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Jonathan was as good as his word. When
Paula arrived three minutes late, she knew that had been a mistake.
His anger at her late appearance was unmollified by her presence.
He said not a word as he led her back to his room. The door was
hardly closed when he began to tear her clothes off. “Since you
were late, you will be punished. Timeliness is important” he said
calmly. She was naked before him in seconds, and he went to his
case.

The simple hemp rope that he pulled
from the bag was a surprise after the high tech toys he had used
before. When he looped it over her wrists and snugged it until she
had no chance of escape, it turned her on just as much as the fancy
toys had. When he tossed a loop around her neck and drew it tight
enough to feel her own pulse, it was a little more nerve wracking,
but he stopped just short of cutting off her blood flow. He still
had a lot of rope left when he secured her thus, and pulling her
over to one of the bar stools that accompanied the unusual
kitchenette in his suite, she made her bend down over it, and ran
the rope between the legs, tying her legs together snugly. She was
bent over so low that she feared to move, as in this position she
would have no way to catch herself. Trapped by her own gravity she
was utterly at his mercy.

She watched as he returned to her bag,
her heart skipping a beat when the long flogger slid free of the
bag. She had enjoyed a good spanking, and had even toyed with one
of the little titillating floggers that came in cheap bondage
collections, but this thing looked brutal. The whips were at least
a foot and a half long and made of some dark leather, that looked
as though they were heavy. She wanted to stop this, but knew that
it would not stop until he was satisfied, and if she spoke without
permission now, it would only be worse. How did she let herself get
into this position? She wondered.

He trailed the whip along the floor as
he walked back to her, not saying anything until he was a right
behind her, and had drawn the dangerous looking whip over her
shoulder and along her back. The weight of the leather cords was
unmistakable and she was certain this was going to be more than she
could bear. “What are you?” he asked coldly.

Paula paused, unsure what answer he was
looking for, and before she could think of the appropriated
response, she felt the whip lift and snap down, the tips of the
leather thongs grazing her left buttock with a stinging impact that
made her whimper. “A slut master” she barked, quickly realizing
that while it stung, a lot, it was hardly worse than a well-placed
open hand smack on the ass.

“You are impertinent, that
is what you are. How dare you be anything less than punctual” he
said. “I am going to give you what you asked for, and fuck that ass
till you can’t sit for a week as I promised, but first you must be
punished.”

Paula was confused at first, but then
thinking back she realized that he had as much as told her the
night before that if she came back he was going to sodomize her,
and she would be a fool to think he would be gentle about it, but
she was going to suffer even before that.

She had little time to contemplate this
however for suddenly, he began to use the lash, over and over,
dozens of times in rapid progression. He began at her ass, making
her firm buttocks develop a very rosy glow, before moving around
her body. From the back of her neck to the backs of her heels
nothing was spared the torment of the lash. She whimpered and
moaned, and tears streamed from her eyes at the pain he
inflicted.

Finally, it stopped as suddenly as it
had begun, and for the briefest of moments, she thought perhaps he
was done, and would get on with it. That ended though, when he
untied her only to bodily lift her and lay her on the table. She
was face up and her head hung off the side of the table. Paula
choked audibly when he pulled snug the rope around her throat
pulling her head back and down before lashing it to a table leg.
She saw him walk up and watched in horror as he brought up the
whip, lashing her hard nipples and firm breasts several times,
making her cry out in mind numbing pain.

She considered her safe word then, but
knew that to use it would mean he would kick her out and she would
get nothing for the pain endured thus far. Still, the heavy flogger
popping on her sensitive nipples was sending incredible spikes of
pain through her body, and she opened her mouth to yell out the
word that would end her suffering. She never got the chance to say
it though, as he stepped forward and thrust the entire length of
his enormous cock down her throat.

It was unfair; surely he was aware that
she was about to break. Still, the lashing stopped for the moment,
but the words he said next terrified her. “Spread for me. You will
take five lashes on the cunt to conclude this punishment, but be
warned, if you close your legs at any point, I will add two more.
If I have to tie you open, you get no less than twenty” he told
her.

Paula was terrified, but there was no
way out of this, since he had taken even her safe word away from
her by cramming his big cock down her throat. Shaking, she lifted
her legs, spreading them slightly. She was crying in earnest now,
and wondering why she had agreed to be this sadistic bastard’s play
toy.

“Wider, I want to see that
cunt spread open” he demanded.

With a sob, she did as instructed and
tried to brace for what was to come. Unfortunately, there was no
preparing for the level of pain that exploded from her abused cunt
when the first stroke fell, cracking upon her swollen clit like a
dozen bee stings. Reflexively, she closed her legs, and even as her
knees came together, she knew she had made a mistake.

 

“That’s seven” he said, as
calmly as if discussing the weather. Sobbing and moaning, she
prayed that he would just give in, but she knew he would not. She
felt him thrust hard into her mouth once, holding himself fully in
her throat and shutting off her ability to breathe completely.
“When you present that cunt to the lash you will get what you need”
he said.

She knew he was serious, and she knew
if she didn’t get air soon she would black out. She was shaking as
she spread herself once more, hoping he would pull out of her
throat enough for a breath. He did, but not until the second stroke
fell. She didn’t even have the air to cry out of moan, but she
managed not to close her legs, at least not all the way. He pulled
back, and she gasped for air, her tingling body welcoming the
oxygen into her system so joyously that she felt slightly
giddy.

She was taking her second long deep
breath, thankful that he was not thrusting for the moment when the
third stroke fell, and something unexpected happened. The horrible
stinging pain was every bit as intense as the first strokes, but
whether she had overcome a plateau or because of the relief of
getting some air, she was overcome with the warm tingle that often
heralded the coming of an orgasm. She could not imagine it, but by
the fourth stroke, there could not be any doubt. Her cunt was
dripping and her clit tingled with pleasure that was beginning to
rival the pain.

Jonathan pushed his cock back into
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