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   On most any given day, the skies over the white sandy beaches 


are clear and blue. The warm, tropical gulf waters systematically 


caress them, rippling in with a steady rush, then softly sliding 


back, receeding off the beach edge. Upon almost every beach that 


I've checked out, from early morning to perhaps late in the even-


ing, lay some of the most beautiful female scenery, that anyone 


could visualize. There's an abundance of beautiful faces, hair, T 


and A, legs, feet and toes, laying out in the sun on their beach 


towels, with every inch and curve of their beautiful bodies coated 


with tanning oil and sun block, enhancing an even darker skin tone 


that they like to be seen in.


   Later on, some of them frequent a local lounge that I stop in at, from time to time. Not long ago, I struck up a conversation with a particularly sharp looking lady that I'd seen earlier in the day, basking in the sun on the nearby beach.I couldn't help but notice all of her exceptionally wonderful physical attributes. She was absolutely gorgeous, sitting with a quiet but curious demeanor by herself at a side table for 2. Her seductive attitude, vivacious curves, long brown curly hair, evenly tanned skin, well manicured finger and toenails, and an extremely alluring and sen-


sual smile, immedeately attracted and enticed me to ask, then join her at her table.


   Sitting over a couple of drinks while partially discussing our backgrounds, one paticular thing that I do really got her fired up. After drawing a crude description of a special type of furniture on a napkin, then showing a man positioned atop it, Sandra slid it in front of me, telling me to concentrate on it for a moment. After about a minute or 2, she asked me if I could handle it, then write a detailed account of everything afterwards. The subject matter was being into "The Scene", and if she prefered to be dominant, submissive, or both. After showing me the drawing, then the questions afterwards, Sandra had promptly revealed her true colors, then asked me again. "I've been both ways, mild to somewhat extreme, and enjoy either so long as limits are respect-


ed. It's not just a game, it's an adventure in the ways of love, with enjoyment and safety in mind.", I replied with a soft smile and my kinky mind in HIGH GEAR!


   "But can you handle it?", Sandra asked again, more sternly. "Yes. Either way. How about you?", I replied. "You'll find out later. But for now, I'll call the shots. Understand?" I agreed with gut wrenching anticipation. This unbelievably gorgeous lady had my mind on overload with all sorts of imaginative thoughts flowing in both directions. But then I recognized her actual intention. "If you have any toys or ideas, pack them in a briefcase, then wait for my call. Give me your telephone number, and keep this weekend clear. You might just get lucky." With those stern parting words, Sandra took the number, smiled at me, then left. By this time, my brain was gone and my cock was really heating up.


   The next few days were absolutely mind boggling. All I could think about was Sandra. Her long curly brown hair cascading down the middle of her back. Her deep blue eyes, and sensuous smile. The way that her tight and revealing dress fit every detailed curve of her figure. Her braless LARGE breasts with plump nipples jutting through the thin material, just covering them. Her shapely ass was almost perfect, atop a pair of slightly long legs. Her beautiful ankles, feet, and toes were beautifully accepted by a pair of straped highheel sandals, both demanding to be kissed and worshiped by anyone admiring them. Man! She had definitely drawn me under her spell, and that I knew that I would always be at her beck and call. So I made sure that whatever I could pack into that briefcase, was there and cleared my schedule from Friday through Tuesday. (I love long weekends!) 


   Friday had finally come, and it had to be one of the longest days that I've ever had to wait through, until the phone rang. With 3 days of alluring dreams and cum soaked anticipation, I picked it up and answered. It was 4:30PM. Sandra's mystical voice had immediately cast its' spell once again. "Don't speak- just listen. You are to shower, shave, and wear only a button down shirt, swim shorts, and a pair of boat shoes. Bring your briefcase, and park your car across the street from this address. Then you are to wait by my car. YOU CANNOT BE LATE! MOVE NOW!" There was a click, and that was it. 


   My heart was pounding, as I got my act together, and split across town in a hurry, making absolutely sure I was there on time. Sandra appeared out of nowhere and startled me, when she de activated the car alarm of her Jaguar sports car. She could see that I was somewhat nervous, yet cool, eagar to get started. "You're a bit early. That's good. You are not allowed to speak at anytime. Get in and look straight ahead with your briefcase in your lap." I did so without hesitation. She got in and started the car, which automatically locked the doors, then she turned the A/c on. I don't know what kind of perfume she had on, but it instantly permeated the air and deep into my nostrils. Some perfumes automatically hit my hormone button, and get me immediately charged up.   


Hers did, and combined with her beauty, excited me to the point that my cock was almost erect. I wanted to just make love to her right then and there! "Before we go anywhere, I'm going to ask you one more time- can you handle it? If not, then exit my car. You may answer." The heat from the hot black leather seat was already burning my ass slowly. but without a second thought, I replied. "Yes. I can handle this." 


   "Give me your keys and open your briefcase." I did so, quietly, and looking straight ahead. "Pull out the blindfold and the hand cuffs,then close it and put the case in the backseat." I did so again. At that point, my cock was fully engorged, and ready to explode! "Unbutton your shirt completely and pull your shorts down to your ankles. Keep your feet together. DO IT NOW!" When I did, my large erection sprung out and up like a rocket, and my bare ass met the rest of the hot seat. "Put the blindfold on over your eye, then lean forward and cuff your wrists tightly behind your back. In silence and without question, I did so. When the second cuff clicked down and snug, and I leaned back into the seat, I was all hers. We both sat there for a few seconds, when she said softly and longingly under her breathe, "YESSSSSS!" Then I felt the car moving.


   There I sat, cuffed, blindfolded, shorts down to my ankles, and thoroughly embarrassed and humiliated, and at the sametime, excited and turned on like ALL HELL WAS BREAKIN' LOOSE! All of this had my cock FULLY engorged, and as solidly thick as a baseball bat handle. I could feel Sandra's eyes on me periodically, as she continued driving. How excited she must feel, knowing she was able to do anything she wanted to me. When, where, how, and however long for, at her disgretion, and could even allow other ladies enjoy me at their disgretion as well. There was NOTHING I could do now, to-


tally committed to handling this, and not allowing myself to disappoint her in any way. 


   Suddenly, I flinched, feeling the sharpness of a well filed fingernail being dragged up and down my cock. The more she did it, the rougher it got, until she turned pleasure into pain. Totally by surprise, she grabbed my cockhead with only the tips of her fingernails, purposely driving them deep and unrelenting into it, producing excruciating pain and a STRONG reaction from me, as I went from moaning to whining and whimpering instantly. "QUIET, SLAVE! This is nothing compared to what I have in store for you! You have at the very least, 2 hours of this before we get to the dungeon. If you didn't get any rest, TOO BAD! I'm going to work you hard in ways that will make you just SCREAM, because you might be screaming all night!" Then she drove her nails into me, even harder, making me scream for mercy that much more. That was the last thing that Sandra said to me for the rest of the trip. 


   She didn't back off either! All over my erect cock, my balls, my belly, chest, then my nipples, did she consistantly focus her concentrated, deviant assault upon my torso, mercilessly and NON-STOP! She was definitely  enjoying herself, and she knew that I knew she was too! All I could do was sit there and take it, whining, whimpering, yelling, screaming, and begging for mercy, EVERY-


THING! There was NONE! I was pleading verbally, miserably for mercy, just short of saying only one safe word and/or signal that we had agreed upon to call it quits completely. That was the LAST thing that I wanted to do. Although I was at times, MIGHTY close, I wasn't ready to do that at all! Oddly as it was, I HAD my rea-


sons, personal as they were!  


   By that time, the drive seemed to be endless. Her assault upon my torso, specifically my gentials, was relentless, as the pain began to get even more intense. Unexpectedly, she halted with my torture, exited the main road, brought the car to a parked state, then exited and closed the door. I just sat there quite uncomfor-


table, highly appreciating the hopeful break, yet wondered what she was up to then. No sooner did quite a few preciously savored seconds pass, and I started to feel somewhat relaxed, the passenger door openned. I felt bindings being wrapped around my knees, then either being secured to either side of the seat. Afterwards, my shoes and shorts were removed, my ankles were cuffed together, then to finally locked to the floor, directly in front of my seat. There were 4 rips of something that I soon found out was ductape, slapped quick and secure over my mouth. Then the door closed shut. All I could do was sit there, hoping that it was Sandra enjoying more of her deviant antics on me. Then there was nothing but si-


lence, so I tried to rest for awhile.


   Sandra left me for what seemed to be a quite extended and very comfortable coffee break. It was overly obvious that I couldn't escape. So as it was, I tried to make the best of the break, got what little rest I could, still imagining the possibilities of what might be my fate in her dungeon. At that point, Sandra re-entered the car, started it, and began driving it, all in her silence to me. Where was this place of hers? How much further? How long was I going to be restrained like this, and for what reason? I found out why when the aroma of fresh hot coffee filled my nostrils, then felt sporatic drops of it kiss the skin of my inner thighs, stinging me. Trying to scream through the tape was impossible, as the continuously random drip were applied upon my thighs, cock, belly, and balls. About 10 minutes went by before she stopped with the coffee, quickly replacing it with something even more severe- candle wax!!! She loved driving and dripping the hot wax all over my chest, trying effortlessly dribbling it all over and hopefully allowing the inconsistant spills to land every where, where the infliction of pain COUNTED THE MOST! Once again, I was squirming and releasing muffled screams for mercy at the hand of this deviant dominatrix, yet recieving nothing but pain. The assault carried on continuously during the duration of the trip, another seemed to be 20 minutes or so. After a while, I thought I was being turned into a candle, very, very painfully slow.


   WOW! YES! She stopped with the hot liquid barrage and the car started to slow down, then turn. The car was then going very slow on a curving road. MUST BE IT! The car slowed even more, feeling the brakes being applied. Then I heard the noise of a garage door openning. THIS HAS TO BE OUR DESTINATION! HER DUNGEON! I hoped so, since her endurance tests were getting far stronger and tougher to sustain. My heart was racing now, but I just kept saying to myself - "I can handle this, and I will!" Then I was again rushed with a flood of emotions pressuring me- temporary relief, anticipaton, apprehension, and nervousness, All REALLY setting deep within my gut. All I could do then was wait, wonder, and maybe worry.      
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