Return to Terror

By Robert Caveat

His phone call had come as a surprise. His directions were clear. She was to wait at a nearby intersection in an hour. She quickly followed his directions, taking a shower and dressing in a skirt and blouse with no panties or bra. She almost forgot to call Mark to cancel their date, but remembered at the last minute before she went out the door. Poor Mark. He had no idea that she needed to be trussed up and put through rough sexual tortures in order to experience her full sexual potential. Poor vanilla Mark. She had begun secretly calling him that shortly after the Dom had come into her life. 


She had managed to fake it with Mark and almost every other man she had dated. Mark was nice, but he did not compare with her Dom, who had recently bowled her over. The first time, they had met in a motel room, and he had used and abused her, pulling out all of the stops. The resulting climax had changed her opinion about her sexuality and her limits, raising the bar considerably. The second time they got together was even better, because her Dom increased the intensity of her torments, leaving her wrung out and sore for several days. 


And he had called again. He had picked her up in a white van. While they drove to their destination, he told her to lift her skirt to expose her sex and unfasten her blouse. He attached the clam type hair clamps to her nipples and gave her a blindfold. They drove for about 10 minutes, and the van was driven into a garage. He led her from the garage to what he referred to as a dungeon. She was immediately stripped and tied with her arms overhead and a spreader bar between her legs. 


The next hour or so was pure hell. He slapped her breasts, bit her nipples and applied nipple clamps to them. The clover clamps were the worst. She had hoped that he might ease those terrible things onto her nipples, but as typical with him, he had applied them quickly, causing her to scream through her gag. There was no finesse about him. She screamed when he put them on her, and she screamed even more when they were taken off. But first he made her hold the chain in her mouth, causing the clamps to be pulled upward. The effect caused her whole body to shake from the pain. And then he had caned her ass and the backs of her legs. Each blow of the cane caused her head to jerk back, giving her tortured nipple flesh even more agony. She begged him to stop, and he told her if he did, he would never see her again. So she suffered and endured everything he did to her. 


He used a flogger to work on her pubic area. It struck her lips relentlessly, causing her to whimper with each blow. But when his fingers roughly entered her, he taunted her about how wet she was. He had discovered her secret. She could not hide her arousal from him. He knew her deepest, darkest cravings. He knew what she daydreamed about when she masturbated. And he gave her the pain she needed, until she began to drift into that space where pain and pleasure are almost impossible to tell apart. 


He tied her to a bondage horse and fucked her mouth deeply, causing her to struggle for breath. When he finally drove his cock into her cunt, he took her like a rutting stag. She came repeatedly while being fucked, and continued having mini climaxes after he finished with her. They continued and finally subsided during the trip back. He deposited her on the corner and drove away without a word or a glance back. She walked home and fell into bed. As she relaxed, she realized she had to break it off with Mark. Poor vanilla Mark. He would be totally blown away. But there was no way around it. It had to be done. There was no comparison between what she experienced tonight and what vanilla Mark was able to give her. 


She grinned and snuggled into the covers as she realized the only marks she wanted to have in the future, were the marks her Dom would give her. Vanilla Mark would be replaced by many other painful marks given to her whenever her Dom chose to give them to her. Man, her tits hurt and would continue to hurt for a while. And speaking of marks, there would be bruises on them to remind her of what happened today. The bruises and the tenderness would cause her to relive the experience for several days. Just the thought of it brought a smile to her lips as she drifted off to sleep. 


