Sometimes we need variety. Getting together in the same place for a scene every time, sometimes makes it difficult to be creative and do different things. That's why people do scenes outdoors or in other places. It is also why different types of bondage equipment is designed and built. 

It is interesting that a TV show provided the idea for a different place to do a scene and a place where some extra equipment could be made and stored. The TV show was about a submissive woman, who contacted dominant men by email and then met them in a 24 hour storage unit she had set up for that purpose. It looked like a good thing to try out in real life. 
I rented the perfect place near my home, put down some old carpet on the cement floor, and installed a small bed, some ropes, various toys and pieces of equipment. Adding some mystery to our afternoon together, I picked you up, fastened your wrists together with a piece of rope and blindfolded you. 

I drove us to the storage place, used my card for access at the gate, pulled up to the unit and unlocked it. I led you inside and closed the door, locking it with hardware I had added. I quickly undressed you, added wrist and ankle restraints, and before you knew it, had your arms attached to ropes hung overhead. I took off the blindfold, and you looked around with interest and some apprehension. While you were still disoriented, I slipped a gag into your mouth, to control the volume of any protests or screams. 

The unit was not soundproof, and I never knew when someone might walk or park nearby. Next, I slipped a spreader bar between your ankle restraints and secured it, so that you were delightfully spread. 
"You are mine now, pet. I own you and will as I please with you, " I whispered, "Do you agree. " You nodded and mumbled, "yes, Master, " around your gag. 

I caressed your bottom and then gave it several smacks, drawing an "Uhhhhh" from you with each one. I brought out the riding crop and whipped your cunt with it. You tried to evade the blows, but were unsuccessful because the spreader bar made it all but impossible to move. Then came the spanker on your ass. It brought out nice red welt in the several places I struck. 

I was enjoying the freedom of being able to approach you and work on you from all sides. Next, I worked your breasts over with both hands, smacking them continuously, each smack following before your breasts stopped shaking from the last one. You moaned with each smack. I worked your nipples over by pinching them with my fingers and then biting them. You tried to move away, but were secured so you could only move an inch or so. 

Your struggles made you all the more beautiful to me. 
My fingers entered you suddenly. If your wetness was any sign, you were enjoying this immensely. Being helpless and in my control has always excited you tremendously. I pulled over a table that I had put on wheels and eased you bottom up on it. 

Unhooking the spreader bar, I attached each ankle to a rope that was tied to each wall. Before I tied them off, I pulled the ropes tight, so your legs were spread even further apart. You were open and readily available for what I needed right then. Unzipping my jeans, I pulled my cock out. Working you over had made me stiff and ready. 

I entered you easily and reached up and grabbed your nipples, using them to hold you steady. I know it gave you a great deal of pain, but it gave me a great deal of pleasure, and I needed to be served right then. 
I wrapped my hands around your hips and used them to pull you close to me, then push you away. The table rolled easily, and you became my perfect fucking machine. I was crazy with lust, using you like an object, wanting you like I had never wanted you before. 

At this rate, I knew I could not last long. I could tell from the sounds you were making behind your gag, that you were nearing your climax, too. I continued to guide you to me and push you away, keeping us coupled just enough for maximum pleasure. I looked down and saw that my cock was wet with your juices. As I began to cum, I reached up and squeezed your breasts in my hands while trapping your nipples between my fingers. 

You, mewed helplessly into your gag and went over the top as I squeezed your breasts harder. 
We were both frozen with the intensity of it, willing it to go on forever, not wanting it to stop. And for the longest time, it went on as I grunted through my climax and you wailed around your gag. Finally, it was over. I stood there, still inside of you as my rod shrank and started to withdraw. 

Your eyes were closed, and you seemed to be exhausted from what you had been through. It always amazes me that when one does most of the work, and the other cums, it is the one who cums, who acts like she has done all of the work. My cock fell away from you, and I bent over and kissed your cunt, tasting our combined fluids. You moaned as my tongue worked its magic on your clit. I could feel and hear you start to become aroused again. 

I unfastened your legs and arms and led you over to the spanking bench. It was time to try something else out. "We have all day, pet, " I said. "It looks like your motor is starting to run again. I am going to keep up with you as long as I can. 

But don't worry, I have some friends coming over in a bit, and I think together we can keep your interest aroused. " .

