The Rack
© Robert Caveat 

It's not a real rack, not in the sense of something antique that was used long ago to pull people apart. 
It's actually just made from parts of a hand winch that I added to a workbench. I added a foam pad to the 8 foot long workbench and upholstered it with a black leather-like material. The bench has eyebolts all around it to anchor various parts of the body. The winch is bolted to the top or head of the bench. I have attached two lengths of 3/8" cotton rope to the winch and can wind them in or let them out as appropriate. Cuffs and various implements hang within easy reach. I made the whole thing myself, but it works well enough. 

At the moment, you are on your back in the middle of my rack. I got you there by taking you on a tour of my place. When we came to my soundproofed basement room, you seemed impressed with my homemade gadgets, but the rack had you spellbound. At first, you stood there like a deer caught in 
headlights. I watched your breathing quicken. Then you stroked the black surface of the bench, touched the eyebolts and the metal clips attached to the winch ropes. You seemed mesmerized. I 
asked if you wanted to stretch out on the bench to get a feel for what it was like. When you nodded, I knew I had you. 

Once on the bench, I watched you as you closed your eyes and stretched your arms and legs. You reminded me of my cat when I rub her belly. I leaned over and kissed you, reaching up and holding your hands over your head. Your intake of breath told me you were enjoying yourself immensely. My right hand moved over your breasts, feeling their warmth through your blouse and bra. I could feel your nipples standing at attention. I then asked you the big question. "Would you like to feel what my rack can do for you?" 
"Oh, yes," you whispered. We kissed some more, and I removed your blouse and bra with your eager help. My mouth ravished your upraised nipples. Your moans and the feel of you were driving me wild. Back to business. 


I fastened each wrist with a cuff and clipped it to the winch rope. You were not going anywhere, now. Back to your breasts. I tweaked them, stroked them and twisted them with my fingers. You looked and felt so special there on my rack. I removed your wrap-around skirt easily. When I got to your panties, I kissed the cleft between your legs and exhaled warm air through the fabric and into your cunt. You moaned loudly. You raised your hips as I slid the bikini briefs down them. I massaged your feet and kissed each arch, as I fastened them into their cuffs and clipped the cuffs to each corner of the bench. "You are now mine, my pet!"


I went back to your face, leaned over it, whispered the safeword to you, and kissed your lips, savoring their taste. My tongue invaded your mouth, and as I pulled away slightly, I bit your lower lip and held it between my teeth. Your body was wiggling on the bench.

Time to put a stop to that. I went to the winch and cranked the rope in a few inches. You struggled a bit, testing your freedom. There wasn't much, but I would take care of that in a moment. For effect, I fastened a belt across your middle by clipping it to two eyebolts. I wanted you to feel the pressure on your hipbones and belly. Now for another crank or two. 

"Click!..Click!" "Oh!" You were beginning to feel the tension. "Relax, my dear," I said, "There's more 
to come, and fighting it will not help." 

I ran my hands over your body, tickling your underarms, scratching lightly down your sides, rubbing
across your breasts and nipples, fingering down your belly, floating over your mound, touching and stroking your thighs, caressing your feet. You tensed, sighed and then relaxed. 


Time for the rubber bands. I recently purchased some rubber bands from an office supply store. They are about 1" wide and when doubled, are 3" long. I took two of the bands, stretched them out and captured a breast with each one. After I adjusted them, your breasts were pushed out and up. The bands squeezed the base of each breast, making them look a little like toadstools. I nipped each nipple with my fingers and was rewarded with a moan of protest. "Wait my pet, there's more." Two wooden clothespins were next, one for each nipple. You protested as the first one bit into your nipple flesh, "Ahhhhh, OHHHH!" I waited for the safeword, but you did not give in. Now for the other one, "OHHHHHHHH!" Your voice was at a higher pitch. 

Bach to the winch. Just two more clicks ought to do the trick. "CLICK?!!!" "HHHNNNHHH!" The pull on your arms caused the clothespins to apply more pressure. "CLICK!" "NOOOOHHHHH!" Still no safeword. You are truly wonderful. What I give to you, you give back even more to me. 

I checked out the clothespins, twisting them on your nipples. "OHHHHHHHHHH!" Your gurgle started deep in your throat. I twisted them again. 
"UNHHHHHHHHH...UNHHHHHHHH...OHHHHHHHHH...UHHH!UHHH!UHHHH!"

Your climax was both intense and ear shattering. As you came, I removed the clothespins, and the rush of pain put you into even higher orbit. I massaged your breasts, pinching your nipples, and you went higher, seeming to hang there forever. Finally, you dove through the clouds, spinning wildly 
out of control. 

When you finally finished, I stroked you gently as you calmed down and caught your breath. I looked into your eyes and saw tears. "That was wonderful," you whispered. My hand caressed your belly, the fingers slipping into your slit and finding your sweet, hot moistness. Your response was jerky and immediate. "And just think, sweet pet," I said with a grin, "That's just the foreplay." You moaned as I began again. 
