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   It was always difficult, but always nice to find, or actually be surpirsed in finding a friend that truly loved to play in such a dark, deviant world as hers, but especially in hers. The biggest problem was finding a most suitable partner that would cater to exactly what Lynda needed at the time, satiate her to the max, then be quite strong enough to let her go, free of any bond so that she could just do whatever she wanted before or after a meet and/or a scene. When she found me one afternoon while enjoying some intense, personal private time with myself, then discovering that I had no idea who it was that was playing with me, Lynda was taken slightly a back, but smiled and stayed quiet. Then she saw everything that was in my basement dungeon, and knew then, that sooner or later, things were about to change, hopefully to compensate her completely, at any time, and without question.    


   Another tantalizing thought that easily presented itself in her own deviant imagination, was the fact that she would love to play or be played with, with a select few of her bi Lady friends in my dungeon. Then she thought of even involving me in a few of her scenes, and even theirs, too. The possibilities seemed endless, but they all stemed on one important move on her behalf, freely and willingly giving herself to me upon the agree-


ment she had in mind. It was quite a challange to get all of her thoughts down on paper, then presenting them all to me. After a long, hot, horney night of prolonged self teasing and minimal satisfaction until the self imposed task was completed, Lynda sat only in her nightgown and slippers on the porch steps, and sipped on a cup of coffee while waiting for me. I saw her, stopped and parked my car, then joined her after recieving a sensual kiss and a cup of coffee from her. Within the next 2 hours, she told me of her thoughts, what she felt, what she wanted, and most of all, what she was willing to offer and do to gain all of everything that she had just discussed with me. After awhile, Lynda knew that a few dreams she had that always seemed to tie together, were about to come true.


   Her timing was always quite precise, arriving at my front door, late that evening, in exactly what I told her to wear, but actually, less. If someone saw her during her walk up the block to my house, they would have thought she was a hooker, or coming from some-


ones' bed after a really hot date, or that someone was about to get lucky. When I answer-


ed a knock on the front door, Lynda was facing the door with her nightie pulled all the way up to and tucked under her chin, completely exposing her huge tits, and had her hands together behind her back and holding a very small purse, which really impressed me. "I'm here and ready for my first session with you, Master. May I come in, Master?" "Yes you may, slave. You look quite impressive, and I love that!" She entered the living room and stopped, standing in the middle of the room with her feet far apart and her fin-


gers entwined behind her neck, while still clutching her purse and her paperwork that she had completed earlier that morning. "Did you get any rest? I hope you did." "About 5 hours, Sir." "Good. Give me your purse and paperwork, and put these on as I give them to you." "Yes, Master." After handing me the papers, Lynda started putting on the wrist-


cuffs, anklecuffs, and collar that I handed to her, one by one. When she finished, she re-


moved her nightie, handed it to me, then put her hands and fingers back behind her neck, standing nude and facing me as I sat at my desk in the corner and watched with a quaint evil grin. She stayed that way, while I typed up everything, occasionally discussing parts of the contract with her one last time, until everything was crystal clear and finally set to print in triplicate. 


   It was also a very good test for her to see if she could stand as she was, being embar-


assed, humiliated, and degraded all at the same time, while answering any and all ques-


tions that I had. As she did, I could see her shake just slightly from both her nervousness and excitement, knowing what she was about to recieve from me, plus anything else that I had in my mind that she didn't know of. As the hour progressed, I could even detect it in her responses, and seeing small beads of sweat forming all over her dark toned skin. When the contract was completed, I handed it to her, had her read it one last time as she stood there, then if she agreed, to initial it on the corner, leaving one last formality left for the following day, getting it notarized. That way, there was no question to anything that was there, other than notified days and times in the future as they both presented themselves, and extra days, evenings, and nights, even by surprise. Nodding her head with a smile, Lynda looked at me and gave me a huge smile, took the pen from my hand, then leaned over and dangled her huge tits in front of me, and initialed the corners of every page. Afterwards, she stood back in the middle of the room as she was before, but with her head bowed down, quite ready for my inspection, then begged for me to be quite thorough, no matter if I was rough or not. Lynda made one last statement before I started. She felt that she completely belonged to me from the moment she initialed the final pa-


perwork, and to her, the signatures were only a mere formality. Then she looked me in the eye, and begged me make sure that the session would be extremely rough, and at times, taking her levels of both pain and pleasure even higher still. The more she felt of either or both, the more aroused she got, and loved getting even more out of the duration of the experiences during the session. 


    I really smiled, arose from my chair, handed her a ballgag, then told her to put it in her mouth and adjust the straps. After she did, I handed her a lock, which she used to lock the straps together behind her head, then made one final adjustment, making sure that both straps were tight, just as she wanted them to be. As I handed her another lock and told her where it was to go, Lynda answered me with a muffled, gurgled "Yes, Master", then did as she was told. After her ankles were locked to a spreaderbar even further apart and making it a bit more difficult for her to stand in her mules, I gave her one last lock, which she had to take some time to finally lock her wristcuffs together to the hasp of her collar. It really excited me to hear one last very slight, soft whimper from her, as she freely and willingly locked that last lock, then stood up straight with her head still bow-


ed. Lynda, 5'6", 42DD-29-36, half black woman with a dark cream skin tone, was ALL MINE of her own free will, and anything from then on was completely consensual! She was owned, and I, was HER OWNER! 


   The contract all in itself was very interesting and very agreeable, because it not only assured me of owning her, but if she were to bring a bi Lady friend over to enjoy and/or be enjoyed by, it allowed me to join the both of them, providing her female partner a-


greed in that Lynda was a Domme. If she was a slave, then I had full permission by both to do so. There were NO men involved at all at any time, or present during ANY session. If they were around, they HAD to wait somewhere else and completely away from the house and property. It also stated that Lynda was to be standing as she was in my living-


room 2 days a week at a precise time, those days agreed to by both, for my enjoyment. I decided what I wanted to do at that time, even if I decided to switch. If I did, she would be unlocked immediately, then take command of me right then and there. Also at that time, or at a time of her choosing, if she chose to call in another bi ladyfriend of being ei-


ther Domme or slave, she could do so. (She loved that option!) What was neat about the whole thing was that most, if not all of her slaves, which also included herself, were into and intensely loved medium to severe or even extreme SM. I even fell under that state-


ment, which she also enjoyed. All sessions were to be completely safe and sane, even if it was extremely severe, as the consent was already there and any SM was fully expect-


ed and agreed to, BEFORE the session even started. If a stop signal was called, the sess-


ion ended completely, unless otherwised noted and agreed to with the use of a caution signal immedeately following. Both signals were noted by the use of head, hand, or a verbal call, and were to be fully acknowledged at that time, and for whatever reason. 


   Having all the bases covered, I hugged her long and hard, giving her kisses all over her head, neck and shoulders. Those had Lynda moaning in mere seconds, easily raising her breathing to near panting levels from being so turned on as she already was. She'd been deeply involved in the dark world of real rough to extremely rough play with mostly her bi ladyfriends for atleast 9 years. She also found out far before that, that she really loved bondage, while playing or being played with by her female partners. The more severe the bondage, the higher she got, which made her orgasms just that much more powerful and extremely intense, just the way she loved them to be. Oddly enough, she never wanted any male partner to take her there that way, after being lied to, then severely brutalized and hospitalized by one noncaring, extremely sadistic bastard. Since then, it was straight sex with any male. Now that she had me for a male partner, and a contract that bound both of us together regardless of who was what during a session, Lynda knew that taking that one chance of being worked over by me was going to assure always being guaran-


teed with a deep trust, a love and respect, and a completely safe, sane, and consensual episode betweenst us. 


   Within seconds of hugging and kissing her, my hands were all over her tits, back, and ass. Then I stopped, stood back, and just stared at her nude beauty before me just for a moment. Then I proceeded to take small side steps around her, while still looking at her.


When I was back in front of her, my fingertips gently fondled and teased her rather long and thick nipples, really erect from her excitement. As I started squeezing them slowly, Lynda moaned, then whined, feeling the pleasure turning into pain, but thrilling her from recieving it. She was hoping I would, then I was. Her knees weakened as the squeezing got harder, and her tits being pulled up at the same time, really making her really whine and pant even more. After about a minute of holding them up, her right tit was dropped, as I concentrated on fondling and squeezing her left tit while it was still held up. Then I squeezed her nip even harder as the inspection of her tit continued for another minute or two, really getting loud whines and a few whimpers from her. As I did, I watched her facial expressions as she watched me play and torture her. Satisfied, I let it go and pro-


ceeded to pinch down hard on her other nipple, then raise and hold her tit way up, fol-


lowed by fondling and sqeezing it for a few minutes, just like I did with the other one. Her whining became even louder and more whimpers were heard, until I smiled, stopped, then let go of it, hearing a slight plop against her chest. Still panting hard while she re-


grouped, Lyn gave me a muffled gurgled "Thank you, Master", just before I grabbed her tits from the outside, and started smacking them together, kneading and working them roughly. They felt good, wholesome, with a few scars on them from when she was taken dangerously from another so called master. About a minute later, I stopped and let go of them, again smiling big time.                         


   It took a few minutes for her to regain her stablilty, but took even longer as my hands were gliding all over her sides, belly and back in a very soft, slow mannerism, deeply en-


joying the smoothness of her skin. Then just before I reached her clit and ass, I stopped and skipped both of them, saving them for last and really giving her some slight frustra-


tion. Her thighs weren't lean, but still very toned up and muscular. They really made her look great, even as they strained slightly from her position. As I took my sweet time go-


ing down to her knee, then stooping before starting on her other leg, Lyn was moaning from feeling the gentle, loving attentiveness that she'd always longed for if she ever com-


mited herself to being the sexslave to another man. She just felt that I really was her right choice. Now she knew I was! The other bastard wasn't any way near how I was, and she was lucky to be alive after receiving his cruelty and neglect. Her many scars from knifes, razor blades, whips studded with small sharp pins, numerous burns all over her body by this or that, and a few broken bones were all extremely strong evidence attesting to his sadism. It had been a few years since that happened, then finding me one afternoon as I was and really enjoying me in HER way, then really doing some serious thinking to fi-


nally give it one last try, she decided to satiate herself through me, a white Dom but with an obvious knowledge and a most pleasant style of his own. He was his own man, far from that of the other creep! So far, Lyn was loving it all and didn't feel unsafe at all in her choice of partner. She just prayed that it would be an even more beautiful experience in being dommed to even some extremes, thoroughly trusting and believeing in me as she did. She would know for sure, as the night progressed.


   Lyn told me that black women always made a lot of noise when they were making love or being sexed, and both she and I chose her to be as set and quieted as we could get her. She wasn't kidding, as I'd found that out from prior clients of color! Yet, regardless of what was being done to her, in my rule book, she was STILL very much the Lady. I loved giving her as much tender loving touches and soft, sensual kisses here and there, while I felt her thighs, then her knees, then her calfs, then her sweet feet and toes which really excited me. She knew her feet would, too! The more she felt of my attention, the louder she was moaning, hoping that I would just fuck her right then and there, and al-


lowing her to gain, then vent a huge orgasm. Although she knew I wouldn't, Lyn was really deep into what WAS happening, while she was so lovingly absorbing and building hers up even more.       


   By the time I got to her ass and nethers, Lyn was like gellatined butter, stable, but still slowly melting, or better still, soft, warm puddy, pooled in my hands. That was exactly how I wanted her to feel, and also feel being well coveted with such a given love, trust, and respect, keeping her the Lady that I told her she was and always would be. My words to her as I enjoyed her more seemed like mush, but they were definitely meant, and she responded to them, knowing they were true. She was really beginning to heighten her a-


rousal even more, as my fingertips teasingly approached, then gently touched her com-


pletely smooth, hair free hood and clit. My other hand was enjoying the smoothness of her buttcheeks, and slowly running my fingers down and up her crack, going just ever so deeper upon each direction. I was enjoying making a point to melt her as she stood there having to take and absorb it all, as deep within her as she possibly could, right to the depths of her G spot. As I half stood beside her and slowly teased her with such a loving touch that she moaned even louder while feeling, I sucked on her left nipple, enjoying the tantalizing length, and working it between my lips, teeth, and tongue. It was great to give her such an interesting and overheated physical and mental inspection, and able to deeply enjoy observing her with such ferocious intensity to gain an orgasm as she stood, slightly weakened, but still strong. 


   Just as Lyn was reaching her peak, I stopped and stood away. The second she realized that I stopped, she went ballistic, letting all sorts of muffled screams and incoherent, gur-


gled and garbaled words, and still trying in any way she could, begging for more. Then she realized that it wasn't to be, yet still continued with her futile attempts to gain even a shallow one. Those few MOST frustrating minutes passed ever so slowly. I just stood by, smiled, and observed her very intently, knowing she was having a rather difficult time adjusting to being denied further pleasure after such a deeply intense ride up the ladder of orgasm. When she was right at the very pinnacle of maxing out into her first intense, sexual encounter by my hands, lips, tongue, and mind, the ladder of orgasm was knock-


ed out from under her. A moment later, I noticed her responses were not all right. 


   "Lyn? You ok, sweet? Was that too much, or shall I continue?" I waited for an answer, expecting her to pass out, and quite ready to catch her on her way down, both giving and softening a safe landing for her. Just in case, I held on to her with a firm grip through her crotch and around her back to her opposite shoulder, fully expecting her to drop. She was panting so hard, that I did drop her to the floor very gently, still keeping her sitting up. Within seconds, the lock was off and the ballgag was out of her mouth. Luckily, her small purse was nearby, and upon opening it, I found her license, and more importantly, her medicine. Being an asthmatic, she needed her inhaler immedeately to ventalate her lungs, and gain some much needed air. "Here ya go! Just work with me, sweet. Ready?


NOW BREATH IN! Therrrrrrre ya go. I'm here. RIGHT HERE WITH YOU! Now just relax." As soon as she regained her breathing to almost normal, Lyn started crying. It took but a few seconds to unlock the locks to her wristcuffs and collar, helping her to re-


lax even better and get even more air into her lungs. Afterwards, I got sat directly behind her, supporting and holding her until she calmed down, calmly talked to her, assuring her that she'll be fine in a few more minutes, and not to worry about anything else for the moment.    


   We both sat there on the floor and discussed what happened, while both wondered if we could or even should continue. After another 10 minutes had passed, I decided not to and offered her my bed and stay over with me. Still upset, frustrated, and dissappointed, Lyn agreed, knowing it was the best thing to do, rather than risking another episode. While I unlocked her ankles from the bar, she put the collar back on her and locked it and told me that it was only right that she had it on, and giving me the respect I deserved. I looked at her and smiled, making sure it was a loose fit around her neck. Then she also requested that she wear all of the cuffs, too. Again I agreed, then helped her stand, and had her walk up the steps in front of me just for safety's sake. When I turned on the near-


by lamp, Lyn looked around and smiled, seeing that my bedroom had a few toys in it a-


long with a few ceiling hooks and made a few interesting comments in hopes that I'd still play with her for a bit longer before we both retired for the night. Well reassured by her, I agreed to enjoy her a bit more, but kept a very close watch on her while I did.


   Within minutes, Lyn's wristcuffs were clipped to 2 cables that dangled from the corners of  either side of the tapered ceiling of the converted attic. After I relocked her anklecuffs to the bar again, I raised her wrists until the cables were almost taut, then heard Lyn gig-


gle and make a joke that I wouldn't have to catch her. Then she apologized, and begged that I spank her for saying what she said, knowing it wasn't the right thing to say after what just happened in the livingroom. I chuckled too, in agreement with her, but I also said that she was right and deserved one. But she needed a gag that would definitely help her breath better. I gave her a long, passionate kiss while fondling her tits, then I pinched her nips and left her alone just long enough to get what I wanted from the basement and return. While I was gone, my absence gave her some time to really study my bedroom, learning even more about me. She was quite surprised seeing a such a neat, well organiz-


ed room and decorated in such a way that would easily entice any woman that was allow-


ed in. Although she was nude, the entire atmosphere of the room gave her a warmth that quickly engulfed her emotions to a depth far deeper than she wanted to be. She thought to herself that she could easily fall in love, and if she was allowed to move in, she would only be a few houses away from her dad, and still be able to tend to him. But that choice wasn't hers, although it was really tempting to her to try.


   She tried looking over her shoulder to see me, when she heard me coming up the steps, but couldn't until I was almost to her. "You have a beautiful room and done so tastefully, too! I'd never have thought that you had such a tastefulness in decorating it like this and I love it. So what did ya bring me, Master?" "Thanks, slave. This is for you. Open your mouth."As soon as she did, I grabbed a handful of hair at the back of her her and rammed my tongue into her awaiting mouth, kissing her even more passionately than before and making her knees weaken a bit. Then I withdrew and pushed a ballgag into her mouth, quickly buckling it up tight. The ball was perforated to allow her plenty of air, but still muffling a little of her noise. "There. Much better! This room is almost soundproof, so you can make all the noise you want and no one outside will be able to hear you. I did all the work on this room and it's just perfect for me. Now. Where was I? Oh yes. INSPECT-


ION TIME!" I smiled into her eyes when I said that, and Lyn responded with soft, smil-


ing brown eyes, and letting out a soft moan, awaiting more of the pleasure that she was hoping for.       


    "Damn, woman. You are soooooooo nice, and I'm really enjoying this! I'm gonna take it a bit easier on you, but still watch you. IF, you have or feel something wrong, signal me quick and I'll get you to the bed real fast. That's it. Understand?" Lyn nodded while she looked at me. Then she rolled her eyes and moaned, feeling my hand slid down her belly and stopping firmly on top of her clit with a gentle massage. As she enjoyed feeling my fingers slowly spreading her clit lips apart, I was also enjoying feeling her beautifully shaped buttcheeks and those sweet spankable rounds awaiting a hand, paddle, cane, or whip to warm them up by delivering a well deserved punishment on them. But before I did, I wanted to really work her some more while continuing inspecting her. I crouched down in front of her and really spread her lower lips apart, enjoying seeing such a sweet view of her glistening clit and labia. Then I teased her a bit, fingering her hood, and flicking her hood ring, occasionally giving it a slight tug. Lyn was moaning like crazy, when my tongue just touched her button after I fondled it til she was good and hard, really sending her arousal to near peak point. Then I stopped and let her go, hearing a soft, dissapointed whine knowing she was again, denied. 


   I made a quick move around, facing her ass right in front of me, fondling and squeezing such a sweet beautiful butt and thinking of all the things I'd be doing with it later on. But for the time being and staying safe, we'd have to wait before much of that play could happen. Instead, my fingers slowly spread her cheeks apart and enough to view her butt hole, looking healthy and free of hemmoroids. I did see some more scaring there too, and dispised the bastard that created those, thinking of how he did her and what she really went through being raped hard by him and with what. My fingertip slowly slid down, then gently across her hole, then pushed just slightly in, while I listened to her whine a bit nervously, probably remembering everything from before, and also wondering of my reaction to seeing it that way. Then she sighed when she heard me tell her that I would be far more easy with her there than how the bastard was, but still work her to her limit in her ass. She also nodded when I told her that we'd discuss a few more thoughts that I needed to know about, but at another time. Then I stood up and to her side, kissing her shoulder while fondling her tits and ass again. 


   The more I kept up fondling and teasing her, the more and louder she got, really enjoy-


ing my soft, loving attentiveness to her. Then I surprised her, and listened as her panting get faster, just as I slid my hand down to her cunt and spread her lips apart, already soak-


ed with her warm, natural fluid. As I teased her by gently massaging her rim, I slid my middle finger of my other hand down her butt crack until my fingertip was right on her butt hole and just inside her rim. By then, Lyn was panting hard and letting out louder moans, knowing and hoping for what I was about to do. Then I did, and went in deep, then holding my fingers firmly inside both of her holes. Lyn went bonkers, while my stiff fingers slowly moved around inside her holes, driving her up a wall and right into an im-


medeate orgasm. "Feels goooooood doesn't it? You're gyrating on them so ya want them in longer dont ya? Go on, slave. Enjoy it! Now guess what?" I allowed her the thrill, but not for long, just a few very pleasurable seconds, then pulled my fingers completely out of her, which really frustrated her. She looked at me when I withdrew, whining and try-


ing hard, beging me to reenter her and give her more. Then she let out one more long whine when she saw me just smile at her, knowing I wouldn't. She loved being teased a lot and worked hard, but always hoped for some extra special allowances. When she saw me just smile and refuse her, again she knew that she made the right choice of gaining me as her owner. I knew well what I was doing, and she knew it too, loving every bit of it and desparately wanting, needing, and expecting MORE! 
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   I let her stand there and regroup while I left and washed up before enjoying her any further.          
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