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My Master knows me and my needs. He is in control of me almost from the first second that we are together. Many times, he is in control before we meet. He always requires that I do not wear panties when I am going to be with him, even the first time we got together. That control always seems to be there. I don’t mean that he does not allow me to have a say in our relationship. It is not that, it is just that he always seems to know what I need. And he controls my mind and body when we are in a session, which is never frequently enough because I can’t get enough of the delightfully devious things he makes me do. He may put tight nipple clamps on me, and have me hold the chain attached to them in my mouth. The effort causes my head to come off the pillow. Then he kisses me and forces my head back, so as to pull on my already burning nipples. He says that pleases him, and I was made to please him. Sometimes I tell him that what he is doing to me hurts. His response is to say that it is supposed to hurt. 

It gives him pleasure to control me to have me lave his balls with my tongue, and to have me suck his
velvety cock. He knows that it also gives me pleasure to serve him in this way. It is one way I have of
controlling him at the same time he is controlling me. The other day, he had me on my knees with my hands securely fastened behind me with my ankles clipped together. I was in bondage heaven. Then he put two clothespins on my nipples. His grasped the sides of my face, and his fingers tangled in my hair as he brought my face to his cock. I did not hesitate when he said, “Suck it, slut.” I opened my mouth and slowly took the purple head between my lips. As I sucked it in, I curled my tongue around it, working to give him as much pleasure as possible. Then he twisted and tugged at the clothespins, sending jolts of pain and pleasure through my breasts and down do my cunt. I felt my nipples harden, and I moaned around his warm cock that filled my mouth. “Don’t stop, pet,” he said, “Or I will make it really hurt.” It took every effort I could muster, but I worked harder. He sighed as I worked on him, bobbing my head to take in all I could. 

I could feel his pulse in the vein underneath his cock as it throbbed on my tongue. My nipples were
throbbing, too, but just a beat behind the pulse against my tongue. “Mmmmmm, good girl,” he moaned, “You were born to do this, pet. What a good cocksucker you are. If you could see yourself now… you are so beautiful that way.” 

I could feel the wetness in my cunt ooze downward into my slit. God, I was turned on. “How to you feel at this moment?” He asked as he pulled my head away, forcing me to look into his eyes.” “I feel totally controlled and owned,” I whispered as I looked up at him. “You are totally owned, pet slut,” He replied. “You will do whatever I require, you will please me in ways you have only dreamed about.” He pulled my mouth down to serve him again. “You will also be controlled and tortured sexually in ways you have only been able to crave. I will do things to you that will excite you beyond your wildest dreams.” He made me suck him some more, tasting his pre-cum and letting it slide down my
throat. Just as I thought he was going cum and let me swallow his sweet jism, he pulled away. My arms were unfastened, but not my ankles, and he helped me up on the bed. He seldom let’s me be unfastened entirely, giving me the feeling that even if I wanted to, I could not get away.

He fastened my wrist restraints to ropes at the corners of the bed, then brought my legs up and tied
them to my wrist restraints with short ropes. I have seen this done in several bondage pics, but never
imagined that I could do it. I felt so open and helpless. I felt swollen down there and thought he could see my clit peeking out between my splayed legs. His fingers brushed my sex, then plunged into my
opening. A jolt of pleasure went through my body, and I moaned in response. “Good girl, you are so wet here, I can’t believe it.” Next, the clothespins came off, and I moaned with the painful pleasure that came as the blood flowed to them again. “Your nipples are pebbling, even as I watch them,” he exclaimed. He leaned in and gently bit first one, then the other.

“Ahhhhhhh,” another jolt of pain/pleasure shot through me. Before I could react, his mouth was buried in my slit, as his strong tongue strummed it. “Ohhhhhhh, Gawwwwdddd.” Was all I could say. Next, his fingers entered me again and worked at my cunt, twisting and turning. I began to moan almost continuously, and felt my climax start to approach. “May I cum, Sir,” I begged. He mumbled a yes into my clit, and I let it overtake me, shivering through one of the most intense climaxes I have ever experienced. I was frozen with the intensity of it, shaking and straining against my bonds. Just as the peak hit, he pulled his head away, positioned himself between my legs, and shoved his
cock in with one push. I felt it bottom out inside me, striking my uterus. The additional sensation pushed my climax even higher. I was totally helpless in my bonds and pleasure as the intense waves caused my cunt to contract and spasm. His hands grabbed my large breasts and squeezed them. “Aaaeeeeeeeee!” I wailed into the air as my climax seemed to go on forever. He was pumping into me like a mad man. Each stroke of his cock drove me higher, until I was floating with it. I was at a level I had never been to before. Then he came, too. The sensation of him climaxing with me gave me still more pleasure. We were both locked into our sensations and paralyzed with them, shaking and
enjoying them fully. I could feel each contraction of his cock, and each one seemed to give me another climax. Each shudder that came from my body, seemed to cause his cock to spurt some more. We were held there for what seemed to be a full minute before our bodies finally let us come down. As I felt his cock shrivel and withdraw, each movement sent me another mini-climax. We lay there for a few minutes, our sexes touching. Each time he moved, he sent another pleasure jolt through my body. He unfastened my legs and held me as I stretched them out. I had no way to measure that one, but figured it had to be in the top five of all time, maybe even in the top one. I could feel my heart beating rapidly, then starting to slow down. He kissed my nose and said, “Wow, pet, how do we follow that one up? It will probably be impossible, but what say we give it a try?” His mouth came down on my nipple, and I felt his mustache rub across them as he grabbed them in both hands and pushed them together. Wonder of wonders, I felt myself start to respond again. 
