The Calf

My lady friend, Sandy, and I had been dating for several months when she pulled a stunt that sent me every which way but loose. We both shared an interest in bondage and mild S&M, and were able to switch roles with ease and to each other’s satisfaction. We great delight trying to outdo each other’s efforts. The past week, I had tied her to my bed and used my tens unit on different areas of her body. 

The electrical stimulation on the insides of her thighs, her clit, in her pussy and on her breasts had driven her to new heights. I stopped counting her orgasms at 14. But that’s another story and sounds like I’m bragging. Sandy had invited me to spend the weekend at a girlfriend’s small farm. The friend was not a serious farmer by any means, but lived on the remote farm as a lifestyle of choice. 

The friend’s mother was ill, and Sandy had agreed to take care of the farm’s few chores while the friend went out of town to take care of her mother. Little did I know what was in store for me. After chores, which consisted of feeding the few horses, cattle, chickens, a dog and some cats, we had dinner, and were relaxing on the front porch swing. It was hot, and we had pretty much eliminated any unnecessary clothing. One thing led to another, and I was soon kissing her large breasts, paying special attention to her nipples. 

As I started to make my way down her belly, she pushed me away. “Not so fast, Lover, “she said in a husky voice. “I have a surprise for you.” She had me stand up and began kissing her way down my body, taking what little I was wearing off me as she went. Soon, I stood naked before her. 

She grabbed my erect cock, and pulled me along, using it like a leash. I had no choice but to follow her to the barn. Of course, I would have followed her anywhere. Once in the barn, she led me to a penned in area. She opened a gate, pulled me through it. 

We were standing in an area about 10 feet by 10 feet. It had a lot of hay on the floor, and one wall had a closed door that led outside. Another wall had some ropes and other things hanging on it. Sandy led me to this wall. She pulled a couple of straps from it, turned me around and fastened my hands behind me. 

I was turned around again, and a rope was strung from my bound hands to a nail on the wall behind me. She then found some more rope, tied it to both ankles, and pulled them apart, fastening them to opposite corners of the pen. A leather collar was next fastened around my neck, and tied to a rope on the wall behind and above me. Sandy then reached for a shoestring sized rope, wrapped it tightly around my balls, pulled it back between my cheeks, and tied it off on my wrist restraints. Finally, she reached in a pocket of her shorts and pulled out a bandanna and two wooden clothespins. 

She used the bandanna to gag me. The clothespins had strings attached to them. She kissed and nibbled on each of my nipples until they were both erect. The clothespins were then clipped to my nipples. Twin jolts of pain-pleasure shot from my nipples to my cock, and I sucked in my breath. 

My cock bobbed with each heartbeat. Sandy then tied the clothespin strings to the string wrapped around my balls. She stood back to admire her work and stepped forward to kiss my bound mouth. As she stepped back, she strummed both nipple clamp strings. More jolts caused my breath to catch in my throat. 

I was totally vulnerable and helpless, standing spread-eagle against the wall of the barn. Any movement I made caused my nipples and balls to be pulled. My cock reacted by getting harder. Sandy reached in another pocket and pulled out a vibrating cock ring. She slid the ring over my cock and down to its base and bent over and took me in her mouth. 

As I felt her, mouth encircle me, she turned on the power to the vibrating ring. I was in heaven. Her tongue teased me for a moment more, and then she pulled away, letting my cock drop. “I have a surprise for you, big guy, “ she said. "Hang in there and enjoy the ride.” 

I watched her leave through the outside door, leaving it open. I felt exposed, helpless and frustrated. The wind came through the open door and tickled the hair on my spread thighs. The vibrating ring was at the base of my cock, stimulating it, but not enough to make me come. There was a noise outside the door. 

As I looked up, a calf came through the door. It was kept in the fenced in area just outside the barn, having recently been weaned from its mother. The calf approached me tentatively, curious, and stopped right in front of me, trying to figure out what I was doing there. The buzz of the vibrator caught its attention. It looked down at my cock, waving stiffly in front of its face. 

I felt hot breath on me. It sniffed me. As I realized what it might do, a chill of terror shot through me. I tried to scream, "No-o-o-o! " but only muffled sounds escaped around my gag. I tried to move away, but the strings pulled at my clothes-pinned nipples, my ballsack, and rubbed the crack of my ass. 

I was pressed against the wall. It found me! I felt the calf’s hot, slobbery mouth begin to suck me in. There was nothing I could do to stop it. Jolts off fear, pleasure, and pain shot through me. I had never felt anything this dangerous, extreme, hard, tugging at my cock. 

I have enjoyed oral sex with many women, but this was not like that at all. Not gentle, it hurt, but it hurt in a wonderful way! I tried to pull away, but there was no where to go, and the strings pulled at me relentlessly. The vibrator buzzed on and added to the intensity. I had no choice, I had to take it. My bonds held me there, like an insect pinned to a display board. 

The feeling was almost too much, but at the same time, I did not want it to stop. I was pinned to a fiery wall of sensations. The calf did not stop its action on me. The pain and pleasure increased, doubled, and then doubled again. Suddenly, my climax welled up and took me. I bucked and shuddered with the delightful agony of it.

The calf would not stop sucking. Its rough tongue continued to cruelly and delightfully massage me. I screamed into my gag. My orgasm went on, and on, and on—providing more pain and pleasure than I had ever experienced while coming. And then it was finally over. I hung there spent, breathless, sobbing, and ready for rest to regain my strength—except the calf did not stop. I was jerked back to the reality of sexual torment as the calf chewed and sucked on my over-sensitized cock.

It was cock torture at its most brutal. I jerked and screamed into my gag. The calf let go of my raw manhood, then nuzzled it and sucked me in again. I primal scream barely escaped my muffled mouth.  My chest was on fire, my balls ached. My tender cock burned each painful squeeze the calf made in its attempts to continue to milk me. I couldn't stand it. I remained helplessly pinned to the wall—now frantic with need for relief from my agony.

I screamed into my gag, "Help me!" But no one came. The calf was relentless. The sweat ran off me. I felt I might go insane with the pain. Then it happened, the first tinglings of pleasure. My cock began to respond and came back to life. 

The calf worked on me, the pain gave way to more pleasure. I floated on a wave of pain-pleasure. I wanted it to go on forever, but it hurt. I hung in there, conflicted with the overload of mixed sensations. The calf was like a machine—a milking-pleasure machine. 

It seemed to go on forever. I floated on a wave of sensation, as another climax began to build again inside me. My body shivered with seizure-like rapture and toes curled. As the second climax hit me, my body went rigid, and I screamed again. It felt like my whole insides were squirting out of me with a force too painfully intense to take. 

I was all feeling—I loved it—I hated it. I screamed again, and passed out. I must have only been out for a second or two, because when I became aware of what was going on, Sandy was leading the calf outside and locking the door. She unfastened the clothespins on my nipples and I whimpered and shuddered as the pleasure pain shot through them. She continued to unfasten my bonds, but each time she touched me, I felt little electrical jolts. 

When I was unfastened, she pulled the gag out of my mouth and kissed me. "You were fantastic, “she said, "I got so wet just watching you and imagining what it must be like to be in your place. When we were younger, my brother told me about experimenting with a calf. That's how I got the idea.” She held me close, letting me lean on her as we walked out of the barn. In just a few minutes, I had become an old man.

I shivered with aftershocks as the wind hit my skin. "That was unbelievable,” I croaked. "Definitely one for the record books. But I am not sure I would have the guts to do it again, knowing what was coming. Until I decide, don't tell that calf I'm not its mother!"
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