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The blanket is there. The stakes are there, driven into the ground near the four corners of the blanket. We are at a campground, which is deserted except for us. You are standing in front of me with your arms fastened by their wrist restraints to a large tree limb overhead. Your legs are also tied open to trees on either side of you. I have just finished repeatedly slapping your breasts with my open hands. You cried an "Ohhhh," with each slap. Your breasts are pink, the nipples pebbled and standing out like two raisins. Before that I spanked you soundly as you unsuccessfully struggled to move out of my reach. I have checked out your very wet labial lips with my fingers and found that your juices were running down the insides of your legs. To finish, I stood behind you, my body hugging you, cock resting in the crack between your legs. I reached around you and cupped your healthy breasts in my hands, squeezing them enough to bring you up on your toes. I teased you with this, relaxing the pressure, so you eased back down to a flat-footed position, then squeezing you harshly again. "Up on your toes, slut… good girl. Now I will let you relax a bit. Time to be on your toes again." Finally, I stopped and walked around to look at your tortured breastflesh. It was obvious that you would bear the marks of my fingertips for several days as they turned into bruises.

It is time for the stake out. I unfasten your arms from the overhead branch. As you move them about to work out the stiffness, I free your splayed legs. Giving you no time to recover, I have you lie down and anchor a wrist and an ankle to each stake. It is time for more serious stimulation, my pet. The foreplay is over. First for the nipple clips. These are metal hair clips I have soldered to wires that lead to my electric toy. I fasten each one and secure it with a squeeze to give it a good grip and contact for the current that will soon course through your poor tortured nips. I check the intensity level of the electric box, making sure it is turned to the lowest level and flip the switch to the on position. You jerk with surprise as the first shock makes the connection between your erect nipples, but then relax. Enough of that, pet. I have to get your attention. I slowly increase the power until you are moaning and jerking with each jolt that courses between your connected breasts.

I take out the riding crop. This is one of my favorite toys. It is very flexible, and I can control each touch to your sensitive areas with just a flick of my wrist. The first swat strikes your outer lips and causes you to strain your legs against the ropes. I time each flick with the light on the electric box as an electric jolt grabs you. You are floating on a mass of pleasure/pain. Each flick of the crop against your sex feels like an electric shock as it mimics the sensations shooting through your nipples. I watch you adjust to the electric shocks and adjust the intensity again, causing you to pull against your bonds and almost raising your body off the ground. The stakes are anchored well and do not give a bit.

Still keeping time with the electric rhythm, I increase the power of each flick to your lips. My other hand parts your outer lips exposing your sensitive inner flesh and your clit. You scream with the crop's touch. "Noooooo, please Master."

"You know the safeword, slut." I whisper as I clear my throat. The beauty of what is happening to you has caused my throat to become congested. I drop the crop and rub my fingers across your slit, lubricating them with your gushing essence. I can smell your arousal. My fingers enter you, and I lean forward and slip my tongue through your pink folds. My fingers probe your core. I hear you whimper and watch you toss your head from side to side. Suddenly, your orgasm is there, without warning, surprising me with it's suddenness and intensity. My fingers twist and turn inside your hot sex ring as my tongue works madly to take you to the peak. My other hand seeks and finds the knob on the electric box and turns it all the way up. Your gutteral sounds turn to keening screams as you struggle against your bonds and attempt to thrash about. It is all I can do to hold my mouth against your pussy. I feel your whole body come off the ground suspending itself between the stakes as you shudder through an earthquake of sensation that seems to go on forever before finally beginning to subside.

I flip the off switch on the electric box as your body begins to relax. It finally touches the ground. My tongue continues to flick at your clit nub giving you sudden little aftershocks with each touch. You are making little "Oh" sounds with each exhalation. I sit back with a little grin on my face as I watch you relax and catch your breath. You seem to drift off to a trance-like state for a bit. As your breathing slows and you relax. I gather the articles I will use next on you. The control knob is turned down to its lowest level. I wait until you seem to be totally relaxed and switch it on again. Your body comes alive with a start. 

You thought it was over, pet, but this is only the beginning. I won't be happy until I have turned you into a mass of quivering subflesh, and then I will work on you some more. You wanted me to push your limits. There is no one around but you and me. Let's take advantage of this opportunity, pet. Scream and struggle all you want. It is time for you to give me the gift of everything you have. Yes, it is time, pet. Let's explore your deepest, darkest secret needs.

