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She re-read the list given to her by one of the organization members: "We want to ensure that each of you brings the proper equipment essential to the success of our backpacking adventure.  Please do not deviate from the list.  This means no subtraction of items and no addition of items.  Our list has been tried and tested for survival and falls within the required weight limit advised by backpack manufacturers."

Good lord, she thought disgustedly.  From the sounds of it, this trip might resemble a march led by tyrants and anal-obsessed mental cases.   In other words, about as much fun as spending the holidays with her former schizophrenic in-laws.  Ah well, the possibility that she might actually get to put the moves on Rick McDonnell was worth a few days of psychosis-laced hell in the mountains of western Washington.

Perusing the list once again, she began to gather the ordered articles and set them haphazardly on the bed.  Toiletries, bug spray, the waterproof matches she bought yesterday at the Mountain Outfitters store.  Two pairs of old, sturdy pants, two shirts, four pairs of socks.  When she got to the underwear, however, she stopped to think for a moment.  On the chance that she and Rick found some time together, she wanted to at least be wearing something sexy and soft under her heavy-duty, hiking flannels.  As she grabbed a peach-tinted silk bra and thong set, her thoughts drifted to what exactly she'd like to do to Rick.

His soft lips practically begged to be kissed.  She could just imagine the feel of his lower lip between her teeth, right before he placed those same lips over a naked nipple and sucked it to a hard little bud.  Picturing this almost had her moaning, and she reached for the top drawer of her nightstand.  The hell with this list and its requirements.  If she had to be around Rick for four days and nights and wasn't able to get naked and nasty with him for some reason, then she was going to need something to fill the void.  Something more substantial than her finger, that is.

Opening the drawer, having to tug it a bit when her Virgin Mary-replica dildo got lodged in at an angle, she started pulling out items and placing them on top of her backpack. Out came the Feel-of-Mr.-Real, complete with it's authentically-shaped circumcised head and erotically smooth surface.  Next, she chose her battery-operated, vibrating, long dong as she affectionately called it.  After her divorce, she had become inordinately fond of this particular dildo during the many lonely nights spent reading hot sex stories and thinking of fucking any number of well-proportioned men featured on late night television.

She passed on the Dildo For Two.  Also fated to stay behind was her Clit-Tickler-Plus.  From what she had seen of Rick in tight pants, she wouldn't be needing any extra stimulation in that department.

Throwing everything into her backpack, she wondered if she should disguise her toys in a nondescript bag, something like a cosmetics bag.  With this crowd of hard-core outdoor enthusiasts, however, she decided that a bag meant for make-up would definitely stand out and call attention to itself.  She stuffed them all into a simple brown paper bag, rolled it up tightly, and placed it as far down into the backpack as she could push it.

With her packing completed and everything ready to go for her early departure the following morning, she decided to take a last soothing bubble bath before her week of spit baths and body wipe-downs in a stream began.

Settling down under the scented bubbles and relaxing into the steaming water, she set aside the book of erotic stories and thought instead about Rick.  At the moment, she wanted more than anything to feel his strong hands sliding over her soap-slicked body, lingering to caress her breasts and pinch her nipples until they ached.  Seeing this in her mind, she let her own hands travel to her breasts and caress and pinch just as she wanted Rick to do.  Wanting a deeper sensation, she reached for the basket set at the side of the bath tub.  She then placed two velvet-tipped clamps onto her very erect nipples and flicked them lightly, feeling the bittersweet sting of pain and pleasure as they swung back and forth.

She could feel herself growing wet and hot with each flicker of pain in her nipples.  Slowly, she moved until her aching pussy was in the stream of water still coming from the faucet.  The warm waterfall only seemed to heighten the feelings of arousal flowing through her body.  She arched her hips, feet flat on the bottom of the tub, and turned the water pressure up, trying to increase the force on her clit.  When this failed to satisfy her hunger, she reached down with her finger, running it around her lips and into the wetness being washed away by the water.

By now, that spot in the center of her body where all sensations seem to meet and create lightning was aching with the need for more, for release.  She climbed from the tub, rubbing her nakedness with a huge, plush towel.  Holding one end in her left hand, she let the towel fall between her legs and grasped the opposite end behind her with her other hand.  She pulled the towel up until it formed a cradle for her pussy, and she slowly pulled it back and forth, creating a friction of heat that ran through her body and returned to that spot between her legs.  As she was nearing orgasm, she stopped and laid down on the softly carpeted bathroom floor.  

Pulling a deceptively simple-looking, eight-inch, black dildo from her basket of toys, she again pictured Rick, only this time he was kneeling, naked, between her spread legs.  As she turned on the vibrator and placed it against her clit, she imagined him peering closely at her face as he touched her clit, rubbing it gently until she began to feel lightheaded.  

With her excitement building to immense proportions, she fantasized that he first tested her wetness with one, then two, fingers, before lowering his head and taking her clit into his mouth.  As she envisioned him sucking on her while again placing his fingers into her warmth, she slid her pulsating dildo into that same warmth and pumped it in and out, slowly, then with increasing speed and pressure.  With her other hand, she flicked at the clamps still hanging from her nipples.  The combination pain/pleasure and the pressure within her from the long vibrator brought her to that dizzying edge for an instant before plunging her into a breathtaking, heat-filled orgasm that left her gasping and spent. 

After recovering for a few minutes, she removed the clamps and dildo and slid back into the tub to wash her toys and finish her last civilized bath before her trip.  

Her final action before going to sleep that night was to place that same, freshly used and washed eight-inch dildo and nipple clamps into her backpack along with everything else.  If Rick didn't put out, at least she could be ensured that her simple vibrator and accessories would do the trick.

