{ASSM} Burn the Bitch! {Animal} (MF tort rape anal fist scat)

This was previously published on RPP.com. The narrator has been engaged to punish a young woman who has been using her beauty to take advantage of people all her life.

As always, and especially with stories involving non-consensual sexual activities, please bear in mind that this fantasy is fiction, and should always remain so!

BURN THE BITCH!, by Animal

“I want this bitch burned, understand? Ruined!”

“What did she do to you?” I asked.

He shook his head. “She's been stepping on people all her life, and she's fucked up a few people along the way. Two of those people are friends of mine. I'd like to work her over myself', you know? But I'd never get away with it. I know you like the kinky stuff, we both do, and I thought you might like a chance to do anything you like to a good looking cunt.”

Mike is actually my boss, sort of. Rumors are that he is a “made man,” and that he controls most of the rackets in our area. I run one of his legitimate businesses, and once in a while I do a little strong-arm work for him on clients of his lending operation. Couple hundred to beat a guy up, five hundred to break something.

I looked at the picture. A blonde spinner. The kind you want to lay back and put her on your cock like a wing nut. Young, slender, and beautiful. Probably weighed in at under a hundred pounds. I pictured her in restraints, and my cock stirred. “So, what do you want me to do?”

“Everything you ever wanted to do to a woman,” he said. “Fuck her up mentally enough that she never wants to be with a man again, and fuck her up physically enough that men don't want to be with her.”

“Are you sure about this?” I asked. I was probably one of the few people who could question him that directly. I'd been his little brother's best friend, and I'd known Mike all my life.

“Ten thousand dollars sure,” he said. “Five for the work, and another five for the videos.” 

I figured some of it out. Kimberly Drake was a real estate agent, who seduced her boss away from his wife of twenty years, and by the time she dumped him, she owned the business and his house. He was now a drunk, and the ex-wife is, I believe, a cousin of Mike's.

Mike knew of a place, a vacant building in the center of town, and I had everything I needed for the work. He also got me several video cameras and recorders. Professional stuff. “Keep it when you're done. Or sell it, I don't give a fuck.”

I'd started losing my hair in my twenties, and when it was almost all gone, I'd gone out and bought a very good toupee. It fit, it looked great, but it was a pain in the ass to keep up, so I had quit wearing it. I dusted off the rug, and put on my best suit, and even my best friends wouldn't recognize me, unless they were looking very close.

I lured her to the building on a story about representing an investment group who wanted to renovate it and put in medical offices. It was a reasonable story.

She was even better than the picture. Blonde hair that fell to her shoulders like a silken sheet, a neat cream blouse with long sleeves, and a dark skirt that didn't quite make the middle of her gorgeous thighs. Tiny waist and a flat belly, a nice curve to her butt, and smallish boobs.

We started my inspection on the sixth floor, and I was delighted to confirm that there was no noise from outside. I had set things up in a large inside room.

“It looks like someone has been here,” she said when she saw the video equipment.

There's a wrist hold that bouncers use to walk the biggest troublemakers out of a bar. I grabbed her and marched her up to the side of a big, heavy table. 

“What . . .?” 

I fastened her wrist to a leather loop that hung from the ceiling, and then the other wrist to a second loop. This forced her to lean forward against the table.

“Just what is this?” she demanded. She wasn't scared yet.

I went around and turned on the three video cameras, and then pulled a mask over my face. My idea was to look like I was hiding my face.

“You could shoot a gun in here ad no one would hear it outside,” I told her.

“Who are you?”

I went behind her and began fondling her. Beginning with her arms and her face. 

“Get your hands off me!” She ordered. She tried to kick, but leaning forward, she couldn't get any force behind it. So I strapped her ankles to the legs of the table. This stretched her out even more. Perfect!

I ran my hands up the outsides of her thighs and hips, and squeezed her little waist. Couldn't be more than twenty inches! Then I tried to get my hand in the slit at the side of her skirt, but the way I had spread her ankles, the skirt was too tight. So I ripped it up to her waist, and then felt her thighs under it.

All the while she was asking questions, babbling about how much trouble I was in for. She was getting angry.

The penis gag stopped the babble. I showed it to her first, and she began to get the idea that this was not a game. It was about the thickness of a flashlight, and about four inches long. Molded of black hard rubber, of the business end of an impressive cock. I forced it into her mouth and strapped it around her head.

I pulled the ruined skirt away, and then felt under the top. Up her sides, over her little belly – Christ, she was firm! – And then up her back. This popped some buttons open, so I just spread the top wider.

Little white bra. I opened the front clasp and peeled it open, so the cameras could get her boobs. B-cup, I figured.

She expected me to play with her tits, but I went back to her ass. Down the backs of her legs. Up the outsides of her sleek thighs, then down the fronts. Up the backs, cupping her tight little bottom. Then up the insides of her thighs, until my thumbs met the crotch of her briefs. A light trace along her slit and the cleft of her ass. She squirmed and tried to foil my probing fingers, but she didn't have enough range of motion.

I pressed the fabric of her briefs into cleft. She grunted and tried to twist away. She really didn't like me prodding around that part of her! 

I left her alone and went down stairs, leaving her to consider her imprisonment. I locked the place up and drove home to change into dark green work pants, heavy boots, and a green work shirt with the name “Mel” over the pocket. The clothes came from a thrift shop miles away. 

When I returned, I parked in a public lot a few blocks from the building, and I took a cold six-pack up with me. I figured she didn't need anything for a few hours, so I sat and watched her while I drank a couple. Then I got up and opened a straight edge razor.

Her lovely green eyes opened wide and she slowly shook her head. If she weren't gagged, she would have bargained her mouth, her pussy, and her ass if I just wouldn't cut her.

Instead, I cut the remainder of her clothes off. There wasn't a shred large enough to wrap around any part of her when I finished.

God, what a beautiful body! Not a flaw anywhere. Not a lump out of place, not a mole, not a sag. Everything was soft to the touch, and firm beneath the surface. She was even a natural blonde. Trimmed. Even the cunt lips.

Lovely tits. Not big, but very firm and extremely sensitive. Beautiful nipples, about as big as the tip of my little finger, and they popped up quickly.

She tried to squirm away from my finger when I felt between her gorgeous thighs again, but a couple slaps on her perfect ass stopped that. She whimpered as I forced one finger into her tight, dry pussy, and she grunted when I pushed two in. A few strokes of my fingers and she began to get wet.

“Like that, don't you?” I taunted her. I pinched her clitoris while I fucked her with my fingers, and although she grunted in protest, her little body started to get with it.

When my finger was wet enough, I withdrew it and forced it up her asshole. She squealed like a stuck pig, and I figured she had never allowed much anal action. “Tight little ass. Ever had a cock in it?” I asked.

She didn't reply, so I pinched her clit and twisted. She squealed again. “I asked you a question, cunt!”

She was sobbing. She shook her head. 

I pulled out my finger. “Then this is probably going to be a totally new experience for you.”

I heard her trying to beg while I got out the lube from my equipment bag. “This isn't to make it easier for you, bitch,” I told her as I used two fingers to lube her asshole. “It's so you don't take the skin off my cock.”

I smeared more liberally on my cock, and then poised it against her anus. She was sobbing continuously now, and as I pressed in, she groaned.

“It'll hurt more if you squeeze, and I'll still fuck your ass.” I pressed again. “You can make it easier if you bear down, like you're trying to shit. Just think of my cock as a turd,” I laughed.

She grunted, and I slipped about halfway in. God, she was tight!

“See? Isn't that so much better?” I asked.

I held her hips as I fucked deeper up her rectum, and then I slid my hands up to her lovely little breasts and mauled them as I fucked her in the ass. My balls were bouncing against her pussy and I hoped that was turning her on.

She had really great nipples. I pinched them, and she moaned.

“Oh, shit, here it comes,” I warned her, and then I had a really great orgasm. I never could last very long when I fucked a woman from behind. “Oh, sorry, didn't you get off too?”

When I went soft, she wasn't quite so tight. And the beer was working. 

She didn't realize at first what I was doing, and then she let out this long moan as I emptied my bladder in her ass.

“I'm going to pull out now. Squeeze me tight, and you'd better not let any out or you'll lick it up!”

She groaned as I withdrew.

“I've gotta go now, but I'll be back later,” I told her, letting her know that I was leaving her alone, naked and bound, in an abandoned building. With a load of piss up her ass.

I didn't know how long I'd be able to stay away. I had two more holes to fill, and a lot of hurt to dish out. I walked a few blocks to a busy blue-collar bar and had a sandwich and a couple drinks.

She was in pain when I got back, and a little of my piss had leaked.

“Oh, you can let that out now,” I told her.

I did have some work to do, and it was late when I returned. I'd brought a five gallon bucket of water to wash her down and the area beneath her, and I needed all of it!

I fucked her ass again, and after I came, I asked her if she wanted the gag out. It had been about five hours since I put it in her mouth.

She nodded.

“Will you suck my cock?”

She nodded again. “Mmmm-hhmmm!” she agreed.

“You know, if you try to bite . . . “

She shook her head.

I took the penis gag out.

“Why are you doing this?” she sobbed.

“What are you going to do?”

She sniffed, “I . . . I said I'd . . . suck your cock.”

“It's in your ass.”

She hesitated. “I . . . I know. I don't care.”

I didn't piss in her this time. I pulled out and climbed up on the table in front of her. “Not that I don't trust you or anything,” I said, “but . . .” I showed her the razor again, and held it under one eye, “If you even think about biting me, you lose an eye.”

She retched as I pressed my shit-stained cock against her lips, but then she slurped it into her mouth. And cleaned it. And I didn't feel any teeth! I stopped her before I came.

I released her ankles and her wrists. She'd been bound for so long she couldn't even stand, so it was no trouble to lay her on her back on the table and bind her hands to it. Then her ankles to the straps that had held her wrists, and she was open for business, legs in the air and spread.

I was definitely hard again, and I had her ass hanging over the end of the table, her legs up in the air and spread.

I fingered her. “Jeez, what a slut!” I sneered. “This fucking turns you on!”

She shook her head, “No,” she moaned, but she couldn't deny that she was very wet. 

She was tight, but so wet I slid my cock half way into her on the first stroke, and I hit bottom on the second. 

In fewer than half a dozen more strokes, she started to come. I squeezed her pretty little breasts hard and it seemed to make her orgasm last even longer.

I kept going, and then I came just before she was ready again. I laughed at her whimper of disappointment, and went around to make her lick my cock clean.

Then I shaved her beautiful little box. Even down between her buttocks, and I smeared some european gel on her, that I knew would retard the further growth of pubic hair. Actually, you’re supposed to do it again about a week later, then only once every six months or so to keep it smooth. I figured I’d leave her the tube.

I slid an enema nozzle with an inflatable tip into her ass and pumped it up, and then I greased up a urinary catheter and slid it into her pee-hole.

I gave her a can and a half of beer in the ass and the other half into her bladder and clamped them off.

God, she looked miserable, and the cameras got it all. I connected them to a security video recorder so I could see what she did all night.

When she saw me approach with the penis gag, she began sobbing and begging, “No, please, no, don't make me . . . Don't put that in my mouth again, please!”

I pushed it into her sopping pussy and ground it around, and damned if she didn't start to come again. I pulled it out and forced it into her mouth.

And left her like that, and went back to the bar. A hooker gave me the approach, until I told her that I had a lot better than her just waiting to do anything I wanted.

The bitch – I couldn't think of her as “Kimberly” or “Ms. Drake” – was a mess in the morning. Red eyes with bags under them. She obviously hadn't slept, and I knew she had some severe abdominal cramps, and she was cold. I took the gag out.

“Please, no more,” she begged. “I'll do anything you want, just untie me. I'll suck you off, I'll lick your ass, I swear I'll do anything!”

I decided to spread her legs a little wider. Actually a lot wider. They had been in a “V” all night, and I drew them out as wide as she could take, which made her thighs almost flat.

I released the clamp on the catheter and let her drain her bladder into a bucket on the floor. And then the enema nozzle. God did that stink!

I pulled the tubes out roughly, and she sobbed.

She didn't see me get out the leather belt. But she felt it when it hit her thigh, just up from the knee. It left a lovely welt.

I moved to her side. “No, Don't! Please, don't hit me . . .” 

I hit her across her perfect, smooth, flat belly and she screamed.

I put the penis gag in her mouth again, and when I hit her other thigh, she could only grunt.

Then right in the middle, straight along her parted sex. The squeal was louder.

Across her chest, above her nipples.

Each thigh, closer to the center. 

The belly, the lower curves of her beautiful breasts. 

And across those prominent nipples.

I moved around a lot, but I tried to space the welts evenly from knee to knee on her inner thighs, and from her belly to her shoulders. The colors were wrong, but she was striped like a tiger, and she didn't have the energy to try to scream any more.

But her pussy was wet, so I fucked her. She was still as tight as any woman I had ever been with. What a shame to waste it!

She didn't come when I fucked her, even though I lasted a long time. So I decided to try something else I'd never done. Three fingers went in easily enough, and she didn't even make noises of objection.

She didn't like the fourth finger, and she whimpered when I forced my knuckles in. I twisted my hand and pumped it while I rubbed her clitoris with my thumb, and soon she began to move her hips with me. 

As I pumped my fingers in and out, I moved my thumb around and into the cone formed by my fingers. 

And she began grunting her objection. I pressed as deep as I could go, twisting my hand back and forth, then pulled back and repeated the action, each time making more headway. Or handway. She was shaking her head from side to side and making protesting grunts.

Then a great long groan as the widest part of my hand slid into her. She was all slippery inside, and tight around my hand. I pumped it deeper and my fingertips found her cervix. I prodded it a little and she moaned. I slowly moved my fingers to form a fist. It felt funny the way her wet channel kept gripping my hand, and I watched the lump move under her flat little tummy. She didn't like that either, nor the way I pumped my lower arm in her. 

I teased her clitoris as I fisted her, and after about ten minutes, she came. Big time!

Of course, I made her lick her pussy juice off my hand.

“Time for the pins,” I told her, and she looked apprehensive. You know those little pins that come in new shirts? Like miniature hatpins? They hurt more than straight sewing pins.

I teased her right nipple until it swelled, and then more until it almost hurt her when I touched it. And then I stuck one of those shirt pins into the areola. Right at the edge of the pink.

She tried to scream around the penis gag. Her eyes went wide when she saw the second pin, and she shook her head frantically.

I pushed it into her breast slowly, and her groan gave me another hardon. Her pussy was still a little bit loose, but it was wet. A few deep strokes and then in her ass.

Six pins around each nipple. Twelve o'clock, two o'clock, and all the way around while I fucked her ass. She screamed around the gag each time.

Then I pinched one of her stiff nipples, and drove a pin straight into it. Another scream. Then the other nipple, and I shot my load in her ass. 

I removed the penis gag and she just sobbed.

“No more pins, please,” she begged as I took a few still pictures of her breasts. “Let me . . . I'll suck your cock clean . . . I'll . . . drink your piss! I’ll eat your shit! I'll do anything! Just, please, don't hurt me any more?”

I grinned at her, and climbed up on the table. I squatted over her and let my filthy cock hang over her face. She actually raised up to suck it!

When it began to feel good, I pulled away and moved forward. She didn't even hesitate to lick my balls. What a trainable little fuck-toy!

I turned around and lowered my ass to her face. “Do you . . . want me to lick your . . . ass?” she asked.

I squatted lower and felt her mouth on me, and then her tongue. 

“Fuck my asshole with your tongue,” I ordered her.

I ground her pin-laden breasts against my cock and stroked it with them as she drove her tongue into my asshole again and again. What I was doing had to hurt her, and what she was doing helped make me come again.

And Mike was paying me for this!

I drank my last beer, then pulled a pin from her breast and poked her clitoris with it. She whimpered, “Don't, please! Not . . . there!”

Spread wide as she was, everything was on display. I pinched and inner lip and pulled it until she grunted again, and I pushed the pin through it.

She yipped, “No!”

Another pin from her breast in the other lip, and she sobbed. “Why? Why are you hurting me?”

“I enjoy it,” I replied. “And you've got it coming.” 

“Did I ever . . .? I don't know you, do I?”

I pushed the penis gag into her pussy and worked it around to get it wet, then pulled it out and twisted it as I pushed it into her ass. Did I mention that it was quite a bit thicker than my cock? 

“Oh, god!” she wailed. “No, NO!”

I twisted it back and forth a few times.

“Take it out!” she cried. 

With my other hand, I reached under her chin and dug my fingers and thumb into her cheeks, forcing her mouth open. Then I pulled the penis gag out of her ass and forced it into her mouth, and buckled it tight around her head.

I pinned her inner pussy lips to her hairless vulva with six pins on each side. She tossed and twisted, and she squealed behind the penis gag.

I teased her clitoris some more, and made it stand tall, and then I pushed a pin through it from southeast to northwest and pinned into the flesh of her mons. I took a few stills of her pussy with the pin heads showing.

“Let's see how tight your cunt is now,” I said to her. She was wet, and tighter than I expected, but this time she didn't come when I fucked her, even though I lasted a long, long time.

I fisted her again, and pushed an old glass Coke bottle into her. Not one of the small, six-ounce bottles, but one of the later, ten-ouncers. I chuckled when I realized that it was holding the pins in her pussy and clitoris.

I untied her, and helped her to an old wooden armchair I had dragged in from the street. She didn't want to sit completely, but when I tied her wrists behind the chair and roped her ankles to its back legs, all her weight was pushing her down on the bottle. She managed to slide her butt forward, so instead of pushing the bottle up inside, her weight tilted it back. That had to hurt as well.

Her lovely face was a picture of pain. Red-rimmed eyes, tears running from them, and even some snot running from her little nose. Perfect little nose, like a Barbie doll. And then the big base flange of the penis gag, and the leather strap around her head.

“You know,” told her, “I really haven't done any damage yet.”

She shook her head slowly, and made some mewling noises while she begged me with her big green eyes.

“You've probably used that look on a lot of guys, haven't you?” I asked. “And it probably has almost always worked.”

“Let's see, what part of you is being ignored right now? Your face is full of a shit-flavored dildo, and your cunt is enjoying a Coke Break. Aaaahhh, I know! Your tits! What can we do with your tits?”

She was hoping I had forgotten that I had suggested damage.

I hadn't.

I unwrapped a Macanudo corona, and got out my little cigar clipper. He eyes grew larger as she watched me place the tip of the cigar in the little guillotine, and she actually flinched when I clipped the little vee groove in the end of the cigar.

I lit the cigar, and took several deep pulls, until the end was glowing brightly.

With the cigar in my mouth, I knelt in front of her and began fondling her firm little breasts. Those great nipples popped out at once, and I teased them with my thumbs. 

She sucked in a breath through her nose when I took the cigar out of my mouth, and then she stiffened when I leaned forward and licked her left nipple. It grew even stiffer. Then I licked the right, and back to the left. I sucked on that one and fondled the breast with my free hand. She bean breathing more deeply as I caressed and sucked, and I felt her relax.

I drew back, cupped her breast from the top with my left hand, pinched her nipple against my index finger and pulled it up toward her collar bone.

Holding her breast steady like that, I slowly pressed the coal of the cigar into the flawless white flesh just beneath her nipple. She stiffened, then writhed, and emitted a long, low groan that was almost a scream. Every tendon in her body stood out.

“That'll leave a scar,” I told her.

She was sobbing, and I watched her breasts jiggle for a few moments, and this I licked the same nipple again. It wasn't quite as stiff as before, but it was still quite prominent.

She didn't seem to pay any attention to what I was doing, but then she looked down and saw her nipple poking through the opening of my cigar clipper.

She shook her head back and forth while I pulled most of her nipple through.

And then I clipped it off.

I scrubbed her with Betadyne, which probably hurt more than the little amputation, and then I put three sutures in to close the wound. “I guess you won't be having that one pierced for a ring, will you?”

I knelt again and began sucking her right nipple, but it hardly responded.

It was enough. She sobbed continuously as I pulled it through the cigar tool and clipped it off. She passed out while I scrubbed and sutured her ruined nipple.

And I took several still photos for Mike.

I took the penis gag from her mouth and she slowly came around. “Why?” she wailed.

“Here, chew on this. It'll help make your jaw work again.” I put a small nut in her mouth. “But don't swallow it. It'll give you cramps.”

She chewed on the betel nut for about twenty minutes, and when I made her spit it out, I saw that her teeth weren't so sparkling white any more. Definitely yellowish.

She spent the night on her back on the table, with her legs tied wide and duct tape holding the Coke bottle in her pussy. I don't think she slept very well.

I crashed in an old recliner I had found in the building, and I woke very early with a raging hardon. So I fucked her in the ass, my pubic bone jamming the coke bottle with every thrust.

After I came, I pulled the bottle almost out, then back in several times. She was definitely not gripping it as tightly as she had the night before. And it was much easier to get my hand in her for another fist fuck. God, she was loose!

She didn't seem to care any more. She moaned from time to time, but she didn't cry out, even when I punched her in the cervix. I pinched her clitoris, and it swelled and she was drooling with pussy juice, but she wasn't going anywhere.

So I pulled out my fist and got my trusty little cigar clipper.

She figured this one out quickly. “What are you . . . No! Please . . . you can't . . . !”

Snick!

She screamed for real.

I decided to cauterize this wound, so I re-lit my cigar, and puffed it up to a big ember.

She screamed again, even louder.

I gave her another betel nut to chew, and it seemed to calm her down.

“Are you going to kill me?” she asked after she spit out the chewed nut. Those perfect sparkling white teeth were now definitely turning brown.

“Of course not,” I replied. “I just have two or three more little fun things to do.”

She didn't see the fist coming before it broke her perfect little nose, nor the second punch that blackened her eye. That one even broke a bone in her face.

I showed her a little metal tube on the end of a rubber hose. “This is called a stent,” I told her. “Heart surgeons use them to open blocked arteries. I pumped a bulb at the other end of the hose, and showed her how the special little balloon opened it up.

Then I showed her another one, which I greased up with some surgical lubricant, and pushed it into her urethra.

It was actually larger than the usual catheter, and it hurt. I had to push a little harder to get it through the urinary sphincter, and she figured this one out as well.

“God, no! I'll never be able to . . . “

“Go anywhere without a diaper,” I told her as I pumped the bulb.

I took more stills and videos of her. Proof to Mike that I had ruined her face, her tits, her cunt, her ability to ever enjoy fucking, and even to wear sexy lingerie.

Mike paid me a bonus.

