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“Is this going to
hurt?”

“It’s going to hurt exactly
the way you want it to.”
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Chapter 1




Galatéa nervously took off her
clothes. She didn’t want to think about it, but she was in the
middle of nowhere in a converted barn, taking off her clothes in
front of a complete stranger. Yes, she had taken precautions, but
there were a lot of crazy people in the world.

Including herself.

While she was undressing, she wasn’t
able to look at the man who had introduced himself as Poz. He was
big and burly with forearms that seemed impossibly strong and made
her weak in the knees. His dark hair was trimmed short and his
beard was slightly longer than the hair on his head. His forearms
were covered with black, curly hair. They were tanned as well. He
wore a black t-shirt, black jeans, and black boots. There was no
doubt where he stood on the fashion scale.

The wooden planks of the barn floor
scratched at her feet. She was afraid of getting splinters and it
occurred to her that was a stupid thing to be worried about
considering what she was going to be doing shortly.

Maybe.

If she didn’t run away.

“You want to be
restrained.” It was less of a question and more of a
statement. 

Galatéa nodded. In the process of
undressing she had pulled free the hair tie that kept her black,
curly hair in a neat ponytail. Her long hair now fell down to
nearly the tops of her breasts, giving her some measure of
protection.

Poz pointed at the floor between two
large, heavy, thick upright wooden beams with a variety of iron
bolts and hooks driven into the timbers. There was no hiding her
body as she walked across the floor to him.

The thick restraints were made of tan
leather. That surprised Galatéa because she expected them to be
black leather. She knew they were going to be used, but the color
struck her as odd. Poz put her arms up and slipped a short chain
between one of the bolts in the upright timbers and the wrist cuff.
It wasn’t like she couldn’t move, but she was effectively held in
position.

Poz did this all silently. He then
repeated the process with her ankles, eventually putting her in a
vertical spread-eagle position. She felt vulnerable and exposed and
she started to like it.

The wide leather collar that went
around her neck caused her another thrill of panic.

“This isn’t strictly
necessary, but it keeps you in position better,” he explained. A
chain connected the collar to a bolt in the horizontal timber above
her head. The final touch was to pull back her hair and hold it in
a ponytail with a leather thong.

He then pulled from a storage cabinet
a circle light mounted to a tripod. The barn gave the atmosphere of
being in the 1800s. The cell phone, light, and tripod clearly told
her they were still in the 21st century.

“I’m only recording this
for you. No one else will see it.”

She nodded as best she was able. This
had been negotiated earlier. And still, she wondered if he would
make a copy for himself.

Even though she was naked, bound, and
alone, Galatéa wasn’t afraid. She realized that the sensation she
was feeling was anticipation. 

Then Poz brought out two new items
from the cabinet and her legs trembled. She knew what they were for
and this was her last opportunity to say no. She watched as he ran
some petroleum jelly around the edge of one of the bell-shaped
devices. It was made of clear plastic and the cupping edge was
covered in soft rubber. The end of the unit had a complex valve
that was attached to a hose and manual pump.

Galatéa wasn’t sure if she wasn’t able
to speak because of fear or anticipation. 

Poz handled her breast, placing the
cupped end of the device over her flesh, assured himself of a good
seal, and then operated the pump.

It started off as a little bit of
pressure, then some discomfort, and then real pain. Galatéa whined
to endure it.

“You can scream,” he said
softly to her. “No one will hear you.”

She held out for a few more seconds as
he continued to work the pump, increasing the pain and pressure.
Her breast filled half the available space of the elongated bell
cone. Her nipple was drawn forward and the color changed from its
normal soft brown to reddish-purple. 

It was too much and finally Galatéa
screamed a little. Poz glanced once at her and saw she was trying
to endure the pain. He said nothing and picked up the second
device.

Just as he was starting to place it
over her other breast, her first nipple started to weep out milk.
It was slow at first and then built to a steady stream.

Poz noticed it and stopped.

“Is this what you
wanted?”

Galatéa only nodded. She couldn’t
talk. The collar and chain she wore made it difficult to move her
head. 

“Ready?”

Again she awkwardly nodded.

The second breast pump went on her
flesh and he repeated the process.

It hurt. The second time it hurt less.
He adjusted the pressure on both pumps and in short order both were
producing milk at a steady rate.

Galatéa could feel hot tears slipping
down her cheeks. She closed her eyes and focused on the
pain.

The pain felt good.

Then she felt Poz’s hand between her
legs, cupping her pussy. She gasped, not because he hurt her, but
because she hadn’t been touched there by anyone other than her
doctor in over a year. 

Her pussy was hot and her amrita was
making her slick and ready. Poz’s finger gently pressed inside her.
Galatéa wanted to pull away from his touch and at the same time she
wanted to rock her hips forward and increase the
friction.

“Good girl,” he
complimented her. “Your cunt is wet and hot. You need this, don’t
you?”

As if it were an instinct, she nodded
as best she was able. “Uh-huh…”

Poz gently tugged at her pubic curls.
“Next time this needs to be gone.”

She shivered. There was going to be a
next time and they weren’t even finished with the first time
yet.

“Did you hear me?” he asked
sharply.

“Y-y-yes,” she stuttered
out.

“You’ve got nice tits,” he
continued. “I’m going to drain the milk out of them and make you
cum.”

That was exactly what she wanted. That
was exactly what she had agreed to.

Frustratingly, Poz took his hand away
from her pussy and wiped his wet fingers on her stomach. He paused
there for a moment and looked downward. She knew he wasn’t looking
at her tits. Was he looking at her pussy…or something
else?

After a moment, he stepped away to the
cabinet and removed another object, not letting her see what was in
his hands. She tried to turn her head and follow him as he circled
around behind her. The restraint around her neck prevented her from
moving her head as much as she wanted.

“A little pain to test your
limits,” he said.

“What? Wait!”

Poz didn’t wait. The sting of the
flogger’s leather thongs on her ass were painful. She shrieked at
the unexpected pain. She tried to twist out of the way, but bound
as she was, that was impossible. 

The sound of the lash against her skin
was nearly as painful as the impacts themselves. It wasn’t exactly
like the crack of a whip, but the swish through the air and the
slap was scary because she couldn’t see it
happening. 

“No, no, please!” she
begged.

Poz ignored her.

Her tears continued to pour down her
cheeks. She let out little shrieks of pain with each slap of the
flogger. The pain on her breasts was nearly forgotten now…or was
she just going numb?

Eventually he stopped slapping her ass
and she let out a little murmur of thanks. Galatéa wasn’t sure if
she was thanking him for stopping or thanking him for the thrill of
the pain.

“Did you like that, slut?”
he suddenly asked her. From behind his body pressed up against
hers. His words were hissed in her ear. His arms circled around her
body.

“Y-y-yes,” she
admitted.

It hurt, but she wanted the
pain. 

“Do you want to cum?” His
hand slipped down her body, over her stomach and abdomen until he
finally cupped her pussy again.

Her breaths were coming short and fast
now. When he touched her pussy she realized she was sopping wet.
How had that happened so fast?

His middle finger plunged into her
pussy and rubbed against her clit. She wanted to make this last but
couldn’t. He had barely penetrated her when her entire body
trembled and then she was cumming and couldn’t stop.
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