Trollop Part 1

The girl knew that struggle was futile as she lay suspended in mid-air.  The room was lit in stark fluorescent light which combined with the chrome grid overhead, gave the impression of an operating theatre.  Certainly the room had utilitarian functionality as her eyes became accustomed to the glare.  Hospital-grade matt cream walls appeared featureless on three sides.  Beyond her spreadeagled legs, a white curtain ran floor to ceiling across the entire width of the room, restricting further view.  Wide slings of leather supported her waist, buttocks and shoulders with shackles securing them to shining chains connecting to the bars running across the ceiling above. Smaller leather strops secured her wrists restraining her arms in a semi-lateral crucifix position. At least her hands had some freedom as she was able to grasp the chain links running off at an angle up to the matrix overhead. Her long legs were spread uncomfortably wide and similarly incapacitated.  The girls head appeared to be supported by some sort a pad which seemed pneumatically cushioned, linking with siamese duplication as she endeavoured to explore the limitations of her mobility.  A linen sheet was draped over her hanging like a tablecloth except for where it bunched against the slings.  A corner of the cloth fell between her legs and she sensed her nakedness underneath.  Looking along her suspended body she noticed that her nipples were erect and clearly evident through the thinness of the cloth which accentuated rather than hid her heavy breasts. An involuntary shudder of anticipation ran through her as she realised the impossible vulnerability of her position and she reflected on the events that had led to this incarceration….
It had seemed such an innocent affiliation at first.  Her younger sister’s boyfriend had been welcomed into their community, accepted into their household and they had become good buddies.  But then had come the news of her sister’s  betrothal which had led to those unexplained feelings that she had never previously known, her mind completely swamped by consuming stabs of jealously which she desperately sought to control.  This reaction was completely unexpected but grew stronger as time passed.  Her own boyfriend seemed comparatively unable to fulfil her needs, and there relationship deteriorated into an uninspired, irregular routine of mechanical physicality.  She remembered the first night that she had been awoken by the muffled screams of her sibling in the bedroom next door which were all too recognisable as the ecstatic culmination of sexual congress…..and she remembered the inadequacy of her own release as she attempted to compensate her feelings of jealousy and despair through self gratification.  It had become a regular experience listening at the bedroom wall and masturbating to the sound of her sister’s all too evident bliss.  And then had come that chance meeting several days later; she had thought the bathroom was free, at least it should have been because the door was unlocked and how she had walked inside to find her sisters boyfriend emerging from the shower dripping wet.  How she had gasped with embarrassment when she realised her intrusion upon his privacy, and then her audible little cry as she caught sight of the prominent organ swinging between his legs, immediately understanding the source of her sisters midnight pleasures, and then the involuntary flood of wetness between her legs as desire overtook her…. 

He had recovered quickly from her surprise entry but had made no attempt to clad himself.  Instead he had reached around her and pushed the door shut and had then stood before her asking her if she liked what she saw.  She had felt her head nodding affirmatively, transfixed by his penis which fell distended in unnatural proportions, its extraordinary thick shaft ending in a huge bulb, the doorknob size leaving it capable of only partial containment within the foreskin hood. Temporarily rendered speechless, she had again nodded when he asked if she wanted it.  Absently she had mused as to what he meant by ‘it’ although the gradual swelling of his erecting member left no doubt as to its intention.  She knew it was absolutely forbidden but her cravings were impossible to control and she made the decision instantly to succumb to her wantonness, already her body was starting to respond to the realisation that she was agreeing to be serviced by her sister’s lover, that she was going to receive the pleasure of accommodating his magnificent penis….  He had stripped her of her simple pyjama shirt, seizing her ample breasts and teased her tightened nipples.  His beefy rod was now engorging as she held it in her hand shocked by its imposing girth, her fingers unable to complete the circumference.  She had stimulated him watching in awe as his magnificent erection grew rock hard, prominently rippling veins carrying blood to the now rampant purple head.  She had briefly thought about trying to fellate him but had felt dazed by the logistics of accepting his proportions orally, even with her big mouth!  Their situation was precarious and they had both recognised that this encounter needed to be necessarily brief as he lifted her, sitting her on the small vanity bench. She slumped back against the wall as he raised her legs high into the air pinioning them against his muscled shoulders.  His hand had guided the knob between her labia and she felt it rubbing up and down her wet slit over her responsive clitoris, absorbing her lubricant and causing her to muffle her reflex cry by turning her head aside and biting on her knee as she waited to be entered.  
Initially, he had penetrated her slowly, pushing against her as his fatness separated her lips, seeking to overcome their resistance. She had wondered if it was going to fit inside her at all as again and again he pressed at her entrance.  Then she had felt an almost euphoric discomfort as his huge knob ploughed her open, her labia feeling incomparably taut as she struggled to accommodate him.  His knob had conquered her though and his penis had stretched her far beyond memories of virginal tightness, persuading her vagina to succumb to his bull proportions as he forced his massiveness into her.  With relief she had finally felt his pubis pressing against her own.  She felt almost unable to breath, dominated by the sensation of fullness as his penis completely tested her vaginal elasticity.  And then her muted screams had started as he started to slide in and out of her in short languid strokes.  The stimulation was intense, heightened not only by the acceptance of his generous girth but also the illicit nature of the moment and the fracture of a deep-seated taboo, recognising an inner need to be used as a slattern tart. Her mind was a blur and she revelled in the forbidden pleasure of their covert adultery.  He was starting to pump into her, forcing the breath from her with every stroke.  She writhed against his invasion but urged him on regardless, flinching with discomfort as he started to pound her more vigorously, his earlier sensitivity now discarded as he uncaringly used her to quench his need.  Finally she understood; this was the sort of raw fucking that she secretly craved, not just some pseudo-lovemaking ballet; she needed to be taken like a common whore, to serve only as an instrument for primal masculine release.  Now that she knew that she could take him, the pain of garaging his cock was replaced by pleasure as she relaxed and felt her vagina adjusted to his size.  She heard her voice begging him to fuck her hard, to take his pleasure inside her and then the orgasm had overwhelmed her, blinding her with its intensity and shielding her from the sudden nightmare realisation that her sister was now also in the room shouting at her, hitting her with savage, stinging slaps across her face, screaming in rage at her, calling her a deceitful bitch and a filthy slut; the boyfriend now standing to one side with his penis shrinking into an obscurity of apparent conjugal denial, her parents standing in shocked silence in the hall, and her abject humiliation as she stood before them all in her nakedness with semen dripping out of her cunt, running down her legs….
She had been confined to her room as the community elders had met to consider the situation and to evaluate her blurted confession that she alone was responsible for the outrage, that she had intruded on her sisters boyfriend, that she had made no attempt to resist his natural male reaction, that she had encouraged him by her compliance and that she yearned to be used.  And then their learned decision had been conveyed to her.  Her deviant wickedness was to be punished through ritual humiliation; her amorous treachery was to be disciplined in a public exhibition; her contrition was to be examined through an act of atonement with any evidence of sexual excess to be excised through further punitive subjugation.  In short, she was to suspended in bondage, machine fucked before a public gallery and punished if she should exhibit pleasure. Meekly the girl had conveyed tacit acceptance of the justness of the elders’ decision.  She was a slut and she deserved it.  Then she was left alone in her bedroom to reflect on her actions and her forthcoming ordeal.  Appallingly, as she absorbed the news of her sentence, she found that her hand had drifted between her legs and she realised that she was actually finding the prospect cravenly sensual!  Recognising that familiar inner warmth the girl threw her head back as consumed by lust, a middle finger started to rotate her clitoris….
To be continued.

