Ropes… he’s got the ropes out, and he’s going to do something different with them. Master already has my ankles cuffed together, and my wrists fastened behind my back. He just put the collar around my neck. That feeling as he fastened the collar, is like nothing else I have ever experienced. It makes me feel so submissive, so controlled… like I was owned…. and he does own me, when we are together like this. A few moments ago he asked me if I would surrender myself totally to him, to whatever he wanted to do to me… without reservation. I could only reply, “yes, Master.” Those words send me to a special place. When I surrender myself to him, I feel a thrill that courses through my whole body. He is fastening a rope through my wrist restraint rings and then up to my collar ring. As he pulls my wrists further up behind my back, it adds to the feeling of helplessness. I can feel my nipples start to wrinkle and my breasts swell some more. Now he has a length of soft rope and is asking me to lean forward. Yes, he is going to do a breast tie, something he does occasionally with me, but not as often as I would like. Oh, they feel even more swollen. “Ohhhh,” he just finished wrapping them, and is pinching my nipples. “Ohhhh,” I can’t get over how much more sensitive they are when they are wrapped. They are throbbing… I feel my pulse as my blood is trapped there. His fingers caress me there. His hands are so wonderful, the pleasure they give me cannot be described. It is always that way. Master gives me pain, then adds such wonderful pleasure. He once told me that he wants to reinforce the connection between pain and pleasure, so that both sensations excite me. If only he knew how much they affect me. That connection is already a strong one. Surrendering to him, being in his bondage, almost overcomes me. I can float mentally, when he takes over. There is a special place I can go to. I have no responsibility there, have no decisions to make, I just have to be his. He is slipping a rope through the front of my collar and bringing the two ends down my front and between my legs. Now he is pulling it up between my cheeks and under the collar in back. “Ummmm,” he tightened it just then and created such wonderful pressure on my clit and cunt. The rope has now been brought under my arms, and he is now fastening both ends around my front rope. As I look down, I realize that he is securing me with a Japanese style tie. This is the first time he has ever done this to me. As he continues to wrap and tie the ropes off, the ropes between my legs is getting tighter. The pressure is exquisitely painful. As he finishes, I look down at myself and am surprised at how beautiful it looks. Pictures… time for more pictures. I am not real pleased with this part of it, because I never feel like I look the way I want to look. But Master says I look lovely. He wants to be able to look at the photographs and remember how beautiful I look. I have to admit, seeing the pictures later, does excite me. They do bring back such wonderful memories. “Ohhhhh!” Master has just struck the side of my right breast. It is agony! I dread the second blow to the left one, but cannot do anything about it. I also welcome it because I know that pleasure will follow. “Ohhhhh!” The second one was worse than the first. Master has just picked up a rubber band and is holding it against the nipple. He is pulling back on it…. “Noooooo, please Master,” I beg, knowing I have not said the right thing to stop him. I know that I could stop him at any time by using the safe word, but I also know that deep down inside, I want to give him pleasure in the pain he gives me. He is going to let it go. “Owwww!” that really hurt. Oh no, now the other one! He is tormenting me by waiting. The sting is still so intense. How can I stand the next one? I can feel the moisture start to run down my leg. I am helpless to prevent it, and it turns me on. “Owwwww,” such agony. I am almost blinded by the intensity of it. Now the pleasure… his fingers are entering my cunt. Oh, my… that is so intense. I am overcome with the pleasure his fingers are bringing me. My knees are weak. My breasts are throbbing even more, but they feel connected directly to my cunt. Each throb brings an answering echo from between my legs. He is helping me go down to my knees; no small feat, considering how trussed up I am. I know what he wants. He is unzipping his pants and bringing his cock out for me to suck. And suck it I will… I will be his cock-sucking slut for as long and as often as he wants me. It is time for me to serve him. I feel its rubbery texture at my lips. Oh yes, Master, let me serve you, let me take you in and worship you by laving you with my tongue and mouth. Let me serve you. Take control of me by wrapping your fingers in my hair and fucking my mouth. I take him in and realize that I have attained a new level of submission. I am his slut. This is what I need and crave with my total being. I will let Master use and abuse me whenever and wherever he wants. It is my purpose to be controlled and owned by him whenever we are like this. As I start to work my mouth around and up and down on him in earnest, and his cock fills my mouth to its limits, I manage to grin. Yes, Master, we are so good together. My mind focuses on the task at hand, and I begin to float. This is the way it was meant to be. 

