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I am a 38-year-old submissive single woman, who works alone in an office in a medium size, mid-western city. Until recently, my real experience with bdsm was almost zero. Oh, I had been in and out of websites and chatrooms, and had managed to purchase wrist and ankle restraints and other toys. To my disappointment, I had not been able to have any of these things put to use on me. Recently, I listed myself with one of those websites for people with alternative lifestyles.

Soon I began receiving a number of inquiries from men, who claimed to be dominant. For a variety of reasons, they did not fit what I saw my needs to be. I wanted to be tied up and used and made to satisfy a dominant man. Most of these men did not seem to have the experience necessary to take control of me and to teach me to be a proper sub. Many of them were trying to get the experience, but I did not want to be the one to give it to them. It seemed to be a little like on the job training, using me as the victim.

I did meet with two men, who claimed to be Doms, but the vibes were not right. I did not feel good about them. If a gal is going to let herself be tied up and used by a Dom, she has to feel some degree of trust. After all, a situation like this could be dangerous. I just did not trust either of these Doms, so I politely passed. Whew. I may be submissive, but I am not stupid.

Then he emailed me. His email and profile indicated that he had lots of experience. He was in his mid-fifties, and had a submissive partner, who recently moved out of state. He lived about an hour and a half away, and was looking for someone like me to "show the ropes." From the beginning, we seemed very compatible, and the things he wrote about that he could do to me, made my juices flow to the point that I was masturbating twice as much as usual. Before I knew it, I was calling him Master and Sir. When I discovered that he wrote stories about bdsm scenes, I read avidly read them. His writing indicated an understanding of my physical and emotional needs. He seemed to be writing to me. To put it mildly, I was hooked.

Our schedules finally allowed us to meet. I live alone and had some minor construction going on at my hours. We could have met at a restaurant, but he had written a story about doing our first scene in my office, so I was primed and ready for something to happen there. My building would be relatively deserted by the time he was scheduled to arrive, and I did not expect any clients at that time of day.

Master called on his cell phone as he got close to the office to make sure of the directions. I had been anxious all day about his visit, wondering if I finally would have the kind of experience I craved. The last few minutes before his arrival seemed to take forever. Then I heard his footsteps outside my office. When he opened the door, I saw a handsome man, with warm blue eyes and a big smile. He had written that he worked out regularly, and his sleeveless tee shirt displayed two tanned, well-toned arms. His shorts showed strong, hairy legs. He was carrying a bag that I hoped contained things he planned to use on me.

Master sat in a chair next to my desk, and we made small talk for a few minutes. As I watched him, I felt my body begin to tingle. When he finally asked if I wanted to lock the office door and talk in the conference room, I swallowed and said, "Yes, Sir." I locked the door and led him back to the conference room. My stomach felt like a million butterflies were turned loose in it. As we sat down at the table, he asked me to show him my toys.

I opened the bag I had brought with me that day and took out my restraints, vibrators, riding crops, floggers, clamps and ropes. I have a friend, who is a harness maker. At my request, he made heavy-duty wrist and ankle restraints, a spreader bar, and a waist belt to which wrist and ankle restraints could be tied or clipped.

Master complimented me on the quality of these things and asked how I had been able to get them made without raising too many eyebrows. I told him that my friend wanted to begin selling these things, so I became his model and field tester. Making it seem the most natural thing in the world, Master fastened the wrist restraints snugly on my wrists. My breathing stopped as he pulled my arms behind me and secured them to the chair. I felt my nipples begin to tingle as my breasts were thrust outward by my bondage. I had begun to live my dream.

I felt his warm breath on my ear as he whispered, "While we are together like this, do you give yourself to me totally?"

"Yes, Sir." He kissed my ears and neck and massaged my shoulders. I felt goose bumps on my arms and legs. The hair on the back of my neck and head seemed to stand on end. He kneeled in front of me and kissed my lips, nose and eyes, then secured my ankle restraints to the chair legs with two short pieces of rope. I was helpless. There was no way I was going anywhere, not that I wanted to.

Master took a mask from his picket and slipped it over my eyes. Helpless and blindfolded in my own office with a man I really didn't know that well, second thoughts began to creep in. What if he was just some kook, who pretended to be a Dom, so he could really hurt me? What if he wanted to kill me? What if he was someone who just used this as a way to rob women? My breath caught as I considered these and other possibilities.

I was brought to my senses by the sound of a zipper and something warm touching my lips. "Suck, slut." I opened my mouth, and as his cock slipped between my lips, it crossed my mind that we had covered that territory rather quickly. His spicy taste and musky smell assaulted my senses, as I felt his fingers entwine themselves in my hair. He was fucking my mouth like I was a total slut, and I had down nothing to resist! I therefore was a slut… but I was his slut. My face flushed as I imagined how I must look, eagerly gobbling him. I concentrated on the feel of his velvety flesh in my mouth and felt him swell as my tongue swirled around the plum-shaped head. I felt my juices begin to flow between my legs.

His hands slipped down to my breasts, massaging and squeezing them through my blouse and bra. I moaned around the gag of his hot flesh. His hands squeezed me harder and twin jolts of pain-pleasure shot through my chest. I stopped sucking and moaned in protest. His hands squeezed harder.

"Don't stop." I realized that he was training me and teaching me to focus on his pleasure and not my own pleasure or discomfort. As I resumed my movements, the pressure eased on my breasts. "Good girl." I focused on caressing him with my tongue and lips, feeling the slick baby softness of his organ. He squeezed my breasts again several times, seemingly trying to make me stop, but I doggedly kept up my service to his cock. My whole body felt as though it were overheated. His hands on my breasts were driving me crazy. They felt heavy and full and were throbbing. Each touch gave me a jolt of electrified pleasure. My mind seemed to spin and I was finding it more difficult to concentrate, so I sucked on him like a mad woman.

Suddenly, he pulled away, withdrawing and leaving me gasping and whimpering with the loss. Then his hands were under the hem of my dress, slipping along the insides of my thighs, sliding toward my oozing pussy. "Good girl," he said when he discovered I was not wearing any panties. His fingers entered me effortlessly, taking my breath away. "You are sopping wet. You must be enjoying this. You are a real slut, you know it?"

I thrilled at the words. "Yes, Sir," I sighed back. I tried to wriggle against his fingers and thrust my hips forward to increase the pressure, but he had tied me to securely to move much. This was torture, but it was such beautiful torture. He had total control, and I had to follow his lead. I had no choice.

My dress was eased up around my waist, so my sex was exposed. I felt his fingers unbuttoning the front of it, each button exposing more of me to him. Somehow he managed to reach behind me and unfasten my bra. My breasts tumbled free as he raised the cups away from them.

"You are beautiful," I heard him whisper, as his mouth captured my right nipple. The flicking of his tongue was like a spark shooting over and over into the core of my being. As his mouth went to my other nipple, his beard rubbed across my chest, inflaming me even more. I was panting and lost in a world of sensation. Shocks and sparks were shooting every which way.

He stopped and left me. I moaned in frustration. My wrist restraints were unfastened and he pulled my dress and bra off. I was quickly retied with my wrists being secured to the arms of the chair. I was now naked except for my black hose. I idly wondered if I was close enough to the window to be seen by people in the parking lot below, the realized I didn't care. His slut didn't care.

Again I felt his mouth on mine, fingers caressing, thumbing, then twisting my nipples to the point of exquisite pain. I mewed into his mouth, embracing the pain and felt the pain shift to hot, molten pleasure. He stopped and searched around in his bag, as I eagerly anticipated what he had in store for me next. I found out when the clamp bit into my nipple. "Ahhhhhhhhh!"

I groaned with the shock of it. He let me adjust to it, then attached another clamp to the other nipple, making me whimper. I breathed deeply, gradually adjusting to the unrelenting pressure on my tender nipples. The clamps felt heavy, as though they were weighted. As I wondered about them, they began to vibrate, causing me to jump with the increased sensation. An "Oh!" escaped my lips. The pain suddenly eased into a feeling of total pleasure as the vibrations coursed through my nipples and breasts and expanded to include my cunt. It was as though they were all connected with a hot wire. "Unhhhhhhhhh!"

I heard another vibrator start and felt Master's fingers spread my pussy lips. I jumped again as I felt the sudden intense vibrations course through my clit. Then his fingers entered me again. "Yesssssss," I hissed.

I was lost in a sea of pleasure. My whole body seemed to hum and throb in tune with the intense vibrations that were coursing through it. I heard myself moaning and struggled against my bonds as I felt my climax begin to take control of me. I worried for a moment that Master might not want me to come yet, but then I heard him say, "Yes, baby slut, come for me." I was too far gone to do anything but let it happen. I was beginning to flame out of control. I struggled and pulled at my restraints, growling as I fought them. The vibrators and his fingers were relentless, pushing me along, pleasuring me, increasing the sensations. The fire inside me crackled, then exploded. My whole body was grabbed by the monster that my climax had become.

"Pleezzzzeeee, don't stop," I begged. He kept at me. I heard my continuous moan as my body stiffened and shook. The chair squeaked as I struggled against it. My tendons and sinews creaked as they fought against my bonds. I twisted in the flames. My breasts began to quiver and shake as I was held in place, riding it out. Gut-wrenching pleasure roared through me as the monster seized me in its jaws and shook me, finally tossing me high into the air. I hit the peak and saw blinding light, then began to fall. I fell until I began to float. I floated until I felt his hands gently touching me. Languorous touches bringing me back…. My bonds released… drifting in the twilight of exhaustion until he removed the blindfold.

I opened my eyes, squinting at the sudden light. When I finally could open them, tears were streaming from the corners. I became aware of his eyes just inches from mine, penetrating, looking for a response. His arms enveloped me, and I leaned forward, resting my head on his shoulder. "It has just begun, pet." His calm voice broke through my daze. "Whoa," I thought, "that was off the scale, and he tells me it has just begun."

He eased me off the chair, pulling me on top of him as he stretched out on his back on the floor. "Looks like you left quite a wet spot on the chair," he chuckled, sounding quite pleased with himself. I told him I didn't care, and snuggled against his chest. I grinned as I thought about the possibilities. I was still grinning as I drifted off.

