hot breath in his ear, she rose full up and dropped heavily onto him driving his hard prick deep into her wetness. She could feel her ass slam against the binds on his testes, as the cock collar ground delightfully against her outer lips. His utterance was louder this time, his passion forcing a groan from him, "Ugghh!" Looking down on him with a devilish smile she again began the slow rise off of his manhood.

"Oh Mistress, please!" he begged as she again reached the extent to which she could go without him actually coming out of her.

Again she dropped onto him, and this time ground herself wantonly onto him, trying to rub her clitoris against his collar.

"MMMmmgh!" This time it was her moans she heard,… mingled with his own. Leaning forward she lay against him, her sensitive nipples pressed hard against his chest. She wrapped her arms around him raising him to her, holding him tightly as she felt her passion building within her. She continued to hold him inside as her pelvis danced savagely on the base of his cock forcing it to circle and throb within her.

He eagerly returned her embrace, holding her body close to his, hugging her to him. His hands began to explore. He kept one arm wrapped tightly around her but with the other hand he caressed her back and shoulders. Then he slid his hands down her slender torso, marveling at the curve of her waist. Wrapping the other arm around her waist, afraid she might move away from his embrace, he let his free hand roam up her side to feel the swell of her breast mashed against his chest.

"Oh, Yes Mistress! I am yours! Use me Mistress! Oh god that is so good!", he panted through his labored breath. He reached down to caress her ass cheeks, and finally unable to control his actions he began to mash and knead at them.

Mystee felt the rising of her own passion begin and knew she would cum soon. His initial embrace, which began as urgently passionate, though comforting, had become a ravenous mauling of her body. His sexual need of her excited and empowered her, driving her sensual desire into passion.

As his hands pawed at her ass she could feel her wetness begin to ooze from her loins, smearing her thighs and his cock with her musky lubrication as his unbridled mauling forced her vaginal lips open wider allowing her rythmic grinding to force him deeper still into her. Her hardened nipples, crushed against his chest, mashed there by the force of his embrace, were sliding upon their sweat soaked bodies, generating an achy tingling, which seemed to electrify the volcanic heat developing in her clitoris.

Her feeling of Power together with the physical sensation of the hot, savage fucking she was getting (No wait!  I'm  fucking him) herded her desire into a cage of abandonment and lust. His groping of her ass became a gripping as he pulled her first away from him, then drove himself hard back into her forcing her down onto his pumping cock.
Oh yeah! Fuck me, you stud.

But  I'm  in control! I'm riding him! He's not my stud,… this is My boy!

Kyle's tight grip on her ass, his pounding of her had forced her to rise off of his chest. She supported herself on her arms and continued to ride his meat meeting his thrusts with her own. "Aaaauuuhh! Uuuhhh", she cried each time he withdrew and then stabbed into her. Each penetration was like a hot knife of pleasure cutting into her. The muscles of her wet inner canal were tightening around him trying to hold his granite tool inside her even as she pumped her ass up and down off of him.

Give it to me! Give it to me good! Fill me up! Take me!

But  I'm  taking him, dammit! I'm in control here! I'm not some tramp on the street!

But it feels so good! His meat is so hard and pounding so good! Ooohhhh, fuck me good! Fuck me hard. Just fuck ME!

But this is My scene. Oh no,… not again. Here I am getting good sex and I'm arguing with myself.

Kyle let go of her ass and reached up to grab her breasts. He cupped them and squeezed them, smashing and pulling,….

Oh shit his prick is so hot! Grab my ass and give it to me! Pound me with that monster. Grab my ass and make me love it!

Stop this! I don't want to be taken!

He began to twist and pinch her nipples sending currents to her loins. Sitting up on the bed he planted his hot mouth on her breast and sucked hard, nibbling and biting. Sucking and fucking. Mystee's contractions began in earnest. Her orgasm started to build uncontrollibly.

That's IT! Forget grabbing my ass. Do that! Have my tits,… play with them! Suck harder you fucking MAN! Suck on my TITS!

Kyle's hands slid down to her waist, holding her hips he grunted as he lay back and drove her onto his prick harder, forcing himself deeper into her,… faster and harder as his cock grew even more inside her.

But he's hurting me. I didn't say he could do this. Stop.

No,… don't stop! Don't ever stop! Do me! Just like that, DO ME! Make me your whore! Make me your fuck slut!

But he's hurting ME-E-e-e! Don't you care? Somebody stop this! He's Raping ME!

Who cares?!? It feels so good. I'm cumming! I'm getting fucked by a man! His prick is in me and I love it! I love his prick. I'm CUMMING!

And with that they both came together, his hot semen shooting into her own orgasmic contractions, which suckled and pulled at his throbbing manhood buried impossibly deep inside of her.

They came together and then collapsed on each other. Afterwards as they lay in each other's arms returning slowly to the world around them, Mystee fought to remember,… to understand the conflict she had felt.

###################################################

Mystee took off the leather tunic she had worn to her session with kyle and hung it in the hall closet. She removed her red silk sleeveless blouse and set it in the hamper to go to the dry cleaners. She hung her leather skirt beside the tunic and went upstairs.

As she entered the bathroom to ready herself for bed, Mystee saw herself in the mirror. She had been told often enough how attractive she was but she had trouble understanding exactly what about her was attractive. She knew she was certainly not ugly, but she believed that attractive meant that there was something extraordinary about you, and she could not see that in herself. 

Mystee liked to dress provocatively and even her underwear showed this. A red silk bra with matching bikini thongs highlighted her diminutive stature and accentuated her feminine curves. Her breasts were smallish, but pert with easily visible nipples, which tended to become erect at the slightest hint of excitement. She had ample hips which made her waist seem smaller than she knew it actually was. All in all she supposed herself a nice enough package,.. but nothing extraordinary.

As she removed her make-up and washed her face her thoughts returned to the earlier session. When had she lost the possibility of having that orgasm? Not that the one she had was at all unsatisfactory, but there was always this nagging feeling afterwards of being conflicted. It seems like every time she comes even close to achieving that orgasm, "the Committee" in her head convenes and starts babbling and she gets distracted. Try as she may she could never quite remember what the Committee argued about. She knew in her gut they were arguing, but was unable to bring up any details. Hell, as hard as she was getting fucked (I was fucking him!) she was lucky to remember her name! But still it was weird, whenever she tried to remember it she would just get this eerie feeling of opposition.

As quietly as she could she creeped into her bedroom and under the covers. While, it was true she did not want to wake the kids, more importantly she just couldn't stand it if she woke her husband. He would start asking if she'd had a nice time, all the while pretending that he did not know where she had really been. The whole situation was revolting. He was so pathetic and she was so ashamed that she had ever allowed him to fall in love with her.

Sleep seldom came to her right away. Tonight was no different. She was bone tired, and sex spent but could not get the Committee to shut down and leave her in peace. She thought again of her sweet little boy. Kyle loved her, too. That was obvious. But he knew he had no claim on her and was just grateful to be her collared submissive. That somehow made him less pathetic to her than her husband who thought he had some right to her affection. If he were any kind of man at all she would gladly give affection to him.

A real Man would know how to win my love. But it seemed all the men she had ever met fell head over heels for her so easily that with no effort (or understanding) on her part she could make them do anything she required. Hell, most of them were just boys looking for a mommy to take care of them! A real Man would know how to take her love, rip it from her like a mask off a young trick-or-treater. But I am no child. Well not rip it from her, but get past her fears. I am NOT afraid! Well,.. not fears exactly,.. just reluctance. Why should I trust men? But a real Man,…

This was the banter keeping her awake. But time and physical exhaustion eventually took it's toll and Mystee began to drift into slumber.

I think I could trust Him.
He will use you and hurt you!

Oh Master,… please don't hurt me,… please be real!
And suddenly she was wide awake again! Dominic! She had not called anybody "Master" for years, but in her semi sleep she had thought of Dominic as already being her Master! She had almost forgotten about Dominic! Bad girl! How could this have happened?

For months Mystee had chatted on-line with Dominic. He seemed to take her to places in her mind (and yes, in her heart) she had always longed to go, but never dared! But with Him it felt safe and sane, and natural! She longed to submit,… to have a "Master",… but,… They'll hurt you and use you! She was supposed to meet with Him tomorrow!

Surprisingly this knowledge comforted her,… although she was excited and anxious at the same time,… it was comforting to think she would at last meet the Man (I bet He is a real,… stop it!) would had entranced her for so many hours these past few months! Sleep came quickly to her, and as she drifted slowly off Mystee was unaware of the phase which slipped so smoothly and comfortably from her lips,.. "Yes Master,…!"

###################################################

The following morning was dreary and overcast. "April showers" had spilled over into May and the sun seemed frightened away by the significance of Mystee's meeting with her potential Dom.

They had agreed to meet in a local Bookstore with a coffee shop in it. He had sent her photos of Himself, but she was still concerned that they might miss each other. She was to be standing in the isle with a copy of Anne Rice's "The Sleeping Beauty". Beyond that she was only told to wait. She had made it clear that she could only meet for an hour or two (which was not completely true), but now she was concerned that she had agreed to come at all. These past months had been so wonderful! Even though it was only cyber,… she had served Him almost completely. She had confided many things to Him, which completely surprised her, but He seemed to accept everything she had told Him with a quiet reservation. She really hoped that meeting with Him did not "bust the bubble".

She arrived at 10:45 am, fifteen minutes ahead of schedule. Being early she browsed the book store's novels looking about for any man who might be Him. Even so, she was surprised when she spotted a man approaching her. It looked like it might be Him. Was he looking at her or past her?

Before she could decide if it was Him (it sure looks like Him!), he was walking past her. But His eyes never left hers and as He arrived behind her He turned and slipped an arm around her waist and pulled her to Him. She jumped and almost screamed but then His voice (she had come to love that voice during their hours on the phone together) was there and though she tensed, she did not resist as he kissed her one time softly on the neck.

"You are supposed to be in the next aisle, My sweet!" he whispered into her ear.

"What time is it? I'm sorry sir, I thought it was early." Damn! She had promised herself she would not call Him that! She didn't even know this man!

Looking around, it seemed that no one was aware of their public embrace. An older woman kneeling on the floor some 20 feet down the aisle was stocking books. She had looked up briefly but was evidently uninterested. Mystee certainly wasn't! Dominic's breath on her ear and snug embrace had caught her off guard, but she enjoyed it. What a tender way to get my attention. Well He had certainly accomplished that!

Dominic reached His other hand up under her blouse to her waist. What is He think He's doing, her mind shouted? But then He used the hand only to turn her around to face Him, whereupon He raised it to her face and stroked her cheek softly. "Let's go sit and have some coffee", he said.

Mystee was alive with conflict! Part of her wanted Him to have done something with lewd that hand. Another part wanted to run. "This is silly", she told herself. "There is just no way I am going to let this stranger manhandle me in a book store!" But she wondered!

###################################################

They talked easily. He was as witty and accepting in person as He was on-line. He seemed nervous too, but every time she would start to sense that she might be incapable of submitting to Him, He would look right into her and say something so directly "to the point" that it seemed as if He had known her for years. In spite of His nervousness, and her determination not to be affected By Him, He really moved her!

Once while He had gone to get more coffee, she began to look around at "the vanillas". She had caught a man staring at her and out of habit had looked right back at Him until he looked away. Seconds later he looked up at her again and she knew instantly that if she walked over to him and commanded him to follow her into a pit of snakes, he would do it! She looked over to Dominic where He stood waiting for the coffee and saw Him as just another one of those! He was just a man, after all. He turned then and smiled at her. And in that second she saw that same goofy grin all men get when they think they might have a chance of "gettin' some".

Suddenly the bubble was busted,… the magic gone. But it really was okay. As her world slid back comfortably into place she knew she would not go any further with this man,… or any other! She was a Dominant Mistress! A Domme of the finest Order! A High Priestess of the Earth Mother! A Pagan Goddess who would bow to no man! She would be pleasant, they could be dear friends but she would not submit to this man. He would be disappointed but they always were! As he walked back to their table she felt almost sorry for him. He probably thought he was so close, the poor dear.

Dominic walked back to the table with His coffee, sat it down and with the same "goofy grin" still on His face leaned over in front of Mystee and asked, "Are you wearing any panties today?"

"Excuse me?" she said.

"You heard Me" he answered, the grin leaving His face like a vague memory. He leaned in closer to her ear "I asked you if you were wearing any panties today" he repeated. He stood back and looked down at her as another smile came to Him. Not at all goofy, this smile was almost sinister.

"Dominic, you're a nice guy and I like you a lot,…"

Dominic turned His back on her cutting her off completely. How rude! He walked away and sat back down at the table in the chair across from her, pulled the chair in closer to the table, looked right at her and said, "I am not going to ask you again." His smile was now replaced by a look of sincere disappointment.

"It is a 'yes' or 'no' question. I do not want to hear anything else from you but 'yes' or 'no'. If you say anything else to Me besides answering what I have asked of you, we are done. If you say anything else,… it should be goodbye."

As she looked back at Him she began to understand that his disappointment was disappointment in her! She was furious! You son-of-a-bitch! She started to tell him "Goodbye, you bastard" but just as she was about to she realized that she was more afraid of Him walking out on her than she was of anything else in the world. And He meant it! She would never see or hear from Him again!

They'll hurt you and use you!
Oh Master,… please don't hurt me,… please be real!

Damn Him!

Lowering her eyes, the defiance fell from her like a stone, "Yes sir." she said, "They're blue."

"Look at Me" He commanded. Although His words were hushed in deference to the public situation, there was no mistaking the reprimand in them. She raised her eyes, which seemed to be about to water. I will not let Him see me cry. Looking back at Him she felt suddenly childlike. Her world swam around her as she realized that right then,… at that very moment, she knew she would do anything this voice, this Man asked of her.

"I want you to go into the rest room and remove them." He said. "It is getting late so you should hurry. Put them in your purse and return. I have one more task for you before we part company today."

She nodded,… then she too smiled as she realized the extent of what He was making her do. He was forcing her to submit! And it felt glorious to be able to! I can do this! She picked up her purse and headed for the rest room. Looking back at Him over her shoulder she realized that it was her now wearing the 'goofy smile',… and it did not bother her a bit!

###################################################

Mystee walked out of the bathroom thinking she could humor Dominic at least long enough to determine if He, too, was going to be a disappointment. She had been looking for a man to dominate her for a while, never really believing she would ever actually find one. Most of them were just wannabes with eager imaginations and more eager libidos. Dominic had made her do things to herself while on-line (most of them seemed to like that cyber stuff), but he never asked her to do anything to Him,… no "talk dirty to Me, you slut" stuff. He seemed more interested in pushing her limits to just beyond what she was willing to do on-line. His calm confident demeanor struck right to the core of her and in spite of her repeated insistence that she was Dominant, He always knew just the right thing to say to coax her submissive desire to the forefront.

When finally He called her, she almost melted into the phone! He had been tormenting her on-line for weeks and one night in particular He had made her wet as hell, but would not call her! She needed to hear His voice,… she could not continue to do the things He was requiring of her while staring blankly into a Computer screen. She needed some connection! He had made her actually beg Him to call her. Every other guy she had met on-line was so hot for phone sex they fell all over themselves dialing the phone! You could hear them putting the furniture they knocked over back in place. She had begun to think that He might be some teenaged prankster,.. but He was so damned good! He knew just how to excite her submissive side's interests, even when she didn't think she had any. By the time she finally typed in the text (Please, Sir,… please call me. I will do anything you say. PLEASE Master!) of her message and hit the Enter key,… she was horrified to see that she had called Him "Master". She began to cry. She felt so alone and empty,… 

"Very good, little girl!" came His reply. "You may call Me. But do not expect Me to Dominate you on the phone,.. we will speak briefly and then you will do as I have already instructed without the need for Me to direct you. I will not have you dictating to Me when and if I decide to call or contact you."

As she pulled the phone off the hook the cord got caught around a cup she had on the nightstand,… it spilled. He did not say anything more than "You may begin." but His voice was so rich and insistent that she did not even try to coax any more out of Him. She began the ritual He had detailed for her, making sure that He could hear the implements she was using. She described for Him in detail all of her actions, hoping to get Him as excited as He had gotten her. And finally, after a full twenty minutes of her bizarre ritualistic masturbation, just as she was afraid she was just pumping herself like some idiot prostitute in a peep show,… His voice came to her again, "Now cum for Me, My sweet,… cum for your Master!"

And she did! Immediately, urgently and surprisingly, waves of contractions began and her orgasm flooded irresistibly upon her like a storm. The voice spoke again, "CUM for Me, My sweet little whore,… show your Master what a slut you are! Beg your Master as you fuck yourself,… and CUM!!!"

Mystee was crying and screaming and cumming and begging and pounding herself,… slapping at her now throbbing clitoris,… and when it was over she was His!

###################################################

As she arrived back to the table she wondered if she was supposed to show Him that she had obeyed. She sat her purse down on the table and slid it across to Him, looking about to see if this appeared to others as odd as it felt to her. But instead of inspecting it's contents He unfolded a piece of paper from a small stack which had appeared in her absence.

"This is a copy of My Drivers License," he said. Then he refolded it and placed it in an envelope with a stamp already on it. He showed her another paper.

"This is the address where you are going." And that went into the envelope. "On your way mail this first envelope to someone you trust. That will be your insurance policy." He then put that envelope with another one and without looking into the purse deposited both of them there.

"This other is a key card" He said, "to a room in the hotel down the street. In that room, on the bed is another envelope with instructions in it. I know you are limited in time today, but before you go home you must retrieve that envelope and follow the instructions contained in it."

"But sir,… I don't have time" she lied.

He continued as if He had not heard her. "The envelope at the hotel has choices for you. You decide which one of the four you have the time and desire to accomplish. You have fifteen minutes from right now."

Mystee just sat and stared at Dominic for a long time. Finally he retrieved the envelopes and stood to go, "Very well,… Then I guess this is good bye,…" He said.

"No wait!" Mystee jumped to her feet and grabbed the envelopes from Him. "I will go," she said.

"Then go now," He answered and sat back down to His coffee.

With one last look Mystee turned and started to leave.

"Aren't you forgetting something?" He asked. 

She stopped and thought for just a minute, then pulled her panties from her purse and laid them onto the table before walking out the door on her way to her new life.

###################################################

At the hotel room, Mystee finished reading the letter. Angrily she threw it onto the bed and headed for the door. "Four choices" she thought to herself. As she reached for the doorknob she saw the sign He had left there for her.

"4)
Walk away clean and say 'Goodbye' forever!" it read.

Mystee's hand began to tremble. She nibbled at her lower lip and began to wonder if she was going to be strong enough to walk away from the most compelling Man she had ever met.

"Of course I can walk away", she thought, "I am a Domme! I am the Mistress! All the pathetic little men she had ever met crawled all over themselves to whimper at her feet! That is their job!"

"Except this One is fa-a-ar from pathetic! He is sweet,.. and romantic,.. and just when you think you have him locked up,… 'Are you wet, My dear?'"

When the phone rang Mystee jumped and grabbed herself, hugging her breasts like a frightened child, which is exactly how she felt.

The second ring brought her back to herself. She remembered Him saying she had fifteen minutes. She walked slowly to the phone trembling as she did. She began to realize that she would not leave,… she could not, and dreaded hearing His voice on the phone. "Please don't mock me, please be kind to me, Master" By the third ring she had her hand on the phone but did not have the strength to lift it. Reaching out to the phone had been such an effort, and all she wanted to do was run,… or hide,… or just curl up into herself "Please don't daddy! Mommy said not to do that any more! PLEASE DADDY!" In wide eyed fright her eyes darted about the room. The chains already attached to the legs of the bed,… the various vibrators, dildos, butt plugs, and clamps laid out neatly on the dresser,… the cords, cuffs, ropes, and blindfolds over on the desk,… next to the bed on the night stand, candles, feathers, a paddle, a flogger, a whip, and a cane. The fourth and final ring and with it came a loud anguished sob from Mystee's throat. But still she lifted the phone.

"I will never harm you" came His voice sweet and reassuring. There was a long pause during which Mystee tried to speak but failed. "You are Mine now", He said at last, bringing another sob from her clenched throat, "and I will care for you forever."

"M-m-mm", was all she could get passed her constricted chest.

"Be ready for Me, when I get there," He said. "You only have another 35 seconds left of your old life." And then He hung up the phone.

Mystee looked down at the collar which lay on the bed. Her tortured mind raced to the note which lay crumpled beside it and her four choices:

1. Stay and refuse to wear the collar, and we will play together,… but I will beat you like the unruly slave you make yourself into! Or,…

2. Stay and wear the collar, but continue to defy Me and hesitate in your submission to Me, and I will fuck you without mercy and use you like the tramp you show yourself to be! Or,…

3. Follow your heart's desire. Place the collar on your neck as a sign of the strength and honor of your submission to Me, and I will never harm you beyond need, and cherish you forever! Or,…

4. Walk away clean and say 'Goodbye' forever!

Finally Mystee was able to pick up the collar with one hand. The other hand would not let go of herself, and so she was left to fumble ineffectually trying to get the collar to her throat.

When Dominick came through the door, He saw what He knew He would see. She was trying desparately to get the collar on,… but with only one hand, it was impossible. He knew she would be willing, but unable to put it on herself this first time,… but even He did not anticipate the sobbing helpless creature standing trembling before Him.

"I can't,… I will, but,… I can't! It wont stay on!" she cried. Then, "Oh M-M-Master,… help me!" She ran to Him, and He was there wrapping His arms around her, holding her, whispering to her. He kissed her hair, her eyes, her face. Then He kissed her mouth and she melted to Him. Slowly tenderly He kissed her, again, and again until her quickened breath sought His mouth and His tongue slid against hers. He licked at her mouth, her lips and finally probing deep to her throat He lifted her in His arms and carried her to the bed.

Setting her down on the floor He took the collar from her and lowered her hands. He placed it on her neck and snapped it easily in place. Then He undressed her. Slowly, never looking away from her He unbuttoned her blouse. She reached her mouth up to kiss Him and He drew away. She was hurt but said nothing,… only moaned as He removed the now unbuttoned blouse and let it fall to the floor. The cool air of the room against her naked flesh embarrassed and excited her. Her sensitive nipples, under her thin silk bra grew tight and hard,… tiny pebbles poking at the world from behind the barely there material. He wrapped strong arms around her waist pulling her to Him as he bent to her breasts with His mouth, bending her back. His left hands slid around to her side then up to her breast and as He cupped and squeezed the soft there His teeth found the taunt nipple of her other.

He then took her face in both of His hands and again kissed her deeply. Her mind reeled with the conflicting emotions. Her body responded shamlessly to His touch, as He trailed His fingers down her tummy to unsnap the skirt she wore. "Ohmygod" she thought, "I'm not wearing any panties!" Then her skirt joined the blouse on the floor.

Dominick's hand smoothed the soft flesh of her abdomen between her hips, then trailed down through her neatly trimmed pubic hair and pressed itself firmly over the mound above her swelling pussy. "oooohhh,…" came her involuntary response. Dominick bent her backwards supporting her with the one arm he still had around her. He kept her pressed tightly to Him as he kissed her hard devouring the soft, sweet honey of her mouth. His forceful passion bruised her lips as His tongue penetrated her mouth again  and again, claiming it as His. His other hand, probing, sought the heat of her now engorged pussy lips and without hesitation He buried His longest finger deeply inside the slick moistness of her private crevice.

Mystee gasped as her weakened knees gave way and she lowered herself onto his hand, spreading herself for Him, reveling in the abandonment she felt. His mouth left hers and moved down her neck leaving her head thrown back and her legs barely holding her. She was His,… completely and without doubt. "oh my Master" she moaned as He dug at her cunt with His finger. Then He began to pump her. Quickly at first,… then furiously until she thought she would explode. But he stopped. His hands reached around to her bare ass and she could feel her own juices both on His hand and oozing from her self.

"Please, Don't stop" she heard a far away child's voice say. "Please"

Dominick lifted her effortlessly off her feet and bundled her to Him. "Sh-h-h!" He said, "Be still My sweet baby,.. I am not done with you yet!" He licked at her neck, and lay her on the bed. His hands began an exploration of her hear naked body. He flimsy bra, garter and nylons did little to impair His access to her. They looked deeply into each other's eyes, until His exploration of her began it's focus on her breasts and her eyes, unable to focus, rolled back and closed. One hand drifted down again,… slowly to her tummy, carressing the soft hairs there. She felt His lips on her navel and purred as her hands reached down to stroke his hair. His head moved down out of her reach and she moaned as he again entered her this time with 2 fingers, just as his tongue found the soft, wetness hiding her clit. Forcefully probing, He parted her with His mouth and licked full on her small, hardened nub.

"Oh NO!" cried Mystee. "Please, no,…"

Her weak protests trailed off as his fingers whirled inside of her, His tongue circled and licked at her. "Oh,… uuuuhh!" Mystee had never let a man taste her there before,… not willingly. Even her slaves whom she trusted and controlled were allowed no more than to hover near her female flesh and delight in it's musky aroma.

Her hands reached down and tried to push Him away, but the result was more of a caress than a push and her moans continued.

She heard herself whimper when His fingers left her trailing ample juices over her thigh as He forced her spread legs even wider allowing His mouth  easy access to the pungent nectar oozing from her opened hole. Mystee's sobs threatened to return as He lapped at the full length of her dripping snatch. "Please,… please don't,… I can't do this,… please?" She whimpered.

Dominick's hands moved up her thigh roughly knead her soft flesh, pulling her wider still. His mouth centered at her throbbing clit, He and sucked it hard against His warm tongue, which flicked and pressed back onto it. Mystee trembled at the lewd display she made as her hips pushed back for Him against her will. Again His fingers penetrated, stabbing deep into her! Mystee's ass was off the bed as she bucked against Him crying and moaning.

"Oh gawd! Oh GAWD!", she moan over and over as her contractions built from deep inside her. "Oh, PLEASE! Oh gawd,… PLEASE!" the beginning of Mystee's orgasm threatened to overwhelm her. And then He was gone!

He sat up on the bed looking her full in the eyes, "What do you want from Me?" He asked.

Tears spilled from her as her hips continued to pump slowly into the empty air. She no longer cared about her widely splayed legs or the lewd manner in which she reacted to Him. She no longer cared that she had been a Domme once so long ago, or that she now wore a collar. Her voice caught, but she did falter or hesitate.

"I want You to take me, Master! I want you fuck my cunt and use me for your pleasure!" she answered proudly. "I want to beg You, my noble Lord,… to accept me, and keep me, and suck my pussy, pul-leeze Master, and shove your hard cock deep into me where I need it,… so-o-o bad!" Her hands sought her cunt where they pressed and rubbed trying to illicit the orgasm which had not been allowed to come. "Please Master! Don't STOP! PLEASE take me!"

And He did take her,… completely and forever. Mystee never went back. She had a new life now.

