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“So…,” the shaved headed,
slightly muscular, thirty something year-old said as he sat at the
foot of the bed, dressed only in a black robe, gazing into a
camera.

“I know you may think this
is redundant, but speak into the camera and tell it your name,” he
said, turning his head, eyes revolving around my strawberry blond
hair as I blushed slightly to his deep shimmering eyes.

“My… My name,” I giggled a
bit camera shy, I could feel the cheeks of my face brimming a rose
crimson hue, before regaining my composure, again gazing back into
the camera, my stunning, azure blue eyes shimmering in the dim
light as I spoke softly. “My name is Cloe,” I hissed
softly.

“Cloe what?” the older man
asked, gently brushing one of his hands down the side of my
face.

“Parks,” I blurted out,
biting my bottom lip, my eyes nervously twitching from
side-to-side. “Cloe Parks,” I stated again.

“When is your birthday Cloe
Parks?” he asked with a dark almost airless breath.

“December 11, 1995,” I
stated, gazing back into the camera.

“How old does that make you
today Cloe, with the year being 2014?” he asked.

“Nineteen years old…,” I
sighed softly.

“Nineteen years old,” the
man hissed.

“Yes… just turned nineteen
last month,” I added, again giggling, the heat, the tension in the
room growing with each passing second.

“So then, Cloe, being
nineteen you know why you’re here with me sitting on the foot of
this bed half naked? He asked.

“Yes… yes I do,” I giggled,
finding it hard to keep a straight face, knowing what was about to
happen in the next few moments.

“Good,” he hissed, “Looking
into the camera can you tell all our viewers what that might be?”
he asked playfully.

“I’m here to get spanked
rough and hard, suck cock and get my pussy plowed,” I hissed,
gazing deeply into the lens of the camera.

“And you will… trust me you
most fucking will,” the man growled like a sex-crazed creature of
the night, his hand gently stroking the large bulge just under his
robe.

“But first, tell me Cloe,
for a nineteen year old how many times have you been fucked?” he
asked bluntly.

“Never…,” I replied
shyly.

“Seriously?” the man shot
back, “You’ve got to be joking, no way this beautiful body of yours
is still pure.” He sighed, licking his lips.

“No…,” I sighed, looking
away, “With my studies, job and activity I never had the time for a
social, personal life.” I gasped.

“I have to ask then Cloe,”
he paused, his voice soft and perplexed, “Why do you want to have
sex now and like this, you know BDSM can be rough.” He
asked.

“Experience,” I sighed,
“that and I’ve always had darkness in me to be fucked like a whore,
dominated by the first man to take me over the edge.” I said, as an
odd power a sexual urge slamming through my body.

 

“I see,” he hissed. Suddenly
coming at me, pulling me from the bed before throwing me stomach
first on top of it, my firm pale ass sticking out over the raised
robe.

Smack, I felt the first sting bite into my ass; the situation quickly
becoming all too real when the paddle spanked against my butt
cheeks, the pain was crimson red, vibrant, alive. I could feel the
welts forming, the rise of my pale flesh boiling up, as the thin
lacquered paddle struck me hard and fast.

Before I had time to
respond, time to react, time to tense my ass for the next bruising
assault, I felt the second blow. Smack, the sound of the wooden paddle
slapping my ass echoed throughout the room, followed by the smooth
intensity of the pain. “Fuuuuuck,” I cried, closing my eyes, riding
out each new smack as the third quickly followed, and the fourth,
fifth and sixth all within less than a few seconds.

“Fuck… yes,” I exhaled
heavily, biting down on my bottom lip, the deliciously fast,
fervent pain filling my body to its max, it was all I could do to
keep from crying out at the bite of the smooth wood. I was amazed
as to how fast the situation moved, how I was talking, giggling in
front of the camera mere moments ago, to now, flat on my stomach,
being spanked hard and rough like some sort or white trash whore.
Yet still I could feel a part of me getting into the mood. It was
the first time anyone had struck my bottom so hard, so heavily,
that I could feel myself warming up, becoming aroused by the
pain.

“Mm… perfection,” he hissed
darkly, His hands suddenly upon me, bruising hard beneath my arms,
roping himself around my body and scooping me up in one fluid
movement before driving my body back down into the bedspread.
Spanking my ass quickly once more with his hand as it made contact
with my inner thighs, flesh slapping against flesh.

“Fu…fuck,” I sighed,
slightly fearful as to how close his strike came from hitting the
outer lips of my pussy. I could not help but to think it, to wonder
how painful, how it would hurt if his fingers slapped deeply
against those slick, throbbing wet lips.

“Mm you’re shaking like a
leaf, Cloe,” he hissed, “I can almost taste the fear in you.” He
growled. “Feel the pleasures of the pain,” he grunted hungrily as
if getting off on my pain.

That’s
right, I thought. He promised me pleasure.
He promised me pain, the feeling of being alive more sexually than
ever before. I thought.

“Spread those thighs,” he
commanded in one soft, simple sentence.

“I… that is,” I froze for a
moment, unsure if this was really what I wanted, fear welling up
inside me at the last step of rebellion. He
promised you the true thrills of sex, the
voice in the back of my head screamed out, He promised you the greatest feeling of life’s
emotion.

“Spread your thighs, pet,”
he hissed once more, still as calm, cool and unruffled as he had
the first time. It took everything I had to show him no fear,
everything I had inside me to not scream at him, tell him that I
didn’t think I could take anymore, that I wasn’t sure I could
handle the pain, the erotic pleasures he wanted to bestow upon me,
or those feelings I so longed to embellish.

“Spread your thighs, open
them wide my prize,” he hissed, I could feel his eyes burning into
the back of my head, yet I felt no anger from him, nor any reason
to fear him further. The pain in my ass subsiding as I widened my
thighs, giving into his request, the cool chill of the room
entering me from between my damp lips, only to feel him strike upon
my ass once more with his rough bare hand.

“Fu… fuuuck!” I cried, tears
dwindling from the corner of my eyes, down my cheeks, pooling just
below my chin. I could feel his fingers slapping against my firm
rounds like small spiked sticks, landing with hard, jarring,
mind-blowing smacks against my flesh.

Quickly he beat my ass repeatedly with
his hand, slapping, striking his hand up and down my ass, making
sure to beat across the back of my thighs, bruising his ripe,
delicious peach. I could hear his breathing become ragged, matching
mine almost perfectly and that synchronization caused something to
click in my mind.

I pulled my legs apart, only to find
myself crying harder as he used his fingers to flick and slap the
inside of my thighs. It burned with each sharp impact. I could feel
the tickle of moisture further up; almost smell the scent of my
arousal in the air.

“Yes… yes,” I whimpered, the
sound of my own voice sounding like a vulnerable, delicate woman, a
lady too innocent, too proper and respected to be getting off;
becoming aroused by sexual torture, the spanking of her ass to a
deviant man.

"My sweet peach." I heard him growl
darkly, his fingers digging into my flesh, kneading hard against my
right ass cheek. There was a blooming force behind his touch,
direct contrast to the whisper I felt against the inside of one
thigh, something hard was being grazed along the skin there,
closing in on that center of heat. It rubbed against my swollen
lips and I recognized the thin, rounded edges, as it moved like a
knife's blade against my wet flesh.

“Fuck no way,” I gasped,
moaning slightly, my surprising voice and erotic moan encouraging
him to continue as the handle of the wooden paddle slipped inside
of me, wide, flat and smooth.

Odd as it was, I welcomed it, enjoyed
the feel of its touch inside me, strong, hard, and firm. The need
to be filled, to feel something full, strong, and hard within me
was a throbbing my body longed for. Pinned by his weight to the
mattress, the rolling of my hips was awkward and difficult but I
managed. It was undeniable, the compulsion to thrust back against
that invading object, to match each plunging stroke until my sweet
oil coated the wood, my skin, and his hand.

“Shit… fuck,” I growled and
squirmed beneath him. Faster and faster, he worked the paddle into
and against me, harder and harder, it grinded into my pussy,
fucking me like a live animal, ramming deep into me causing a fired
deep inside my cunt, and then, then I felt it.

Felt the bond of pressure coiled deep
in my belly spreading, loosening. My entire being burning up, ready
to explode as I pushed myself hard against that wooden shaft and
screamed into the bed with everything I had left inside me, all my
strength being set free in one huge eruption. I came hard, fast,
and quick. My insides stung, and I loved it. The feeling of it all,
the powerful building up of emotions and pleasures, I loved it all,
every second, every moment. The bed rocked a little as he swung
himself off me, gently disengaging the paddle, licking my sweetened
juices with the tip of his tongue before casting it aside so that
his hands were free to gather me in.

I was spent, practically dead to the
world and couldn’t bring myself to move. Even taking the slightest
of breath seemed a torturous chore.

“Mmm,” he hissed smiling
darkly, leaning in close to me before grasping my lobe with his
lips, sucking on before nibbling at it with his teeth, licking me
gently.

“Cloe,” he whispered. "Don’t
think you’re camera shy anymore." He hissed, gazing into my eyes as
the camera in his other hand came back into my view, only to drop
me suddenly, slamming me down on my knees, forcing me to gaze up at
him like a dog.

“Fuck…,” I gasped at the
site of it… its large girth and length hovering just above my face
as it arched slightly upward.

“Think you’re ready for the
real wood.” He hissed, with a slight naught laugh.

“Shit.” I sighed, swallowing
hard, only to watch him as he gazed down at me through the digital
camera.
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