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Chapter I

 A Terribly Frightening Torture



There was silence so thick you could
hear your own heart beating. Then there was a swishing sound, but
only for a split second. Then pain exploded in my ass - terrible
pain, shocking, burning pain. My body jerked - I could not help it
- and for a few seconds my toes lost contact with the floor. But I
got them back under me, for all the good that did me. I could only
just touch my toes to the concrete floor, and that certainly did
little to relieve the stress on my elbows.

When I was again perched on tiptoes, I
looked over to the full length mirror I had placed on the wall.
What I saw was amazing. As I stood there, barely in contact with
the floor, I could see a woman looking like an illustration for
Torture Chambers Monthly. She was naked. She was tightly bound with
numerous windings of white cotton clothesline. Her arms were bound
behind her, elbows tightly together and wrists not only tied but
also lashed to her narrow waist by ropes so tight they cut into her
stomach. She was panting and sweating. Oh, and she had rubber ball
shoved in her mouth and strapped tightly in place. The rubber ball
pushed her tongue down and made speech quite impossible.

Not that I had anyone but myself to
blame for that. I was the one who had insisted on the gag. There
were two reasons: one, not to disturb the neighbors, and two, to
increase the feeling of helplessness. Oh, and to prevent me from
calling a halt to the torture I had ordained for myself.

I should have been proud of the way I
looked. I have a fine body, with good sized, firm breasts any woman
would be proud of. My legs are long and shapely, and my waist
narrow enough to give me very nice curves there. But at that moment
I was not concerning myself with how lovely I looked. I was
concentrating on the burning sensation on my ass.

In a word, I was being tortured. By my
boyfriend -- at my command.

And torture was the absolutely the
right word. The ropes were uncomfortably tight, especially those
around my elbows where the rope went up and was tied over a rafter
in the garage. Tom, a normally sweet and loveable guy, was standing
behind me, stripped to the waist and holding a wicked black leather
braided whip in his sweaty hand.

He had not wanted to do this but I had
ordered him to. The threat that worked was that I would never have
sex with him again if he did not do as I wished. He obeyed,
reluctantly, yet I could sense the excitement in him. I stripped
naked and presented myself for the ropes. He tied them on,
increasing the tightness when I complained, and knotted them all
down until I was certain that I could never escape from them. I was
totally helpless when he added the gag. Yet, that was not quite
enough. I had him tie my elbows up to the rafter until I was lifted
onto my toes. Then came the real fun. Again as per my orders, he
took that whip and used it on my bare ass.

I had only felt the kiss of that whip
once, and that had been quite painful. It was thin with a thong at
the end that felt as if it were cutting the skin. I knew that long
before the ten strokes were finished I would be screaming and
begging him to stop. Hence the gag. Wasn’t I a smart girl to insist
upon that gag?

With the first terrible burning stroke
of the whip, I knew I had been smart to insist upon being tied up
to the rafter. The pain was so sudden and so very strong that I
jerked myself right off my feet. Had my elbows not been tied to the
rafter, I would have fallen to the concrete floor.

Did I mention that my legs were
tightly bound together? Yes, I had not forgotten about that part.
The ropes were very, very tight, enough so that it was painful just
standing there. And that whip! The amount of pain it could inflict
on bare skin was unbelievable! Yet the excitement I felt within was
incredible. It was as if I were intensely alive, every sensation
vivid and colorful. The feeling of the ropes cutting into my flesh,
the swaying of my body as I tried get my toes back on the floor,
the beating of my heart, and the heat between my legs, were all
deliciously potent feelings. I was both extremely frightened and
incredibly excited.

Tom, for his part, was reluctant to do
as I bid, but he came around. After he realized that I was serious,
he became very interested. He had given me many spankings, often as
hard as his male hand could deliver, and enjoyed my squeals and
struggles as the pain brought tears to my eyes. The idea of
whipping my bottom, actually whipping it with a real whip designed
to inflict maximum pain, was turning him on, too. So I had my
willing associate.

Putting the mirror there so I could
watch myself get tortured was a very wicked touch, but I found
myself staring at that woman with fascination. I hoped Tom enjoyed
the little show; I was.

Then I heard myself whining at the
thought that this was only the first stroke, only the introduction
to coming pain. The thought flashed through my brain that maybe I
should try to tell him it was all a mistake and he should let me
down.

Then came the second lash of that whip
and I cried out loudly, almost a scream. But fortunately the ball
gag muffled its intensity. Yet, I had not expected that stroke, and
again my body instinctually jerked. Then I was fighting to get my
toes back on the floor. Pushing up with them did ease the strain on
my elbows. It was not much, but it was all I could do.

Tom was behind me, so I couldn’t see
his reactions. I could only hope that he was enjoying himself. I
had told him to space the strokes out so I could enjoy the fearful
anticipation of each new one. So it was a while before the third
came. Meantime, I had to wonder about my poor bottom. It felt as if
that whip had cut through my flesh and I envisioned trickles of
blood creeping down my beaten ass. The frightening thought occurred
that maybe this would leave scars upon my bottom that would last
the rest of my life - constant reminders of my first real whipping.
The idea both scared me and excited me.

I heard the swish announcing the
coming of the whip and tensed for it, resolved not to jerk this
time. Horrible pain exploded in my rear and again I screamed into
the gag, but this time I held my position with only a sideways jerk
of my shoulders. My bottom was burning something terrible and I was
beginning to cry. As the whipping continued, tears flowed freely
down my cheeks to wet the gag strap then fall upon my
breasts.

With the fifth stroke I lost all
resolve. This had to stop. It was too terrible to endure. I tried
telling him to stop, but my tongue could not move enough to form
those words. And my jaw was held open by that damned ball. I could
make only pathetic, hurt animal sounds.

I turned my head as best I could to
look over my shoulder at Tom. Through my tears I could make him
out: a tall man, trim from playing tennis, and with a whip trailing
from his hand to the floor. I could not really see the expression
on his face, and had to wonder about his emotions. Was he enjoying
this? Sexually aroused - as I was? Or was he fearful of hurting me
too much and wondering if he should stop. I whined a plea for mercy
and tried to shake my head in a negative so he would understand
that I had changed my mind.

My reward was to see that arm lift the
whip and then swing it in an arc to impact viciously upon my poor,
tortured flesh. I screamed, not a gasp or yell, but a full-throated
scream. I didn’t care whether the neighbors heard anything or not.
I simply had to let out that expression of the pain I was feeling.
It is almost impossible to keep your body still when pain is
exploding inside you. My legs bent and lifted up by themselves as
if my body was trying to curl up into a ball.

Please, I pleaded with Tom, please
stop this! I’ll die! My bottom will be cut to ribbons. Oh, please
stop!

Of course the words never formed. My
sounds were pitiful in more ways than one but definitely not
intelligible. Still, he had to know what I was trying to
communicate. He had to!

Then I remembered myself briefing him
just before I took my clothes off. Under no circumstance will you
fail to deliver the full ten strokes to my bottom, I told him. No
matter how much I plead or seem to be distressed, you will complete
the whipping. If you don’t, I had told him as seriously as I could,
you will never get me to bed again.

What could he do? Faced with the loss
of his favorite “piece of ass” (as he sometimes referred to my
sexual favors), he could only comply. Besides, I think he enjoyed
the idea. I had noticed the bulge in his pants as he finished tying
me. Of course, he wasn’t the one with the burning ass and wallowing
in more pain than I ever thought possible.

As the sixth stroke lit up the nerve
switchboards in my brain, a wild idea overtook my rational part.
Maybe if I fainted he would stop! But then the next stroke came and
I knew, deep in my heart, that I could never fake unconsciousness
anywhere near well enough.

It was around the eighth stroke that I
lost it. I remember kicking my legs, although why I don’t know. And
struggling against the rope around my arms and legs. It was a wild,
illogical fight against the clothesline binding me, but still I
struggled as hard as I could. There was no rational thought behind
it. It was a purely emotional fight against what was impossible to
take. I think I thrashed around like a fish at the end of a line
being pulled out of the water.

I felt Tom’s strong hands on my hips.
He was holding me still. Perhaps he was afraid I would hurt myself
if I thrashed too much, and maybe he was right about that. I tried
to calm down from my near-panic state. The only thought in my mind
was that it was over at last!

I looked down into his eyes, searching
for mercy. There was none. It’s not that he was mean or hard
looking; in fact I could see that he understood what I was
experiencing - as much as a human could understand who was not
actually having this happen to them. But there was also the glow of
sexual excitement and something else, what I’m not exactly sure but
maybe it was a little sadistic streak. Hell, a big sadistic streak.
But whatever, I knew that he would not pay the slightest attention
to my wordless pleas. I would have to endure the remaining strokes
- was it two or three? And I had the feeling that the last few
would be applied with particular fierceness.

They were. And, worse, they were
applied over flesh made sensitive and sore by the previous slashes.
I had all I could do to keep from jerking around again. But when
the tenth stroke was delivered and the pain began fading from the
mind-numbing intensity to merely terrible, I felt a wonderful sense
of relief. I had survived! The damage to my poor bottom remained to
be seen, but there would be no more horrible pain.

Wrong!

Tom came around in front of me. For a
minute he only looked upon my naked and trussed up body. His eyes
were glowing with sexual excitement and much more intense emotion,
and I could see a huge bulge in his pants and knew that he was as
excited as I.

Oh, yes, it was true. I was one turned
on chick. There was a heat between my legs to match the one on my
bottom. I wanted his arms around me and his huge penis inside me,
pumping away so wonderfully strongly.

Then he did something that astonished
me. He took a step back and lifted his hand - the one with the whip
in it. I was shocked at the idea that he would whip the front of
me. And what was sticking out proudly as if asking for attention?
My breasts, that’s what!

He can’t be serious, I thought. He has
to be teasing.

The whip came horizontally right
across my breasts! I screamed. It had to be loud enough to wake the
dead, so terrible was that pain! The whip came again on the
backhand swing and again I screamed. There was this horrible
burning on my breasts. Looking down, I could see two red lines
across the tops of my breasts, only a tiny bit above the nipples.
That had been only the first stroke. Those lines burned with a fire
that is hard to describe. The second stroke had cut across my
breasts below the nipples. I could not see it, but I could well
imagine two lines down there also. As I watched, the skin began
swelling under the whip marks. I looked up, fearful that Tom might
be planning to swing that whip again. But…

As I watched, he unzipped his pants
and let loose that monster he kept hidden there. It sprang to full
attention, larger and firmer than I had ever seen it before. An
ache of passion overtook me at the sight of that. But what was he
going to do? Screw me as I hung there? Then I remembered that my
legs were tied together, so he couldn’t do that.

As I gasped and wiggled, I could see
him stroking his rod. The bastard! He was masturbating while I was
horny as hell and wanting him inside me so bad that my whole body
ached from that as well as the pain in my ass and
breasts.

At least he had dropped the whip, but
he continued to stroke his hand around his penis. I was getting
desperate. If he was not going to use that damned thing inside me,
then he might as well untie me from this painful
position.

How long would it take him to get his
damned climax?

I pleaded with my eyes. And was
ignored. Then I saw him getting glassy eyed and knew he was
approaching a climax. No! I wanted to scream. You get me so damned
horny I’m moaning just from that and then you deny me any
satisfaction at all. It just isn’t fair!

Suddenly I saw the white fluid
shooting out of his penis. An incredible amount came spurting out
and leaping unbelievably high into the air. In spurts, I saw the
life-giving substance arch through the air straight at me only to
fall short to the dusty floor.

Bastard!

Well, at least I’ll be untied and can
see how much damage was done to my poor bottom. He was leaning
against a post and trembling with the sheer pleasure of a fine
climax. When he recovered some, he zipped up his pants and came
over to me. Finally! Untie me, I wanted to scream. Touch me! Get a
vibrator! Do something to relieve this terrible frustration!
Anything!

He grinned and patted me on the very
sore bottom. It was only a mild love pat but with my skin so
battered and bruised, it was painful. He grabbed a breast and
squeezed. The combination of pain and excitement from that was
wonderful. Then he leaned close, put his face up near mine and
whispered in my ear.

“I’ll be back in an hour. No longer, I
promise.”


Chapter II

 Deflowering and de Roping


This was about the only time I ever
was thankful that the male climax is over very quickly. If he had
stayed spaced out like I often do, I would have stood there much
longer than an hour. Other times, I pity you males. A few seconds
of ecstasy then it’s all over and you’re ready to go back to
watching the football game. For a woman, a good orgasm lasts sooooo
long and is sooooo wonderful!

Well, Tom cut me down and suddenly
there I was, lying on the garage floor, still naked and still tied
and gagged. Boy, did my bottom hurt! Yet save for that and some
sore lines on my breasts, I survived the experience fairly
well.

And why, you ask, was I naked and tied
up, sometimes hanging by my elbows, and getting whipped for real?
Good question. I did it because it sounded exciting and I wanted to
try it.

My name, first off, is Marla Carlson.
I used to work as a legal secretary but am now retired (sort of),
have a B.S. from State, am single, and have seen twenty-two summers
and winters come and go. I’m also pretty kinky and have been for as
long as I can remember. As a little girl I used to love the feeling
of ropes around my arms and legs, and used to try to be the captive
Indian maiden or prisoner of the pirates in the games we played.
Then, as I became a teenager and found my body changing and my
interests moving from dolls to boys, I also found that my love of
being tied up went right along with this newfound sexual awareness.
I was eighteen before I lost my virginity, and I’m proud to say
that I was quite solidly tied up at the time.

The guy was named Robert and he was a
year older than I. I had seen him around school but didn’t really
know him until one Saturday afternoon I ran into him at the mall.
We started talking and the subject got around to sex. Well, what
else is on a teenager’s mind? Anyway, he asked me if I had any
special ways that I liked sex. When I admitted to being a virgin
(which my mother had taught me was a point of pride for a proper,
upstanding young woman) I could see the surprise on his face. “I
can’t believe a beautiful woman like you has never done it!” I can
remember him saying.

“Well,” I replied, trying to salvage
some pride, “I do have one ‘special’ thing that turns me on
sexually.”

“What’s that?”

He had the sweetest smile. So I
confessed something that I had never told anyone else before. “I
love being tied up. With ropes, you know. It’s so
exciting!”

He looked at me in a strange way and
for a moment I feared that I had shocked him and he would blab my
secret all over the school. But I was wrong. “Wow!” he said.
“That’s incredible! Great!”

Well, I’ll make a long story shorter
by simply telling you that we went out on a date that night. But
instead of going to the movie I told my parents, we went to his
aunt’s house. She was off on a vacation and he had the key so he
could check up on the house for her. We necked for a while, and
then he asked if I would like to be tied up. My heart was beating
fast as I told him I would love to be tied up. “But,” I cautioned
him, “you had better tie me tightly. I hate loose
ropes.”

I was not really sure what I was
getting into, but something drove me on down this strange path, and
I had no intention of turning back. Robert took some brand new
ropes out of a paper bag and began taking the plastic wrap off
them. They were the white cotton clothesline ropes, one hundred
feet to a coil. I watched in fascination as he unwrapped three
coils and then cut one of them in half and the other two into
thirds. Then he made a small loop knotted into one end of each
rope. He showed me how he could pass the rope through that loop to
make what he called a “sliding loop.”

Then it was time. He stood up and
asked me to do the same. I was almost trembling as he turned me
around and pulled my arms behind me. I could feel that sliding loop
around my wrists, then it was pulling them together. He wrapped the
rope around and around my wrists, and passed some of it between my
arms and between my hands. He called that a cinch rope and it went
over the main windings three times. When he pulled that rope tight,
all the main windings also tightened down. I could feel him
knotting the rope and a shiver raced down my spine. This was the
first time in a couple years that I had been tied, and the first
time by someone who seemed to know what he was doing. I mean, that
rope was tight.

But what he did next made a delightful
shiver of both fear and excitement race down my spine. Another of
those sliding loops was placed around my elbows. When he pulled
that in, I could feel my elbows coming together behind my back. I’m
a pretty flexible girl, but I had never been tied like that before.
It was tight and really made me feel helpless. And that, my
friends, was one hell of a big turn on! When he cinched down the
ropes on my elbows and knotted them, my arms were tight together
all the way from hands to elbows. I had never been tied so tightly
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