The Garage

I have taken you to my friend's garage. He is gone for the weekend, and has given me full use of it. You don't know it, but this is not going to be an easy scene for you. I came here yesterday and made the final arrangements. Bill, my friend, works on cars. He's quite handy, making many of the tools and much of the equipment he uses day to day. Of particular interest to me was the electric engine hoist he made. It has three wheels that support the structure of wheels and pulleys, and a huge arm that can extend several feet away. The end of the arm is eight feet off he ground. From it extends a cable that ends with a large hook. Bill tells me he has lifted equipment weighing over two thousand pounds with this device. It will support you nicely. 

I have placed a large piece of carpet and a mattress in the middle of the floor under the hoist's hook. I brought you here with your hands securely fastened in large wrist restraints clipped behind you. I wanted to make sure you would not balk when you saw what was in store for you. I have stripped you naked, put you on your back on the mattress, and have fastened large ankle restraints to both of your legs. A spreader bar has been fastened between your ankles. A large chain is attached to both ends of the spreader bar. In the middle of the chain is another hook. I have attached 
this hook to the hoist hook and am raising you off the ground and upside down. 

I have encouraged you to scream all you want. Bill's garage is isolated, and no one will hear you. You did scream a bit as I hoisted you, but have settled down. You are beautifully helpless, legs spread, clit and cunt visible, arms fastened behind you, breasts pushed out toward me. I have hoisted you so high that your head is at my crotch level. I unzip my pants, pull out my erect cock and force it into your mouth. Suck it well, my slutty cunt, and maybe I will go easier on you, I tease.

Your mouth is wonderful. You suck me with an energy that at the same time shows your fear and affection. You realize how helpless you are. If I were leave, you would hang there unable to be released until Bill returns on Monday. There is no way to get free until I want you to be free. 

I reluctantly remove my cock from your eager lips. Time to get on with it. The only reason to go through a scene this extreme is to torture you. I begin by swatting your buttocks with my open palm. When they are a nice pink, I stop and turn my attention to your nipples. I have never slapped you there, so this is a first. Your first reaction is a loud groan, but as I continue, you begin to scream with every slap. I stop to give you a break. 

When you seem to be composed, I pull my new flogger out of my bag. I have just made this one, and it is wicked. The handle is made from a one-inch dowel and is nine inches in length. To the black dowel, I have fastened ten black leather shoelaces, twelve inches in length. Each lace lash has a knot at the end. I tried this out on myself, and had to back off after the first two blows to my ass. I begin with your ass. As I flog it, each blow causes you to jerk. This makes your body swing nicely in the air. You swing away, and as you swing back, I strike your butt cheeks again. 

For good measure, I add ten more to each breast. You are moaning and scream with each blow, but can do nothing but take it. Now five good ones on your cunt. Your screams are seriously intense as I give you each one. I give you another break while I lower you, so your back is on the mattress. I unfasten your hands from behind you and clip them in front of you. I then pull them up so they are fastened to the hoist hook with your legs. 


Up you go again. Clothespins on your nipples are next. They are very sensitive from the flogging, and you scream a bit as each one is fastened. I check them as I always do, by pulling, twisting and tugging on them. Your moans of pain are my reward. Your gift is understood, appreciated and returned. 

Five more blows to your spread cunt with the flogger and five more loud screams result. I examine you more closely there. Am I being too severe? "How are you doing, my pet," I question. "Green," is your reply. You are enjoying this as much as I am. I probe your cunt with my fingers and find you soaking wet. I lean over and begin to eagerly lick your open cunt and clit. Your arousal is building. I can tell from your moans that you are close to cumming, so I give you permission. As my fingers and mouth work on you, your climax hits hard. I am surprised at its intensity, and try to help it increase by pulling on your nipple chain. You swing and jerk from your legs and wrists. I watch the muscles of your belly and thighs tighten and flex and feel your cunt walls contract around my fingers. Your cunt squirts fluids that shoot out several inches. 

I know your arms and legs must be getting tired, but it is time for me to have my reward. I kick off my shoes and drop my jeans. The hoist is adjusted to the proper level to connect us. My cock enters you easily. I groan in delight as I feel the hot silkiness of your tunnel squeezing me, tempting me, signaling me to let go. I hold your hips in each hand pulling you to me and guiding you away. The hoist and your bonds create a swinging effect as your cunt slides easily back and forth on my meat. Your groans are beginning to match mine. I can feel us both rapidly approaching the end. My prick feels like it is in heaven; nothing has ever felt this good before. I want it to go on forever for 
the both of us. But it feels so good, it must end. And end it does, with a crashing, gushing, contracting, clenching intensity that leaves us shaken with the power of it. 

I let you down quickly and unfasten you. I massage your wrists and ankles to bring back the feeling. We cuddle a bit as we come down from our peaks. I love the gift that you continue to give me, and I tell you so. You whisper that it is I, who gives the gift to you. It seems we always have this feeling that the other has given the true gift. One thing is certain, we will both keep on giving.



