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I was looking for something we could do that would be different, when I hit upon an idea that I felt would get my pet in the mood for my visit. I strongly believe that a sub’s mind must really be involved in a scene in order to get maximum benefit out of it. I told her when I would arrive and that I wanted the door unlocked. Then I told her that I wanted her to be ready for me at least 10 minutes before I arrived. She was to be naked and to wear the wrist restraints or handcuffs, the ankle restraints and tie herself spread-eagle to the bed as best as she could. In addition, I told her to have some music playing softly, and that I wanted her to put earplugs in her ears and to blindfold herself. I also had told her recently that I might bring another man with me at any time. The whole idea was to set the stage and let the suspense build. 
Traffic was bad, so when I realized I was going to be several minutes late, I tried to call her. When there was no answer, I realized that she was following my directions and had already put the earplugs in and was probably bound and waiting for me on the bed. “Well,” I thought, “my being late will only add to the suspense.” 
She did hear the phone ring, but was already helplessly committed to the scene. It was very difficult for my pet to secure herself properly, but she had done her best. She was spread as wide open as she could stretch herself… an offering to me… or to anyone else who might happen by. As she lay there, different thoughts went through her mind. She wondered what would happen if I had a car wreck and did not make it. The thought also crossed her mind that someone in the area might try the door, and seeing her predicament, might take advantage of her. Of course, she had cheated just a bit, and allowed one of the wrist restraints a bit of slack, so she could get out in an emergency. But if someone came in and attacked her, she was helpless to defend herself and would be a victim, subject to whatever her attacker wanted to do to her. I wanted her to think about all of these things. That was the frame of mind I wanted her to be in. It was part of the mind game we were playing. Thinking of all the possibilities made her wet. Thinking of how helpless she was, excited her tremendously. Her nipples throbbed and sent exciting signals to the center of her sex. Whatever happened, she was ready. She had to be ready. Once she made the plunge, here was no choice but to ride it out to the end. 
I arrived, grabbed my bag and went to the door. I opened it very quietly and carefully, not wanting to give her a clue that I had arrived. After locking the front door, I entered the bedroom. There she was, all spread out and ready for me… open helpless… a gift. The music was playing softly, and she was moving one foot back and forth, perhaps in time to the faintly heard music or some sort of imaginary music. I sat my bag on the floor, took off my shoes and moved closer, standing over her. There was still no sign that she realized I was there. I noticed that one of her wrist restraints was a bit loose, and made a mental note to tighten it securely as quickly as possible. I debated several ways to begin, but finally settled on the simple one by gently caressing the inside of her thigh right next to her sex. When I touched her, she jumped like she was shot. Immediately her breathing quickened. I quickly straddled her hips and sat on her legs, leaning in to adjust the loose wrist restraint. She moaned in frustration as she tried to struggle a bit, but the battle was quickly over. I got off and retied the ropes at each ankle and wrist, stretching her to her limits. I wanted her to understand there was no way she could get away now. 
I removed my socks and took off my shirt and jeans, leaving my briefs on. I feel a bit more dominant while still partly dressed. I know that pet feels more submissive if she is naked while I remain partly dressed. 
She whimpered a bit as I secured and stretched her. I could see her thighs quiver and strain as she tested the lessened limits of her freedom. I watched her breasts rise and fall as her breathing quickened. She was lovely this way, exposed, helpless and feeling it all. 
Leaning in, I flicked her nipples with my forefingers. There was a quick intake of breath and a moan that followed each flick. Sometimes the simplest things work the best. We spend hours-making floggers, whips and other toys, when fingers, hands, whiskers and teeth work the best. I pinched her nipples and was rewarded with a whimper of protest, so I pinched them harder. She moaned loudly. I began slapping her breasts with each hand, alternating the slaps and changing the timing so she could not anticipate them. With each slap, she let out an “Oh!” 
Tiring of that, I cupped her mound with my right hand, then flicked her cunt lips with my forefinger. Another moan resulted. Time to introduce a new toy. The day before, I found an extra heavyweight fly swatter. I pulled it from my bag and caressed the hairs surrounding her cunt lips with it. Splayed open as she was, she could do nothing to prevent anything I wanted to do. Blindfolded and wearing ear plugs, she had no idea what was coming next. I began smacking her cunt lips with the flyswatter… gently at first… then gradually increasing the severity of the blows, allowing her to adjust to each level of discomfort before taking it to the next one…. more mind games. I slowed the pace down, waiting a bit then smacking her cunt lips again. Her cries were louder as each swat was delivered firmly and more severely. She struggled to escape, but there was no escape… I was relentless. That is another characteristic of a mind game such as this one. Break the pet down by being relentless… don’t give her a chance to recover… make her think that you will go on forever… it does strange things to one’s mind to be struck over and over again. Individually each blow was not too severe, but when repeated a number of times as I was doing, it became almost too much for her to handle. 
Finally……….. I stopped. Not allowing her to catch her breath, I plunged my fingers into her dark tunnel. She was hot…. and sopping wet! As I worked my fingers in and out of her, my lips found her swollen cunt lips. Her body stiffened. As my tongue intruded and flicked across her clit, she moaned a loud, “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, Master!!!!!” I plowed and rubbed my tongue roughly through her slit. She almost came unglued. Had she not been tied down, she would have jumped several inches off the bed. My fingers and tongue worked quickly, and her climax came fast and hard, causing her whole body to shake and strain at the bonds holding her securely. Her voice was loud and guttural, making sounds that could not be mistaken for words. Her bondage held her anchored to the bed like an insect in a spider’s web. Her shaking caused the whole bed to shake, too. 
Gradually, she came down from it, still shaking with random tremors. I removed the blindfold and ear plugs, but she did not open her eyes for a bit. As her breathing slowed down, I rested my head on her chest, listening to her heartbeats lessen in speed and volume. 
Just as she started to breathe more regularly, I slipped down between her legs and flicked my tongue across her clit again. She moaned it response, knowing I was not going to let her off that easily. I was in control. We both knew it. It was time for me to show her that I could reduce her to even more of a quivering, sobbing sex object. I had not been relieved yet, and pet’s body offered so many options to use for my pleasure. She was going to serve all of my needs until I was satisfied. I pulled my briefs off and dropped them on the floor. I was so stiff it hurt. It was time for pet to serve me as only a true slut can. And she did…. but that is another story. 
