The Barn
I picked you up at your place. I was pleased to see that you were dressed according to my instructions. A low cut blouse, no bra, sandals, and a flowing skirt. I reached forward and took your chin in my hand, raised it and kissed you full on the mouth. My tongue possessed your mouth as I heard you catch your breath. "I am pleased with you, my wanton slut," I murmured. You smiled shyly. We grabbed your bag and found the car. 

Once in the car, I belted you in, cuffed your wrists and tied them behind you with a rope that passed behind your car seat. I kissed you again and ran my hand under your skirt to check that you were not wearing panties. I was greeted by naked flesh all the way up to your crotch. Your cunt was very wet as I slipped my fingers into it. I unbuttoned your blouse so that I could look at your breasts and play with them. 

As we drove to my friend's house, we chatted, and I continued to finger you and amuse myself by telling you that you were not allowed to cum until I gave you permission. Occasionally, I would reach up and tweak one of your nipples. The way you wiggled your bottom on the car seat told me you were having a difficult time maintaining control. Fortunately, you did not cum. 

We arrived at my friend's farm in good time. He was gone for the weekend and had given us the run of the place in exchange for feeding his horses. I untied you and opened the car door for you. Inside, I told you to undress immediately, and told you that whenever we were alone, you were to be naked, so as to allow me full access to your body. I gave you a short tour of the house, dumped your bag in the bedroom, allowed you to relieve yourself, put cuffs on your ankles and wrists and led you to the barn. 

The main area of the barn was open with beams across the open areas every 15 feet or so. To one of these beams, had been attached a block and tackle, which was used to lift hay bales into the hayloft. A rope ran through the block and tackle and hung in the center of the barn. Attached to the rope was a hook. I had you stand on two hay bales that were about three feet apart. I hooked your wrist cuffs through the hook and used the block and tackle to hoist your arms over your head. 

There you were, legs spread, hands tied above your head and no place to go. I started by roughly kissing your breasts and nipples. Your helplessness had turned me on so much, I could hardly stand it. You moaned as I bit your nipples and then yipped as I really sank my teeth into them. I wanted them nice and tender for the nipple clamps, which were fastened on next. Each clamp was attached to one end of a silver chain. You groaned as the clamps bit into your tenderized nipple flesh, but you did not say your safeword. 

My fingers dug roughly into and played with your pussy, and were rewarded when you came and squirted fluid into my hand. "It's time for your punishment, my sweet slut," I stated firmly. "You can scream all you want, because there is no one around for at least a mile." I went to the side of the barn and selected a riding quirt that had several leather shoestring-type tails to it. I knew from personal experience that it could sting quite a bit, but not leave marks. As I fingered your clit and cunt with my left hand, I struck your ass cheeks repeatedly with the quirt. As you came again on my fingers and humped them, I whipped the backs of your legs. It just seemed to magnify your climax. I tugged on your nipple clamps by using the chain. You moaned in complaint. "Come on, cunt," I teased, "If it's too much for you, just use the safeword." 

"Please, sir," you whispered, "use me as you see fit." You were beautiful, hanging there like that, giving yourself totally to me. I got out a small thin riding crop and struck your breasts and nipples. You shrieked in protest, but did not use the safe word. I then caressed your breasts, where they had turned pink from the blows. You moaned again. 

I used the crop on the insides of your thighs. You did not dare move, lest you fall off the hay bales and suspend yourself totally by your wrists. I know you were in agony and would have given anything to dance off the pain. I took down a lighter whip with several leather strands and used it to stroke and strike your cunt. Your legs quivered and you screamed with the pleasure-pain. I then rubbed the area with my hand, causing you to moan. 

Next, a few well-placed strokes to your ass, and it reddened nicely. You were now ready for me. I let you down and positioned you over two stacked hay bales. Your arms were fixed to poles in opposite directions. I pulled your legs apart and fastened ropes from the same poles to your ankle cuffs, so most of your weight was on your hips and belly. You looked a little like an X. I knew your breasts and nipples were being rubbed across the tender areas by the hay and clamps. 

You were moaning almost continuously, asking me to fuck you. I wanted to so some other things to you, but impatiently decided that if you were not ready enough for me, I would have to be ready enough for the both of us. I stepped in behind you and jammed my cock into you in one thrust. You screamed again, but I continued. I reached around your body, felt the nipple clamps, unclamped them and let them fall on the floor. You groaned as the blood rushed to your nipples, and the hay rubbed them. 

There was nothing for you to do but take the sensation and enjoy it. I was pumping into you so hard that the hay bales were rocking with each stroke. My hands cupped and held your waist and cheeks, using them to hold you secure. I watched your skin flex with each time I sank my cock home. I was so hot for you, I almost couldn't stand it. I felt like a battering ram, pounding down the door to your defenses. I felt my ballsack tighten and pull my balls up tight against my body, preparing to cum. 

As I started over the top, I reached under you to cup and squeeze your breasts. As I squeezed them harder, I heard you catch your breath and start cumming, too. That was all it took for me. As the hot fluids pumped out of me, I continued to shove my cock harder into you. I could tell your climax was wonderful by the way you lifted your head and wailed to the rafters. My primal groans mixed with your wail as we froze in that moment of ecstasy. I held you like that frozen in time, until I caught my breath. 

When I untied you, you had tears in your eyes. We stretched out on an old blanket, and I held you, listening to your heart slow down and feeling my pulse match it. I looked at my watch. We had been there a whole half-hour. The weekend was still ahead of us. It had certainly started with a bang. 
