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What I liked most about Samantha, and it was evident from the
moment we first met, was that she was a little bit off kilter, a
little off centre. She was someone who was at the very perimeter of
what those at the core would consider 'normal'. I also like her
name which reminds me of seventies sitcoms, where the women were
subservient and the men ruled the roost. Oh, and I also like that
she thinks that love means being tied up, sodomised, and then used
as a footstool. I really like that
about her. Then again, who wouldn't?

Her sex drive and appetite for pain are
amazing- she can never get enough of either. Even if her ass is
black and blue, and the ropes have left burn marks on her wrists,
she'd beg me to beat her tits. She got 'Property of Master Marv'
tattooed under her left breast, which I thought was a little over
the top, but made me happy anyway. She's even okay with me seeing
other women because she believes I'm too good for her and should
keep looking for a more worthy slave. In short, she's the perfect
woman.

We met in the most unusual of circumstances one cool, clear,
winter's morning. I was walking to the convenience store to buy
some cigarettes because my thoughtless girlfriend had taken mine to
work with her. Mornings are not my favorite time of the day, and
when taken in conjunction with my unfed cigarette addiction, it
would not be inaccurate to say that I was feeling more than a
little annoyed. Actually, 'murderous' would be a more appropriate
description of my mood.

Samantha ran out of a laneway and into my
side. I'm a rather large fellow and she rebounded as if she'd hit a
wall. She landed, hard, on her backside on the pavement.

'I'm so sorry,' she said.

'So you should be,' I said, spying a
packet of cigarettes peeking out of the bag on her shoulder. 'Is
that a packet of cigarettes I see in your bag there? If you were to
give me one, I might forgive you.'

'You can have the lot,' she said. 'It's about
time I gave up.'

'Just one will do,' I said.

She made to get up.

'You can stay there for the
moment.'

She looked up at me from the ground and offered a cigarette,
which I took and lit. A few puffs were enough to bring me down from
murderous to just plain peeved. I looked at her through the grey,
life stealing smoke that wafted up from between my lips.

'You've got nice big tits,' I said,
taking another drag of my
cigarette. She blushed.

'I'm going to go and buy some of my own
smokes now,' I said. 'If you want to come to my house and suck my
dick, just wait for me here.' Without another look I continued on
my way.

Not really expecting to find her there on
my return, I dawdled at the store, flicked through a few magazines,
did a little shopping, that sort of thing. All the while, however,
I was having trouble keeping my dick from going hard because I
couldn't help thinking of what I'd do to her if she were still
there when I returned.

There is only so much to occupy a person
at a convenience store, and when I had made all my essential
purchases and skimmed the more interesting magazines, I began my
long walk home. Much to my surprise - which I took care not to show
- there she was, still sitting on the ground where she had
fallen.

'Good to see you,' I said. 'You can follow me home if you
like, but you have to stay on your hands and knees.' Without
waiting to see her reaction, I began to stroll home, taking the
longer, more scenic route.

I resisted the urge to look back
the entire journey, and only
glanced over my shoulder as I unlocked the door. To my delight,
there she was, crawling along behind me.

'Keep going along the corridor,' I said
when she had made her way inside. I watched her as she crawled into
the kitchen, but instead of following, I went upstairs and had a
cigarette and read a little of the book I was enjoying at the
time.

When I was feeling suitably relaxed, I
wandered downstairs to see how she was doing. Still on her hands
and knees, she had positioned herself in the middle of the kitchen,
right beside the breakfast table.

I pulled up a chair and sat down in front of
her.

'Let's see those tits now,' I said, and
lifted her to her knees. She put her hands on her head when I asked
her to, and then I pulled the bottom of her shirt up over her head
so that it covered her face, and pulled her two very big tits out
of her bra.

'Very nice,' I said, as I fondled and
squeezed them. Grabbing both nipples hard, I pulled and stretched
her breasts, expecting a yelp of pain and a reprimand. I got
neither. She was kneeling before me, hands on her head with her
shirt over her face as I punished her tits. And she didn't even
know my name! What did I say about the perfect woman?

'What I'm going to do to you now is to
establish your place in the world, which is right at the bottom,' I
said, and released her nipples. I put a hand up her skirt and felt
her panties, which were wet with pussy juice. I had to fight to
keep the smile from my face because I'd always wanted to meet a
true submissive and one had miraculously dropped out of the sky at
my feet.

Taking her by the hair with one hand and
lowering her shirt with the other, I pulled her up to her
feet.

'Bend over and grab your ankles with your
legs wide apart,' I said, and lifted her skirt to expose a taught
backside under brief panties. I ran my hands over her ass and down
between her legs.

'One,' I said, and spanked her left
buttock.

'Two,' I said and hit her right buttock a
little harder. By the time I got to twenty, her ass was red under
her panties and she had not uttered a sound. Taking this as a
challenge, I slipped her panties down to mid thigh and started
again, once more counting to twenty and once more, she remained
silent.

I slipped three fingers of my right hand
into her wet cunt and began finger fucking her while I spanked her
red ass with my left. Still silence. After another ten slaps on
each buttock, I pushed one of my fingers into her ass while the
other two remained in her cunt, and fucked both holes while
delivering another ten spanks on each buttock. Still no sound
passed her lips and, I must admit, I was impressed.

'On your
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