
… even here! I have to say that I greatly 
enjoy mot seeing snow on the ground (or on 
the driveway, where I’d have to shovel it). 
 
It’s a new year, and time for some changes to 
be made, at least tradition says so.  But with 
all the changes over the last year, what else 
can possibly be in store? 
 
There is now a yahoo group for the Munch 
itself, at http://groups.yahoo.com/group/
TheOrlandoMunch/, as well as the long-
running Singles’ group at http://
groups.yahoo.com/group/
OrlandoMunchSingles/ and the 
newer Newbie group, which can 
be found at http://
groups.yahoo.com/group/
newbieroundtable/. 
 
In addition to the yahoo group, 
there is now a MySpace group 
just started, which is at http://
groups.myspace.com/
orlandomunch. Come and join for 
the latest updates on the Orlando 
Munch happenings. 
 
Next month, the face of Power 
Lines will be changing. I decided 
that we are not bound by the 
strictures that print media is, so 

Baby, Its Cold Outside...Baby, Its Cold Outside...Baby, Its Cold Outside...Baby, Its Cold Outside...    

we’ll be going for a slightly different layout 
for more visual interest. In other words, I 
want it to look better! Don’t forget that I’m 
always interested in new and original art, 
poetry and prose as well as articles. 
 
Torville has been looking into updating the 
website to a different layout as well, so be 
prepared for some changes on that front, 
including an overhaul of our woefully 
lacking Links page. If you know of anything 
(or anyone) that you think should make it to 
the page, let us know. 

 
This edition of Power Lines 
sees the finalé of C-Ray’s story, 
a story from Master Trek, poetry 
from Ravyn, and something 
entirely new. There is a cross-
over piece from the York 
Munch’s gina_symphony! This 
article has been featured on 
Informed Consent (http://
www.informedconsent.co.uk/) 
 and on the York Munch page as 
well. (www.yorkmunch.org.uk/
index.php) Many thanks to Gina 
for allowing the reprint. 
 
Enjoy, everyone! 
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I am writing this blog to try and reach out to 
all the people out there behind their 
computer screens, the ones who are meeting 
strangers off the internet and coming away 
cold, thinking that there are only fakes and 
wannabees out there. Or worse. 
 
Stop being disappointed about your new 
found truth. Enjoy it, embrace it and get out 
to your local munch. It is a place where real 
people who are experienced in this lifestyle 
can help you and give you friendship and 
advice. Or you can meet other new people 
who are learning just like you. The 
fellowship is amazing. 
 
When I heard about munches, I joined my 
local munch website. I was approached by a 
munch member online, welcomed and 
encouraged to attend a munch so that I did 
not feel so isolated and alone. But I was still 
unsure. I was offered telephone numbers and 
had a one on one chat with a someone whose 
only goal was to ensure that I realized that I 
was safe and to dispel any and all fears I had. 
 
I attempted to attend several times, but just 

(Continued on page 3) 

There is a growing movement of BDSMers 
who want doctors, lawyers and even 
therapists who know about BDSM. These 
lucky few are known as “kink aware 
professionals” (KAP), and they can make 
going to the doctor just after a scene less 
nerve-wracking for some. 
 
The National Coalition for Sexual Freedom 
has provided a website for those of us who 
would like a KAP, with listings by state and 
profession. There are psychotherapists from 
Key West to Gainesville, with the most local 
in Winter Park. How nice would it be to talk 
about relationship issues with someone who 
knows what power exchange is? There are 
fewer lawyers on the site, sadly. But there is 
one in Tampa! The declining numbers 
continue into the medical profession, with 
the closest in Georgia. 
 
The site is at http://www.ncsfreedom.org/
kap/www.ncsfreedom.org/kap, and is very 
easy to read through. Keep it in mind if 
you’re looking for someone you don’t have 
to explain the crop and cane marks to! Or 
power exchange. Or even that your 
beneficiary is your slave, not your spouse. 

Kink Aware ProfessionalsKink Aware ProfessionalsKink Aware ProfessionalsKink Aware Professionals    Never been to a Munch?Never been to a Munch?Never been to a Munch?Never been to a Munch?    
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and the people I met before I could relax and 
drop all my pre-dispositional thoughts about 
lifestyle people. I was so stupid. Books, chat 
rooms and websites cannot give you a real 
overview of what natural bdsm people are all 
about. 
 
You will meet nice people who will befriend 
you at a munch. If you start mixing with 
likeminded people, you will be able to learn 
more about yourself. Most of all, you will 
have the help and support from people who 
have been where you are and had more 
experience. People who can tell you what to 
avoid, prevent you from being harmed, 
provide safe calls for you. 
 
There are many lovely munches all over the 
country, seek them out and see how you feel. 
Don't be out there alone. There can be 
interesting chats about bdsm topics and/or 
games and announcements of other events 
you might like to attend. 
 
I am not on here just plugging the York 
munch, but imploring you to get yourself 
around real people in a safe environment. It 
helped me learn about who I am and what I 
want and I just want to guide other people 
who were in my position in the right 
direction. 
 
Good luck to you all and remember, you are 
not alone, just undiscovered. 
 
Love from gina_symphony 

could not drum up the courage. I was so 
scared. I had images of lots of scary people 
doing scary things and that I would be 
approached for all sorts of those things. I had 
no idea. The person that contacted me from 
the munch offered to keep in touch and let 
me know that whenever I was ready that I 
could be helped to get there etc. I was never 
pressured but fully supported. 
 
The friendliness of the munch attendees, 
their total support in giving directions to the 
munch, offering lifts, offering meet and 
greet, and their overall kindness made me 
take the plunge into real world lifestyle. It 
was fantastic. However, I still did not feel 
comfortable. At my first munch, I sat bolt 
upright, back to the wall, thinking ‘wtf am I 
doing here?’. I still felt that I stood out, 
looked out of place and would never fit in. 
But because I was being so welcomed by all 
the people who attended, I could not help but 
want to return. And return I did. 
 
I have learned so much just by attending and 
speaking with people in person. Sharing my 
experiences with them and them with me. I 
was and am totally accepted and come away 
each time feeling wonderful, as if I am 
home. 
 
I just attended my third York munch. It took 
three munches before I felt confident enough 
to properly relax and enjoy myself. But 
enjoy it I did. It took several times going out 
in public, meeting people and examining 
how I felt about the situations that occurred, 

(Continued from page 2) 
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You see other girls there, some of them 
carrying trays of drinks, the trays suspended 
by chains from the leather collars they wear 
and buckled around their waists. With hands 
shackled behind them, they circulate through 
the crowd, perched on impossibly high-
heeled shoes. Chains run between the leather 
cuffs at their ankles. They wear corsets, like 
the other two girls, the cups cut partially out 
so that their tits are not just exposed, but 
displayed... you take some small comfort in 
knowing that you aren't the only one getting 
your nipples pinched.  
 
The collars that the server girls wear are very 
wide, making it impossible for them to look 
down, to choose their footing. The restricted 
vision, high heels and the chains hobbling 
their ankles puts them in a precarious 
position, one that most of the guests seem to 
delight in making even more difficult, 
whenever possible. More than once, you 
witness one of these girls get tripped and go 
sprawling across the floor. Then get jerked to 
their knees and forced to service the guest, 
whose drinks they had spilled, while other 
girls dressed in skimpy maid costumes rush 
to clean up the mess.  
 
The serving 
girls wear 
stockings 
and garter 
belts but no 
panties, 
leaving their 
ass and 

(Continued on page 5) 

The party is surreal. Close to a hundred 
people milling around. All are well dressed 
and polite. The kind of party you'd expect at 
some Governor's mansion, except for a few 
affectations and decorations, you being one 
of them. After you'd eaten your breakfast off 
the floor, the other two women had taken 
you off for a thorough cleaning, inside and 
out. 
 
You were made to kneel on a shelf, inside a 
cabinet. It had a hole in the top that left you 
half in and half out. Naked and exposed from 
the waist up hands secured to a metal bar, 
behind your back. The bar runs up to the 
collar at the back of your neck, keeping you 
in perfect posture. The penis gag is put, 
again, in your mouth. A leather strap, just 
above the elbows, pulls your shoulders out, 
putting those now milk laden breasts in stark 
display.  
 
The cart was rolled out into a type of 
ballroom and positioned next to a table filled 
with cups and urns of tea, coffee and 
condiments. You now realize what your 
purpose will be. Your full, aching breasts 
will be at roughly eye level to most of the 
guests. You're to be one of the condiments.  
 
As the party gets going, more and more 
people visit your table. Each of them 
grabbing and pinching a nipple, to get milk 
for their coffee or tea. Most of them pull, 
twist and tug on the nipples far more than is 
needed.  
 

Enslavement: FinaleEnslavement: FinaleEnslavement: FinaleEnslavement: Finale        by: Cby: Cby: Cby: C----RayRayRayRay    
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nipples increasingly harder, to get the milk 
for their drinks. In the beginning, you had 
thought that the female guests would be 
gentler with you, but it's quickly revealed 
that they are the most brutal, both with you 
and the serving girls, whom they seem to 
love to trip at every chance.  
 
As the party winds down and the guests all 
leave, the two girls from the bedroom come 
to release you from the cabinet. The party 
started at seven. It is well after four AM, 
now. As they help you from the cabinet and 
you step down onto the floor, the blonde 
attaches a leash to your collar. She leads you 
to the bedroom, upstairs. The dark haired girl 
follows. Neither of them speaks. The penis 
gag prevents any speech on your part.  
 
Upon arriving in the bedroom, you see Him, 
sitting in the chair. The serving girl, Nikki, is 
kneeling at his feet, her head bobbing up and 
down on his cock. Her hands have been 
freed, but she's now wearing a chastity belt. 
As the blonde forces you to your knees, a 
few feet away, he grabs Nikki by her long, 
dark hair and tosses her aside.  
 
He looks at you, "You did well, tonight, my 
pet. Come and get your reward."  
 
You crawl forward, as the dark haired girl 
removes your gag. As you lean forward to 
take him in your mouth, he stops you just 
inches short of his cock and asks, "How do 
you like your new life, my little pet?"  

(Continued on page 6) 

pussy exposed. Often one guest or another 
would delight in teasing them with a 
vibrator, until they spill a portion of the 
drinks they carry, in which case, they are 
again forced to their knees to service that 
guest. And each time one of them spills a 
drink; they get three strokes from a riding 
crop when they return to the bar, to reload 
their trays. One girl that they call Nikki with 
impossibly large tits carries stripes on her ass 
from a dozen such beatings by the end of the 
night.  
 
As the party goes on, the guests have used 
almost all the milk that was stretching your 
tits to the bursting point earlier in the night. 
They have to pull and pinch and squeeze the 

(Continued from page 4) 
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Desperation 

 
If I ask for what I want, 
sometimes I get it. 
If I plead for what I need, 
I'm sure to regret it. 
 
Cravings and yearnings, 
filling me to the top. 
I ache so for it all 
I won't ever beg to stop. 
 
The desire wells within me 
pushing all thoughts aside. 
I strain to control 
these feelings I cannot hide. 
 
To my most special friends, 
I show the hunger I feel. 
It's pulling me apart. 
Make my dreams real. 
 
My desperation begins to show, 
A silence enfolds me. 
The silence of concentration, 
only my desire holds me. 
 
When at last the silence flows, 
coursing through me like the rain, 
it will make me curl my toes, 
as I scream when I feel the cane. 
 
The silence will float away, 
the longing and desire too. 
I know I'll be complete, 
but when? I wish I knew. 

Looking up at Him, no longer trying to hide 
or pretend modesty, with pure adoration in 
your eyes, "It's wonderful, Sir. When I 
begged you, on the phone and by E-Mail, to 
be your slave, I never realized just how 
wonderful it could be."  
 
You hesitate for a moment, "What is it?" he 
asks.  
 
You think for a split second, and then ask, 
"How did you get the cameras into my 
apartment, that recorded me masturbating to 
your letters, Sir?"  
 
He just chuckles again, "Not everything is 
for you to know, my pet, now come get your 
reward."  
 
You lower your mouth onto his cock, and 
start working very hard to earn the creamy 
reward that awaits you... 

(Continued from page 5) 
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What are you waiting for Master?  I am here. Fuck me up!  I know that you can. 
You are vicious, evil, and sadistic.  God I love that about you.  You know just how to turn my 
body and my mind into jello.  First you worm your way into my brain, by talking to me that 
special way you do.  Your voice is deep and dark, and excites me like no other man. You love 
that, don’t you?!  Threatening me, teasing me, torturing me, telling me what you will do to me.  
It gets my blood boiling, my head swimming, and makes me drip.  I sweat, as my heart races, 
and I am floating as I try and concentrate on your words.  You have not touched me yet, but I 
want you to more than ever.  Take me, I am your property.  I am your sex slave and your 
whore.  I will do whatever you want of me, just touch me.  My breath is short and I am so 
turned on.  Ask me what my name is, or any simple question, and I have to fight to get the 
answers out.  I am putty in your hands, waiting for you to mold me into what you want, and 
what you need.  Your breath is upon me, and I convulse uncontrollably for you.  Don’t you 
understand how much I want you?!  You are hot, and even though you don’t see it, it is 
undeniable to me. 
 
Finally you touch me, and ever so lightly at first.  My body feels as though your touch is 
electrifying my body.  Your scent fills my nostrils, and I am but an animal in heat.  You know 
how to trace my body with your fingers, seeking out all my good spots.  Your voice turns 
especially evil, and oh so dark.  Your hand finds my throat, and grips your possession, just in 
case I have forgotten that you own me.  I can barely breathe, but I don’t give a shit, because 
you take my breath away in any case.  Pull my hair Master, and force my head back, as you 
threaten to fuck with me.  Put a knife at my throat, and trace the curves of my neck, and jaw 
line.  Bite my earlobe, and hurt me ever so gently.  Now your hands are more forceful, and you 
find my nipples just waiting for you.  Slap them, tease them, and take them between your 
fingers, Master.  Twist them, tug them, pinch them, and make me hurt for you.  Suffering for 
you is all I have ever wanted, and it honors me that I am the one chosen to be the bearer of 
your attentions. 
 
Pull my fucking nipples, and bring me up on my toes, as you threaten to tear my sensitive 
peaks from my body.  I gasp in pain and delight, and I drip for you even more. 
I am so slick now, and rarely have I ever been so turned on.  I want you Master, and I know 
you want me.  Force me to my knees, so that I may serve you as you need.  I look up at you in 
awe, for you are the man I love and live for.  I look up at your chest, and it heaves in raw lust 
for me.  Your cock strains inside your pants and it begs to be released.  I feel you push me to 
the floor, and apply your boot to my back.  You pull my hands together and cuff them roughly.  
Then you grab my hair, and with your powerful hands, you pick up your slave, and I am back 
on my knees.  What, Master?!  Lick your boots? 

(Continued on page 8) 

SurrenderSurrenderSurrenderSurrender                        by: Master Trekby: Master Trekby: Master Trekby: Master Trek    



I do so with no shame.  This is my place and worshipping you is my pleasure.  My tongue 
finds every inch of your boots, one by one.  My saliva makes your boots shine, and I can see 
your cock pulsing inside your pants.  Don’t deny it.  This shit turns you on, and there is no 
sense denying it.  My teeth find your zipper, once I am done with your boots.  I manage to tug 
at that, and then work on your belt.  It takes some doing, but I must have your cock in my 
mouth. 
 
 Help me Master!  I am so fucking horny now.  Take me!!  No more teasing me! Let me have 
what I hunger so badly for.  You have at least some mercy, as you take down your pants, and 
then shove my face against your underwear, containing that delicious monster. 
The bulge is impressive, and I want to eat it up.  I lightly bite at the shaft contained there, and 
notice the pre-cum.  You ask me if I want it badly enough?!  Fuck you, Master!  With all due 
respect, you must know I do!  Finally you peel down the underwear, and your cock is free.  My 
mouth is wide open, just begging to be stabbed at by your member.  Right here, my tongue is 
extended now.  Fuck my mouth with your tool.  I will make it nice and slick for you Master, 
and make you feel so good.  You grip my hair, and force my head back, and run the shaft 
across my mouth at a side angle.  Not good enough!  I need it in my mouth, please!  Use me, 
Master.  You tug at my hair, and pull my head back 
once again.  I am but a toy for your amusement, 
aren’t I?  You apply two nipple clamps to my 
sensitive nipples, and just as I scream in pain, you 
finally let me taste your cock, and I plunge down on 
it screaming around the shaft.  God it fucking hurts!  
But I love it, and you slowly start to face fuck me, 
and then pick up the pace.  Faster and faster you use 
my mouth to please you.  I fight the urge to gag, 
and it becomes very sloppy, as juices flow from my 
mouth. The chain from the nipple clamps swing 
wildly! 
 
Long streams of throat juices drip out of my mouth, 
and slime my chest. Tears spring to my eyes, and I 
want all your cock down my throat.  My goal is to 
take all of you, and I finally do.  Your balls finally 
are resting against my chin, and your cock is super 
slick.  You take your cock out once in a while, and 

(Continued from page 7) 

(Continued on page 9) 
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slap it against my cheeks, and wipe some of the slick fluid all over my face.  What a slut I must 
look like.  I don’t care though.  More Master, more! 
 
Take me Master! Take your filthy little slut, and use this body as you see fit.  Finally your 
moans increase as I can feel your orgasm approaching.  I want your cum and want to taste it, 
swallow it, as it is a part of your soul.  You pull out of my mouth, pull my head back, and roar.  
You cum, and it spurts like thick white ropes, leaping out of your piss slit.  Some of it stripes 
my face, and some lands in my mouth where I can taste you.  It is sweet and I must have more.  
You wipe your hard cock over my face, and rake some of it back to my mouth, and then you 
have me clean your cock and hand with my tongue.  Even your fingers are to be cleaned by 
me.  But, even as you enjoy your orgasm, I can see you are still hard and not finished with me, 
are you?!  I feel you take the nipple clamps off of me, and I scream in pain as each one comes 
undone. 
 
You toss me to the floor, and I turn my face to the side as I fall forward.  The wind is knocked 
out of me but I recover quickly.  What is next, Master?  You order me to get up on my knees, 
and I struggle to obey, but it is not easy with my hands secured behind my back.  You tell me 
that my ass belongs to you, and if you so desire, you will take it.  I have no problem with that.  
You reach down and start spanking my ass.  Yes, that feels good, and I wiggle for you, 
indicating that I want more.  My ass soon burns hot, and I am on fire. Will you spank me, or 
will you fuck me?  Maybe both if I am a lucky slave.  You kneel between my parted legs, and I 
feel your slimy cock sliding over my asshole.  Oh god!!  I don’t know if I can take it up there, 
but do I have a choice?  Choices are not for true slaves, but you have always given me choices 
before.  You always give me the choice of something bad or something worse.  You know how 
to make me chose what you really wanted in the first place, don’t you?!  Bastard!  Oh so 
loveable bastard, Master. 
 
Cool wet liquid pours over my hole, and it seeps into my body.  I am so exposed, and so 
vulnerable.  I can feel your cock head pressing against my asshole.  I feel as though I am torn 
apart, as you enter me.  It hurts so badly, and I fight to remember that this is something I want.  
Whatever you want from me, it is your right to claim it, Master.  You slowly enter me and fill 
me completely.  You start to withdraw from me, and the sensation is like nothing else I have 
experienced before.  Before long you are fucking me, and I gasp for air, and the pain ever so 
slowly starts to turn into pleasure.  Not only do you fuck me, but you spank my ass, as you pull 
out of me.  My mind is in overload, and soon I am begging you to fuck me.  Harder, Master!  
Fuck your slut harder!  Grab my ass, and use it!  Yeah, oh GOD, yes!!  I can feel your sweat 

(Continued from page 8) 

(Continued on page 10) 
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dripping down on my back, as you plunge into me, harder, and faster.  I am your fuck toy now, 
to be used by you. 
 
You throw your head back, and moan.  Your moaning turns into howling, and then you 
withdraw from my beaten and abused ass.  I hear your cock being stroked from behind me, and 
though I feeling so empty now, I almost cry for you.  Your cock spews its hot liquid cum onto 
my ass, and my back.  I feel totally used, but that is why I am here. To be used by someone, 
who is the man I love, and love to be dominated by.  After a moment, you release my cuffs and 
turn me over.  You put your boot in my face, and order me to play with myself.  I do, and lick 
your boots as I struggle to get myself off.  Finally, I feel my orgasm approaching and I beg for 
your permission to cum.  You look down and laugh at me. You have me, Master.  There is no 
denying that, but please be merciful, and allow your slave some release.  You tell me one 
word….”NOW.”  I explode and for a moment in time, the world stops for me.  I don’t give a 
shit about anything or anyone.  That moment passes and you reach down for me.  I kiss your 
hand in appreciation, for you have shown me a love like no other.   I am your property, and 
proud of that fact. 
 

I know I have you.  I can make you do almost anything.  Beg, grovel, kneel at my feet, 

and more.  Follow my commands, and I shall take you where imagination rules.  I can 

make you suffer like no other; don’t forget that.  Your pain excites me and torturing you 

entertains me.  I like to push you, hurt you, and take you to the absolute limit of what a 

slave can endure.  I love the power that you entrust me with, and channel that power 

back into you.  It is a strong force, and one that requires great focus or it becomes 

dangerous. 

 

I know how to fuck with your brain, and how to electrify every nerve in your body.  Once 

I have your brain, your body will follow.  I have the gift of domination, just as you have 

the gift of submission.  We feed off of each other, and embrace our darker side.  Raw 

passion is welcomed and without it, what we do is simply a production without heart.  I 

control you and can take you to the edge, but we are nothing without trust.  You must 

trust me with your life, and I must trust you to tell me if I have taken things too far.  We 

have a symbiotic relationship; one needs the other.  A Dominant without a 

submissive is like a flower without sunlight, soil, and water.  It does not exist 

for very long.  I want you…need you in my life.  We are good together, but 

my domination of you comes out of love, and respect for who you are.  You 

have the gift.  You are here to serve me, and in pleasing me, I will please you.  

Remember always that I do what I do out of love; love for you. 

(Continued from page 9) 
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ORLANDO MUNCH- 

 meets on the 4th Saturday of the month. Singles’ 
 munch is noon to 2pm, Munch proper is 2pm to 
 5pm. Location is Cricket’s restaurant, at 4564 S. 
 Semoran Blvd in Orlando. (407)277-3322  
 

SISTERS’ LUNCHEON- 

 held in the Orlando-Sanford area, usually the 2nd 
 Saturday of the month at a restaurant. Location 
 changes each month. Information sent upon 
 request to: RoundersSweetTea@aol.com. 
 

ORLANDO TNG- 

 Orlando: The Next Generation has temporarily 
 suspended operations at the Blue Room, but is 
 hoping to resume entertainment soon. You can find 
 out more at  www.fatalfetishgirls.com. 
  
______________________________________________ 

Coming Soon!!!! 
 

FETISH FLEA MARKET- 

 Atlanta, GA. February 2nd-4th. Rooms must 
 be reserved by Jan. 2nd to get the 

 low $115 rate!  
http://www.fetishfairfleamarket.com/fff-atlanta.html 
 
SOUTH PLAINS LEATHERFEST- 

 Dallas, TX. February 23rd-25th. Age is 21+. 
 Cost from $109 to $189– volunteers are free! 
http://www.southplainsleatherfest.com/home.html 
 
______________________________________________ 
 
 
 
Know of other area happenings? 
Please email Eria at: 
powerlines@orlandomunch.com. 

O-munch Staff 

 
Torville– Torville@cfl.rr.com 
Patti– ombdsm@aol.com 

Upcoming EventsUpcoming EventsUpcoming EventsUpcoming Events    
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