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I hope you are getting in the mood to service me, thinking about the next time we are together, on your knees, hogtied, blindfolded, nipple clamps nice and secure. My cock bobs in front of your face, touches your nose, slips down the side of it, and finally rests on your lips. "Service me, slut," you hear. Your mouth opens, and your tongue slips out to taste my slightly salty flesh, flicking it. Gently you open and suck me in, feeling the velvety quality, the ridges, depressions and other textures. Your tongue swirls under the head, and you hear me moan in response. You move slowly and gently, your bondage preventing no more, but you feel me grow larger. My hands surround your head, fingers wrapping themselves in your hair. 
There is nothing else in the world but this moment, the sensations, the taste, smell and feel of me around you and in you. You are serving me as you should, my cum slut, giving totally to my pleasure, but feeling sensually aroused. I pull your head forward, causing you to take in more of my stiff, rubbery cock. I enlarge some more as my hands alternately push and pull you to me, and you realize that the moment has arrived. My fluid gushes out and you hear me growl with satisfaction. Then it is over, and you feel a sense of accomplishment. 
I kneel and kiss your wet lips. As I pull away, you hear me whisper, good girl. I unclip the device holding your wrists and ankles together, and help you to stand up. As I ease you onto the bed, you realize that the reason I have not untied your ankles and arms is that I have more plans for you. What will they be, you wonder, and realize that whatever they are, you are helpless to stop them, committed by your bondage. A thrill passes through your body, and you smile to yourself, knowing that you
would not have it any other way.
