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SARA’S WHIPPING!

By raised_cobra

Sara Williams had disobeyed her Master.  She had been unresponsive to his emails and commands.  She had NOT fulfilled her duties.  Her Master Jack had called her and summoned her to his cottage.  It was close by, yet secluded, built on ten acres of private land.  

It was Friday night and she was free from work for the next four days as she drove off the main road onto the dirt road that lead up into the heavily forested property of her Master.

She was as she drove onto the property; she remembered the tone of her Master’s voice as he told her the directions to his cottage.  She knew that she had disappointed him in several ways … not performing her instructions and Tasks in a timely manner as dictated by her Master Jack … she instinctively knew that she was to be punished … and for some incredible reason she welcomed it.  Since the phone call she had been unbelievably wet.  She had never felt this excited or aroused.  Her pussy was swollen and itching with desire and her nipples were erect and pointing against her blouse.
As Sara turned over the crest of a small hill she saw the cottage and as she drove closer she saw her Master open the door and step out.  As Sara drove into the yard between the cottage and barn she knew that her life was about to change.
Sara stopped her small car and got out… her legs jelly and not responding to her brain.  She nervously walked over to where her Master was standing and tried to put on a brave smile.  

“Strip!”  He commanded.  

Sara was momentarily in confusion, hearing the words and knowing that she was outside in the daylight.  Then she looked into her Master’s eyes and started to unbutton her blouse and take it off.  As her blouse floated to the ground she reached to her hip to the button and zipper on her skirt and undid the button and loosened the zipper, letting the skirt drop onto the ground.

She was now naked standing before he Master in the fading sunlight... waiting, knowing that she had just crossed an invisible line.

“Follow me Bitch, you had chosen to disrespect your Master and now you will learn what the consequences are.”  He led you into the barn and into the center of the main room where a long rope dangled from a pulley attached to the rafter.  He bound your wrists with the rope and then moved to the side wall where he cranked the rope tighter, pulling you’re your arms upward until you were stretched and balancing on your toe tips.  You began to sweat in the cool barn air as your Master came back and drove two wooden spikes into the dirt floor about ten feet apart… one in front of you the other behind you.  He tied your ankles separately to the wooden spikes, making you scissor your legs and open your stance.         

He LOVED it! . . . He loved having you HELPLESS . . . waiting for you to BEG him . . . crying for mercy . . . you were his to do with as he pleased!

"Master, please . . . please, let me go! I'll fuck you. I will never disobey you again!"
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He smiled at your begging and let his hands move where they wanted on

your taut body . . . your body hanging before him . . .  your body he would now own completely. 
You had teased him and disobeyed his instructions. You had not returned your Initiation documents and now you would be punished.

He stroked your out thrust tits . . . pulling on your large erect nipples then moved his hand down into the wet “V” of your womanhood and rubbed his fingers over your swollen and inflamed labia, teasing your clit with his finger tips until you begged him to fuck you. . . however . . . 

You had not followed his instructions, taking him too lightly . . . rejected his authority over you. But now . . . NOW . . . it was his time for revenge . . . his turn to even the score . . . his time to possess . . . to control . . . to own your voluptuous body and teach you who was the Master. Who was your Master! 

You were HELPLESS!!!

When he finished you would be his for all times . . . you would be his slave, his slut and his personal whore . . . because he knew . . . he knew the secret of your longing, he knew how to bring you under his spell. 

The ropes cut into your ankles and wrists . . . marking you . . . the fibrous ropes chaffing your fragile flesh . . . you looked up at your bound wrists, as if you could not believe it.

"The ropes, Master . . . please, they're chaffing me . . . my wrists . . . please . . . the ropes."

Your fine legs tightened and loosened . . . pulled and slackened . . . against the bondage . . . those muscular, dancer legs so strong to wrap around a lover, yet beautifully curved and delectable.

"Master . . . please, Master, let me go . . . Please Master, don't hurt me . . .  please, I'll do anything for you . . ."

Hot salty tears flowed down your cheeks, as drool came from the side of your mouth. You’re full pouting lips that kissed so soft and sweet trembled as you begged. You were lathered in sweat, covered in your own wetness . . . a wetness from fear and anxiety as you felt the adrenalin flowing through you.

It was his turn… he loved seeing you so pathetic before him . . . so helpless . . . he

loved hearing your cries . .  . cries he would ignore as he began to whip you.

"Please . . . please . . . Master, no, no, Nooooooo . . .  please, let me go . . .  please."

He pulled your short cropped blonde hair back, arching your back and thrusting your huge tits out towards his chest . . . 

He stroked those full, soft tits as he looked into your eyes, so round, so blue, eyes a man could fall in and drown, eyes now filled with fear, as you hung so tightly bound in your ropes of bondage. 

He had let you wait . . . let you beg, pulling at your bondage, fear building inside you. Now, he stroked and kissed your breasts, feeling the nipples become erect and ready under his touch, feeling you respond. He played with your sweet aroused pussy, flicking your clit, watching you respond, sexual heat building.  And you, Sara, were unable to stop him, knowing your body was both responding and rejecting . . . wanting his punishment yet afraid . . . as well you should be.

"See this my whore; see this whip I have just for you."

"PLEASE . . .  OH GOD . . .  MASTER,  NOOOOOOO!  MASTER, I'll do anything . . . I'll suck your cock. .  . I'll be your whore . . . anything!  MASTER, . . . please don't . .  . . . DON'T WHIP ME!!

"Oh, you will do all that, and more! You will do anything I ask because you will love it . . . you will love being whipped!"

"Wait, Master, WAIT! Let me help you . . . let me get other girls for you . . . I can do it, Master . . . I can get Julie, sweet Julie with her nice, soft body . . .  or, Laurie would be easy . . . you would like fucking her, she’s as hot as a pistol . . .  please, Master, I can get you a harem . . . we can have threesomes or as many as you want . . . just don't . . . Oh, GOD, Master . . . DON'T HURT ME!!!"

"You disobedient cunt . . . you stupid whore . . . you slut . . . do you think you can manipulate me with your sorry, stinking pussy . . . do you think I am one of your co-workers to be played with . . . ?"

"PLEASE . . . PLEASE . . . PLEASE, MASTER . . . I WANT TO HELP YOU."

"You want to help me what, bitch?"

"I want to help you get whatever you want, Master . . . whatever it is; I will help . . .  please, Master . . .  let me help . . ."

"What I want, you sorry bitch and worthless whore, is to OWN YOU!  To command you as I see fit, when I please and, you KNOW you will be MY SLAVE . . . you know you want the PLEASURE I can give you."

"Look at the whip!" I ordered. "It will love you and you will learn to love it, you will love its touch against you and you will learn to love the feel of its bite.  It will make you hot, making your pussy so wet . . . wet and itchy, aching for me to fuck you.  In a little while you will beg me to fuck you and to whip you…
"Yes, Master, Yes, fuck me, please, fuck me. Slam your big hard cock into my pussy . . .  ream me out, Master . . .  let me have it . . . fuck me . . . please, fuck me!

"My mouth, Master, put you prick in my mouth, you big stud . . . I love to suck cock  . . . let me suck you . . . I suck good, Master . . . very good . . . let me suck your cock . . . please . .  ."

You thrust your hips towards your Master, trying to reach me, trying to divert

me from my decision . . . my decision that you needed to be taught a lesson… and made to realize that you were going to be my fuck slave when I was done.  You ran your hot, thick tongue over your full lips, wetting them, opening them

like you were welcoming a cock . . . 

"Master, my ass!  Please, fuck my ass!  It’s virgin; you would be the first in my sweet ass Master! Ohhhhhhhhhh Master . . .  anything!  My ass, my mouth, my cunt . . .  anything!  But Please Not the whip!"

I looked at her as I handled the five foot whip. It was made of horsehair, woven and course, made to burn but not cut your skin . . . but, it would leave red splotches . . . and some bruises . . . you would hurt under it . . . you would have pain . . . more pain than you could imagine . . . more pain than you thought you could endure.  

The course stinging stripes would burn and sting but they would quickly heal. But, the immediate stinging pain… the pain and then the pleasure it brought you would remember.  You would remember this day, possibly this weekend forever.
It was that pain and pleasure you would want later, after you learned of its effect, the pleasure greater than any you ever had, the pleasure that would make your pussy throb and sing with carnal wantonness and bring you crawling on your knees to him asking to be fucked, asking to be whipped . . .  wanting that pleasure that only the pain could bring. 

I knew you; I had read it in your mannerism, in your conversations. You were into submission and you just needed to be pushed and taught… I knew that

you’d fall under the spell of the pain and the pleasure… you’d crave the overpowering orgasms that would result from the pain and pleasure… that in the end you would love it . . . crave it . . . like a junkie needs a fix . . . like a fish needs water.  And then you would crawl to me, begging to have your fix, your pain, so you could reach the intense heights of your pleasure that you so desperately wanted.
Your face was flushed, your eyes red and puffy. Snot dripped from your nose as you moved your body to lessen the maddening stretch. Every muscle was tense, tight; rigid as the fear . . . the panic . . . the hysteria began to rule you.

"When I am through you will beg me to whip you more . . . beg me to make you my slave . . . beg me to do whatever I want to you"

"Yes, I am begging . . . fuck me, take me but please . . . PLEASE

don't whip me!!"

“You knew that there would be punishment, you knew that you had signed a contract giving yourself to ME, your Master. You knew that you were Mine!  So slave, why did you disobey your Master? Was it perhaps because you want to be punished?”

"Why do you deny that it is the whip you want?  This whip! The whip that will cause you the pain you so desperately need.  You worthless slut! You manipulative, rebellious cunt!  You bitch, you know that you need to be controlled, to be made a slave, and a sex toy and whore!  You unconsciously crave it! I will be your Master . . . and you will beg me for your pleasure!"

"YES, Master . . .  Please give me pleasure!  Not pain!  Pleasure . . . PLEASURE, Master."

"But, one is the other for you, little whore."

"Oh, MY GOD!" you thought, "What is happening to me? What is going to

happen?" 

You remembered the reoccurring dreams. The dark desires. You remembered your dark fantasies about being taken by a powerful man who would slapped you . . . spanked you . . . hit your tits . . . you would beg for it you knew . . . and then beg for more . . . you would get down on all fours like a dog . . . like the bitch you knew you were . . .  and beg for him to hit you with his belt . . . then beg to be fucked . . . you couldn't help yourself you loved it . . . you had never loved sex more . . . 

"Oh, God!" you thought your eyes going wide, Master KNEW!!

But he didn't know you masturbated at night dreaming of a master who would take you and bend you to his will. But, you knew, you knew all to well. And, you knew you were as aroused as you’ve ever been and at the same time you were afraid. You shivered with sheer horniness as you waited . . . hot for the pain . . . and for the depraved pleasure.

Your muscles spasmed in your back from the tension of being strung up and the pain shot all the way through you. Your pussy throbbed; your labia spread wide opening your cunt to the cool air.

"THHHHACCCCK"   "THHHHACCCCK" 

"Owwwwwwwwwwww . . . NOOOOOOOOOO!!!!"

The first two blows landed across your fine, perfect, rounded ass, your ass stuck out so invitingly, so available for whipping. The whip burned into your tender flesh, that fine ass flesh, so lush, so good to bounce against when fucking doggie style, that lush shock absorber. 

"You know you deserve to be whipped . . . to be hurt . . . because you disobeyed your Master. You are worthless, a worthless piece of meat. A slut, a whore, but you will become MY whore, you will learn to be MY submissive slave, and you will learn to love the whippings I give you and the pleasure only I bring to your whorish body."

"THHHHACCCCK" 

"NOOOOOOOOOO!! PLEASE... PLEASE... DON'TTTTT!!"

Slobber ran from your lips ... you were begging ... begging him to stop ... but, he would not stop! He knew you loved it ... or you would love it when he was through. 

He rubbed your ass, played with the burning red stripes that covered your perfectly rounded ass cheeks as you jumped from the touch.

Again and again, the blows landed on your firm rounded ass cheeks then on your thighs ... so Open ... so easy to punish ... on your legs, your stomach, so lean and taut ... on your back and to the tender skin on your inner thighs.
“Owwwwwwww . . .  Aaaarrrrgggggghhhhhhhhh!  STOP ...  PLEASE ...  NO ... OH GOD ... NOOOOO!!!"

Again and again, he spoke to you, stopping after each blow... emphasizing that you were a slut, a whore, a stupid forgetful cunt ... a disobedient bitch ... and, that you were now his ... his to own ... his to control ... his to whip ... his to fuck....

You were going crazy!!! Crazy with PAIN!!!

"GOD, NOOOOO! I CAN'T STAND IT! PLEASE."

You thought you would lose your mind... you thought the pain would make

you mad... stark raving MAD. You wished you would go mad! Anything to stop the pain...

You peed, your bladder empting down your thighs, wetting the floor. You felt your muscles spasm, vacillating in their pain. You felt your lungs ache as you breathed rapidly fighting the pain. The pain that cut you like a knife, a dull knife being pushed into you and turned....

He whipped you, covering you with his whip; he knew how to do it, to give you every bit of pain you could stand but no more. To spread the pain over all of your body, to make the pain its most effective, not too long in one spot, move it around, all over you so the pain flowed everywhere.

You thought you would die, you wished you would die! 

But, you would not die, you would begin to love the pain, began to want it. 

He grabbed your face, looking into your eyes. They were wild, animal eyes, wild, frightened animal eyes. He stared into them as you tried to focus, focus on him through your pain. 

"No, Master, please... no more pain... please, Master, I am a slut! I'll be your slut slave! But, no more... no more!"

"Now, my whore, my slut, I will punish your breasts... your beautiful breasts."

"Master, MASTER," you whispered, "I can't take more... please, if you love me, if you want me, please stop. I am losing my mind. The pain is too much. Please, Master, for me, for us... pleaseee."

He only smiled at you ... a smile of derision... a smile that made your blood run cold.

"Master, I am a slut... I have manipulated and disappointed you ... I am a whore... I have made promises to you that I have not kept...but, Master, I can't stand any more pain. Please, Master, STOP!!!"

He grabbed your right breast and gently stroked it, allowing you to enjoy the

pleasure. The nipple was erect under his fingers, showing your sexual arousal through the pain, the pain and pleasure. You moaned as you knew the truth, you love it!!! 

"Oh, Master, that feels so good... yeeeesssssss... thank you, Master, Thank you for loving my tits."

He rammed two fingers into your spread and dripping cunt, worming them around and then adding two more. He hooked two fingers up tight under your public bone and pressed his thumb down hard on your clit. You gasped, wide-eyed, at the hard intrusion. Your pussy started to flood... you wanted to be fucked, SO MUCH! . . . YOU WANTED IT!  JUST LIKE HE SAID!!!!!  

He stood back from you. Your eyes locked. He brought back the whip slowly so you could have the maximum anticipation of the pain that was coming, the maximum effect. 

You sobbed, your eyes wide open, bug-eyed, your tongue hung from your open mouth as you watched only the whip, the whip he held up before you, the whip you knew was going to punish your breasts.
"THHHHACCCCK"  

The whip thrashed into the belly of your tits, burning and stinging into the warm sweaty flesh. He watched the effect, your breasts compressing from the force and power of the whip and then expanded again, bouncing as you screamed at the burning in your tits.
"NOOOOOOO!!  Ohhhhhhh PLEASE!! NO MORE!!!!" You screamed as your body stiffened and jerked. The stinging of your ass cheeks and tits causing you to feel a new sensation… one that you had never felt before. 
"THHHHACCCCK . . .  THHHHACCCCK . . . THHHHHACCCCK!"  

Your body spasmed ... jerking on the rope that held you suspended. You moaned and grunted with the strikes as you began quivering from the pain or was it pleasure?

Your eyes showed him what he sought, showed him that your passion was peaking through the pain, through the fear, showed him that you were experiencing the beginning of new sensations that would build into a passion that he knew would make you love and want ... the PAIN!

He reached for your pussy, your sweet pussy, as yet untouched by his whip. He felt you gush ... felt the walls of your pussy release their juices ... their hot, wet, sticky love juices ... those juices that smelled so sweet and tasted so fine ... those juices that proved your passion ... your increasing desire ... your need to be fucked . . . 

His hand continued ... two fingers were now in your pussy ... working you ... moving in and out ... his thumb was on your clit ... your little button that stuck out rigidly, quivering in its desire . . . the little button where his thumb now rotated sending shivers down your legs ... up your spine ... to your brain ... your brain, that source of the physical feelings you wantonly craved....

He felt your pussy began to spasm...contract against his hand, indicating your orgasm would be quickly here.

You moaned ... a deep, guttural moan ... a moan from your soul ... as the passions flamed in you ... flamed and made you boil with their heat ... the heat of passion ... the heat of pleasure. 

He whipped you across the small of your back ... across the base of your spine...

"NOOOOOOOO IT CAN”T BE! . . . Ohhhh  GOD! . . .  Ohhhh, uuuuunnnhhhhh, I can’t believe it, Ohhhhh, it’s beginning to feel soooooo gooood!" 

The pain blocked the pleasure, stopped the orgasm ... for now!

"Master, P L E A S E !!!! MASTER, let me cum! I NEED TO CUM! I NEED IT SOOOOOOO BAD!"

His hand never slowed ... your pussy throbbed covering his hand in its hot juices ... throbbed in its need ... its need to climax ... to orgasm ... TO CUM!!! He put his cum covered hand over your mouth and you greedily sucked his fingers of your hot cunt juices ... eagerly wanting sex to fill your need ... YOUR NEED TO BE CONTROLLED BY HIM!

Again, he whipped the base of your spine ... again, your pleasure stopped ... but the pain was joining the pleasure ... increasing ... magnifying the intense pleasure you were feeling ... a pleasure like no other ... a pleasure you would surely die for . . . 

Your face was red ... beet red ... your skin was on fire ... the Adrenaline ... the blood ... the fire in your cunt ... flowed through you ... you were burning up ... flames were consuming you. 

You looked at him, carnal arousal and passion controlling your face, your eyes. You moaned from beyond your throat ... from deep in your most inner being.

"I beg you, let me cum. I will be your slave forever if only you will let me cum!"

He dropped the whip. His thumb crushed your clit, mashing it hard against your pubic bone. Four fingers filled your cunt as your juices dripped from his hand.

'YES...YES...YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!" you screamed.

Your body jumped ... shaking like a cat with a mouse in its mouth ... as waves of incredible orgasm hit you ... hitting you hard as they cycled over and over again.

With each spasm Master spanked your fine ass ... smashed his hand against it ... magnifying your pleasure ... matching the rhythm of your climaxes.

"Cum whore, my little slut, cum in your pleasure, cum in your pain," he whispered in your ear.

Your eyes rolled back in your head. Your jaw went slack, your mouth dropped open. You floated into the darkness and passed out. You hung in the ropes like a limp rag.

Your Master acted quickly now. He undid the ropes from the ceiling, and lowered you to the floor then picked you up in his strong arm and carried you out of the barn and into the cottage. He carried you to the master bedroom on the second floor where he laid you down on the huge king-sized bed. He stripped naked and crawled in with you and pulled the satin and goose down bedding over both of you.

You did not move. He lay beside you. He stroked your bruised and striped breasts, your pussy and then began whispering in your ear, whispering in that hypnotic voice he knew would have maximum effect.

"I am Master's slave ... his personal whore ... Master's private slut. I belong to him. I live to serve him. I will always obey him, his every wish. My only pleasure is obeying him, serving him, being his slave. He gives me pain and pleasure, pleasure like no one else can give. Only Master can please me. I am a worthless bitch, a scum sucking slut that finds value, finds rewards only ... in serving my Master. All my pleasure ... all my love ... all my value comes from being Master's

slave ... his personal whore ... his private slut."

He repeated this same phrase over and over ... twenty times ... forty times . . .  one hundred times.

In your pain/pleasure afterglow, you spoke ... repeated the mantra that would be your life's core ... reemphazing the words... burning them into your brain forever.

END  

Please take a minute to write the author an email.  It world be greatly appreciated if you expressed how you found the story, whether it was arousing or not.  If you would like to read more or exchange your stories and fantasies please feel free to send them to me. This story is not to be republished without the author's permission.  I would appreciate any suggestions as to other story themes and or interests you have or want written about; raised_cobra04@yahoo.com
