Who Are You?
© Robert Caveat 

You. You are committed. There's no turning back. I have you gagged. You cannot do anything other than mumble through your gag. Your screams will not be heard. You forgot to discuss a safe word, but it would not do any good. I cannot hear or understand anything you might say or scream. You are naked, blindfolded and face down on the bed, half on, half off. Your arms are tied securely above your head. Your bottom half is spread-eagle, with your legs tied to the exercise bench. They are split wide apart. The bottom edge of the bed rests at the top of your hip bones, just below your navel. I planned it that way. I can step over the bench, between your legs, and you are totally available to me. You are also available to me from underneath. It is just the way you wanted. 
You told me that you needed to be really helpless with someone who would show you no mercy. 
You said you had tried scenes with various people, who really were not into making you hurt the way you needed to be hurt. All of the others wanted to pinch your nipples or put some clamps on them and give you a swat or two on the buns, then quit. But you need more. That is why we are together. 
You are finally beginning to really believe that you may have met your match. There are butterflies in your stomach. Your sex is quivering. Your heart is beating fast. You can feel and hear the beat in your ears. The nipple clamps press against your chest. They hurt, but it is a good hurt. You can feel the strings that run from the clamps to the sides of your body. You can hear me move. I tell you it is too late to change your mind. 
I tell you that you are mine until I decide to stop. It is time to start. You want to be spanked, need it, need it in the worse way. You have never experienced the pain of stinging nettles. It is a subtle pain at
first, much like tasting hot sauce on your tongue. Then it really begins to sting and burn. I put on a
glove and pick up a nettle branch. I stroke the inside of your left thigh with it, then the right one
is stroked. I watch the effect taking place. 
At first there is a shudder of delight. Your cheeks tighten with the pleasure you are feeling. Then I
feel you moan as the pleasure turns to a pleasure-pain and then into a pain-pleasure. I watch you struggle, pulling at your bonds. I tell you the backs of your knees are next. The sound you make sounds like you are trying to tell me, "no," but of course I cannot understand. First the back of the right leg behind the knee. That is such a sensitive area for you. Again, the reaction of delight. Now the left one. Your reaction is the same. Now the pleasure turns to pain. Just as it peaks, I quickly brush the area where your legs and cheeks meet. I stand back and watch and listen to your reaction. You are moaning and screaming, and I have hardly touched you. 
I pick up a wooden ruler. You have never experienced bastinado. When done properly, it is an art form. When done as torture, it is brutal. The soles of the feet are very sensitive, not just to tickling, but also to other forms of pressure. When they are struck, the pain is exquisite. I run the end of the ruler across the sole of your left foot. Your toes curled as an automatic reflex. Then I smack it with the ruler. A ghastly sound comes from behind your gag. I let the pain subside a bit and then stroke the right sole. 
I watch you wiggle your foot, attempting to get away from the blow you know will follow. You can do
nothing but wait in agonized suspense. I make you wait a while more and then strike your right sole
twice. You are paralyzed with pain. If you, were not tied down, you would be doubled up in agony. I am so turned on, I want to take you now. Instead, I strike you five more times on each sole. I come around to the side of the bed and listen to you sob. Now that you have been broken down, the real pain will begin.

I begin by spanking you with my hand twenty five times on each cheek. You feel the warmth begin to build. Now, the ruler. But as I finish with 15 on each cheek, I work my way down the back of each leg to the knee area. I watch as you try to kick your legs, almost making them thrash. I look at your cheeks. They are pink and feel hot. I light a cigarette and tell you I am going to touch it to your cheeks. You struggle weakly, unable to move. You have never felt so helpless. What have you done? Have you put yourself in the hands of a mad person? Instead of the cigarette, I use ice. As it touches your cheeks, you twitch and scream because you believe it is burning you. You are very afraid. I am very satisfied with myself. I then tell you what I have done and run an ice cube from the bottom of your crack, up your spine to your shoulders. I watch you shiver. You now know that real pain is not just in the body, but also in your mind. You also know that I own you. 
It is time for the paddle. I work you over well on both sides and come in close to admire my work. I hold my hands right above your bottom and feel the heat coming off it, then I grab you with both hands and squeeze as hard as I can. You groan. I tell you it is time for the rattan cane. You shake your head back and forth, but realize that you have no choice. It is just like the moment of death. You have no choice but to ride the roller coaster to the end. That is what you thought you wanted. We agreed on five strokes across both cheeks at the same time. The first stroke falls high on your cheeks where they join your back. It is a fresh area, and you moan with the extreme pain. This is not what you thought it would be. It hurts too much. The second stroke falls right at the highest point on your cheeks. You are frantic. The pain is terrible. How are you going to take three more? I watch the two stripes take form. Time for the third one. I aim it at the indented area where your cheeks join the tops of your legs.a very tender area. "Swish...smack! I hear your screams, groans, and pleading with me.

The fourth one is aimed halfway down your legs toward the backs of your knees, causing agony like you have never felt. But you are feeling another sensation, too. A warmth in the pit of your stomach
is spreading down into your groin. And now for the fifth and last one. It lands in the middle of the
folds behind your knees. This one is sweet and sour, sweet because it is the last one, but sour because it hurts so much. Your whole backside from the waist down is on fire. I will show no mercy. I get a fresh bunch of nettles and run them up the backs of your legs, paying particular attention to the welted areas. The pain shifts gears. You cannot believe it. And now I brush the nettles across your cheeks and between them. You are now groaning continuously. I watch as the sweat beads up on you. Time to finish. I put it on and lubricate it. I feel like I am made of iron. 
I step over the exercise bench and rub against your crack. As you are entered, I am surprised at how easy it is. Still, you are extremely tight. As I make movements in and out of you, I run my fingernails
across your stripes. You are gurgling and moaning into your gag. I reach up to the ropes attached to
the nipple clamps and tug them in opposite directions. You respond by pushing back. The heat is radiating off of you. I reach around and grab your hips, pushing deeper inside you. I am relentless. I feel like a machine pistoning inside you. Up, up and up. I reach my peak and stiffen, letting it wash over me as I feel you start to quiver with your release. It is gut wrenching. You are paralyzed with the intensity of it. I scratch your stripes and that puts you on a new level. You are in awe of what is happening, wanting it to go on forever, but also wanting to hit your peak. 
When it happens, you crash through it, sobbing with the strength of the pleasure you are feeling. As you lay there, twitching with aftershocks, I pat your bottom, giving you even more aftershocks. I chuckle, kiss you on the back of your neck, and ask if you have had enough foreplay and if you are ready for the main event.

(This story is fiction, the characters were not created to resemble any single real person; however,
whatever the sex of the reader, he/she hopefully can identify with either participant. - The Author.)
