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                              PART I








   The next morning, she awoke me with kisses all over my face un-


til I finally was somewhat awake, kissing her back. After a few 


more loving kisses, hugs, and some playful tit squeezing, she ask-


ed me for permission to speak. I allowed her to do so, then grant-


ed permission to use the bathroom. After her ankles were untied 


and she left as she was, (nude and tied in other ways), to relieve herself, I waited a few minutes, yawning, stretching, still waking 


up. I joined her in the bathroom, then made her wait standing with 


her head bowed in embarassment and humiliation. I washed my face 


and hands, shaved, and dried off. Only then, did I wash her crotch thoroughly, followed by a sensual padding until she was dry. With-


out a word spoken throughout, I looked up at her red face, smiled 


back at her smiling at me, then finished, as she moaned somemore throught the ordeal. 


   She was ordered back to the room and down on her knees and wait, while I finished up in the bathroom. Upon my return, I put her 


slippers on her feet, then held her face up, and kissed her deeply again. Then I ordered her to stand. "Follow me to your room, and 


when we get there, you will be granted permission to speak freely." "Yes, Master." I led her to her room, wondering what else she had 


in there that she had for "toys". "You may now speak freely, MY


slave." "Yes, Master. Thankyou, Master." 


   "I am going to untie you, and afterwards, you are to gather up 


ALL of your cuffs, toys, rope, EVERYTHING you have, and put it all 


on the bed. Do it now!" "Yes, Master." As soon as I untied her, 


she quickly busied herself, while I just stood back and watched 


her moving around in the nude. I loved it! She never paused, until 


she had everything that she, or anyone else had ever used on her, 


on the bed. "This is all of it, Master." There were 4 sets of lea-


ther cuffs, all needing a lock to secure them. I sorted out the 


chains that were there, quickly finding 2 lengths that would be 


great for her to wear all the time when she was home. "Master, all 


the locks have just one main key. They all came in a matched set, Master." I smiled hearing that, then told her to put all of the 


cuffs on. "Yes Master.", she replied with great eagerness, then do-


ing so. 


   As she did, I found all the locks, the main key to all of them, 


then put 4 of them in my hand. It was apparant that she had 2 


chains for just what I needed for her to use. One was for her an-


kles that I quickly locked the ends to each. The other was slight-


ly longer, and was just right to use, going across her back and to 


her wrists. There was a very short chain that was most likely for 


the upper arm cuffs. So I grabbed it, and 5 more locks for later a-


long with the key. She saw me with everything in my hands and just smiled, knowing the rest of the morning would be interesting. "Go 


to the kitchen and get some brunch made for us, then we'll talk. 


Go slave." "Yes, Master." 


   While she was busy making a favorite of mine, I was busy sort-


ing out all that she had, then gathering some and taking it to the 


other bedroom downstairs. It was going to be a busy weekend for 


the both of us, but heavily, sexually interesting. There I was, 


moving everything down or up, while she stayed steady at creating 


our brunch. I could have easily left everything to her, but I 


chose to be as I always was, moving and doing something at the 


sametime. 2 more loads later and most of my clothes on my new bed, 


I began with moving removing her contents from the dresser, then 


reloading them in the dresser below. As brunch progressed, my clo-


set was also emptied to the upstairs. Each trip was a load going 


either way. All was about done, when she caught me in passing just before our food was served to the table. 


   I stopped to wash up, then join her in the kitchen. She was on 


her knees, near the table, head again bowed, awaiting my presence.


Whomever HAD her for a slave, definitely taught her well! But this 


was not be be with me. I made her get up and serve up my plate 


first, then hers, then sit across from me, finally eating together.


This was to be the precident to each main meal, and sometimes the 


snacks too. The brunch was in silence, as both took time and great sensual pleasure in enjoying each other's nude company. After we 


were both finished, she removed everything to the frig, dishwasher, 


or the trash. Then knelt up straight at my side, after giving me a 


pen and paper.    


   It took over an hour to get all of the rules down for her owner-


ship and of my position on all of them. She even told me that she 


was actually going to have her will changed later that week, to in-


clude me if something cery unfortunate happened to her, and how 


things were to be afterwards. Eventhough she surprised me with 


that, I told her it wasn't necessary. But she wouldn't take no for 


an answer, and would rather be beaten. I just simply agreed, ra-


therthan to go through with that. Once the draft was completed, 


gone over again, and any final changes were made, she put it into 


a final contract, and ready to be notorized. We did so the next 


day at one of her friends'place. We were on our way, together! 


     


   


                             PART II








   It didn't take long  get completely use to our arrangment. She 


came home to become a nude, shackled slave to, and for ME. I came 


home from school or work, to be HER Master. We had even made ar-


rangments for our "out of the house" activities together, right 


down to exactly what to wear, regardless of the destination. All 


of our bases were QUITE "covered."


   The "dungeon room was quite a challenge. Yet through it all, we enjoyed the playtime we had after doing this or that, then utiliz-


ing what was constructed and for what purpose. One sure thing was,


the room was soundproof. But how well was it? I had a friend help 


me make a remote control switch to activate a movable piece that 


I created. She was always one to test her boundaries of interest, 


then test her limits to them. I had the ability to design, then 


create devices that she wanted for her dungeon. The final test of 


sound check was simple. She was hanging spreadeagled from the wide 


apart ceiling hooks to the wide apart floor anchors, with an alli-


gator clip (her call) attached to either nipple or cuntlip. Wires 


were attached to all 4 of them and the ends attached to 2 posts of 


the main units in front of her. When the first button was pressed,


a medium strength surge jolted her with 6 volts at low amperage. 


This caused her to scream a bit. The second, released a movable 


connector to cross BOTH poles and amplify the surge to one far 


greater, causing her to REALLY scream! A third button triggered a release, thus breaking the circuit and shutting it off completely. 


   The test was done with the door open at first. It was quite successful. Then I closed the door, waited a minute, then hit the 


first button. I didn't hear a thing, know she was screaminmg a bit 


to the application. I hit the release button and waited again. The first, THEN the second buttons were hit again and she was scream-


ing like HELL!!! I counted to 4, then openned the door. My ears 


were instantly filled with her screams, and I instantly hit the 


3rd button, killing the current. 


   She was far more daring than I had ever anticipated, but had 


wanted to do electrical play for a long time. The equipment worked without fail, so did the room! Still hung and panting like hell, I 


asked her how she was. "Master, that was FANTASTIC! THANKYOU, Mas-


ter." After that, I got a good headset for ear protection. I would 


still hear her, but FAR less than what I heard her scream the se-


cond time. They would also help, when shot got whipped or paddled severely. Before long, I had made stocks for locking her in vari-


ous positions, a rack with additional half wheel to fit the table,


the infamous wooden pony which she loved somuch, a custom padded sawhorse, and the placement of hooks, eye srews and other various 


pieces on the ceiling, walls, and in the floor. 


   There was never a dull moment there in MY dungeon. The walls al-


so had an array of whips, floggers, belts of width and lengths, 


crops, gags, collars, (she had tons of money from her divorce, and 


spent a vast amount on her "hobby" for her own enjoyment, let a-


lone, mine.) 


   Every night, barring illness and her monthly, we spent atleast 


2 hours together in the dungeon. This also had time arrangements 


easily suiting our schedules. These could also be "stacked" for 


all day and/or evening arrangements. This gave both of us, free-


time to do something else for the evening, providing all was ok 


with me. Both of us were having the time of our lives together, exploring and advancing deeper into such a dark, but beautifully 


erotic Lifestyle.


   There were also ammends to our "contract", providing "personal"


playtime for ones' self and/or including the other later. Many un-


believably, interesting, creative, and self satistfying times were 


explored, mostly by her. The main rule was, that if one was in 


"personal", and the other was out, each had the responsibility to 


make sure that someone knew about the others' time schedule. Then 


check to be sure all was well. This included a mandatory "in" time 


if I was out. I even brought a date home from time to time, and en-


joyed her company, while knowing she was into her self bondage in 


the basement dungeon. 


   There was a signal paper hung on the door, saying "yes" or "no" 


to the degree of her self bondage play. A "yes" meant she was into 


it, and a check wasn't necessary until the end of the time period 


noted. A "yes" and a star meant to check on her, periodically. If 


there was a "no", she would be well on her own, knowing that she 


would be out by her own setup, usually a key on a string inside an icecube. (We tested the size of the cube to find out howlong it 


would take to melt and use the proper cube for certain arrangments 


of her play.) Even taking time from my personal company and MY 


"private" enjoyment, I'd ALWAYS check on her, if I saw that star. Sometimes there were 2 people tied up in the house at the sametime, 


and BOTH were "busy"! But only one knew of both, that was me.


   





                             PART III








   My arrival home was always pleasant from her, regardless of my demeanor. She just knew how to calm me, to speak to me since the 


first 2 hours were free speech, then relax me. It was a "catchup 


and sharing" of the days' events for both. Then it was Master to 


slave afterwards. Somestimes, actually a lot of times, there were 


many a lax point in those few hours, but one thing REMAINED the 


same. She was ALWAYS nude, shackled and chained. THAT ALONE, was 


her "insistant freedom" from the human rat race, that she was a ma-


jor part of in her public life. 


   It didn't take long for me to get quite use to coming home and 


seeing her in the nude in her "walking bondage" EVERYDAY! She lov-


ed it, and I truly loved and respected her in it. All I had to do 


was tell her what to do after the door closed, and she immedeately jumped to it. I was getting sucked, fucked, both, or anything else 


I wanted on command and loving everytime I did it. Never once did 


she complain, and was always deeply enthralled in pleasing me. She 


loved it too, since she was being her dream, her existence, emence-


ly enjoying anything and everything that I or she chose to do.


   If I was in the mood for her feet, which was everyday, she 


would quickly lay down on her belly and tits, then bring her feet 


up straight and beg to be hogtied. My clothes were off in a flash, 


and I always had some rope, chain, extra locks and the key nearby 


for quick access to do her up fast. My cock and balls were in her 


hands and fingers, while I had her feet in my face and both were 


enjoying each other. Then when I was definitely pumped and ready, 


I would untie her and direct her to the dungeon.


   One of our most favorite devices was near one corner of the 


room. After her ankle chain was removed, she would get up on 2 


flat, padded boards, then straped to them. A small chain was re-


locked to her ankle cuff, and her big and littlest toes tied to a 


short rod bolted across the upright. Her other leg, ankle, and 


foot were done the sameway. She automatically bent over and put 


her wristcuffs together, ready to be relocked together. After they 


were, I snapped a clip dangling from an overhead cable, connected 


to a wall mount winch. The 2 floor uprights she was straped to se-


parated evenly by a rachet scissor mechanism on the floor between 


them. The more I cranked on it, the further her legs were spread a-


part. 


   A little over 2 feet wide at her knees, I stopped and used the 


wall winch, and raised her wrists until she was held bent over and slightly forward in a VERY stringent, totally vulnerable position. 


She grunted when her position was as taxing on her as she could 


possibly handle, which was a lot! I had her in position to do just 


about anything to her that I wanted, and she hoped for! All of her 


holes were within perfect access to my cock, and I took them as I 


chose to while I played with her. As she faced the corner on the spreader stand, her ass was the reciever of many a full swing, sin-


ce there was plenty of room to easily do so.


   Another enjoyable feature of the stand and her position in it, 


was an addition made of thick, angled steel, 2 pieces of curved 


flat steel, one hinge, one hasp, and one lock. It was bolted to 


the front of the stand and adjusted to the width of the separated uprights, then the bolts tightened. It also had adjustment slots 


for it to be raised and lowered, then tightened against the up-


rights. Gagged as she was, she looked at me with a smile, and her 


head nodding, telling me she loved it at the very first time she 


saw it. 


   She watched intently, as I bolted it to the uprights, made a 


few adjustments, then tightened the mount bolts. It was directly 


under, and followed the curve of her neck. The upper half was flip-


ed over behind and across the back of her neck, with the slot in 


the end of it fitting perfectly over the hasp. One click of the 


lock through the hasp, completely secured her in place. That feel-


ing of complete helplessness churned deep inside her, really excit-


ing her to no end. She spent many an hour in it, even for quite a 


few hours of self bondage, then having me come down and check on 


her, then enjoy her again, after she had already enjoyed herself 


first.


   I was especially pleased that the neck restraint was complete-


ly clear of her huge tits! Everytime she moved or flinched, this 


whole device held her securely, and allowed her tits to hang 


straight down and swing freely to ANY of her movements. They were


quite a sight to me, and I spent many an hour playing, fucking, 


and torturing them like that, ALL to her loving approval! She lov-


ed having me whip, tie, spank, use tons of clothespins on, and ap-


ply candle wax on them. The use of medium to heavy weights, clamps, 


and suction on her long, plump nipples really turned her on, and 


she loved it all, wanting and begging for more!!!          








                             PART IV








   We had talked many a time about soooomany things, as she ALWAYS 


sat nude and bound, proudly showing her "freedom",(her TRULY BEING 


HER NATURAL HERSELF), even suggesting new plans, ways, arrangments, clothing to different places, and other outside activities. There 


were many a day that we would shorten our free speech and just get 


right into each other, salvaging our open time 'til later. This 


happend a few times every week, but neither complained. Our united


enjoyment was far more important, and much too deep to just slida 


aside. I even regimented my time, being home within a given time


for her. (Kinda easy to do, when she insisted that I have a part 


time job and NOT to worry about the money. She had plenty!)


   During the week, after returning from school at the local col-


lege, I would need to crack the books for a few hours. Not a day 


went by, that we didn't have some kind of enjoyment with each oth-


er. We even extended my study time to the dungeon, where my study 


habits HAD to be focused. As I got more use to it, my concentra-


tion got quite sharp, being able to study, while knowing that she 


was deep into her self bondage down in the dungeon. I knew this by 


a signal paper on the kitchen table. 


   After making sure my arrival home was always a "pleasant" one,


and she was in the mood after all of her chores were done, I would occasionally find a simple note on the table, letting me know what


kind of game she was into, and whether or not to check on her at 


that time. We agreed that I didn't know, unless she wanted me to,


keeping an eye on the clock from the time marked, then either see-


ing her come back up, or going her downstairs afterwards. 


   Everytime she did self bondage, she knew she would be punished, 


and wanted that from me. Sometimes, she would let me know that she 


was gonna play, but needed a periodic check, so we even put a desk 


in the dungeon. It reassured her safety by my presence, while I concentrated heavily on my studies. NOT an easy thing to do at ANY


TIME! My back was to her, but the clock was in front of me, with 


the alarm set for her release. She was always testing her level of endurance, knowing she couldn't get out on her own from the bon-


dage she set herself up in. (Her 'self' games got very seriously 


intense at times!)


   She set the alarm on the desk, got herself set up, added what 


she wanted, then locked herself in. Sometimes, her bondage was ex-


tremely stringent, forcing herself to have to endure it all. Some-


times I would add things to make it even rougher on her, then let 


her keep going. I would check, and occasionally ten to her, peri-


odically, while she was in that type of 'self' game, getting a re-


sponse as to let her stay or release her, then go back to my books. 


If it got too great for her, she was released IMMEDEATELY from it 


all. If not, she had to ride it out. Either way, she was ALWAYS 


cared for afterwards. 


   When the alarm went off, I would release her, and help and give 


her care as she needed. Later on, I would punish her, sometimes 


with another endurance test. (She always loved, and appreciated my creativity.) One thing for sure was that she loved pushing herself 


TO and FOR her edge, always trying to gain it. Either way, both of 


us were testing our control and comprehension levels, and achiev-


ing a goal. Hers was gaining higher endurance levels, and stronger 


climaxes. Mine were higher grades, the next semester, and learning 


MUCH more about the kinky sexlife we shared and enjoyed somuch.        








                              PART V








   Time with my friends was always interesting. She even met a few 


of my friends too, but outside the house, joining us guys hangin' 


out in the garage, but not in her cuffs and allowed only VERY skim-


py clothing. I always stepped outside though, if we had something 


going on at the time, in an open, visual area inside. In ways, the suspense was always there, constantly wondering if I would ever in-


volve any of them into the dark world that we shared. I reassured 


her that no one would ever know of our secret life. It was THAT 


private to me to do so. Though many suspected that we definitely 


had something going, no one ever knew for sure exactly what it was.


   Being the mechanic that I was so well at the time, there was 


many an evening out in the garage. No one said that the "playtime" 


period HAD to be indoors! She even made "special" clothing to cov-


er her from house to garage and back. (I HATE NOSEY NEIGHBORS!) I 


had PLENTY of ways to secure her out there, then session her at 


will! (And PLENTY of ViceGrips, too!) On many a hot night, I'd 


take her for a ride on my Harley, even if it was someone else's 


that I'd been working on. Needless to say, I had the HOTTEST "Num-


ber" packed behind me, too! I taught her how to ride, and the rest 


came naturally to her. (She loved to party!) She had plenty of 


friends that would EASILY forget how old I was, though I looked 


far older by a few years. Again, she had QUITE the wardrobe, and I 


loved it all on her too! She made it a VERY strong point to keep 


my eye on her, by the skimpyness of the outfits she had on, and 


keep her outta trouble too!


   During the summer, she loved being outside, hung in the breeze, 


then worked on! With my folks being out in the country, I had 


PLENTY of places to "enjoy" her in the privacy of Mother Nature, 


at ANYTIME, day or night. So I had to make a few adjustments to 


the garage also, to keep her cool and comfy. It took a week, but 


the garage was insulated, drywalled and taped, and all hooks and 


eyescrews reset again, but it was all worth it. She did hint that 


she would love being tied on the bike that I was working on. That 


way, I could work on her too! There was truly something to be 


said about having a nude, gagged, dual plugged woman, tied secure-


ly to a running Harley, then controling the revs of the vibrating 


machine with the throttle! I always blocked any bike securely,so 


it stood straight up on 2 wheels, making my work on it, AND HER, 


FAR MORE productive, and MUCH EASIER!!!


   While we rode together on the huge, midnight blue, loud, vibrat-


ing machine, I had her in a dual plugged, locked custom chastity 


belt under her short cutoffs. Both plugs were pliable, non vibrat-


ing, thick, and extra long dildos. What made it hard on her was 


the way she had to sit on the back with her feet on the passenger 


foot pegs. Both made her ride with her legs  much higher than like 


the normal sitting in a chair. This caused the dildos to drive dis-


comfortably deeper into her cavities, until she felt like they 


were going to almost pop through her. 


   But, when I fired up the bike, those automatic vibrations alone, 


almost gave her an instant climax by the rushing surge from them 


going DEEP into her lustful pits of pleasure. The change in vibra-


tions as I let off the throttle a bit, changed gears, then throttl-


ed up again was all she could take, trying to keep her sexual san-


ity from cruising over the edge. I made a teasingly long road trip wherever we went, by going the busy city route, constantly chang-


ing gears, and working the throttle like crazy. 


   Her fingertips were almost digging into me, responding to the powerfully sexual surge going completely through her body and driv-


ing her totally wild. I let the trip go for awhile before allowing 


her to finally climax and adding a steady twist as I throttled up.    


Holding tight, driving her hard nipples into my back, and scream-


ing as we rode faster, she finally had the repeated climaxes that 


she always seemed to gain each roadtrip. The longer trips worked 


her ever harder as well. 


   Taking those trips always gave her such a deeper thrill. When I worked on a bike, she wanted that feeling back, already wet from 


hearing the machines' roar and taking her mind back to those endur-


ing trips of constant teasing control. I would have her spread her 


legs and crouch a bit, then stuff the dildos as far as I could up 


both her horny cavities as I could. Then the crotch strap was pull-


ed tight and locked, securing them in place and adding quite an un-


comfortably stuffed sensation deep within her.


   Still cuffed and chained in her everyday "walking bondage", but knowing a session was imminent, she was tingling with excitement. 


Her chastitybelt had two additions for sessions with her. One was 


the same as her pumishment chastitybelt, a tack pad. Yet these 


were sharper, pricking and dragging to her every move hard against 


her sex. But the pad had a special design to it. It had 2 narrow, 


tack studded bumps that were about an inch. The space between them 


was wide enough to engulf the middle of her clit and her little 


button very, very snuggly.


   In front of the pad were 2 small pockets, just large enough for 


2 small bullet vibrators. She never fashioned the idea of having 


to walk around in it, especially knowing she couldn't reach it to 


relieve herself a small bit from the vicious bite the whole thing 


gave her to each step she took. It dug into her with every move. 


Even her breathing was an added irritant. The ankle chain was just


short enough to make her take very short steps throughout the 


house, but I shortened the chain to make the walk to the garage 


thatmuch harder and rougher on her. 


   She had to serve dinner that way, then sit with her knees tied together while she ate her peasant meal, which was almost nothing.


When I finished, she had to clean the kitchen up after her knees 


were freed. As darkness of night fell upon the city, I covered her


with a flimsy poncho made of sackcloth. Cloaked from shoulder to 


ankle, It was snug to her when the drawstrings were pulled taut, 


giving her plenty of scratchy feelings all over her. She inched 


her way down 3 steps to the driveway entry landing, then proceeded       


to follow me to the garage, her dungeon for the evening. 


   The 30 foot walk took a few minutes, hindered by the shortened 


anklechain, and the vicious irritants scraping her clit and cunt 


with every move. A few grunts and whines were always heard having 


to go to the garage, then back to the house later, in the same bon-


dage. The garage entry had a high doorbase making her step through 


very difficult. She had to straddle the base with one foot snug a-


gainst it to allow her other foot to barely meet the floor on the 


other side. Once in a few steps, she waited until I shut and lock-


ed the door and turned the light on.


   The cool, damp claminess of the garage instantly met her skin, 


giving her goosebumps after I removed the sackcloth. The garage 


had an area that was totally enclosed with no windows. Well insul-


ated for securing sound, I could work on a running bike without 


waking the neighbors during a latenight bike repair. I even had a     


flexible exhaust tube set for running bikes, and a soundproofed ventilation system for the rest of the room. She could scream and 


no one could hear her.


   My bike was already upright, set, and secured to the floor for 


the night, but ready for an inroom trip! Her anklechain removed, 


I ordered her to mount and straddle the high backseat of the bike. 


A few grunts and whines tingled my ears as she struggled, then 


rested her crotch down on the seat. She even held her asscheeks a-


part when she finally sat down on the narrow pad of the seat. Her


anklecuffs were buckled to a snapclip on the ends of 2 ropes, then stretched outwards until her big toes barely touched the floor. 


The ropes wre tied off, keeping her weight on the dildos, driving 


them as far as they could be within her. She was almost ready for 


me to start on her. 


   Her wristcuff chain was unlocked and ran behind the bitchbar of 


my bike, then drawn very short, chained closely through the bar, 


then relocked to her wrist. The winch cable to raise the bike was lowered just above her shoulders. The ends of a short chain was 


locked to either side of her collar, then to the winch. A few 


cranks later, she was held back against the pad of the bitchbar, 


completely set for the next few hours. 


 





                             PART VI








   She never spoke a word from exiting the house, to after being 


secured to the bike. I had already brought out what I wanted to 


use on her, the rest was in my toolchest. She opened her mouth,


seeing me hold the penis gag to her lips, then accepting the 3" 


phallus deep into her mouth. Her nostrils flexed to gain plenty of 


air, while settling her tongue against the fake cock and dreaming,


wishing mine was in her mouth instead.


   Up 'til then, I hadn't touched her body, otherthan to tie her. 


She longed for my touch, but instead, watched me just ignore her, 


go to the frig, grab a beer, then ease back into an old chair, and


enjoy the view of her as she was. Her eyes and soft whines were 


begging me to give her ANY KIND of attention, yet I just sat star-


ing back at her, smiling. HOT AND READY, she was getting frustrat-


ed fast, wanting, begging me, to do ANYTHING! I enjoyed doing this 


to her, because it drove her passion beyond her NEED! About 20 min-


utes passed, as I enjoyed her sweat and struggle against her bonds, trying hard to plead for leaniency, then action upon her. I still 


held out, while enjoying a second beer. I loved controlling her, 


and not giving in until I!!!, was ready to do so!!! 


   I took her slippers off, and grabbed the camera. I wanted a few pictures of her before I started, and knew she had a friend that 


would happily develope them for a small fee. The camera rested on 


the workbench, before I sat backwards on the seat of the bike. I 


just looked at her at first, then into her pleading eyes, and smil-


ing at her. My hands easily found her huge fleshy lobes, jutting


forward at me. She still stared while I fondled, then, kneaded 


them for a few minutes. Her moans were music to my ears, while my fingers found her big nips again, and then the additional onehand-


ed, teasing romp over her punishment chastitybelt.


   She gave a hard grunt when her nipple was hard squeezed, and my 


other hand pushed the clit cover firmly into her. With a quick


lick of a switch, her grunts easily turned into passionate moans 


of pleasure, vibrating strong, sensual feelings deep within her


sex. Then I gave her an even harder grip on BOTH of her nipples,


while her clit rode the insatiably desirable trip of sex, lust, 


and deeply sensual satisfaction. Her inward grasp from her loins refired, her wants and desires totally entralled and reeking of 


NEED, she rolled her eyes back with her head following back over 


her shoulders. The power of her slavery had started playing with 


her again.     


   Upon regaining her vision, then seeing me let her nips go, she shreeked to the sight and feeling of a pair of midsized vicegrips already being clamped firmly onto her long, plump, swollen nips. 


The feeling of them viciously biting into them, and their weight 


drawing and stretching both of them down, sent her panting, try-


ing to accept the pain surges blasting through her entire chest,  


right to and up her spine. Though bugeyed, but not tearing from 


the pain, she watched as I tied the ends of a piece of twine to 


both of them. The twine was threaded through a hook hanging in 


front of her, but reaching from an angle. The tears welled up and 


began flowing, while she watched and felt her huge, heavy tits be-


ing raised and stretched out, up, and away from her until the ten-


der underskin of both was plainly showing. She leaned forward as 


far as she could. When she couldn't go any further, the cable kept 


going until I stopped pulling and tied off the rope.   


   The torment was almost unbearable, as she was whining along 


with slight screams from the brunt of the pain being applied. She 


looked at me for mercy, but knew she wasn't getting any for awhile, 


then looked at the bench and my hand. Smiling, I had grabbed the 


hard leather stranded titwhip, as I got off the bike. The immede-


ate sting to the soft underside of her left tit, her shaking from 


the impact, and the added weight a her moving tit and stretching 


her nip, made her really let out a muffled shreek. The quick wrist-


ed stings were steadily and alternately repeated until she was al-


most screaming constantly. What she had requested was biting her 


BAD now! After 20 to each underside, I stopped, while she was sob-


ing, yet nodding her head constantly. Her approval again brought a 


smile to me, also knowing she managed a small climax from the 


scene. 


   She paid attention, closely watching me tie another piece of 


twine to the hook, then followed the length to a ceiling hook. 


Then she screamed again, as her tits were being pulled almost 


straight up from where they were, and painfully stretching her 


nips even more. Panting and whining heavily, she tried watching me 


the other end to the tire spokes, securing her heavy tits in the stringent position. I was ready to spank her tits and asscheeks al-


most at the sametime!








                            PART VII








   She watched, then felt the harsh stinging spanks being deliver-


ed to her tits, and whimpering to each one! Then I'd stop and use 


the paddle hard against an asscheek. Each movement by her, tortur-


ed her nipples further, but she kept on watching each one make 


hard contact. Again tears flowed, but she was panting harder and 


kinda moaning, building up to another climax. By the time I got to 


9, she was really on her way, as her tear soaked eyes kept watch


on me, as I continued. When I got to 12, her eyes rolled back, 


then her head went back, then she shook violently to the massive 


waves of erotic pain surging through her in massive proportion. Af-


ter a few more to either tit or asscheek, I stopped, and just ob-


served her while she had another one just as strong. It took a few minutes of muffled screams and plenty of panting, but she finally started back down from her edge. At that point, she finally gave a signal for me to readjust her. 


   As quick as possible, I released the jaws of both vicegrips, 


and watched her tits drop and slap against her chest, as she 


screamed again. Whining and sobbing from the pain, she looked at 


me and nodded, but with another signal to continue. I was surpris-


ed, and asked her if she was sure. Again I got a nod. I turned the


key, twisted the throttle a few times, then hit the start button. 


The Harley fired up and ran at idle, shaking and vibrating as it 


always did, but at a higher speed. 


   While she was getting vibrated good and started to really enjoy 


the dildos jammed deep into her holes, I stood behind her and fon-


dled her tits from behind. Her fingers quickly found my rock hard 


cock, fondling me greatly, wishing it was deep within her at the 


time. Her long, thick nips were again my target, as I gently tweek-


ed them, then periodically gave them a slow sensual pull. The more 


I did, the more she moaned. When she was just about to reach her 


edge, I let them go and shut the bike off. Her deep moans quickly 


turned into frustrated, repeated whines, wanting more, but being 


refused of gaining her edge instead. After a few minutes, I re-


started the bike, worked her up again, then shut it down when she 


was almost at her edge. This was indeed driving her crazy, looking 


at me, and trying to beg me to allow her a climax. I smiled back, 


just shaking my head and smiling, saying "NO!"


   When I had her mount the bike, I made sure that the chastity-


belt was in firm position to give her an irritable time. To keep 


her going, I hit the switch and had the bullets buzzing really 


slow. Although she enjoyed the tingle, it was far from enough to 


help her get off. I had made 2 nooses from the catch cord from a 


pair of eyeglasses, JUST FOR those lucious nips of hers. As raw as 


they were, I played with her nips, rolling them back and forth be-


tween my thumbs and forefingers, and gently pulling them as I did. 


When they got really erect and swollen again, she shreaked, feel-


ing the nooses really tighten up around her nips. 


   Her eyes widened, as she let out another gurgled plea again, 


seeing the burning candle I was holding near her. While a hot wax 


puddle formed, I teased a nip with the palm of my hand, really 


helping it get distended. Then she felt the first drip of hot bees-


wax sizzle down her tit, then down the side. Eventhough burning or 


branding wasn't for either of us, she DID want this! All over her 


too!  


   She watched each hot drip as it was alternated at times to ei-


ther tit, running down and stinging her severely with each one. To 


add to those "hot" sensations, I hooked the eyeglass cord over the 


hook in front of her and pulled her tits up and away just enough 


from her chest. More muffled whining and whimpering quickly filled 


room, while the weight of her tits pulled down hard on her raw 


nips. Again, she shreaked seeing the candle approach her tits, but further down instead. A single drop of the hot beeswax caught her 


at the nipple ring just above her nip, then cascaded down atop her 


nip, resting there. I was really glad her mouth was stuffed and 


taped!    


   The drops were slow between, and alternated at times. Before 


long, many a cooled bead of wax had made, and enircled her tits. E-


ven her tied nips were completely encased in it. Periodically, a 


hot splash would glide down her hip and thigh, stinging and sinj-


ing all the way. The curves of her ass got it too, all over them! 


Each run took a longtime to cool, thus prolonging the heated, burn-


ing sensation. She had told me that it really gave her a heighten-


ed lift, but again not far enough to reach her peak. Another few 


nods were shown, as she slowly closed, then opened her eyes, as 


she did.  I smiled back admiring her, leaned over, and kissed her 


sweat covered forehead. As soon as I did, I pushed the levers up 


on the controls and let the bullets work on her in high speed for awhile. It took awhile as I sat, drank my beer, and enjoyed watch-


ing her work herself against her taut bonds, finally get another 


climax. I was indeed, having fun! 








                            PART VIII








   After a few more climaxes of hers, I decided to shut the bul-


lets off, and give her some time to ease down and regroup. As she 


did, I ran another rope directly above her through a eyehook and 


pulley. Then as she sat regaining some composure, I unbuckled the 


gag and removed it from her mouth and told her to breath slowly. 


While she did, her wristcuffs were unlocked, and she was told to 


slowly move her arms around while I massaged them. Fifteen minutes later, her wristcuffs were relocked above her head, and the rope 


tied between them tightly around the lock. 


   Using a come-along hooked to a eyebolt in the wall, I started 


raising her wrists up until she was slightly stretched upwards, 


but still on the pad. Some water and more air in her, and a few 


more minutes, she nodded her head, kinda knowing what was next. 


The gag was re-inserted and buckled, and I slowly raised her ass 


was just off the pad, but just enough for the dildos to still have 


solid contact with the pad. She panted hard at first, trying to 


settle herself to the stringent draw upon her body. Her legs were 


really stretched, and her toes didn't touch the floor at all. I 


had her suspended exactly where I wanted her! She WANTED to be sus-


pended and stretched HARD at the sametime, then worked over extrem-


ly hard afterwards. It was time!


   A past conversation had entered the previously discussed plan 


for the night. She had endulged me on MANY a need that she had. It 


became very clear to me that it was MY choice to do them or not,


to her, giving her the hard edge that she so desired to reach dur-


ing every session we had together. To her, she had finally found a 


man that she could truly trust to further explore and experience 


many of her darkest, most deviant, sometimes excruciatingly pain-


ful thoughts and ideas. The man was far younger, relative to her 


or not, but she knew he was all that she needed to help her in 


gaining the fullest experience from  all of them. EVERYTHING! was hashed, rehashed, then rehashed again, until it was at the point 


of either do it or don't. When all was solidly agreed upon, only 


then did we decide to act upon those during a session.                                     


   After a few minutes of feeling the tenseness and weight of her 


body against the taut ropes, she felt a blindfold pulled down over 


her head and eyes, then nodded to its' addition. She was ready for something STRONG! Something that would drive her REALLY WILD! She shreaked again, feeling the slacked rope tighten, pulling up hard 


on her nips against the weight of her wax covered tits. Whimpering 


a bit, she nodded again, letting me know she was "content" with 


the rough position she was in, yet to continue forth. I fingered 


up to a cuntlip on either side of the dildo, rammed FULLY into the 


depth of her cunt, then locked on to the tenderest parts of her 


cuntlips, then pulled out and down hard. She moaned, whimpered, 


and shreaked again, feeling such a strong, steady pull, freeing 


what fleshy lip I could get from either side. I had taken a set of nipple clamps from the house, and cut the chain in half for this 


part. I also brought ALL of the weights too!   


   While the tacks did their thing, sharply poking into her tender 


skin, I took my time, massaging a cuntlip with my fingers. The fin-


gers of my other hand held a clamp, ready to set it firmly on it.


As more muffled shreaks filled the air, the clamp bit down unmerci-


fully. Her other cuntlip was done the same way. While she panted 


harder than ever, I started adding the weights to the chains dan-


gling to either side of the pad and fenderof the bike. When I got 


to the last 4 weights, she was already on her way to a deep climax. Somewhere in our past conversations, she had mentioned about, then 


made a serious request of, being literally hooked by something. I 


shook in reaction, but she reinsureed that it gave her such an ed-


ge, that she hoped I could help her with it. Another guy tried, 


but quit after the first, quickly snipping and removing it off her. 


She was about to get a surprise, AND THENSOME!


   A quick glance around to be sure all was in order, I knelt next 


to the bike, and angled in front of her. The controller to the set 


of bullets was adjusted to really low, but not turned on. The bike 


key was still in the "OFF" position, the exhaust tubes covered the pipes, and the last 4 weights were sitting in a tray of whiskey. 


My nerve was finally up for doing what we had completely planned, 


but she didn't think I could do a few parts she requested. She let 


out a long, STRONG, muffled scream, as the first fishhook slowly 


pierced into, then through, the still exposed, most tender part of 


her uttermost cuntlip. Then another was heard to the second one be-


ing set through her. Gripping the rope HARD that held her wrists 


up, she continued let out screams from the other 2 being slowly 


pushed into, then through her, along with the stinging sensation 


from the alcohol in the whiskey. Then I took a real close photo of 


her, dangling the 2 pounds of weight stretching either cuntlip 


without any way of tearing her. After a couple of shots were taken, 


I clicked the key and started the bike, raised the idle up, then 


leaving it there. 


   Everything was working on her extremely hard, PLUS the strong vibrations to both dildos deep within her. Within a minute, she 


was already stiffening up, arching her back, and climaxing hard 


and repeatedly. As she did, I broke loose with a 3' leather flog-


ger, adding hard, full strokes across her ass, thighs, legs, and 


back. The only break I took was to switch sides and continue flog-


ing her hard, fast, and repeatedly. She hung shaking very violent-


ly to surge after POWERFUL surge of deep, over the edge climaxes 


ripping through her entire body. Never once, did she give me any 


signal to slow down or stop the session! After what was about 5 


long, excrutiating minutes, and tons of long muffled screams and 


hard panting, I shut the bike down, but continued flogging her 


belly, abdomen, and the undersides of her well stretched and wax-


ed tits. 


   After another 5 minutes of flogging her hard, and a few more 


less powerful climaxes later, I backed off, watching her nod her 


head to the roughest, most stringent, experience that she'd ever 


had from ANYONE! I added 12 more hard swats to each asscheek with 


the leather paddle, before lowering her back down and resting 


fully on the pad. I was totally amazed that she never once passed 


out, but stayed completely alert, throughout the entire ordeal. 


She took in very deeply, EVERYTHING that we had discussed and a-


greed upon by constantly nodding her head. I gladly enjoyed dish-


ing every bit of it out on her. 


   I shut off the bullets and removed the gag, allowing her to 


breathe easier and gave her somemore water. As pained as she was, 


she looked up at me, smiled, then said "Thankyou, Master. May I 


PLEASE have more?" I smiled back with the evil grin she grew to 


love somuch, and just nodded without a word. A simple "Thankyou, Master." was all that was said fom her. A few minutes later, she 


was regagged, knowing the session was not over, and I was really enjoying myself working hard on her!   








                            PART IX








   More pictures were taken of her from plenty of different angles 


and distances. I even had to change the roll to get more. She was 


still whimpering and panting heavily from what she'd just gone 


through, yet knew more was coming. Her big toes were barely touch-


ing the floor, as I put her slippers back on her lovely feet. With 


a tug on the knot, the rope easily loosened and allowed her to put 


her foot firmly on the floor. I did the same to her other foot, 


then lowered the rope that held her heavy tits up by her nipples. 


After the nipple rope was unhooked, I ordered her to get off the 


bike and stand behind it.


   She again let out a few more muffled screams from all the pain 


on her clit and cunt, while struggling hard to dismount the bike. 


She had to pull herself up, then swing her right leg over, then a-


way, then shuffle behind the bike with her knees apart. Her wrists 


were still secured above her head, while I slacked the rope, quick-


ly switching it and the pulley to another eyehook further away 


from the bike. More slack was given, and she quickly followed my 


order, grunting and whimpering while getting on her knees. 


   I had her facing the old sofa chair, secured her knees far a-


part with another spreaderbar I made for her. The slack was taken 


out of the rope above, and stretched her wrists and arms up tight. 


Each ankle was raised up, then tied against a thigh, then securely 


knoted off. Now she hung by her wrists with only her knees on the 


floor. She watched in silence, as I set a large, heavyduty floor-


jack over the spreaderbar, with the handle next to my chair. Still 


whimpering periodically from her tortured body, she watched in won-


derment of what I had planned for her. Thistime, she had no idea 


of what was about to happen. 


   I had nailed 2- 2"x12" boards in a 'T', with the top end cut in-


to a rough edged, pointed angle. I set it on the lift of the jack 


from behind her, then pumped the handle until it was close to her crotch. The buckle of her crotch strap was undone, giving her some temporary relief to her clit and cunt. She saw me take a razor-


knife and cut the strap lengthwise only a few inches. The strap 


was then pulled back tight through her crotch, forcing the painful 


tack pad hard into her again, and finally rebuckled to the waist-


belt. She really whined when she saw me hang a cord from another 


eyehook in the ceiling, above and slightly toward me. Then she 


shreaked as I tied one end to the middle of her nipple cord. She 


really shreaked as I slowly raised her tits, stretching her nip-


ples hard again. A quick knot around the eyehook held them very painfully up high, and as forward as she could go. Panting and whimpering like hell, she knew I wasn't going to be easy on her a-


gain. But then, this was truly what she wanted and expected OF ME!  


NOTHING LESS!


  She was completely set and everything was ready to go. So I took advantage of removing her slippers and once again, enjoying her 


feet and toes that I loved to have in my face whenever I wanted 


them. I let her stay in her heavy discomfort for a few more min-


utes, while I deeply and so sensually enjoyed her feet, then stop-


ed and got a soda. It was time for a long, torturous show, with 


her being the star!       


   With my soda and slippers in my hands, I sat in the comfortable 


chair, making solid eye contact with her. She had such a plea of 


mercy in her eyes, knowing I was truly working her like she'd ne-


ver been worked before. Then she watched my hand reach down to the handle and start to slowly pump it up and down. Really whimpering nervously again, her eyes widened like they were gonna pop out, 


then she let out a long, muffled shreak, feeling the rough edge 


make contact with the very tender spot of her crotch. The edge al-


so drove the dildos a bit deeper into her. I stopped, then smiled 


as she pleaded with her eyse, NOT to go further. Then I very slow-


ly pushed the handle down a bit more. 


   Tears flowed from her eyes like running water, and long, loud, gurgled screams filled the room, as the edge almost cut into her 


flesh. She couldn't raise herself up, since the floorjack worked 


well in keeping her knees pinned to the floor. It was now jammed completely between the bar and her crotch, with NO possiblity of 


relief. She knew she was on a wodden pony and I was enjoying 


watching her suffer while she was forced to ride it. She also 


knew that I was the one that controlled her time on it, unless 


she signaled me. She didn't! To add to her situation, I got up 


and pulled a blindfold over her eyes, then sat back and watched 


her struggle, while I played with myself, finally spewing my load 


on and down her belly.








                              PART X








   She was exactly where she wanted to be, let alone how she want-


ed to be in, and feeling in GREAT STRENGTH, what she wanted, desir-


ed, and needed to experience! I, on the other hand, was totally 


taken aback by the entire session thus far. I had in front of me, 


the hottest, toughest, most beautiful sexslave in the world! The 


punchline of it all, was the straight fact that she was my great 


aunt, and loving EVERYTHING that we were doing together! Relatives 


or not, BOTH were loving, HORNY, concensual adults, that had a des-


parate need to be fulfilled. Both of us were getting QUITE fulfill-


ed, yet the end was far from near.


   The clock on a nearby wall never stopped, as I watched her go 


through yet, much stronger, repeated climaxes, over and over again.    


When it seemed like she was easing down, another surge would hit 


her, just as powerful as the previous. What was astonishing, was 


the fact that she was getting all of them ONLY from the pain she 


was actually experiencing. She was truly showing the both of us,


that masochists REALLY DO get off on pain. Anything else was a bon-


us! So I leaned over, turned the bullets on high, and flicked the switch. The instant surge of vibration threw her into another pow-


erfully spasming orgasm. 


   While she got even more wasted by repeated orgasms, I got off a-


gain, looking at her, and sniffing her heavy scent in her slippers. 


Again, I shot my jiz all over her belly. Then I got up and knelt be-


hind her, feeling her welted ass, and enjoying her feet again. Ev-


ery so often, I'd feel her tit, easing the pressure off her nipple, 


then letting it go and stretching it hard again. All of this drove 


her into another orgasm again, so I kept it up for a short time. I 


got a few more great snapshots of her, while she was completely o-


blivious to what I was doing. 


   After almost an hour, she signaled to slow the session, but I 


thought otherwise. I turned the handle and released the pressure 


in the cylinder, causing the jack to collapse, thus lowering the 


edge away from her crotch. Even if she wanted to go further, she 


was relieved that I decided to end the painful pony ride. With 


plenty to do, I took another moment with her feet, then put her 


slippers back on her. Her ankles were untied, and I eased each 


down to the floor. The knot was released, and her tits plopped 


down quickly against her chest. The rope tied around each knee was removed, freeing her from the spreaderbar. Then the rope holding 


her stretched arms up was slackened a bit. It took her a few min-


utes to regain her vision after the blindfold was removed, and I 


wiped away her tears. She looked at me, totally exhausted, yet completely satiated. Though more had to be done, she smiled at me 


with her eyes, and slowly nodded her head twice, approving of 


such an overpowering experience.


   With some help, she managed to stand, still weak and shaking a


bit from the session. I kept a few folding chairs nearby, quickly setting one, and helping her sit down near the edge, with her pain-


ful jewelry dangling over it. Her gag was removed, and she slowly 


sipped water from a glass I held to her lips. She stopped after 


having enough, then just breathed in a few long breathes of air.   


As she did and watched me, I retied her knees to the spreaderbar. 


Each anklecuff was tied to a back leg of the chair as well. Then 


she saw me with a pair of wirecutters, knowing it was gonna sting 


like hell to each snip of a fishhook. She remembered the last time


she went through this, and knew the pain would be herrendous.


   She looked into my eyes, while I regagged her again. I crouched 


down in front of her, as she tried to steel herself to the ulti-


mate sting she was about to feel in her cunt. I looked into her 


eyes again, just as I made the first snip. A huge surge of instant 


pain shot through her, as she let out an extremely loud, muffled 


scream, followed by yet a few more. Once again, her tears flowed 


like a waterfall, from the impact that just painfully tore complet-


ly through her. I waited for a minute or 2, then did the next hook. Again, muchmore louder, muffled screams filled the room, as I re-


moved the hook from her cuntlip. 


   I gave her a few minutes to regroup before I snipped the last 2 hooks, one on either lip. When she was ready, she nodded and a 3rd 


was cut. This was literally driving her through the roof, from the 


worst surges of pain she'd felt all night. After again screaming 


her head off and panting like hell, she looked at me and nodded to 


do the last one. Just that quick, I cut the hook and sent her into 


such a world of pain, that she almost did pass out. I held her 


tight in my arms for a few minutes, letting her scream and cry all 


she wanted. She was nodding her head, but I didn't let go until 


she had begun to finally settle down. The worst was over but there


was a bit more. Even the clamp removal would still bite her big-


time, but not near as bad as the snipping of those hooks.     


   It took another 10 minutes for her to regroup from the strength 


of that pain. While she did, I sat in my chair admiring the beauty 


of her, tied in a chair, totally vulnerable to me, still begging 


for more, and knowing she was gonna get it too! ALL OF IT! INCLUD-


ING ME! I had a cigarette and another soda while patiantly waiting 


for her to give me a nod for me to continue. She looked at me and moaned, quickly gaining my attention, then gave me a nod. I untied 


her knees and ankles from the chair, but left the clamps on, as 


well as everything else. The batteries were noticably low, so the bullets were shut off. The hour on the clock was very late. Rather, 


it was about 2 in the morning and cool outside. I had already plan-


ed on bringing her back into the house, when I stopped the session.


She just didn't know that she would be paraded in the nude, and 


shackled like before, all the way back.


   I blindfolded my wench, and quickly shackled her ankles with a 


much shorter chain. To make matters worse, her thighs were locked together with her thighcuffs, making every step more of a painful 


creep, than a step. The clamps and weights were pushed together, 


and the tack pad was really diging into her sex from top to bottom. 


What she thought would happen, didn't. What she was in for, she 


was wondering also. All she could do was accept and obey. Although 


we combined at times, she still knew and respected her wanton posi-


tion with me, HER Master! She knew the return was going to be very


harsh, considering all the times she climaxed without permission. 


I also marked a card, knowing of the exact number, than what she 


had thought. (He he he - VERY evily!) 


   I untied the rope from her wristcuffs, then unlocked her wrist-


cuffs. I took a few minutes to massage her arms and hands, helping 


her to get back to normal. Once done, either wristcuff was locked 


to either side of her collar. A spreaderbar was tied to her col-


lar behind her neck, then to her elbows, keeping them far apart.   


NOW she ready to my satisfaction, to creep back to the house, re-


gardless of her situation, and the possibility of being seen! 





























                                 











