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It had been a daring thing for her to do. Not at all in character. At least not where her sexual nature was concerned. In her day-to-day life, it would be in character. In most of her life, she was a take charge individual, but sexually, she was submissive, so for her to write directly to a Dom and inquire as to whether he might consider taking on the education of someone as inexperienced as she was. It had been a real reach for her to write the email to him. She had seen his profile on one of those internet services. He was much older than she, but also had many years of experience with just the sort of things she was committed to trying out. Her limited past experiences with bondage were so exciting, she finally decided after weeks of reading about it to find someone who could really treat her like the slut she craved to be. 
So she had listed her profile with the service and started checking out the profiles of all of the Doms. She was like a kid in a candy store. There were several hundred men within a hundred miles, who professed to be Dominant and looking for someone just like her! But as she narrowed her search closer to home, she realized that her area was not full of Dominant men. She always seemed to attract men who wanted a strong woman, and most of the men listed by the internet service were unsatisfactory in one way or another. Then she found his profile, and something inside her seemed to connect with it. Before she could second guess herself, she had composed her email. Her finger hesitated over the Enter button on her computer keyboard. Doubts started to build. What if he thought her letter was weird? Maybe he might want to meet her, but not like what he saw. What if he was a psychopath? Before she could think of any more objections, her finger plunged, and the message was sent. 
She checked her mail for the next couple of days. There was no answer. Just when she had about given up hope, a message from him was in her email! It turned out that he had been out of town, and had not been able to check his mail. He was interested, he said, in pursuing the matter further. As it turned out, he wrote excellent stories about bondage, control and pain that got her all the more excited. His request for pictures of her caused her to provide him with everything she had stored on her floppies. Some of them were quite revealing. It surprised her how agreeable she was to his requests. Over the next few days, he continued to ask her revealing questions about herself and how she had recognized the need within herself to be put in bondage, dominated and given pain/pleasure. She poured out her deepest secrets to him. The sexual activities and fantasies she had… the toys she owned… these were all things she readily revealed. 
Finally, she agreed to meet him after work for coffee. When the big night came, she could not get away on time. Her boss kept asking her to do extra things. She finally escaped work and arrived in the rain at the restaurant 40 minutes late. As she got out of her car, she heard someone call her name from the darkness behind her. She turned, and there he was. He told her that he knew that something she could not control had happened, but he had just about given up on her when he saw her car arrive and took a chance on calling out to her. Since he had been drinking coffee for 40 minutes while he waited, he invited her into his truck for a few minutes of conversation. They talked some more about her needs and experience. Without any warning, he brought out a brown paper bag and opened it. Inside were a leather collar, and wrist and ankle restraints. He had made them for her. 
When she saw the collar and restraints, she almost stopped breathing. She felt a stirring in her loins, and her nipples tingled as they responded to the erotic thought of being restrained with his gift. It was hard not to show him how much she was affected, but she felt that she managed to control herself enough. 
Then he asked the big question. “Did you follow my directions?” She hesitated, then answered, “Yes.” He shot back, “Show me.” He had told her that he expected that whenever they were together she was to wear no panties or pantyhose. She lifted her skirt wiggling her bottom, so she could raise it enough for him to see her bare legs. “Good girl,” he whispered, and as he slid across the seat toward her, he directed, “now lie face down across my lap.” She complied awkwardly because there was not a lot of room on the seat of the truck. As she lay there, she wondered how he could have so much control over her at this stage in their relationship. He pulled her hands behind her and held them together by the wrists. His grip felt like steel, not allowing any movement of her hands. With one hand he had her secured as if she was tied by ropes. She was helpless… committed. He was going to do what he wanted to her, and she could do nothing to stop him. She could feel the heat of his body against her stomach and crotch. 
She felt his other hand caress her cheeks through her dress. His touch was at the same time time a surprise and welcome. The touch gave her goose bumps. The hard slap on her bottom came suddenly… catching her by surprise. The pain was sharp and immediate… “Oh!” The jolt ripped through her insides like hot lava. She felt embarrassed, yet was much like an insect in a spider’s web… helpless to resist. She couldn’t believe this was actually happening. Her fantasies did not compare to this! He was giving her what she had craved for so long. This was real… and it was wonderful! 
“Count them, pet.” “One,” she answered. “One, Master,” he corrected. She quickly corrected her error, and was rewarded with three more before his hand slipped under her dress. His fingers were electric, softly touching her curves, then lightly tracing a path down between her cheeks. He told her that this was just the beginning, that she was going to have many nasty and nice things done to her. That she would learn to yearn and welcome his dominance and the delightful pain it brought to her. He raised her dress and caressed and spanked her nakedness. The pain on her ass cheeks sent an electric charge directly to her cunt. Her breasts began to throb. She could not see a thing because her face was buried in the truck seat, but she felt every erotic sensation as the spanking continued. 
Her backside was on fire when he finally stopped spanking her at 12. She lay there across his lap not wanting the moment to end. She heard his voice telling her that because she was so new at this, he was stopping there, but she could expect more in the future. His hand caressed her bottom, cooling it and arousing her even more. Her wrists were still held firmly, and she realized that she would not resist even if he released them. His fingers drifted down the backs of her legs to the backs of her knees, then down again. He toyed with her, teasing her with the uncertainty of what might happen next. Suddenly, his fingers were between her legs and were her. The suddenness of the probe and the intensity of the sensations it created caused her body to jerk. “My pet slut likes that, I see,” he teased. “If you could only see yourself right now. You look like a total slut, arms behind you, dress hiked up, red ass, and a man you met only a few minutes ago with his fingers in your cunt. And you are very wet.” His words burned through her and only served to inflame her passion; and his fingers moving in her were working her into a frenzy! As he continued to work on her, she moaned and pushed against his hand. She was so turned on she could hardly stand it. She was living something she had only dreamed about. He was opening doors for her, making it possible to experience things she suspected she wanted in her life, but had not known for sure. Now she knew. She was hooked, bought and paid for. She would do anything to have this. 
As suddenly as it had begun, it was over. He removed his fingers from her sex, released her wrists and patted her bottom. “Sit up, pet and adjust your clothes.” They talked for a few more minutes. He questioned her about what she had just experienced… wanting to know how she felt about each thing he had done to her. He really seemed to listen and understand what she needed and craved. They scheduled another meeting, both agreeing that this one would be a true scene. . He slid across the seat and had her lie in his arms as he sat there. He told her about the wonderful things he had in mind for her, and his hand gently caressed her nipples through the fabric of her top. It was like silky fire on them. Hot... how she wanted more, she could feel her nipples rise to push against his hand. Then the pinches began and she realized that she was lost in a sea of sensation... lost in a realm of pleasure... she surrendered herself to it as she felt her climax begin to take shape..... But he had decided to torture her in other ways. “It will have to wait till next time, pet,” He whispered. It was time to go. 
As they parted, his hands squeezed her breasts, the thumbs flicking across her nipples. She knew that she would relive every moment as she masturbated later at home. As she drove home, she realized that she had crossed a bridge tonight. The fire in her breasts and loins proved she was ready for the next step in their relationship. She wanted more….. craved it…. deserved it. Whatever he wanted to do to her or wanted her to do for him, she would surrender to him. Her life would never be the same. Whether with him or some other strong Dom, surrender would always be a part of her future. Right now, she would give him every thing she had. He would be her first real teacher. She was ready. 
