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He had asked her to spend the weekend with him at a friend's house. He told her he had agreed to take care of the house because there had been problems with the furnace. When they got there, the house was deserted, but warm and cheery once the lights were turned on. There was a working fireplace in the living room and he brought some firewood in from the side of the house. He started a fire as his companion unpacked their bags. Then she started exploring. 

He watched her every move and he quietly and slowly began following her through the house because he did not want her to find certain items right away as he wanted to slowly introduce her to certain things without scaring her off first. He was a very experienced and perceptive man, and picked up on several things about the woman that made him think she was a perfect candidate to be his new submissive.

The farmhouse had a living room, large eat-in kitchen, with a rather large wooden table in the center of the room. There was one bedroom, a den, and a bathroom to the rear of the house along with a cellar. There was also a rear porch that appeared to have had some tools left there. This porch was adjacent to the bedroom. What was unusual about it was there were glass doors between the porch and bedroom. 

As she approached the bedroom, he placed his hands on her shoulders and turned her around to face him. He began kissing her tenderly on the lips, looked into her eyes and told her that he had a surprise, but first wanted to ask her if she would be willing to play a few games tonight. She asked him to explain, and tell her what he meant. He said that he thought that it might be interesting to try role playing.... he asked if she had ever been tied up. A chill came over her and she started to take a step back, but he pulled her close to him.

He told her that he wanted to be her Master and that he wanted to train her to be submissive to him. He said, "We can try it out, and if you aren't aroused or if you do not enjoy it, we will stop immediately." She felt the goose bumps and the hairs rise on her arms. At the same time, she felt the conflicting emotions of fear and excitement. It was almost as though he had looked deep within her being, at her most secret desires.

How could he know? What clue had she given him? What had he seen when they had made love that had made him know her shameful craving?

It was now or never, she realized. She looked deep into his eyes and slowly nodded her head. The light from the fireplace was the only light in the room. "Once the game begins," he told her, "I will own you, your body, your actions, your sexual being. I will give you pain, but I will also give you pleasure beyond anything you have ever experienced. You must obey my directives without hesitation..... However, if you have a safety concern as to why you cannot follow a command, you will request permission to speak. If your concern is acceptable I will understand. If at any time, there is too much pain, you must use the word "red" and I will immediately stop. If, however, you do not follow my instructions because you simply do not want to, you will be punished, immediately and without recourse. I am the final judge. You can stop the weekend at any time by using the safeword and then telling me you want to go home. If this happens, we will never see each other again. Do you understand and agree?" 
She replied, "Yes." He asked, "Yes, what?" She paused for a second, thinking hard, "Yes, Master," and a thrill ran through her body. "Good girl," he responded, then asked, "While we are together like this, do I own you, and do you give yourself to me to use as my slut and pain toy without reservation?" Again, she paused, understanding that she was on the edge of a life-changing cliff. She felt hot and flushed, and she realized that her panties were wet and her nipples were erect under her bra. 
She knew she wanted this, wanted, no yearned for someone like him to submit to… to use her… to take her and give her the freedom to experience her full emotional, sexual and sensual potential. "Yes, Master," she whispered with devotion. And it began....
