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   The shift went longer than usual for me, after making a call to home and hearing that she would be waiting for my arrival, quite eager to play. When I did get home, Denise had left a note on the kitchen door telling me there was a fresh six pack and my favorite sandwich inside, then to come upstairs. But before I could sit down, she called down the stairwell, wanting me to respond with my presence. I took a bite as my hunger seemed to hit just a bit harder, then took a swig and openned the upstairs door. Din whistled and I looked up. She'd already started tying her tits, but teasingly dangled the rest of the rope down the wall so that the ends were almost right in front of me. "Take your time honey and enjoy it. Your dessert is up here and getting warm!" She had her tits dangling over the edge of the short wall along the top of the stairwell with a couple of tight rope wraps around each of them, and an extremely bright smile on her face, letting me know she was really geared to play. We'd been living together just about one week, but every day was constantly filled with wild love, lust, and not anywhere near stopping for anything. I was still having fun with her through the main floor of the house and my upstairs bedroom, and hoped that maybe I'd finally give her the ultimate surprise that was in the basement when the weekend came. But since she was geared for more play upstairs, I'd start with her right where she was.


   Instead of making her wait, I took my snack and headed up the stairs, then took my time enjoying the rest while setting her up for a delectable brunch, with her as the main dish. As soon as I rounded the top of the upstrairs landing, she was standing with her back to me completely nude with only her collar, wrist and anklecuffs, and her highheel-


ed slippers on her feet. Her feet were spread as far apart as she could get them while in her footware, and the spreaderbar was on the floor, ready to be tied to her ankles. She'd clipped the snap clips onto the hasps of her wristcuffs and pulled them up with the two ropes dangling from the eyebolts mounted far apart in the ceiling, making her stand spreadeagled position. Din had already gagged herself with a bandana wrapped around an icecube for moisture, keeping her mouth from getting dry while the scene would con-


tinue. As she heard me step closer, she tried looking over her shoulder, waiting to make eye contact. I smiled when we did, and patted her beautiful ass as I passed her. "Anxious, are we? Well, we can fix that right now, slave!"  While I sat my snack down on the nightstand, I saw that she had already set out some of my equipment for quick and easy access, including a  large bowl of ice and a few more beers chilling in it. Din was hot and ready, and so was I. The very first night that we shared together was intensely wild! It was then that I found out just how much Dinise was into bondage and how she deeply enjoyed it, not caring too much for just a straight up fuck all of the time. Then after she found out just how deeply involved as I was into the same, bondage was the main pre-


lude for any day, night, or even around the clock sex play for us. It would also remain the same 'til we finally decided to end it all and split up for whatever reason. 


   "I'm impressed! You musta been geared to go since sometime last night. Have you been a good slave and didn't get off while I was gone? I want the truth right now!" She bowed her head and shook it with a negative response, knowing a punishment was very immi-


nent. "Awwwwww! That's a shame! You KNOW that you need to be punished for unal-


lowed climaxes, and you went right ahead and got one or more without my permission didn't you?" She answered again, with a nod and a slight soft whine. I stayed quiet, but blindfolded her so that whatever she got would be in a total surprise. I tied her cuffed an-


kles to the bar, keeping her ankles where they were, knowing that eventually her position would pain her ankles and legs before long. Then I pulled the dangling ropes taut, keep-


ing her arms stretched almost straight towards the ceiling bolts, and finally wrapped the rest around a wall cleat. To make her feel more helpless as she was, I locked a short chain to the hasp of each anklecuff, then to a large eyesrew in the floor after pulling the chain taut. When she felt me do that, Din knew that she couldn't even pull herself up and swing or kick her feet, and well secured in a wanted, stringent position. Right then, she let out a slight, soft whine, knowing that she was gonna be punished quite harshly for quite some time, which was what she was truly hoping for to begin with. Din was already extremely excited and rarin' to be lusted over, and was quickly accomodated. My wet lips and hands were all over her, hearing ourselves moaning with heavily filled, lustful and deviant emotions. But instead of a thorough spanking, paddling, or whipping of which she loved and expected to get, I decided to really give her a far more pleasant punish-


ment, and one that she really, truly loved getting even more of, instead. 


   It was all I could do, not to touch her long, plump nipples, and her throbbing, wet clit. My focus on her stayed steady, constantly caressing massaging, and teasing her 40DD/


28/37 figure that stood 5'8". Her moans were soft, long, and constant, as I kept teasing her, but avoiding her trigger spots that really gave her extreme pleasure. Her moans were interupted with suttle whines when my fingers and lips were extremely close to those areas. Din tried begging and pleading me to allow her a soft, gentle touch to them, then whined as I teased her even more around them but refusing her any physical contact to them for awhile. But after 20 minutes, I couldn't keep it up, wanting to have an erect nipple in my mouth and my fingers softly teasing the outsides and wet insides of her clit lips, and just touching the edge of her cunt hole, already exuding her warm, womanly fluid. The clock was well in view, while I kept up teasing her, edging Dinise ever closer to a her first powerful climax of the afternoon, but still refused her that privilege. After another 20 purposeful minutes of giving her a most teasing punishment, I stopped and sat away from her to take a few sips of my beer and enjoy watching her pant, struggle, and let out muffled, inaudible pleas for more.


   Dinise had to stand as she was, while listening to me just relaxing, opening another bottle of beer, smelling the smoke of a lit cigarette, and lovingly knowing that I was de-


finitely enjoying viewing her nude, tied, completely helpless, and begging for more of what I'd just given her. She'd get it, but even more than what she honestly expected. Din moaned when she felt me starting to brush her long black hair, separating it into three bunches, then braiding it from the near top of the back of her head. "You like this don't ya? Good, because I have a surprise for ya when I get finished. You've been asking me what's behind the locked door in the basement, and you're about to find out. Besides, it's much cooler down there than here, too. So I'll continue with you down there. Just stand here and I'll be right back.", I said with a chuckle. She let out a gurgled response while arching her body forward, feeling my chilled fingertips tickle her as they were slid very softly down her back and over her ass. Ice bucket and my keys in hand, I smiled big time, while I went all the way down to the basement, unlocked the door, then turned on the lights. Din was about to make her first entry into my dungeon, and feel its' deviant plea-


sure and pain about to abound upon and in her!


   After taking a few minutes to get everything set up, I grabbed the hood, and an ankle chain about 15 inches long, then darted back up to the bedroom. Inside, I was super ex-


cited, almost shaking from an array of sexual emotions stemming from her bound beauty and knowing that she was about to get a first hand experience from a surprise that would control her deviant thoughts of being dominated in one specific play area at any time that she or I chose, a fully equiped dungeon. The equipment was tossed on the bed and my hands were all over her big tits and moist clit, while I stood against her body from be-


hind, and enjoyed the sounds of lustful moans, deeply appreciating my intentional, lust-


fully affectionate, physical advances upon her body for a few greedy minutes. Just be-


fore she was about to reach a climax, I backed off and let her struggle and whine, being refused another possible peak. "I have a surprise for you, my sweet slave. This will quiet you down some more, but will also allow you to breath a bit better and still be able to get some water, too." Din listened as I pulled a 2 inch penis gag out of a bag that had been tricked out by a friend of mine. Seconds later, the cloth gag was removed, and she was given a few sips of water. "Thank you, Master." "You're quite welcome. Now let me get this on you, before you get your surprise." 


   A moment after I said that, the hood was over her head, with only her nose sticking through one hole in front, and a hole allowing accessability to her mouth. Just after I pulled her braid through the top of the openning in the back of the hood, I added a folded handkerchief over each of her ears while setting the hood over them and tightening those stitches to keep them in place. Din told me that sensory deprivation really boosted her excitement and wanted me to do that to her when I chose to add it into a future session. I too, and loved the idea of her in it, having experienced its' assorted, helpful ways many a time before. She even moaned from recieving what she wanted, while I  took my time tightening the rest of the stitching, and helping the front of the hood form fit to the shape of her face. When I got half way down, I stopped and ordered her in a much louder voice to open her mouth. As soon as she did, the gag was inserted slowly into her mouth letting her know what it was, and able to get comfortable accepting all of its' length. As soon as it was all the way in, Din was ordered to bite down and hold it in place, while I finished lacing up the hood, then adjusted the gag straps so it was very tight. A lock secured the straps together, and keeping the penis well within her mouth. She felt my hands holding her face, and nodded with a few, short, happy moans, expressing her delight with how I had her head set up. Din couln't see at all, barely able to make a sound, and barely able to hear anything that was going on around her and that I said to her, if at all. Even having her head completely covered by a tight, smooth, soft, black leather formfit hood gave her a super thrill. Smiling from seeing her reaction, I continued.


   The ropes securing her cuffed ankles were untied, and the chains unlocked. A slight tap to the outside of her ankles signaled her to put her feet closer. I kept tapping until they were close enough for the chain to be locked to her cuffs, then it was. Din had absolutely no idea of what I was up to, but loved it all the more, figuring that I was going to set her up in a possible hogtie on the bed. The sheer element of surprise really enhanced her al-


ready sexually tantalized appetite, and the ongoing session by leaps and bounds. The ropes were released from the wall cleat, then her arms and wrists lowered to her sides. Seconds later, her wristcuffs were locked together behind her back. The addition of a doubled piece of rope cinched tightly around her waist, then knotted to and through the lock, kept her hands completely away from the beautiful rounds of her ass cheeks, and unable to stop any discipline that I chose to deliver to each or both of them. Just for good measure, I gripped her left tit with a very firm hold, then delivered a few very hard spanks to her asscheeks just to stimulate some heat and change her snowy white skin tone to a slightly reddened one. Pleased with the color, I stood in front of her, then tied the dangling leads of rope around her tits a few times, forcing them to be bound tightly together. The rest was draped over her shoulder, gathered up, then placed in her hands to carry it. 


   Dinise was almost ready for her journey down and into an unknown domain, complete-


ly owned and operated by me, my own private dungeon. To give her something to help guide her direction, I added some quite pleasant attention to her nipples, getting them to really perk up. As soon as they did, Din grunted, then grasped for air, feeling the mer-


ciless bite of each clamp really press down and squeeze each of her nips, driving piercing shards of pain clear through her right to her spine. Although she expected a lighter sense of pain being delivered by clothespins, the clamps stepped up and drove her home, di-


rectly to what she REALLY intended to feel, yet had missed until that moment. I gave her a few long seconds to regroup, then turned her  around by her shoulders very slowly, until she was set to go forward through the short corridor, prompted by quick, steadily applied stings of my riding crop. Surprisingly, she stepped forward all the way to the top landing, before I grabbed her ponytail and stopped her. It was then, that I stepped in front of her to guide her down slowly and verrrrry safely, until she got down to the main level of the house. Although Din knew that I wouldn't allow any room for a possi-


ble accident, trying to step forward completely unaware of anthing in front of her was very dangerous. Yet it was all the more exciting, and really gave her another thrill, too! Each step was tedious and fearing, yet protected by sheer trust in her Master's presence to save her from any misguided error.


   I forced her to take each step with her highheels on, and watched every cautious, sexy step that she made. The steps were even more treacherous since she realized the short-


ness between her step. The chain gave no allowance for any long spance to stroll about without a normal stride. Another thing was that she was blindfolded and her hearing al-


most virtually nill to see ahead, or hear anything that I said. Each step was guided com-


pletely by me and of her complete faith and trust in me to make each one safely. it was slow, tedious, and extremely frustrating, but she knew that I wasn't going to allow her any safer way to do so. It took a few long minutes to make the bottom of the stairs, then go through the kitchen on just sheer memory. Three more steps, another landing, then one last flight of stair steps were all that remained, yet no allowance was given by me. After nasaling a few more breathes, Din proceeded to go through the kithen, taking even shorter steps than before, hoping to avoid anything that she couldn't see. A few bumps and corrections later and another set of steps conquered, Din was standing still on the landing leading to the basement. Again, I stepped in front of her, but had her make her attempts all on her own with no walls to lean on. Again, the steps were steep and numer-


ous, but Din focussed and made each one slowly and safely. She even moaned with a few pants upon feeling the diffence, and knowing she was finally at the bottom. I took over from there, leading her forward after testing her direction by controling the pull on her nipple clamps for giding her. She scurried to keep step although being blindly led through the doorway, then through the basement to the otherside of it before she felt my hand finally stop her. Unscathed, Din was still panting lightly, but relieved to know that she completed the fearful journey, which really boosted being an accomplished blind person trusting solely in another for her safety. Then she really moaned, feeling herself being held so close and tightly within my arms and against my chest.


   The coolness of the air created even more beads of sweat all over her body, slightly tickling her as some of them rolled off of her. Yet the chill also added another dimension to the scene. She imagined herself standing helplessly in a dungeon and was about to re-


cieve both pleasure and pain in all sorts of various ways and administered by all kinds of deviant, demented devices, and even by me as well, for undisclosed periods of time. Then a real chill ran up her spine, thinking that what my basement truly was, in all ac-


tuality, a REAL dungeon! To calm her insecurites, I held her for just a few more very pleasurable minutes before releasing her from some of her bondage, then setting her se-


curely into a set of standing stocks. When I finally released myself from her, Din panted a bit, pushing her chin up frequently. I signalled her by putting my hands on her should-


ers, then pushing down slightly letting her know to stay as she was for a bit. Then I set up a filled, squeezable water bottle with a long flexible plastic hose attached to it. The other end was attached to the end of the small pipe protruding from the gag. She flinched a bit, feeling the cold bottle held against her belly for a few seconds, then nodded, realizing that I was starting to squeeze it. The water slowly trickled into her mouth, but not near enough to choke or drown her as she slowly swallowed it. A couple of squeezes more gave her what she wanted, before she showed me not to give anymore to her. 


   The bottle set aside, I kissed her, then removed the locks and anklechain. The rope was untied and the lock was dispatched from her wristcuffs. Her hands in mine, I guided her outstretched wrists to, then into the stocks. Feeling what she had them resting on, then my hand slightly pulling her head forward, Din bent over and rested her neck onto the groove cut into the wood. A second later, the top piece was brought down and over her wrists and neck, keeping her secured snuggly into the opennings. A lock sealed her fate, as she stood securely bent over, with her tits dangling straight down and waiting for any-


thing to come their way via me. I stood back and smiled, enjoying seeing her in the stocks, and really enjoyed the thoughts that were constantly passing through my mind with her in clearly captured in all of them. A couple of adjustments were made before she felt me handling her lower left leg and ankle. I raised her ankle up all the way until it was almost touching the back of her thigh. Then she felt me patting the inside of her thigh, telling her to spread her thighs apart. She stopped when her knee touched the post, then downward, resting on a padded knee block. A piece of rope was hanging from the post, and used to bind her knee tight to the post. Another piece was tied to the anklecuff hasp, then tight around her thigh, keeping her foot easily accessable. Within a few more minutes, her right leg and ankle were also bound to another post, securing her thighs very far apart. The position made her expose her open crack, easily revealing both of her holes for timely and untimely intrusions. Then I surprised her with one last part to the midevil  wood and steel framework. I bent a pipe, then bolted it to a set of posts between the knee and stocks posts. Those posts had holes drilled through them to allow as height adjust-


ments. The pipe was raised up, held tight so Din was actually going to rest her belly on it, then bolted to the posts. A wide leather strap laid across the back of her waist, then bukled to the other side of the pipe. When I pushed on her belly a few times, Din got the hint and expelled the air out of her abdominal cavity. As soon as she did, the slack in the strap was drawn out, making it an extremely tight fit and forcing her to breath mostly through her lungs. That was it! 


   Din was all set up and positioned quite securely for as long as I decided for her to be that way, but it needed just one more thing. A long, round, wooden shaft was tied to her elbows and upper arms. Then the shaft was raised at the middle by a rope that dangled from a pulley right above it. I pulled the rope and raised her arms and elbows up until it forced her into an even more stringent position to maintain while she was held captive within the framework. Happy with the height and stress on her body, the rest of the rope was tied off around a cleat bolted to the framework. I brought the instamatic camera with me from upstairs and a few more film cartridges along with it. After a few quite riskee photos were taken from different angles, I grabbed a cold beer and popped the cap off of it while sitting back in my old lounge chair. Din knew exactly what she was in, but was really impressed with how she was set into it, then secured so that she could hardly move, let alone breath completely free. One way or another, she knew that she was going to be in it for probably a few hours and getting gawd only knew what before she was freed from it. Regardless, the whole set up and the sturdy framework itself had her al-


most climaxing before she actually felt like having had one. Then her mind really ran rampade with all kinds of thoughts clearly pertaining to the availability of all of her holes and fully exposed sexual attributes, knowing that a long and severely harsh punishment could easily be delivered to all. Then another series of much more acceptable and in-


tensely pleasurable thoughts took control of her brain waves, really exciting her even that much more. But one thought remained, it was what I chose to deliver that she would get forthwith and continuously, all for my pleasure and sheer sexual enjoyment of giving to her, also for as long as I chose to deliver it.               
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