“Tree Tie” 



This is a change for us. We are in the woods at my friend’s place, miles out in the country. Last year, while hunting, I discovered the tree I have you tied to. It is a large old hickory tree, that was blown down years ago. It sits at a low angle, sort of tilted, so the afternoon sun shines on it. The bark is gone, so the trunk is smooth wood, almost bleached white. 


I have you laid out on the tree, so your head is up and your feet straddling the trunk but on the ground. You are naked, feet resting in the grass, and secured to it with a rope that is knotted at one ankle, passed under the tree and fastened to the other ankle. Your arms are hugging the tree trunk, and are tied to the other side of it. Your head has been comfortably cushioned with some of your clothing. 


“I hope you are ready, my pet,” I say, “we are at least a mile away from anybody, so if you scream, it won’t be heard. Please feel free to let it all out.” I told you I would have to punish you for your bratty behavior the other day. The time has come. We both know that I cannot let your behavior go unpunished. You wiggle as you check to see how securely your arms are fastened. I know you are feeling a bit afraid. I have not really punished you before. I begin by warming you up with my hands, first the left cheek, then stepping around to work on the right one. After about 10 good spanks to each cheek, I notice you are starting to turn a little pink. I am pleased, but notice an uneven spot on your left buttock, so even it out with a couple more swats. 


I then work your ass over with a pine branch. This is one of my favorite tools for spanking, because it is prickly, but gives a good sting, and can be used also to caress. I finish with a few soft caresses of the branch on each cheek, then across your back, back down your red cheeks and across the back of each leg. I can feel my cock begin its rise in my jeans. 


Well, might as well start the process of getting ready. I grab my belt and pull it out through the jeans loops. “These are going to be harder, slut, so be prepared. I wrap the belt around my hand, leaving about two feet on the business end. I start slowly and softly, striking both cheeks at the same time. As I increase the severity of the blows, I slow down their frequency. I want you to anticipate each one, understanding why you are receiving it. Stopping a bit, I catch my breath and watch the welts form across each cheek and on the backs of your legs. For good measure, I deliver a couple more to the backs of your knees. 


I am really excited, now. I unzip my jeans, pull my hard on out the opening and walk around to your head. You are trying unsuccessfully to hold back the tears. I straddle the tree above your head, and reach under your chin, so that I can see all of your face. “Suck it well, slut, and your punishment is over. Do it poorly, and we have only begun.” I growl. You got the message. As my erection pokes at you, it bounces on your nose, slips over it and down to your mouth, where you eagerly suck at it. I lean forward so that I can slip my hands under your arms and cup your breasts, which I gently squeeze, feeling the hard nipple points. Oh, your mouth is so hot and silky. You have me at such a fever pitch, I won’t be able to last long. The pressure builds as I pump your face, holding your head up as you lap at me. I cannot hold it any longer, and start to spurt past your moving lips. “Swallow it all, my pet. Or I will have to work on you again.” I moan. As I continue to pump my hot fluid into your mouth and throat. I lean in and smack your ass cheeks a few more times. I am spent. 


I sit there, unmoving for a moment or two, gathering my strength, feeling your tongue licking off all my juice as it oozes out of the slit at the end of my cock. Finally, I pull away, hop off the trunk, tuck my shrinking rod into my pants and zip up. Now, what to do with you. Well, I wonder, maybe I ought to give you the same treatment. I kneel on the trunk between your legs, and allow my fingers to slip into your crack. You are so wet. I look down and realize that your juices have leaked out onto the tree trunk. Well, we will have to take care of that. I lean forward and smell you, loving the musky odor that emanates from your love box. My tongue flicks at you and you jump a bit. My fingers slip into your slit and find your button. You moan and wriggle your ass, trying to move it toward me. This causes the tree trunk to rub against your nipples. It only takes a minute, but what a minute as you moan and jerk, coming on my tongue and fingers. What started out as punishment, ended as pleasure. I hope you learned your lesson. Otherwise, we are going to have to visit the punishment tree again. I have a feeling you will soon give me another excuse to bring you out here again. 

