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Under any other circumstances, being chained in a room like this would have been exactly the kind of stimulation Leah craved, but Maxwell’s imminent arrival made her too nervous to enjoy the moment. Fortunately for her, only a couple of minutes passed before the vault’s door opened once more.

“Hello, Leah,” he said.

“Maxwell, sir,” she replied.

He shut the door behind him and paced around Leah, inspecting her body closely. “Do you like what you see, sir?” she asked.

“I do,” he replied. “You’re a very beautiful woman.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“But I…” Maxwell stopped. He looked around the room as if checking over his shoulder for eavesdroppers. “Look, Leah. I want you to drop the ‘sir this,’ ‘sir that’ routine for now, all right?”

“Yes. I mean, okay.”

He came up to her, put his arms around her and pulled her into his body. He looked into her eyes. “I don’t like to act the way people expect me to,” he explained. “It gets boring. They think because of my wealth that I’m just like every other obscenely wealthy person they’ve ever met. Maybe I’m like them in some ways, but not in every way. One of those ways is that I don’t need to constantly be addressed like I’m the boss. I’d rather save that for when I’m actually acting as your master. Right now we’re just two people seeing if we like each other. You understand?”

Leah nodded.

“Great. So let’s talk a bit, play a bit, and we’ll see what happens. All right?”

“Yeah.” Leah had to admit, Maxwell had thrown off her expectations completely. She enjoyed addressing her various masters in a way that befits their position over her. However, she was comforted and intrigued by his relaxed, casual demeanor; she didn’t mind different, as long as it was a good different.

“Since this is going to be a primarily sexual relationship, I think the best way to start is to go through what turns you on,” said Maxwell. He took a step back and browsed the racks of toys and restraints. He picked out a handful of items, starting with a big, red ball gag…
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Chosen By the Kinky Billionaire

Leah watched herself in the mirror as a stylist applied bleach to locks of her hair. Opportunities to relax at a salon had become rare in her life. Trying to establish how she got from a normal life to her current one gave her a headache. Take last night, for example: one minute she was saying goodbye to her best friend, who was going on her honeymoon, and the next she was bound, gagged and locked in a cell. All she could do was watch as the rest of the BonDouleurs Manor trainees were escorted into their own cells.

Such displays had become Leah’s “new normal.” Few people embodied the concept like her. Normal used to mean normal: graduating from college, getting engaged, finding a good job and so on. Then it meant bad normal: splitting from her asshole fiance weeks before the wedding, falling into a long depression and engaging in reckless behavior. This was followed by abnormal: discovering a sexually submissive side she never knew existed, and exploring it with the help of her best friend, Rebecca, and her boyfriend, Harry. Finally, it turned into the new normal: seeking to become a full-time sex slave, and spending long stretches of time as a trainee at the manor.

The whole process seemed like quite a leap if you had to jump straight from A to Z. Now waking up in a prison cell was hardly unusual. Feeling aches and pains all over her body meant she’d had a good night. Complete strangers using and abusing her body gave her pleasure, rather than nightmares, provided they were the right kind of strangers.

And that brought her to the present, enjoying the momentary peace while her hair and makeup were fixed by a professional.

“Portia, have you heard anything new?” Leah asked the stylist.

The woman didn’t need clarification; she knew what and who Leah meant. She leaned down and whispered. “Maxwell Frost.”

Yes! she thought. Having his name was quite a coup. “Thank you, Portia,” she said. The other trainees would kill to know what Leah knew, especially because no one would ever tell them. Leah was a special case: she’d been a trainee for months at the manor, and the staff had grown familiar. Women like Leah weren’t supposed to be befriended by the staff: they were there to be matched with the manor’s exclusive clientele.

Unlike most of the trainees, Leah could afford to be selective: she wanted to be owned, but not just by anyone. Confidence, attractiveness, intelligence, compassion — he had to have all of them. The question of wealth was already answered, of course: if he could afford to find a pet at BonDouleurs Manor, then he had riches to spare. Still, Leah refused to settle for some dime-a-dozen millionaire. She wanted somebody who could give her a life of limitless luxury and hedonism. She wanted somebody whose sexual adventurism would never be limited by finances. She wanted a billionaire.

Rumors had spread throughout the past few days that a very high roller would attend the evening’s Expo. Many of the trainees were ready to be chosen by a master, and Leah expected competition to be fierce. Knowing the billionaire’s identity would give her an edge. She could turn away everybody but Maxwell and save her energy and desire for him.

Leah had all the cards stacked in her favor: she had participated in far more presentations than any of the other trainees and she knew her target suitor. Most importantly, she possessed an utterly insatiable carnal appetite, as well as a tolerance for pain few could match.

However, none of that meant her billionaire was in the bag. She had to look beyond stunning, and she’d have to hope her personality suited him.

Assuming he cared about her personality — maybe he just wanted the prettiest girl there who didn’t mind being bound, punished and used. Leah recognized in the situation a slight paradox: she sought somebody who would objectify her, treat her as property and humiliate her; yet she wanted to be an important part of his life, enough that he would choose her only after careful consideration. She thought of herself as the best trainee the manor had to offer. She’d turned down countless suitors at past Expos. The thought of Maxwell passing her by, after all her waiting, filled her with rage.

I’m not going to let that happen, she resolved. I’ll be the one thing he can’t say ‘no’ to.

If Leah had learned anything in the past year, it was resilience. Breaking up with Sean had been devastating, but time and distance showed her how glad she was to be rid of him. Her introduction to masochistic pleasure was the result of an accident of sorts, and had been far more painful than the average first time for most submissives, but the experience didn’t scare her away at all. In fact, it allowed her to forge an even deeper bond with Rebecca, the only person in BonDouleurs Manor history to equal Leah’s prodigious appetite for pain and bondage.

“Beautiful.” Leah turned to the man standing behind her: Huck, an assistant trainer at the manor.

“Thank you, sir,” she replied.

“Watch out; I want one last shot at that ass of yours before you go.”

Leah rolled her eyes. Though handsome and built like a tank, Huck was not known for his charm. As a long-term trainee, Leah had become intimately acquainted with Huck. She appreciated his proficiency with a flogger and his impressive stamina, but she’d never found his crude manner particularly enthralling.

Maxwell will be sophisticated, she reminded herself. Erudite. Worldly.

Still, Leah smiled. If Huck was honestly lamenting the end of her training at the manor…

“Thank you, sir,” she said. “I’m sure my owner will bring me back sometimes. Like when he goes on business trips or something.”

Huck grinned malevolently. “This isn’t a kennel, but we won’t mind keeping you in a cage for a few days.”

It wouldn’t be the first time. “Thank you, sir. I’ll tell my master of your kind offer.”

“That’s the spirit.”

When Portia finished with Leah’s hair, Huck released the straps that kept Leah bound to her chair. She stood up slowly, smoothing out the wrinkles in her fiery, red pencil dress. The way it hugged her hips was certain to draw the eyes of all the men in the room; fortunately for them, being a client at the manor meant that if you saw a breathtaking woman wearing a gorgeous dress, odds are you would soon see her without it.

Huck took Leah’s hands and wove a silk ribbon around her wrists. Cut from the same scarlet cloth as her dress, the matching bond made for an attractive flourish. Out of habit, Leah tested the tight bond to see if she could free herself; she had yet to succeed. “Let’s go,” said Huck.

Leah knew her way around the manor pretty well by this point, so she walked with long, eager strides out of the manor’s salon. Her heels clicked loudly on the tile floors, echoing throughout the hall that led toward the grand reception hall.

Upon arrival, she sighed as she took in the scene. The room would have seemed typical of a gala at a high-class establishment, except for one thing: a row of metal cages. Arranged in an upright, standing position, they were barely tall enough for Leah and the other women to fit inside.

Leah moved toward the ninth and last cage in the row, knowing it was her privilege as the most senior trainee. As the manor clients moved down the line, she would hear them speak to the other trainees, thus revealing the predilections and expectations they would have for their pets. Additionally, being last would afford her the chance to make a final impression on the suitors, the one they would remember best.

On a normal night, she would follow this plan exactly. However, knowing she only wanted Maxwell meant she could politely pass on the other men, giving the other trainees a better chance with them. Despite the time spent together, often in very intimate ways, Leah was not well liked among the other trainees. Her star status at the Expos had stolen attention away from the other girls, whether she meant it to or not.

Am I being selfish? she wondered from time to time. She knew the other trainees were not as lucky as her. For them, being chosen by a wealthy suitor from the manor meant escaping an even more difficult life. For Leah, it meant getting to enjoy a consequence-free life of hedonism. She could go back to the real world and get a good job and earn her way; not all of the other trainees had the same advantages. Still, they all chose to enroll in the trainee program, even if their reasons were different. With any luck, after tonight Leah would no longer be among their ranks.

She took one last look around the room before stepping inside her cage. Dozens of dining tables had been set, decorated with vases full of long, white roses. As it was the center of the room, the cages had been arrayed along the checkerboard-patterned, parquet dance floor. One corner of the room had been designated for demos the manor’s products. Leah smirked to herself, thinking about Harry, the designer of said products. He was likely on a plane with Rebecca at that moment, flying to a tropical paradise honeymoon. She couldn’t wait for them to get back so she could hear all about it.

At last, Leah got into her cage, which Huck closed and locked. “This brings me back,” he said, referring to her first ever visit to the manor.

Leah smiled. “This is a lot nicer than a dark closet.” As she waited, music played from the speaker system as manor staff prepared the venue. Silverware was laid out on the tables; ornamental, antique chairs were carted in one at a time; and a tech crew set up a series of projectors and screens. Leah listened to the music and watched the staff work, and occasionally greeted the other trainees as they finished at the salon and took their places beside her.

The masters at BonDouleurs Manor enjoyed creating a sense of formality, protocol and class in their formal events, including the Expos. Custom dictated that the trainees appear in a simple bondage pose: wrists tied behind the back. Simple, but effective, it put the trainees in a submissive stance; more importantly, by keeping their arms out of the way, it accentuated their figure and other physical features. For instance, Leah had chosen the dress and the silk ribbon to convey a sense of elegance. The other trainees, all of whom looked exquisite, mostly chose sleek, form-fitting dresses like Leah’s, but their bonds varied. Some preferred massive, steel manacles to show their willingness to endure harsh bondage; others opted to be bound with invisible zip-ties that wouldn’t steal attention away from their beauty.

Sunset darkened the sky as the first headlights were glimpsed through the grand hall windows. Traveling down a narrow path, guests arrived in one black limousine after another. Leah and the others could hear them gathering in the lobby; passing through the grand hall from the kitchen, dozens of waitresses marched out to meet the attendees with wine and hors d’oeuvres.

Of the dozens of expected guests, only some would actively be seeking to own one of the trainees. For many, the Expo was just a very entertaining party; the kind only a select few would ever get to attend. Manor clients showed up simply to socialize with others in their clique. Those who acquired pets at previous Expos liked returning as well, and it wasn’t unprecedented for those in the upper echelons to seek out more than one pet. Leah didn’t doubt Maxwell could afford an entire harem, should he be so inclined. She wasn’t sure how she felt about that.

In fact, as she waited in her cage she reviewed her mental catalog of things she had to know before granting him ownership of her. What if he was married, and planned to stash her away in some love nest? What if he already owned a collection of pets, and she would be just another body in his stable? Certain indignities she could tolerate — some of them she even craved — but a deal breaker is a deal breaker, even for a billionaire.

When the buzz of a countless conversations’ bass undertones seemed to reach a breaking point, the doors to the hall opened up and the guests at last spilled inside. Leah and the other trainees couldn’t help but turn their heads to watch them enter. Tuxedos dominated their choice of attire, though some of the guests were women wearing long, slinky gowns. Leah always watched these women, trying to separate the wives from the owned pets. Some, she reckoned, could be there to find a pet as well, though that didn’t happen often. She’d debated with herself as to whether she would have accepted ownership by a woman and ultimately decided she would, for the right person. However, she greatly preferred men, as long as she could have the right man.

Although the guests entered the grand hall eagerly, they did not approach Leah and the other trainees right away. Decorum dictated that they take their seats upon entering. As they found tables, the band played upbeat jazz, setting the convivial tone of the occasion. Waiters poured fresh pitchers of water; took orders for beers and liquor; and delivered dinner menus, wine lists and also catalogs with profiles of each of the trainees. Leah was featured on the cover, bound in rope and being dragged by a leash around the verdant grounds of the manor. When she saw the catalog, Leah creamed herself, loving how expertly the photographer had captured how fully she enjoyed the pain and humiliation.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to tonight’s Expo at BonDouleurs Manor,” said a voice over the speakers. The band’s drummer and bassist kept playing, setting the mood with a sensual, smooth score. “I’m Dillinger Stamp, the new administrator of the trainee program. Today is my first day on the job, and I can already say that I am never, ever leaving this place.”

Stamp paused for a combination of polite laughter and applause.

“It is our hope that tonight that nine of you will go home with a new pet, but if I may make a personal request: could you maybe pick them up later? I haven’t had a chance to train any of them myself, and… wow do I want to.”

More laughter from the crowd; Leah had to admit, Harry’s replacement seemed to know how to charm his guests well enough.

“I’m kidding, of course. I look forward to getting to know them as much as you. So, if you’ve turned in your dinner orders, come on up and start the meeting line. Then-”

Stamp stopped talking suddenly, his attention drawn to the windows. Following his lead, the guests and trainees craned their necks to see; a very loud noise was coming from outside. It took a minute, but once it got loud enough, the sound was unmistakable: a helicopter was landing somewhere close.

Maxwell! thought Leah. She had scanned the half of the crowd she could see but nobody stood out as a billionaire. Fashionably late. A flagrant display of extreme wealth. This had to be him.

Stamp wisely waited for the new guest to walk in, as the audience had all turned its attention to the doors. Leah expected them to fly open to reveal a behemoth of a man, with rays of light and flocks of doves heralding the divinity of his coming. Instead, one of the doors opened just wide enough for the late arrival to slide through.

“Sorry,” he said upon seeing all eyes were turned to him. “Please, keep going.”

Confusion swirled inside Leah. The man looked the part, but he didn’t act as she imagined. A man in his mid-forties dressed in an impeccably fine tuxedo, he jogged — jogged! — to an empty seat at one of the tables. Looking around, he nodded to a few of the other guests, smiling brightly, but otherwise didn’t make any further commotion.

Is that really Maxwell? Leah wondered. He didn’t behave in the brazen, self-important manner she anticipated. She suppressed a frustrated frown, realizing that now the other trainees also knew the identity of the billionaire. At least I know his name.

“Actually, I was just wrapping up for now,” said Stamp. “Enjoy the Expo, everyone! I’ll be wandering around introducing myself, so I’ll see you all soon.”

—

Leah glanced quickly at the other trainees, but they were all focused on different people. Apparently a tardy and seemingly bland billionaire didn’t hold the same appeal as the one they imagined. Leah understood completely; she wasn’t so sure of him now either. However, something about his unassuming manner drew her to him: she saw game in his choices. Show up in a helicopter, but then act as if you’d taken a wrong turn on the freeway? Maybe he enjoyed messing with people’s heads. Leah liked that idea: she wanted her owner to be cruel but in creative, devious ways.

Once Stamp finished addressing the crowd and all of the dinner orders were placed, the guests got up and formed a line to meet the trainees. Leah watched the billionaire every second she could, but had to break away when the first guest reached her cage.

“Hello, Leah,” he said.

“Mr. Freeman,” she replied. The slightly older man in front of her attended every Expo and was well-known. Handsome for his age, Leah smiled. “A pleasure to see you again, sir.”

“Rumor has it this will be your last Expo. A shame for men like me, but a blessing for the lucky one who scoops you up.”

Hearing his soft voice above the din of the other conversations proved challenging, and Leah leaned against the forward bars of her cage to get closer. “Thank you, sir. Hopefully my master will be kind enough to take me to future Expos. I’ve been to so many, I’d really miss them.”

“And we would miss you,” he said.

“Sir, can you tell me anything about… you know who?”

He nodded and leaned in too. “As a matter of fact, I can. You have a close friend in common.”

“Really? Who?”

“Oh, you know I can’t say. Privacy rules. Now, you may kiss me if you choose.”

Freeman smiled as Leah planted a long, sweet kiss on his cheek. She giggled, seeing the vermillion print of her lipstick atop the prints of the other eight trainees. “Thank you, sir,” she said.

As soon as he left, the next guest was ready for Leah. “Haven’t I seen you here before?” he asked.

Leah rolled her eyes. “Hello, Mr. DePaulo,” she said blandly. A man in his early thirties, she had seen him at a few Expos. Corny and brash, he exuded braggadocio. She knew he wasn’t a bad person, just immature and lacking in real confidence. The manor wouldn’t accept into its ranks anyone legitimately dangerous, creepy or abusive. She surmised that a few years of exposure to the manor’s more seasoned clientele would do him well, but that was some time off.

“Oh, don’t be like that,” he said. “You look gorgeous tonight.”

“I thank you for your compliment, sir. I hope you found one of the other trainees to your liking, as tonight I am spoken for.”

“So they say. Good luck, Leah. Ask for me if it doesn’t work out. I’ll show you a good time.”

“Thank you, Mr. DePaulo.” She leaned forward so that he could kiss her through the bars.

Word must have traveled fast through the crowd during cocktail hour: they all seemed to know Leah was here with one goal in mind. They didn’t begrudge her for it, though several lamented that they wouldn’t have a chance. Leah felt sorry for them, and did make many promises of consideration should she fall short of her real objective.

Throughout the meetings, Leah tried to keep her eyes open for Maxwell, but once he left his seat he’d vanished into the crowd. Focusing on her interactions with the guests, it wasn’t until the end of the session that she noticed that he had waited at the end of the line. This posed an even bigger mystery for Leah: had he simply respected the fact that he was last to show up at the Expo, or did he want to be seen last for the same reason as Leah?

“Hello, Maxwell,” she said when he stood in front of her at last. Butterflies bumped around in her stomach, but she refused to let her nerves ruin a moment she’d prepared for so arduously.

The man seemed surprised by the use of his name. “Have we met before?”

“No, sir, but we have a mutual friend.” She thought back to what Mr. Freeman had said, and only one name seemed possible: “Harry Ellis.”

“Oh yes! He’s the one who invited me. I was so sorry I couldn’t attend his wedding, but I’ll make it up to him when he gets back. How do you know him?”

“I was the bride’s maid of honor.”

Maxwell’s face lit up. “No kidding! We’ll have to talk more; I’m very, very interested to hear of this miraculous woman who got Harry to settle down.”

Leah returned his grin. “It would be my pleasure, sir. I’m Leah. Ask Mr. Stamp for me.”

“I’ll do that. And I’m Maxwell Frost.”

“It was very nice meeting you, Mr. Frost.” She leaned forward for a kiss on the cheek as expected, but Maxwell reached through the bars and turned her head so he could press his lips to hers. Her eyes widened in surprise, but then closed again as she savored the pleasure of his tongue on hers. He tasted of champagne and smelled faintly of magnolia; she inhaled his cologne greedily, intoxicated by the subtle aroma.

Adrenaline poured through Leah as she watched Maxwell retake his seat. Jittery and excited, she forgot about the aching in her arms and elsewhere.

“All right,” said Stamp. “We hope you all enjoyed meeting our trainees. Now we’ll begin a demonstration of what they’ve learned here at the manor.”

Leah swept her eyes across the room to see Maxwell without trying to seem too obvious, but he was staring straight at her, and so their eyes locked. He winked at her, then turned his attention back to the first cage, which Huck opened, letting out the trainee inside.

Nora, a cute brunette with a petite frame, demonstrated total obedience by standing perfectly still until Huck instructed her to step out. Huck used a knife to quickly slice through the ropes that bound her hands, allowing Nora to then slip off her dress. This was the expected routine at an Expo: the dresses were so nice, it was a shame to waste them. The plain, white underwear beneath, however, was fair game: Huck grabbed the bands of her bra and panties and snipped them apart, exposing the woman completely. She blushed in embarrassment, but didn’t move to cover herself: that instinct had been successfully drilled out of her during training.

While members of the manor staff picked up the empty cage and turned it around, Huck accepted several bundles of fresh rope from his assistants. Above them, remote controlled cameras traveled on wires so thin they could hardly be seen. The cameras’ footage appeared on the projection screens hanging throughout the room, offering the entire audience an unobstructed, multi-angled view of Huck’s work. Huck backed Nora up against the cage, then began looping rope around her limbs and the metal bars. He tied her with her hands down at her sides, with legs slightly spread, with cinches around her wrists, ankles, knees and elbows, as well as above and below her breasts.

For his own personal enjoyment, he tied a rope around her waist and pulled it tight, then fed the cord through the loop it made around her body. He let the rope dangle in front of her, walked to the other side of the cage and pulled the rope up between her legs. Nora squealed as the fibrous material dug into her folds. Huck grinned, encouraged by the sound, and tied the crotch rope off to the cage’s uppermost horizontal bar.

With Nora’s binding complete, Huck moved on to the next trainee and then the next, binding all of them. Each trainee removed her dress and had her underwear cut away, the same as Nora. The crowd clapped for each discarded garment, enjoying the sight of the beautiful women.

Following manor protocol, Huck bound all of the trainees with rope so that their responses to being in bondage could be compared. Though not made significantly easier or more difficult, the exact positions varied; for example, some had their arms raised up in the air and spread, others had their hands tied directly over their heads. Of course, in the interest of fairness, each woman was also fitted with a cord running tightly between her legs. Some women excelled at handling the pain they caused better than others; in particular, Leah had grown accustomed to them and enjoyed the continuous tension on her clit.

She also noticed that instead of cutting the ribbon around her hands, Huck untied and pocketed it. He winked at her as he pulled her crotch rope extra tight.

A soft symphony of pained whimpers could just barely be heard beneath the clamor of the crowd, who conversed throughout the demonstration. Leah made a point of not holding back her utterances, even though she could. She wanted Maxwell to hear the kinds of sounds she would make.

Once all the women were bound, Stamp thanked Huck and clapped him on the back. Flogger already in hand, he headed for the first trainee. His routine started off easy, softly grazing her breasts with the nylon lashes of the flogger. Leah could tell right away that Dillinger Stamp, in addition to being a capable showman, knew his technique. Nora moaned a little louder when Stamp’s swings grew harder and faster. Leah’s juices ran as she watched. Stamp’s methods grew more devious as he continued: occasionally he would intentionally miss his target, hitting Nora with nothing but the breeze of his swing. Still, she reacted as if struck, which elicited laughter from the audience. Humiliated, her cheeks burned, and when Stamp’s next smack landed solidly on her breasts, Nora screamed and thrashed in her bonds.

“Good girl,” said Stamp. “You took that well.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Nora.

A manor assistant ran up behind Stamp with a magic wand massager; Stamp exchanged his flogger for the vibrating device and held it against Nora’s dripping pussy. Not every trainee responded to pain the same way, but Nora enjoyed it — just not to the same extent as Leah.

When Stamp activated the wand, Nora jumped in her bonds, electrified by the sudden sensation. She breathed heavily, panting and moaning as waves of pleasure took hold. Leah bit her lip, wishing she could touch herself. She knew patience would be rewarded, but there were seven other trainees between Nora and herself; watching every single one of them would amplify her arousal more and more. Regretting her choice of the last cage, Leah forced herself to maintain her composure. This is what your training was for, she reminded herself.

“Oh! May I come?” Nora screamed.

“Not yet,” said Stamp. Nora wailed in frustration but held on. She had to have anticipated her first plea for permission would be turned down, Leah reasoned. Denial was one of the cruelest forms of sadism practiced at the manor, as far as she was concerned, but it worked. When Stamp finally did give her permission, Nora screamed in relief. Her juices dripped from her sodden orifice onto the dance floor, and she bucked against her bonds as if her body was possessed. Stamp kept the vibrator pressed against her for a few more moments, letting the orgasm run its course, and then shut it off.

Satisfied with her performance, Stamp moved on to the next trainee. Stamp’s assistant returned his flogger and took the vibrator, which he handed off to yet another assistant, who provided a fresh, unused vibrator.

Stamp repeated his routine with the next trainee, though he added new variations. Instead of missing with a swing, he would stop mid motion. Occasionally he would follow one of the feints with a bare-handed slap to the breasts. For a few of the trainees, he asked them to count the floggings they received, but would add to their punishment if they lost count after a feint. Leah watched Stamp’s performance with excitement and fascination. If she didn’t get chosen by Maxwell tonight, she could console herself knowing her future included being trained by Stamp.

When her turn came at last, she looked to Stamp out of respect, but she really wished she could watch Maxwell. She wanted to see how he reacted to her. Would he be imagining himself in Stamp’s place? She hoped so.

As Leah expected, her flogging featured all of the different techniques Stamp had demonstrated. He started with mild touches but gradually intensified. He bluffed and feinted, but to Leah’s credit she minimized her flinching and didn’t miscount.

“Impressive,” said Stamp.

“Thank you, sir,” said Leah.

Stamp sent a punishing lash across her chest, causing her to cry out and writhe. “On a scale from one to ten, how painful was that?”

“Six, sir.”

“Six?” Stamp’s mask of dispassion broke, revealing his incredulity. “That’s all?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Geez. I’d heard stories about you. They weren’t kidding. If I wanted to give you three tens in a row, what would you say?”

“I would thank you, sir.”

Whether Stamp or Maxwell knew it or not, Leah wasn’t trying to show off. Between watching the other trainees’ floggings and enduring one of her own, Leah’s core ached with desire. She wanted release, but would accept more pain in its place.

“Let’s see how you handle one,” said Stamp. “Ready?”

Leah nodded. She steeled herself for either a feint or the hit he promised. After a moment in which both built up their nerve, Stamp swung the flogger. His arm snapped into motion like a snake launching itself at its prey: one moment perfectly still, but a vicious blur the next. Leah cried out in agony as the lashes rapped against her tormented flesh. The wail carried throughout the hall, and the audience gasped at the severity.

Leah breathed deeply, shutting her eyes so she could embrace the pain. “Thank you, sir,” she said.

“You’re welcome. Do you still want two more?”

“If it is your wish, master.” As far as suffering went, that swing ranked among the worst she’d experienced. However, she had come through it without breaking. She left the choice to him.

“You’ve already proven yourself an exemplary slave. I’m grateful I had the chance to work with you, even if it’s only this once.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“You’ve earned this,” Stamp said. He held out the flogger for his assistant, who took it and gave him another fresh magic wand. “And you have permission to come.”

Leah sighed when the vibrator met her sensitive clit, but the sound quickly escalated to a scream that filled the hall. Leah shuddered as the tension within her drained away. For a moment she forgot to worry about whether Maxwell would be her owner; she forgot to feel sorry about not seeing her best friend for a month. Pain, bondage and public humiliation wound together like strands of a fuse on a stick of dynamite, and their burn culminated in a blast of transcendent euphoria. Overwhelmed by ecstasy, Leah heaved and wailed as her orgasm erupted. The world around her vanished, leaving nothing but pleasure.

When the vibrator turned off, Leah quivered in her bonds. Stamp took her chin in his hand and lifted her head; he bent down and kissed her at her hairline. He took a step back and turned to face the audience. “Let’s have a round of applause for the trainees.”

The crowd obliged with polite clapping that quickly grew when Leah flashed a smile.

“Good,” said Stamp. “Clients, please use the BonDouleurs Manor app to indicate which trainee you’d like to meet first. We’ll convene in fifteen minutes.”

Conversations began immediately, as the men seeking a pet began considering who they liked the best. For the first round of meetings, the clients were limited to one request, while the trainees would put forth as many names as they wished. This would allow the trainees to spend time with as many clients as they liked, or to be very selective. Leah, as planned, embraced the latter option. “Maxwell Frost,” she whispered to Huck as he untied her.

“Not time for that yet,” he said.

Technically he was right: she was jumping the gun. “Yes, sir.”

To maintain fairness, each of the trainees would give their answers in private. They were untied from the cages, then escorted to the dressing rooms, where they were sat down and handcuffed to a desk. Pens and paper were provided so the trainees could list their choices.

Leah looked to Huck with mild exasperation as she wrote down “Maxwell Frost” on a piece of paper, folded it and handed it over. “Thank you, sir,” she said with enough of a sarcastic tone to earn a nasty look.

“You’re not owned yet, whore,” he said. “Don’t think I won’t punish you.”

“Sorry, sir,” Leah replied quickly. Her breasts still stung considerably from Stamp’s flogging; she didn’t need another right away.

—

Leah had grown used to being bound and left to suffer for long stretches of time, but found waiting for the results of the selection process to be truly unbearable. The anticipation weighed on her heavily; if Maxwell liked what he saw, it would reward months work and patience. If not, she could look forward toward several more months, or even years, before another suitable owner attended an Expo.

The minutes passed by interminably, but after enough of them, Stamp stepped into her dressing room. “Leah?”

“Yes, sir.” She sat up as best she could with her hands cuffed to the desk.

“You requested the company of Maxwell Frost.”

“Yes, sir.”

“He has also requested your company. Shall I inform him?”

Leah nearly collapsed in relief. “Please, yes! Yes, sir!”

“Very good. Huck will escort you to a private chamber; Frost will meet you there.”

“Thank you, sir!”

Stamp nodded. “Good luck.”

As soon as he left, Huck came in. Grinning, he unlocked Leah’s cuffs, pulled her to her feet and gave her backside three sharp smacks. Leah twisted in his grip but couldn’t break away.

“That’s for sassin’ your master earlier,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” Leah replied.

“Let’s go.”

Wanting to avoid further punishment so as not to be too worn out for Maxwell, Leah obeyed Huck immediately. Leaving the dressing room Leah found Huck waiting by her cage, which had been placed onto a dolly for transport. She waited as Huck quickly bound her hands behind her back using the same scarlet ribbon from earlier. Once it was tied, Leah climbed inside the cage.

“Do you think this is it, sir?” she asked Huck as he rolled her down her favorite corridor in the manor. Designed to instill a sense of dread and apprehension, the cream-colored wallpaper at the entrance lost its hue at an imperceptibly slow rate, gradually becoming gray; at the same time, the hardwood floor creaked more loudly and the air blowing from the vents grew colder and colder. The combined effect was known to weed out a few unprepared trainees long before they ever saw a dungeon.

“Probably,” Huck replied. “You like this guy?”

“So far so good, sir.”

“Want some advice?”

“Okay.”

Huck spun her cage around to face him. “Don’t compromise. Don’t get taken just because you want the wait to end. If he won’t give you what you want, don’t be afraid to walk.”

“Yes, sir.” His words surprised Leah: he sounded genuinely concerned for her happiness.

“Don’t be afraid to leave him if he mistreats you.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And don’t worry. If he’s friends with Harry, how bad can he be?”

Leah smiled. “Yes, sir.” She only wished she’d known; she could have asked Harry a million questions. That’s probably why he didn’t say anything, she realized. So I could make the decision for myself. “Thank you, sir.”

Huck nodded, then resumed pushing the cage along.

Dozens of dungeons of various sizes could be found within BonDouleurs Manor. Though scattered throughout the facility, the main block had ten, ranging from rooms barely larger than a broom closet to expansive spaces capable of accommodating a sizable audience. For Leah, Huck chose his favorite room, Lord’s Vault. Found at the center of the floor, it earned its name for its windowless, sheet metal walls. The vault offered complete privacy, and the interior was large enough to offer numerous pieces of bondage furniture, as well as a fully stocked selection of toys and restraints. Leah’s eyes lit up when she saw the exhaustive array of cuffs, rope, chains, tape, dildos, vibrators, canes, paddles, floggers, whips, gags, clamps and more.

Huck unlocked the cage and bid for Leah to step out. He untied the ribbon around her hands and once again put it in his pocket. A memento? she wondered. She didn’t think Huck was the sentimental type.

He didn’t leave her hands free for long, of course. He transferred her wrists to a set of heavy, steel manacles that hung from the ceiling. Once her hands were secure, she could do little but wait for Maxwell to arrive.

Huck leaned in and gave her a quick peck on the cheek. “Good luck.” With that, he walked out of the vault, not looking back.

Under any other circumstances, being chained in a room like this would have been exactly the kind of stimulation Leah craved, but Maxwell’s imminent arrival made her too nervous to enjoy the moment. Fortunately for her, only a couple of minutes passed before the vault’s door opened once more.

“Hello, Leah,” he said.

“Maxwell, sir,” she replied.

He shut the door behind him and paced around Leah, inspecting her body closely. “Do you like what you see, sir?” she asked.

“I do,” he replied. “You’re a very beautiful woman.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“But I…” Maxwell stopped. He looked around the room as if checking over his shoulder for eavesdroppers. “Look, Leah. I want you to drop the ‘sir this,’ ‘sir that’ routine for now, all right?”

“Yes. I mean, okay.”

He came up to her, put his arms around her and pulled her into his body. He looked into her eyes. “I don’t like to act the way people expect me to,” he explained. “It gets boring. They think because of my wealth that I’m just like every other obscenely wealthy person they’ve ever met. Maybe I’m like them in some ways, but not in every way. One of those ways is that I don’t need to constantly be addressed like I’m the boss. I’d rather save that for when I’m actually acting as your master. Right now we’re just two people seeing if we like each other. You understand?”

Leah nodded.

“Great. So let’s talk a bit, play a bit, and we’ll see what happens. All right?”

“Yeah.” Leah had to admit, Maxwell had thrown off her expectations completely. She enjoyed addressing her various masters in a way that befits their position over her. However, she was comforted and intrigued by his relaxed, casual demeanor; she didn’t mind different, as long as it was a good different.

“Since this is going to be a primarily sexual relationship, I think the best way to start is to go through what turns you on,” said Maxwell. He took a step back and browsed the racks of toys and restraints. He picked out a handful of items, starting with a big, red ball gag, which he stuffed into Leah’s mouth. “You like being bound and gagged, I take it?”

Leah nodded, moaning as he caressed her dripping crevice.

“If I take you as my pet, you would live with me in my 60th-floor penthouse. When I’m not at home, or when we’re not playing, I’d keep you in a cage. Sound good?”

The contractions Leah felt inside gave her all the answer she needed. She nodded again.

Maxwell found a set of nipple clamps to his liking and attached them to Leah’s breasts, tightening them until Leah hollered in agony.

“I was extremely impressed by the flogging you took earlier. If you were my pet, you would accept that I would punish you?”

“Mmm hmm,” she mumbled.

“You would accept that sometimes when I punished you it was just because I get off on watching suffering?” He attached another set of clamps, this time to her tender lower lips. She squealed and shook as the clamps cruelly gripped her sensitive flesh, but she nodded.

“You would serve my needs, without expectation of reward, when and where I desire it?” He picked out a buttplug and a tube of lubricant from the toys; he popped the cap on the tube and squeezed its contents out into his hands.

“Uh huh.”

He ran his hands between her cheeks, spreading the lube all around. He poured out more from the tube directly onto her skin, then used a finger to guide some of the lube inside her tight bud.

“You would agree to respecting my word as law, and that you have no further say in matters to which you’ve already agreed.”

Leah moaned as Maxwell pressed the plug against her back entrance. She couldn’t be sure, but it felt like he’d picked the longest, largest plug available; not that she minded.

“Uh… huh!” Her mumbled affirmation turned into a howl as the widest part of the plug penetrated and the rest slid inside. She moaned as the sense of fullness compounded the pain she already felt.

“And you would accept that as my slave, you would not lead a normal life? You would not be free to leave my company without my permission. Unless you were planning to leave permanently…”

Leah nodded, though this was the part that scared her the most. She felt in her heart the need to submit, to be owned by somebody full-time, but actually making that leap would take a great deal of courage. The decision was made easier by a relatively sparse life outside of the manor. Most of her friends she had known through Sean, her former fiance. Following their breakup, she lost contact with them. Good riddance, she’d thought at the time, realizing in hindsight that they were all just as awful as him. For the same reason, she hardly spoke to her family. Rather than being supportive, like Rebecca, they had been furious about having to cancel a wedding at the last minute. And as far as her career went, she’d only recently graduated from college, and had only been at her job for a few months. She knew after the first week that she could take it or leave it.

Spending weekends in rope and chains at the manor, on the other hand, was something she found she couldn’t live without.

“Mmm hmm,” she replied, moaning from the assortment of sensations flooding her senses.

“Again,” said Maxwell. He cupped her face in his hands and looked straight into her eyes. “This is what you want?”

Leah nodded and didn’t stop until Maxwell smiled and let go.

“Good. Now, let’s get to some specifics. Did you enjoy having your breasts flogged earlier?”

“Uh huh.”

“And you like having them clamped?”

She nodded.

“Your pussy too?”

“Mmm.”

“And you like having your ass plugged?”

She laughed through her gag and gave a long, protracted nod as if to say, Yes, dammit. I like all of it!

Maxwell smacked her backside with his hand. The impact smarted, and it had the added bonus of jostling the plug within her and causing the chains connected to her clamps to shake. Leah writhed at first, then sighed. To her added delight, Maxwell began undressing.

His tuxedo jacket and tie he folded neatly and set down on a table in the corner. He unbuttoned his shirt slowly, watching Leah as she unabashedly watched him reveal his broad, muscular chest. When he tossed the shirt aside, Leah felt her knees grow weak, and would have fallen if not for the cuffs holding her wrists aloft.

Sensing her increasing agitation, Maxwell took his time in walking toward her while unbuckling his pants. When he dropped them to his feet, presenting the massive tent in his boxers, it was as if his package were a magnet: Leah stood on her toes to bring her hips closer, desperate to have his cock inside her.

When Maxwell lowered his boxers, a mixture of relief and hunger rose up within Leah. Though she never would admit it to herself, one of her deal breakers was cock size. She’d had enough of men with disappointing equipment — like her ex-fiance, Sean. She had no intention of being owned by somebody whose rod couldn’t fill her properly. She liked to believe her need was purely physical, though she had considered another possibility: that she desired a man with a massive cock simply because of how much she hated Sean. Regardless, she knew what she wanted, and Maxwell had it.

Oh, does he have it, she thought as it slid into her clamped lips and dug deep inside her chamber.

Leah shuddered blissfully as Maxwell thrust his hips. He planted kisses along her collarbone and clutched her by her backside, nudging the plug so it rubbed against his cock from within her.

“You like being stuffed?” he grunted as she bounced in his embrace.

“Uh huh,” she said between breaths. She could barely keep up.

“You like fucking while you’re bound, unable to get away?”

“Uh…. huh…”

He swatted her bottom in time with his thrusts. “You get off on not being in control?”

She moaned and nodded.

“You enjoy being told what to do?”

“Mmm.” Leah couldn’t hold back the orgasm that was on the verge of bursting. Inside she knew she should try to ask for permission, but had no will to do so. All she wanted was to enjoy the immense pleasure. Maxwell could have asked her anything, and she would have agreed with it, if only he would keep drilling her.

He didn’t though: he stopped abruptly and pulled out, just as she was on the brink. Confused, she wailed and thrashed, begging with her eyes and body for him to come back and finish the job.

Instead, he paced back and forth with his hands at his sides. “But you don’t like being denied, do you?”

Looking down at the ground miserably, Leah shook her head and wept.

“Leah, I do like it. I love teasing my pets, driving them to the edge and holding them there. It makes for a much bigger payoff in the end.”

Leah nodded solemnly. She knew he was right, even though she hated it.

“Look at me, Leah. Look at my cock.” She obeyed, taking in the sight of it. “That wasn’t easy for me either, but I did it anyway, and not because I wanted to. I needed to see how you’d react.”

Leah looked up at him in disbelief. She had endured many cruel tests throughout her training at the manor, but this exceeded them all.

Maxwell reached behind her head and took out the gag. “You look pissed,” he observed.

She didn’t care if he was a billionaire, she wasn’t going to hold back. “That was seriously fucking twisted,” she said.

“Says the woman chained to the ceiling with a buttplug in her ass.”

“Funny. But I don’t play tricks like that on people and expect them to enjoy it.”

Maxwell rushed up to Leah and grabbed her by the hair. He pulled her head back and used his other hand to massage her crotch. Despite her fury, he found she was still dripping.

“Who said anything about you enjoying it? You’re not supposed to enjoy being denied. You’re supposed to feel frustrated and angry. You’re supposed to learn something. That way when you do finally come, you appreciate the gift you’ve been given. And judging by how wet you are, I’d say you already understand that.”

Leah hated to agree with him, but there was truth in what he said: every time she’d been denied during her training, the orgasms that came afterward always rocked her harder than any others. They never failed to blast her into subspace and keep her there until whoever was training her felt she had enough.

“Yeah, maybe. But that was still cruel as fuck,” she said at last.

Maxwell poked a finger inside Leah’s sodden orifice and continued to massage it. “Yeah, I’m gonna be cruel sometimes. But I promise it will always be worthwhile. Now, ask me if you can come and see what happens.”

Leah fought it for a second, but then smiled at him. “May I come, sir?”

“Yes, but let’s do this right.” Maxwell walked around the dungeon, selecting a few other toys and a bundle of rope. “Do you know what fascinates me, Leah?”

“What’s that?”

“The existence of the world around me that I cannot see. Everything from microscopic particles to whatever is on the other side of a wall. I’m especially tickled by things that are constantly happening, even though I’m not there to see it.” As he explained, he poured lube on a gigantic vibrating dildo and spread it into an even coat. “Right now there’s a man sitting at a security desk in the lobby of my building. Technically, I’m just assuming. I’m not there, so I don’t actually know for sure.”

Leah groaned as the dildo separated her folds and slowly worked its way into her inviting chasm.

“Still, I have no reason to think he’s not at his desk like he belongs. I just love thinking about the fact that I know he’s there, even if nobody is around to see it. And it could be anything like that: a sign on the side of the road with lights that are always flashing, or a forgotten satellite in orbit that still transmits a signal.

“But, do you know what that has to do with you?”

“No,” she whispered, barely able to speak as he tied a rope around her waist. He extended a cord down through the loop he made and between her legs; he ran it tightly along the bases of the dildo and plug, then tied the rope off behind her waist, locking the toys inside her.

“Leah, what really turns me on more than anything else is applying this fascination to a pet in bondage. If I tied you up and left you somewhere, I would know that you are still there, even though I couldn’t see you. That would drive me wild.”

Leah trembled as Maxwell dropped pairs of weights onto the chains of her clamps, causing them to pull harder on her nipples and her lower lips. Using a remote control switch on the dungeon’s wall, Maxwell lowered the chains that held Leah’s wrists, allowing her to drop to her knees.

“Maybe you’re just in a cage, napping. Maybe you’re bound in an elaborate suspension, utterly unable to move. Either way, I won’t be there, but I will be thinking about you.”

Maxwell crouched down, then reached between Leah’s legs and found the switch to the vibrator. She lurched when he turned it on, the sudden stimulation flooding her with euphoria.

Quickly, he brought his rock hard cock to Leah’s mouth. “As soon as I come, you can come too.”

Needing no further encouragement, Leah swallowed his shaft, sealing her lips and latching on with her tongue. Maxwell groaned as she worked strenuously, trying to get him to come before she lost control. The vibrator shook with ferocious power, and Leah knew she couldn’t keep her orgasm at bay for long. As Maxwell had promised, it was building up to a much more powerful climax than the one she nearly enjoyed earlier.

Despite Leah’s energetic work, Maxwell lasted long after she thought he would finish. She tried to focus on just his cock and her mouth, shutting out everything else. It helped for a time, but soon the numerous sources of stimulation inside and around her body forced their way back into her perception; when they did she squealed and writhed.

However, hearing and feeling her struggle pushed Maxwell over the edge, and most of his load shot out into her mouth. He quickly pulled out his cock so that the remaining bursts could land on her face.

Leah didn’t even feel the warm, sticky mess on her skin. Her orgasm carried her into subspace and dominated her senses so fully she also didn’t feel Maxwell replacing her ball gag. Once it was wedged firmly between her teeth, he took a step back and watched as she came again and again.

—

Leah regained her composure a little at a time. The afterglow of her orgasms left her body warm and tingly; she wondered if Maxwell had bothered to count how many times she’d peaked.

Feeling the clamps and plugs removed from her body stirred her back to awareness; in particular, pain. Every part of her seemed to throb all at once. She even felt it in her jaw when the gag came out again.

“So, Leah. I think I know all I need to know about you,” said Maxwell. “What would you like to know about me?”

“Do you live locally?” she said, still not quite ready to think of anything deeper.

“In the city proper, yes. Only twenty minutes away from here by helicopter.”

Leah smiled; wanting to live close to Rebecca was one of the biggest challenges she thought she’d face in finding an owner. “What about your work? How busy are you with it?”

“It varies. You know how people see billionaires as workaholics who are constantly trying to make the next deal?”

“Yeah?”

Maxwell grinned. “That ain’t me. What’s the point of having more money than you know how to spend if you’re still trying to make more? Most of the time I’m happy to let my very competent staff run the company — that’s FrostGen, by the way — so I can enjoy myself. Except during the occasional crisis or conference, you can expect me to be around most of the time.”

“Good,” she said. “And are you going to want me all to yourself, or do you think you’ll share me with others?”

“At first you’ll belong to me and no one else, but later I’ll share you. Is that a problem?”

Leah laughed. “Not at all. You might want to ask Harry about my first visit to the manor.”

“I will. What else?” As he asked, he began getting dressed, zipping up his pants.

“Do you travel a lot?”

“Oh yes. When you have a private jet, you use it.” He fixed his necktie, then reached for his jacket.

“And you’d take me with you?”

“As much as possible. What else?”

Leah thought about her next question as Maxwell released her cuffs. She wanted to lie down with him and rest, but she realized the Lord’s Vault was not a dungeon for relaxation: it had no bed or couches. She stood up to relieve her knees from the hard cement floor. Finally, she said, “If you own me, are you going to want to talk, and get to know each other? Or do you just want to treat me as your plaything? And do you own any other women? For that matter, you don’t have a wife, do you?” Leah’s brows furrowed at the thought of being his other woman.

Maxwell snorted. “No, I’m not married, and I have no other slaves right now. As for our personal relationship… my inclination would be to see what happens. I don’t like to rule things out. Do you have a preference?”

“I don’t know,” she said. She hadn’t even thought about it. “I like what you said. Let’s see. I want to be owned, but if it was also something more… well, that’s how it happened with Harry and Rebecca.”

“Right.” Holding a small length of fine, white rope, he beckoned for Leah to come close. “That brings me to an important question,” he said as he tied her hands behind her back. “How long do you think you’ll want to be owned by me?”

This was another question Leah hadn’t thought much about. “Can we wait and see on this as well? I’d like to say for as long as we’ll have each other. I’ve never been owned before. I think that I will love it and not look back, but I can’t say for sure. Have you had other pets who have known?”

“I have,” Maxwell said as he helped her back into her cage. “Some of my previous pets have said, up front, six months, or a year. As if they were an apartment to be leased. But I wanted them, and those were their terms, so I agreed.”

Leah sighed as the cage door clicked, locking her back in. Maxwell continued, “I understand that with first-time slaves, the situation is experimental in nature. That comes with drawbacks, but also benefits. I’m going to do things to you that no one has done before. I’m going to teach you more about being a good pet, things that you can’t learn at the manor. There’s a lot of fun to be had in breaking in a young, new slave. So I’m willing to play it by ear.”

“Thank you,” said Leah. The more she listened to him speak, the more surprised she was by his manner. She’d serviced plenty of millionaires at past Expos; she expected a billionaire to be the same as them, only more narcissistic demanding. She’d been seduced by men who portrayed overflowing self-confidence, only to find out their bravado masked deep insecurities. Maxwell, on the other hand, did not portray anything. He said what he meant and he meant what he said. Leah could tell that he liked her, and wanted to own her, but that he would give it to her straight if she didn’t suit his needs. She had a good feeling about him.

“One last thing. What am I to call you? Sir? Master? Max?”

”‘Sir’ is fine. ‘Master’ is fine. ‘Maxwell’ is fine when we’re out in public or not playing in any way. But do not call me Max. Nobody calls me that.”

Leah smiled. “As you wish, sir.”

Maxwell opened the door to the vault and pushed Leah’s cage out into the hall. Waiting for her was Huck. “Mr. Frost. Leah. If you’re ready, I’ll take you back to the party.”

“Yes, please,” said Maxwell. He let Huck take charge of pushing her cage back through the corridor. He positioned her cage so that she was facing forward; she wished he would turn her around she could look backward.

According to procedure, Maxwell still had to deliver his decision to Dillinger Stamp in person, while Leah had to tell Huck in private. They could both choose to accept each other, reject each other, or request an additional meeting. Matches in results would be reported. If a conflict arose from multiple acceptances, the parties involved would be spoken to privately. Depending on their answers, Leah might be about to embark on a journey into the life of her dreams, or she might end up crying herself to sleep in her cell.

In reality, however, she knew that this would be her last time being led, carried or otherwise moved through BonDouleurs Manor as a trainee. It would also most likely be a long time until she returned, relatively speaking. She’d attended training nearly every weekend for almost a year; she thought of the manor as home as much as anywhere else. Being away from it would be strange; like graduating from college and not seeing the campus again for years, if ever. She wanted to look back at the dungeons she knew so well — she’d have plenty of time to look forward soon enough — but she couldn’t complain, and soon their trip back was done.

When they reached the grand hall, Leah discovered that the other trainees had already been assembled; she was the last to return. She wasn’t particularly surprised: the others only met with one suitor, and they would have only been speaking or playing long enough to determine if they wanted a second meeting. She and Maxwell had accomplished the entire process in a single go.

Well, this will be the last time I keep them waiting, Leah thought.

“Do I have to ask?” said Huck as he finished wheeling her into position.

“Please tell them I accept, sir. And thank you for your training. I hope this isn’t farewell, Huck.”

“It isn’t. See you.” Huck nodded to her with a barely perceptible smile, then left to convey her answer. She watched as Stamp nodded, then signaled the band to wind down.

“Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for your patience. I hope you’ve been enjoying the night’s entertainment. We are now ready to release the results the first round.”

Conversations died out in seconds and silverware stopped clinking against plates. Everybody in the room was eager to hear the results: the trainees and the suitors had the most at stake, but in a room full of millionaires, a few wagers had to have been proposed amongst the guests.

“Six of the trainees have requested secondary meetings. Two of the trainees have a conflict to resolve. One trainee has been accepted by a suitor. Congratulations to Leah and her new owner!”

Inside her cage, Leah felt like the winner of an international beauty pageant. Her jaw fell as tears broke free; all she could do was look around the room, bowing her head in gratitude as thunderous ovation shook the building. She caught sight of Maxwell in the crowd: for the sake of manor protocol and his own privacy, he acted the same as everyone else present, but he winked when his eyes met Leah’s.

“The second round begins now,” Stamp continued when the roar subsided. “Suitors, you will receive messages about your next meetings. Trainees, Huck will speak with you, except for Leah: you stay put.” The crowd laughed again as Leah nodded, still too overwhelmed to do anything else. “As for Leah’s buyer: make all the arrangements you need. Talk to me if there’s a problem. As for everyone else, enjoy yourselves!”

Leah watched as Maxwell mingled with the other guests, careful not to stare at him too long. Everyone in the room knew she was his, but rules are rules. When he’d made the rounds and introduced himself to most of the manor’s clients, he pulled his phone out of his pocket and stepped out into the lobby.

Leah wondered what his “arrangements” would include. Obviously, he had to pay the manor for her months of training. Hopefully he was purchasing all of the equipment that had been specifically made for her, like her custom-fitted straight jackets and chastity belts. And since he was friends with Harry, she suspected he would buy or already owned several of Harry’s more devious inventions.

And if he doesn’t, I’ll drop a few hints, she thought.

As the rounds of the Expo came and went, and more trainees were paired off with eager suitors, Leah grew more and more impatient. It figures: even though it’s finally over, I still have to wait. Her wistful nostalgia for the manor was evaporating in anticipation of what lie ahead. She was ready, but with no choice but to be patient, she stood in her cage and enjoyed the firm grip of the rope around her wrists.

It took six rounds, but the Expo ended with six of the trainees, including Leah, being owned by happy clients. The other three would return to the program and try again at the next Expo. In her head, Leah wished them luck.

“Ladies and gentlemen, this concludes the Expo,” said Stamp. “I want to thank you all again for being a great crowd. I look forward to seeing most of you again next time. We have lots more trainees who will be eligible for owners in the coming months, so if you aren’t one of tonight’s buyers, come back soon.”

As he spoke, manor staff began wheeling away the trainees who had not been bought. Stamp approached the rest and said, “Ladies, thank you for your patience tonight. I will now bind each of you as your owners have requested.”

Fortunately for Leah, her position as last in the line of cages no longer mattered: she had been the only trainee to find a suitor in the opening round, and hence was now first in line. Stamp opened her cage and untied the rope around her wrist. He opened up a large steamer chest that had been set in front of him. The first object he pulled out was a metal waistband with neoprene rubber siding. Leah’s fluids began to drip as she recognized it immediately: a chastity belt. Considering his penchant for denial, Leah wasn’t surprised. The only question was, how long would she be wearing it? For all she knew, he was going to keep her in it for the entire first month, just to torment her.

If that is his will, so be it, she thought. She had made her decision and was determined to stand by it.

Leah soon discovered that Maxwell hadn’t picked out just a belt for her: it came with several additional pieces to ensure her total obedience. A matching collar was secured around her neck, as were cuffs around her wrists and ankles. A pair of bands were fitted around her upper thighs; a short chain connected them to each other, and two more chains connected the thigh bands to the belt, meaning Leah would not be able to spread her legs or move them very easily. More chains were then added, connecting the cuffs on her wrists to one another, and both were linked to the belt; all of it was secured using a series of padlocks. Finally, a shiny chest piece was fitted around her breasts, preventing any self-stimulation. Leah thought the piece looked like something a warrior woman in a fantasy story would wear; like it was a piece of armor. Finally, a set of heavier chains were fed through a metal ring at the top of the chest piece; Stamp draped them over her shoulders and joined them together at the back of the chest piece.

Though she had seen such outfits worn, she had yet to don one herself. The feeling was confining in a way she’d never experienced. Though she could walk and move her hands, and was thus nowhere near in bondage as tightly as she usually found herself, her movement was restricted enough that it gave a firm sense of being controlled. Furthermore, she knew that soon she would want to satisfy her growing arousal, but would be completely incapable. Somewhere Maxwell had the key to all of the locks; she doubted he would relinquish it just because she asked politely.

“Come,” said Stamp after he finished locking in the last piece of her belt. “Your owner is waiting, and I have five more girls to tie up.”

The audience of the manor cheered so loudly that Leah could still hear it when she exited the building. She could hear it despite the overpowering sound of a helicopter’s engine warming up in preparation for flight.

When she turned to look back through the windows of the reception hall, she saw the guests lined up and waving. Fresh tears welled up as she waved back to them as best she could. Her sorrow quickly turned to pain as she felt Stamp’s hand smack her backside, the one exciting place on her body not fully covered by the belt. “As sorry as I am to see you go too, your owner is waiting,” he said.

“Yes, sir. Thank you for everything, sir. I’m sure Mr. Frost will want to bring me back here for additional training.”

“I hope so. I’ll look forward to it. Now go.”

Leah nodded and hastened her pace to the chopper. As she got closer, she saw Maxwell standing outside; he came out to reach her as the rotors began to spin, flattening the grass around them in waves.

“You ready?” he shouted.

“Yes, sir!”

He helped her get inside the helicopter, buckled her in and put a headset on for her. A minute later the ground fell away beneath them and they were aloft. Leah had never flown in a helicopter before and found herself delighted by everything: the height, the view, the sound and especially the vibration.

“You think this is good,” Maxwell said to her through their headsets. “Next time you ride in this, you’ll be plugged and feeling every single vibration very, very deeply.”

“Sounds wonderful. Thank you, Master.”

Maxwell wrapped his arm around her as she stared out the window at the lights of the city below. It was enough for Leah in that moment to enjoy the majesty of the glowing metropolis and the warmth of Maxwell’s body against hers; In just a few minutes they would arrive at his penthouse, and her real journey would begin.
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Maxwell sat back down in his recliner and watched as Leah stretched her arms as much as she could from inside her cage. When she was done, she settled back in, staring at her master expectantly. They both grinned, unable to help themselves. I never imagined this could be so perfect, Leah thought.

It took less than a minute for Finn to arrive. He carried a large, metal platter covered in a flawlessly reflective dome. He removed it to reveal a platter of scrambled eggs, cubes of melon and a glass of milk, then set the platter down on top of the cage. Maxwell came over to let Leah out, but before he did he retrieved a set handcuffs from his jacket pocket. Once Leah stepped out of the cage, she presented her hands for the cuffs.

“Behind your back,” Maxwell corrected.

“But master, how am I supposed to eat like that?”

“Pets don’t eat. Pets are fed.”

Leah felt the blood rush to her cheeks and bowed her head. “Yes, master,” she muttered, trying to hide the joy from her face. She turned around so Maxwell could cuff her, then knelt down on the floor.

Finn turned and left as Maxwell picked up the plate of eggs and fed them to Leah, spoonful by spoonful. Though her fluids ran, Leah couldn’t help feeling slightly frustrated: she’d developed a strong appetite, and Maxwell was feeding her at a maddeningly slow pace. Patience, she reminded herself, and dutifully ate as slowly as her master desired.

“Now, are you ready to see something very nice?” he asked when they finished.

“Yes, sir.”

He helped her to her feet, then retrieved a key from his pocket and unlocked her cuffs. “Do you like handcuffs?” he asked.

“Yes, master.”

“I like them too, but I prefer rope.” He took out a fresh bundle from the cabinet next to her cage and began tying her wrists again. “Do you have a preference?”

“Rope, sir…”
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“So, tell me about this special project of yours.” said Rebecca.

“No. It’s a surprise. First, your up front payment.”

“Fine,” she said, despite being annoyed at having to wait longer for the big reveal.

“Your usual?” he asked.

“I think so,” Rebecca replied, knowing it would please him. After all, he enjoyed it as much as she did.

“Good. Let’s get started,” he said, unbuttoning his shirt. She waited until it was off, taking in the sight of his gorgeous chest. When she saw it, her crevice, which was already wet, began dripping. She’d taken enough psychology classes to recognize the effect of classical conditioning. Seeing him meant one thing for sure: the stage was set for a series of orgasms. If they only knew, Rebecca thought, thinking of her friends. How jealous they’d be. They were always complaining about their lovers, who were either selfish or incompetent. Harry was neither. He had his fun on nights like these, but she left each time with the afterglow of ecstasy still burning inside her.

When he was mostly undressed, she slipped off the straps of her dress and let it fall to the floor. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Harry took her in his arms and planted his lips against hers. She shut her eyes and let herself be taken by the moment. He ran a hand through her long, brown hair, then brought it down to her breast. She traced her hand up and down his thick, powerful thighs.

“Let’s move this to the bedroom,” he said, after they’d made out for a while.

Rebecca giggled. “Bedroom,” he’d called it. The term was relative. “Okay,” she said.

In one swift move, Harry reached under her and picked her up. She let out a surprised whoop and then cackled with glee. She was thin and short — petite — but he picked her up like she weighed no more than a pillow. She should have known he was even stronger than he looked.

She looked into his steely eyes as he carried her effortlessly through his workshop to the so-called bedroom. Indeed there was a queen-sized bed, and he gently set her down upon it. Next to the bed was a nightstand, but the resemblance to a real bedroom ended there. No walls separated the area from the rest of the workshop, and there were no lamps or alarm clocks or wardrobes. The bed didn’t have a blanket or comforter, just a mattress, fitted sheet and pillows, all white.

Harry opened the drawer of the nightstand and retrieved a few bundles of rope and a thick, red ball gag. “I have a hard time believing that of all the things at my disposal, this is your favorite,” he said.

“Ropes are like chocolate,” Rebecca replied. “They’re cheap and simple, but they always satisfy.”

“Yes, but then that makes me a master confectioner, and you’re asking for Milk Duds.”

“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.

“Quiet,” Harry ordered. “Spread your legs.”
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