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   We were out on a casual date, just dropping in on a few friends of hers for awhile, then for a bite to eat and some conversation at a local restaurant not too far from her house. As we walked in, Cheryl spotted a booth near the back that was empty, with no one sit-


ing close at all, which allowed us even more privacy. Without a word but just a cute, sweet smile on her face, she pointed her finger to it, then nudged me to go towards it so we could take advantage of the privacy. Just a little while after our drinks and small or-


der were served, Cher began rubbing her foot up and down my leg very slowly, while she sat close to the table with her head propped with her hands, just smiling at me, and lis-


tening to me talk. I took notice and was enjoying it although it was quite a sensual dis-


traction to me, but didn't let on to her that I was, atleast not at first. 


   She knew what I was going through at home, and easily guessed that any loving marital action was truly dead, as my very soon to be exwife, was hardly ever there. It was almost like two people just going past each other through the front door, with one leaving as the other was home to take care of two little, but super kids. I had a night off from work of which she knew about and slippped me a note one afternoon in passing, suggesting I give her a call when the following week came about, and we'd go out for awhile. Cher knew lots about me, hearing it from other friends that we all shared, right down to some pretty wild, seedy, and kinky action that my wife and I use to do together, regardless of where we were. Unbeknownst to me, what seemed to be a relaxing casual date was about to get steamy, real quick. 


   "Instead of going to the bar for a few, what ya say we stop and get you some beer and we go back to my place? Sound good to you? If you feel a bit off about it, then we'll just go to the bar, ok? Either way, whatever ya want to do is fine with me, Ray." "That sounds good. I'm really not in too good of a mood to shoot tonight and I don't feel like losing money when I feel that way." As she was stating her suggestion, she was edging her toes up my inner thigh, very slowly and very, very teasingly close to my already excited organ. Cher knew I had a major foot fetish, and had seen me looking at hers nearly everytime we saw each other, and especially when she had her sandals on. Her feet were somewhat sensitive, but didn't mind if a guy liked enjoying them while in play. The idea of me finally being able to enjoy them also got her excited, knowing that they excited me, and gave her another idea, that would really boost the sparks that were al-


ready starting to fly.


   When I pulled up to the corner store, she jumped out, went in, then reappeared a few minutes later with a bag of snacks and a twelve pack of ice cold longnecks for the both of us. Minutes later, we were sitting on the couch in her livingroom, when she decided to stretch out some, resting her sandaled feet on my lap. Unconciously, my left hand rested over her crossed ankles,then gently fondling the top one. "MMMMMMM!!! That feels good. Want to give me a foot rub? I know ya like feet and mine really need a rub right now. Pleasssssse?" Cher really surprised me when she said that, as she smiled at me when she asked, then smiled again taking a sip off of her bottle. Seconds later, her san-


dals were off, and my hands were busy giving her a foot massage. Her scent wasn't at all displeasing and she told me that she'd had then on all day and all evening just for me and hoped they were ok to me. I smiled, then picked up a foot and kissed it all over, telling her they were quite pleasing, and thanked her. I wondered how she knew, but didn't ask. 


She moaned a bit as we talked some more, when she really surprised me with one hell of a question.


   "I know what you like to do and how you like your women to be. Us girls DO TALK ya know. So I'm gonna ask you something. I know you might have thought about me be-


ing tied up, then you having lots of fun with me. I wanna take all my clothes off right now, then have you tie me any way you want. Then ya get to go wild on me! My ques-


tion to YOU is, would you do that to me and help me really enjoy the rest of the night YOUR WAY?" "WOW!!! Yes I would, but are you sure you wanna do this?", I asked as if something was up. Cher saw the expression on my face, and also knew I felt somewhat set up. "Look! I know what you're thinking by the look on your face and the sound in your voice, but just trust me on this. You KNOW that I'm not liking her for what she did to you let alone with who, and it's VERY obvious that it's over. I'm sorry for your kids, even more. They have a great dad who's sitting here with me right now, and I'm very pleased to have you here. But right now, YOU NEED to be taken care of. My ex use to do me all the time because I love being tied, used, and really worked over. You know how I caught him, too. It's over, but I NEED something too. He's gone. She's gone. WE'RE HERE! Come on Ray. Please take me and work me hard. I swear I'll do ANY-


THING that you want. I can't trust anyone else with my secret, but knew I could with you. YOU HAVE the same secret as me. PLEASSSSSSSSSE?"


   She reached over and had her hand holding my arm somewhat firmly while she said everything, then let go and sat back after she said her peace, hoping I'd reconsider. A few seconds passed while I pondered in detail, everything she said, then answered. "Ok. You-


've managed to convince me, but are YOU SURE you wanna play?" "HELL YES, I WANT TO! I need it as much as you do, and I'm quite willing to take the duration of to-


night as YOUR sexslave. I want things. But I REALLY NEED THINGS! THIS IS what I want and need and I KNOW you can DO THIS FOR ME! Please, Ray. For me? Just give that thought a minute while I get us another cold one." Her begging so deep and honestly with her deep blue eyes showed the trueness of what she just told me. When she came back, I agreed, but told her to sit down. The next fifteen minutes were all question and answer, getting to know everything I could about her straight from her mouth, knowing she was real and would do it and take it while she was tied. She filled me in on all kinds of deeply secretive information as to this, that, where, how, when to, for how long, then do her again even harder, after I was done giving her what she called the first round, and would beg me for each round after that until she couldn't take anymore. I even had her get me a pad of paper and a pen so that I could write it all down, forming a kind of contract.  


  After Cher told me EVERTHING of what her likes, dislikes, her levels of recieving both pleasure and pain while in what position and with what, and so on, I told her that I wrote a brief contract and she was to sign it if she agreed on everything that was there.  


It took her only a second to yank the pad from my hand, read it all over and making sure I didn't miss a thing, then took the pen from my hand and wrote in a few additions, then immedeately signed and dated it after noting the time and adding that to it. "There! It's finally done! I've been praying for the moment that you owned me. NOW IT'S HERE, AND I'M ALL YOURS MASTER!!!, BUT You can't read what I wrote until You have me tied up and ready to be worked on. I need to show You EVERYTHING I have. Bob DIDN'T GET A THING when he divorced me. It's ALL MINE and it's all collecting dust. The stuff is begging to be dusted off and used, BIG TIME!. I'll dust and clean, then you have a balling using it all, ON ME! DEAL?" "YES it is! Stand up and STRIP! NOW SLAVE!" "Yes, Master." It took all of nine seconds to finally stand with her feet far apart, her head bowed, her hands together behind her neck, and facing me well within reach. 


   I was unbelievably excited, watching her move as fast as she did, and tossing all of her clothes on the couch by me, showing me not only my ownership of her, but her respect, love, trust, loyalty, and devotion to not only her  beliefs, but those of mine as well. For the next hour, I fondled, grabbed, probed, and teased her while giving her a thorough in-


spection after I had her wash her crotch, then reposition herself in front of me as she first presented herself to me, standing completely nude, and begging with pleasure to be taken beyond her wildest, kinkiest imagination possible. From the talk that we had and her tell-


ing of everything that she was uniquely into, Cher professed a deep secret. No one, not even her closest of friends knew of her dark side, let alone just how deep she was into it, let alone, why. She told me of her history, who did what, when it all started, and the fact that she oddly enough, loved it and never stopped delving into it whenever she could. When she first met me and liking what she saw, but more so, after finding out some of what she heard, then even pried at times to get more information about, she knew right then, that I'd be a hell of a key piece that would EASILY fit into her sexual puzzle if and whenever she could fit it into her picture.


   Cher was extremely responsive to everything I ordered her to do, just as I had expected her to be. As already hot and bothered as she was, she put her sandals back on her feet, then showed me her entire home while in the nude. If there were ANY toy or something that was used on her in each room, she was ordered to stop, then show it to me with a full explanation of its' usage. When she led me downstairs, I realized that I was in a custom made dungeon that her ex built just for her, complete with a wall just FULL of toys, another with marked lengths of ropes, chains, locks and keys and other hardware, and a third of almost any kind of leathergood that was used in the Lifestyle. I was truly stand-


ing in the heart of the motherload of her sexual life, and that of her real life as she was, a loving slave to her husband and family. Her husband lost EVERYTHING when Cher and a lady friend that she deeply trusted, snuck in together and busted Cher's husband with 3 other women while all of them were "busy" in the dungeon. It was perfect as he was hung in a bondage swing and gagged at the time. The expression on his face was PRICE-


LESS! All of the women landed up being her support witnesses and dear old Bob LOST EVERYTHING after that! Lock, stock, keys, and the deed! I just got lucky being chosen to put some life back into the dungeon, but even more, satiating a super inferno that was back into, and scorching her!
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   All the while that Cher toured me to, showed, explained, and constantly revealed her own personal excitememnt, I was beyond words, although my mind wasn't. Cher stood five foot six inches tall, weighed about a hundred and sixty pounds, and sported a proud and provacative 36DD - 28 - 38 figure, topped off with gleaming natural brown hair flowing down just past her shoulders. Otherthan her head, Cher was hair free, right down to her luv button! She wasn't at all fair in skin color, but the cold Michigan weather still prevented her from getting a great tan in late winter. What really impressed me was the fact that she had rings through her, but only certain spots, two in her nipples, a big one through her hood, and four more, two though each clit and pussy lips. Upon inspecting her earlier, she had many a scar from severe welts and or means, but on certain areas of her body that didn't show at all when she was in her bathing suit, a two piece bikini for the slightly plus sized woman. Cher was constantly talking about all of her favorite and most enjoyable ways to be  taken, even if the position, bondage, or both were severe. The longer I stayed quiet and listened, the more I learned about her and the fact that she ac-


tually loved the extreme, but gave me the option of passing on it, depending on what I chose select from a list that she gave me that was taped to the bottom of her jewelry box drawer. Cher smiled and kissed me when she gave it to me. There was nothing in the attic other than storage. 


   With the main floor completely gone through, explained, and hearing other suggesting comments said, she stayed quiet while leading me downstairs into the basement, and di-


rectly into the heart of her world, her self, her being, and her complete existence in life, a loving and devoted slave to man, woman, and family. After showing all the walls and explaining them in brief, Cher stood in the middle of the room, just as she did in the liv-


ingroom, and begged very adimately me as I owned her, to take her hard and enjoy doing so for as long as I wished, decided, then started to do. Within seconds, I'd selected four wide, black leather, hasped cuffs and had them on her wrists and ankles while she stood very still, but panted softly, super filled with anticipation. Then I ordered her to spread her feet much further apart just as she saw me reach for a four foot spreaderbar, and laid it on the floor between them. When she heard the click of each lock securing an ankle-


cuff to an end of it, she let out a very faint whine. While we were going through her bed-


room, she'd picked up her collar put in around her neck, then handed me a lock and a set of keys while she begged me to lock her collar. Another lock was selected from the wall which locked her wristcuffs together, then a third, locking them to the back of her collar.  


In less than a couple of minutes time, Cher was helpless, and moaning like hell while I enjoyed running my hands all over her, pausing here and there, and concentrating on en-


joying her body even more, just to keep her sexual high, growing even hotter. While I did so, my tongue was deep into her mouth, enjoying a long and intensely hot, passionate


kiss. After a few minutes, I stopped and stepped back and away while enjoying the price-


less expression on her face, Cher stood smiling, panting, and begging with her eyes to  continue VERY quickly! 
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