Serving Master

She patiently waits for Him, kneeling, arms fastened above her head, knowing that her reward will be great and that he is almost ready for her. She hears him behind her, strains and hears his clothes being laid across the chair. She feels the air move against her back as he approaches her. He caresses her shoulders and neck, easing the tension of the suspension. He leans down from behind her and kisses her forehead, then her nose and lips, while caressing her nipples and breasts. Then he walks around to the front of her, standing there with his cock jutting out just below her chin. He tightens his groin muscles and it bobs up to rest on her lips. 

"Suck," he whispers. She takes him in eagerly, wanting to give herself totally to his pleasure, trying to experience with all of her senses this moment... the feel of his manhood between her lips, the velvety texture of him on her tongue, every little curve, slit, bump and taste. Gently, she works at first, then he cups her breasts in his hands and pinches her nipples, causing her to lose her concentration and moan around him. She works harder at him, knowing he is challenging her, trying to get her to lose focus. He pinches her nipples harder, making them throb with pleasure-pain... she is almost swooning with the sensations of the moment and has to gather herself to continue working at him. 

Suddenly, he stiffens and reaches up to grasp the sides of her head and entwines his fingers in her hair. She hears him groan, feels his cockmeat pulse between her lips as he begins to pump his stiffness in and out between them. Then he is frozen as his semen pumps into her. She eagerly makes her mouth work on him, as the warm spurts of juice hit the back of her throat... she swallows, so as to not lose a drop and or stop her efforts. He groans and growls from deep within his throat as the pulsating cock in her working mouth continues to give him pleasure. 

The moment stops, then is over, but she continues to give him soft massage kisses with her lips, seeking to swallow all that still oozes from his slit. He finally relaxes the grip he has on her head and hair and strokes her cheek. As she continues to lave his shrinking cock, she hears him say, "Good, girl," and knows it is now her turn and he is about to return the favor. But what will he do? As always, she realizes that part of the attraction is not knowing what he will do next. Is she ready for it? Probably not... but she knows that it will happen... and she will have no choice but to submit, enjoy and ride it out.

