In The Woods
You stand there before me, naked, cuffs on each wrist and ankle, the hot summer breeze softly caressing your hair—my lush, lovely pain slut. We have come to this private place in the woods with no one around us, no one to bother us. Your body is beautiful as the speckles of light coming through the trees dance on it. The woods floor is covered with leaves and pine needles. They feel soft under our feet.

I am naked, too. I embrace you—my cock presses into your belly, and you shiver with the feel of it. "It is time, my slut." You are standing under the tree I have selected. Two ropes hang from an overhead branch. I tie a wrist restraint to each one and pull them up and tie them off, so you are standing with arms spread. Your legs are then tied to trees on each side, pulling them so you stand with your feet about two feet apart. The blindfold is next. You are excited by the scene and the fear that someone might come by and see us. I have said you are safe, but you from know from experience that safety is relative, and I can surprise you at any time by adding someone or something to the mix.
I walk around you, touching you on your hip, your belly, between your legs. You try to follow me by sound, but are not able to guess where I will touch you next. Your breath catches with each touch—to the small of your back, behind the knee, behind your ear. I stroke your bottom, feeling the curve of each cheek. My fingers easily enter you from behind, probing your velvety wet center.  "My slut likes that," I chuckle. It is time to get to work. 

I have selected two types of branches and cut them as we came to this spot. The first is a pine tree branch about 18 inches long. The second branch is from a maple tree and is of about the same length. I tell you I am going to switch you with each one, but first I caress you with the maple switch. The leaves caress your body and you lean into each touch. Then the scented pine needles scratch you like my fingernails sometimes do. I hear the catch of your breath as they roam around each breast and across your nipples. The maple leaves make a swishing sound as they pass through the air and strike the cheeks of your bottom, caressing them with each kiss. 

I continue for a minute or so and then began striking your breasts with the maple branch. I watch you respond and pull your shoulders back welcoming the each soft strike. I change to the pine branch, but first allow it to drift over your backside. It scratches you gently and I hear your heavy breath. I start with soft swats, allowing you to adjust to it--then harder ones come. Now soft blows to your breasts, now harder ones. You now react to each blow with an "Oh!" I step forward and take each of them into my mouth. They are hot, but the moisture left behind cools them enough to make you shiver. 

I reach around you and pull your bottom toward, the stiffness of my cock rubs your belly. I pull it down so it is between your legs and rub you there. You are dripping. "I can see your slutty juice run down your leg," I tease. "Give me some more." I step back and strike your pussy lips with my pine switch. You jump and moan as the blow falls. Again and again I flick the pine needles at your lips. The air is heavy with the scent of your arousal and bruised pine needles.
You are shivering on the edge of a climax. I drop the pine branch, step forward between your outstretched legs and rub the head of my cock against your steamy opening. It slips in easily and you go crazy with the sensation of my movements. You climax almost immediately, and the fist-like spasms of your hot tunnel send me quickly over the edge, too. 

Afterward, I stand there holding your hot cheeks in my hands feeling them flex in my grip. My cock shrinks and finally slips out causing you to whimper with disappointment. “We have just started my beautiful submissive pet.”  A bird chirps in the tree above us.
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