{ASSM} Stop Hurting My Daughter {Animal} (M+F FF Mdom tort rape fist scat)

This was previously published as “Don’t Do Anything More To My Daughter” on RPP.com. A beautiful young woman bargains to save her daughter from further abuse by the brutal sadist who had abused her when she was a teenager.

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!

STOP HURTING MY DAUGHTER, by Animal

The cell phone rang just as Cathy was getting out of the car.

"Ms. Winters?" asked a deep male voice, "Cathy Winters?"

"Yes, who is this?"

"Do you know where your daughter is?"

"Who are you?" she asked.

"I’m the person who knows where Caryn is. Now do you want to talk?"

"She’s . . . here, home. In her room."

"Listen, Cathy," he interrupted, "She’s with me. Now if you hang up, end this call, I won’t call back, and you’ll never know what happened to your fourteen year old daughter. Who is not a natural blonde, and who has a small mole, about an inch beneath her right nipple.

"And who is no longer a virgin, since about ten this morning."

Cathy knew Caryn was not at home. "Who . . . are you?"

"I’m surprised, Cathy. They say a girl never forgets her first lover."

"You’re . . . You can’t be! You’re supposed to be in prison!"

"I got out," he said, "a few years ago. It took me a while to get back on my feet, and even longer to track you down. You’ve done well."

"Where is my daughter?" Cathy demanded.

"Don’t you want to know what I want?"

"What do you want?" 

"Well, I was wondering whether you and I could pick up where we left off, or should I just continue with Caryn?"

"What do you mean?" she asked. "No! Please, just . . . don’t do anything to her!"

"Why don’t you go inside," he replied, "and don’t end the call."

Cathy looked out the open garage door. No strange vehicles. No vehicles of any kind in sight. "Where are you?"

"Never mind. Just go inside."

Cathy pressed the button to close the garage door, then went into the house. Everything seemed to be in order.

"Look on the dining room table," he told her.

There were several rectangles of white paper. Instant photographs, face down. Reluctantly, She picked one up. Caryn, her arms over her head, her wrists tied together with clothesline rope. Just as Cathy had been, one time, when she was fifteen. "No!" she cried out.

In the next one, Caryn was naked, in the same position. "Noooo!" she wailed. Then, angry, she demanded, "What do you want?"

"You grew up really pretty, Cathy," he said.

In the final picture, a naked Caryn was tied to a filthy bed, wrists and ankles to the four corner posts, her spread loins stained pinkish and white.

"Please, let her go!" Cathy sobbed. "You can have anything I’ve got. Everything! The house, the car, I’ve got a few good pieces of jewelry, some money in the bank . . . "

"I have all the money and property I need," he told her.

"I’ll do anything, just . . . let her go, don’t hurt her!"

"I already fucked her," he said, as casually as if he was telling her about lunch. "I made sure she enjoyed it, just like you did."

She remembered. He had made sure she had an orgasm when he raped her. Every time he raped her. For three days. And even between the rapes, he did things to make her come, or to hurt her

Or both.

"Oh, god," she moaned.

"Nice tight little pussy," he said. "Must be in the genes."

"Do you . . . want me?" Cathy asked.

"I think you broke the code," he chuckled. "But . . . what I really want is a woman who will cooperate, know what I mean?"

She swallowed. "I will! I’ll . . . cooperate! If you’ll let Caryn go."

"Sounds like we’re negotiating, Cathy."

"Dammit, I told you!! I’ll do whatever you want! If you let her go."

"You’ll suck my cock?"

"Yes."

"Caryn did, after I fucked her. Took her a long time to make me cum. I had to slap her a few times before she’d do it."

Cathy remembered when he had made her suck his cock. After he had fucked her and made her cum. And one time, after he had fucked her in the ass. "I’ll . . . suck your cock," she promised. She wanted to vomit. 

"Will you lick my asshole?"

She had done that as well. "Yes!" she sobbed.

"Drink my piss?"

It had tasted terrible, and she had vomited. "Yes!"

"Straight from my cock?"

"Yes."

"Remember what I was doing when we were interrupted?"

"You didn’t . . . "

"No, I didn’t stick pins in Caryn’s tits. Not yet."

She still remembered. After nearly twenty years, she remembered every time she unwrapped a new shirt or blouse. How those same pins felt as he pressed them slowly into her young breasts. "Don’t! Please! You can . . . do it . . . to me."

"Do what?"

"You can . . . stick pins in my . . . breasts," she choked out, "again."

"Do they sag?

"What?"

"Your tits," he said impatiently. "They were pretty nice tits when you were fifteen. Now you’re what? Thirty-three? Lotta women, their tits sag by the time they’re thirty. Can you pass the pencil test?"

"The what?"

"Pencil test. You grab the nipple, lift the tit, hold a pencil under it, where it meets the rib cage, then let the tit down. A saggy tit holds the pencil, but a firm one won’t. If the pencil falls, you’ve passed. You look damn good in clothes, Cathy, but what about when you’re naked? Can your tits still pass the pencil test?"

"I . . . " Cathy was quite proud of her firm breasts, but she didn’t want to discuss them with the man who had raped and abused her. But he had Caryn, and he had already started on her. Cathy choked back a sob. "I think so. Yes."

"Oh, good. Would I have to tie you up this time?"

"For what?"

"While I stick pins in your tits. Will you stand still while I do it?"

"If . . . if I have to."

"You have to, and you have to do more than that."

"What do you mean?

"Will you stick pins in them yourself?"

Cathy gulped again. "Is that . . . what I have to do? Stick pins in my . . . breasts? Then you’ll let Caryn go?"

"Oh, you have to do more than that."

"What else do I have to do?"

"Anything I want. Shove things up your cunt, put out cigarettes on your thighs, whatever I can think of. I want a willing victim, with guts enough, and reason enough, to do things to herself."

"If I . . . agree, you’ll let her go?" she pleaded.

"I can do anything I want to Caryn. You can never find her. Or me. And I can do a lot more to her. She’s younger, she’s a beautiful young woman, very sensitive to pain . . ."

Cathy sobbed.

"And I’m sure her tits are bigger than yours. Room for more pins, clamps . . ."

"Please," Cathy begged. "Don’t . . . don’t even talk about doing anything more to her. Just . . . tell me what you want me to do!"

"If you want me to let her go, and remember, I can do anything I want to her, then you’d have to be willing to let me do anything I want to you."

"I already said I would," Cathy replied. "I’ll . . . do it. You can . . . do what you want with me."

"What if I want to whip you with a belt."

Again? She remembered hanging by her wrists, her ankles drawn far apart, and his heavy leather belt slapping across her breasts, her belly, her ass. And from below, up into her naked, open loins. "Yes. You can . . . whip me with a belt."

"Would I have to tie you up?"

She was getting the idea. She swallowed. "No."

"Would you stand in front of me, naked, with your arms above your head, and let me whip you with a belt?"

"Yes, if you’ll let Caryn go."

"And put out cigarettes on you?"

She bit her lip to keep from sobbing. The scar from the cigarette still showed. Fortunately, any bra she wore covered it.

"Yes," she whimpered.

"Would you grind out a cigarette on yourself?"

"Yes," she replied softly.

"On your tits?"

"Yes."

"And you’ll let me mark you? With tattoos?"

"Is that what you want? I take her place, and . . . cooperate . . . with whatever you want to do?"

"I wouldn’t do anything to you that I can’t do to her right now. The difference is that you won’t be a victim, you’ll be a participant?"

"For . . ." she didn’t want to ask this, "for how long?"

"Until I’m finished."

Cathy took a deep breath. She was the only one of his victims that had lived to tell about it."All right. I’ll . . . do it." She realized that she was trading her life for Caryn’s.

"What about the tattoos?"

He hadn’t done that before. "Yes."

"Will you hold your tits for me while I tattoo them?"

"I . . . said I’d do . . . anything."

"I’ll want you to thank me for doing things to you instead of Caryn. And when I stop, you ask if I want to do more. Maybe I’ll want you to think up things I can do to you. Or that you can do to yourself."

"I . . . I can . . . I’ll try. Look, I’ll . . . take her place."

"Maybe, instead of just a tattoo, I want to brand you."

"Will you let her go? If . . . you have me?"

"And if you give yourself to me, like I said."

"How do I know you’ll let her go?"

"You’ll have to trust me. If I didn’t let her go, then you wouldn’t cooperate with me, and that’s what I want most. Your total surrender."

"I . . . This is what you wanted then, isn’t it? That’s why you . . . made sure I . . . had an orgasm every time . . ."

"I want you to cum when I hurt you. If you don’t . . . well, I can always get Caryn back."

"No. I’ll do . . . what . . . whatever you want."

"Good. You can begin right now by stripping. Everything off."

Swallowing, Cathy nodded. "All right."

"Tell me when you’re absolutely naked."

She undressed quickly. "All right, I’m . . . naked . . . now."

"Go over to the window. Show me."

"Where are you?"

"Go to the dining room window, open the drapes."

"Someone will see!"

"So what? Do you actually care more about what some stranger will see than you do about your daughter?"

She hesitated in front of the window, and then opened the drapes. Anyone on the street, any of several neighbors could have seen her, standing naked in her dining room window.

"Very nice," he told her over the cell phone. "Now the pencil test."

She moved away from the window. "What?"

"Show me. The pencil test. Get a pencil."

"I . . . don’t have a pencil."

"There’s one on the table."

She looked. There was a yellow wooden pencil beside the centerpiece.

"Stand in front of the window and show me that your tits don’t sag enough to hold a pencil. Now!

She picked up the pencil and held it horizontally beneath her uplifted left breast. When she lowered her breast and the pencil, the pencil dropped to the floor. "All right?" she asked.

"Do the other tit."

She held the pencil under her right breast, and when she released her breast and the pencil, the pencil dropped again.

"Very nice," he commented wetly. "Now, in your closet, put on the red shoes, the ones with the high heels."

She had never worn them outside the house before. She wanted to know how he knew of them, but she wanted more to free Caryn from him. She put the shoes on, and fastened the straps.

"All right."

"Now the short tan raincoat."

It reached almost to mid-thigh. When she had it on, she realized the buttons were missing. "There aren’t . . . any buttons," she told him. He had been in her house. Which had been locked, and the security had been set.

"Tie the belt."

The raincoat was single-breasted Even with the belt tied, it was immodest.

"In front of the window again. Show me!"

While he was talking to her, he couldn’t be doing anything to Caryn. She stood in front of the window.

"Lovely. Now go to the garage and get in your car. Keep the phone on. If you end the call, I’ll figure you changed your mind, and you’ll never hear from me again. Or Caryn either."

He directed her out to the interstate, off at the third exit and then right back on in the other direction. She didn’t see anyone following her. By this time, she’d been on the cell phone nearly an hour.

"Look, my . . . I don’t know how much charge is left on my battery. On . . . on the cell phone."

"There’s a new battery for it on the passenger seat. Look for it."

She groped, and felt . . . a vibrator! "God!" she gasped. Someone had put it in her car while she was in the house, talking to him.

"Oh, there is also a toy in there. Get the battery."

She felt the cell phone battery.

"Pull in to the next rest area, end the call, turn off the phone, and change the battery. Turn on the phone and wait for me to call."

"All right. It’s . . . a mile from here."

"Right. I’ll call you back. And if the phone is busy . . . well, that’s it. I won’t call again. I’ll just figure you want me to continue with this sweet little bottle blonde here."

"Please, don’t . . . don’t do anything else to her. I swear to God, I’ll . . . be better than anything you can do with her."

"Oh, one other thing."

"What?" she asked, exasperated.

"When you get to the rest area? Take off the raincoat and wait," he told her.

Cathy pulled into the rest area, and parked as close to the building as possible, right under a light. There were only two other cars in the lot, seemingly empty, and an eighteen-wheeler. "I’m hanging up now," she said to the phone. 

Silence. He wasn’t there.

She ended the call, turned off the telephone, and quickly replaced the battery. She turned the phone on again and waited.

No lights had followed her into the rest area. She was tempted to make another call, but she knew she could not miss his return call. And she didn’t know who else she could call.

Was he watching her? Did he have an accomplice? More than one? He had apparently been watching her in her window, and he, or someone, must have watched her in the window. Maybe he, or someone else was already in the rest area, watching to see if she followed his instructions.

The cell phone chimed.

"Hello?" she answered timidly.

"Cathy?" asked a female voice.

"Who . . . Nan?"

"What’s wrong?" asked her best friend. "No one answered at your place, so I tried your cell."

"Nan, I have to get off the phone. I’ll . . . call you later." She ended the call.

It rang again.

"Yes?" she gasped.

"You haven’t taken off your raincoat."

How did he know? Where was he?

"I’m . . . doing it right now," she whimpered, as she struggled to get her arms from the raincoat.

"Good, good."

"There!" she sobbed, "It’s off."

"See that trash barrel? In front of you?"

A green barrel, about two parking spaces beyond her car.

"Yes."

"Put your raincoat in it, and get back in your car."

"But . . . "

"Now!" She heard the click as he ended the call.

For an instant, she wanted to call 9-1-1, but she was afraid that if she did not do as he had ordered, she’d never hear from him again. Nor from Caryn.

Cathy opened her door, and flinched as the interior light came on, then as stealthily as she could, got out, duck-walked to the trash barrel, and put her raincoat in it. Now she was totally naked. She looked toward the building, then toward the two cars, toward the semi, and again toward the building, and nothing moved. She scurried back to her car.

The cell phone was ringing again.

"Yes!" she hissed.

"The toy? In the seat beside you?"

She swallowed, and remembered how he had abused her with a vibrator while he fucked her ass. "Yes?"

"Put it in you, and turn it on."

"Please . . . I’ll do anything you want . . . after you let my daughter go. Anything!"

"I know that," he said, but you still have to prove it. Put it in your cunt! Now!"

It was bigger, thicker than the one she had at home. She flushed, thinking that if he had been in her house, he had probably found her little toy. This one must use the larger batteries, like a flashlight. She leaned over into the passenger seat and positioned the rounded end against her pussy.

Cathy was surprised to realize that she was wet. The big vibrator slid in easily, but not without some serious discomfort. She groaned. It was deeper than any man since . . . him! Reluctantly, she turned it on and picked up the phone.

“Is it in your cunt?” he asked.

“Yes,” she moaned. The pain was easing.

Hold the phone down by your cunt so I can hear it.”

She accidentally touched the phone to the base of the plastic device and heard the rattle as the two clicked together.

He was chuckling when she put the phone to her ear again. "There’s a knit cap on the floor in front of the passenger seat. Get it."

"I’ve got it."

"Put it on, and pull it down over your face."

She did. She couldn’t see anything through it.

"Turn off the phone and wait. I’ll either call back - the phone better not be busy - or I’ll come to the car. Understand?"

"Yes."

She tried to ignore the stimulation of the vibrator inside her, and she managed to suppress her body’s reaction to it for nearly half an hour, and then she came. At first, she tried to pull the vibrating dildo out, but she hesitated too long, and she let herself respond to it.

Then someone knocked on the side window.

"Don’t remove the blindfold. Or the dildo. Come with me," he told her. She had to hold the vibrator to keep it from sliding out.

He led her to another vehicle and made her sit on the floor in front of the passenger seat, which pushed the dildo deeper. 

Cathy tried again to suppress her physical arousal, but her first orgasm had left her even more sensitive than usual, and the motion of the car made the dildo slide in and out, jst enough . . . she came again, and she felt her face grow hot, especially when he chuckled.

He drove long enough for her to come two more times, and then he pulled into a garage. 

On the drive, he told her how he had picked Caryn up on her way to school, just a block from the house. How he had taken the teenager to his lair and had stripped her and raped her and made her suck his cock. It made Cathy almost sick that she was having orgasms while he described his abuse of her daughter.

He took off her knit cap. They were in some commercial building, like a warehouse. And he looked different than she remembered. The same face, but different.

"Plastic surgery," he said with a grin. "When I left prison, well, it wasn’t an approved release, you see. So I had to have my appearance altered. Also my name, even my date of birth. You can remove the fake cock."

He grinned as she withdrew the dildo. "Now clean it with your mouth."

"Where is Caryn?" she asked.

"She’s not being harmed. When I have you secured, and I’m sure you will not welch on our agreement, I’ll see that she returns home safely."

"How can I be sure?" she asked.

"I have never lied to you. Now clean your cuntjuice off my dildo!"

Reluctantly, she licked the thick cylinder. Then he led her into a building, and down some stairs into a room in the cellar. Made her lie back on a medical examination table, strapped her feet in stirrups positioned wider than any doctor had ever positioned her, and then left her for two or three hours.

Inexplicably, she was still sexually aroused. With nothing in her, and no way to get over the edge.

When he returned, he stood between her spread knees and smiled down at her. "Caryn is home," he finally told.

"How do I know that?"

He untied one wrist and handed her another cell phone. "Call her."

He had already entered the number. Cathy pressed the "Talk" button.

"Tell her anything you want. Tell her to call the police, the FBI. I don’t care. Tell her you took her place. It won’t matter. Best thing is to tell her you traded places with her, you love her, and have a nice life."

Caryn answered. "Hello?"

"Caryn?"

"Mom?" 

"Are you . . . all right?"

"I guess. Where are you?"

"I . . . won’t be home tonight."

"Something bad happened."

"I know. Call the police. Don’t take a shower . . ."

"You know?"

"Yes."

"I already took a shower," she sobbed. "I’ll never feel clean again."

"It wasn’t your fault. They can get evidence . . . "

"It doesn’t matter, Mom. They’ll never catch him. I don’t even know what he looks like. What do you know about this?"

"It’s the same man." She had told Caryn about her ordeal before the girl heard it from someone else. Not the details.

"I figured that. He said . . . he’d kill you . . . "

"I know."

He handed her a shirt pin, and pointed to her naked breast.

"I love you, Caryn," Cathy said. She pressed the "End" button, handed him the cell phone, and took the pin.

 Now it would start all over.

</div>
