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"If Leah hadn’t been such a good pet, I’m not sure I would have approved of this experiment. It’s going to limit my options a little,” said Maxwell.

“Master, I’ll still pleasure you every day,” said Leah. “And I don’t mind if you bring in others. Your happiness is what I want, sir.”

Maxwell picked Leah up out of her seat and kissed her softly. He held her in his arms, keeping her close, feeling the fresh welts on her bottom. Leah breathed in sharply at the jolt of pain and felt a powerful ache between her legs. What am I doing? This is going to be impossible!

As their tongues danced together in her mouth, dozens of men began entering the conference room all at once. They took their seats, opened briefcases, plugged in laptops and whispered into each others’ ears.

When Maxwell finally broke off their kiss, tears had formed in Leah’s eyes. “Don’t be sad, pet. You could open up a part of yourself that has been a mystery all your life. You could find a clarity most people never achieve. The sacrifice will be difficult, but I promise, it will not go unrewarded. Now, I’d like you to do something for me, OK?”

Leah nodded. “Of course, master.”

He kissed her forehead. “Put all this out of your mind, and just enjoy yourself. Be in the moment. I know Harry is going to show you a good time. And when I’m done with my business, I’m going to join in.”

“Yes, sir.” She smiled, burying her apprehension deep into her heart, and letting the rest of it fill with her master’s warmth and promises.

Harry took her wrists and fastened manacles around them. The two cuffs were connected to chains that hung down from the ceiling. With the press of a button on his phone, the two chains receded into the ceiling until Leah’s arms were fully spread and her feet barely touched the ground.

“OK,” said Maxwell. “Gotta go.” He stepped out into the conference room and greeted the assembly.

“Good afternoon, everyone. Thank you for coming. Let’s begin.”
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Desired By the Kinky Billionaire


Leah rested on the floor of the den. Curled up into a little ball, she felt relaxed and warm. The ends of her lips rose in a smile and she closed her eyes. She wanted to expand her other senses and enjoy everything she could perceive. The luscious throw rug under her body. The exquisite orchestra music playing through the penthouse entertainment system. The aroma of cognac her master sipped. The feel of his hand stroking her head when he occasionally reached down to touch her. The heat coming off his skin as Leah nuzzled up against his calves.

Most of all, she perceived the ropes pulling her arms behind her back, and tasted the thick rubber ball spreading her jaw. Those were her favorite, of course.

She’d lazed about in a puddle around Maxwell’s feet for hours. She occasionally looked up into his handsome face, eyes tracing the shape of his chiseled jaw. She’d think about running her hands through his thick, luscious hair, or being held in his arms, which were toned and rock hard. Thankfully for her, he happily let her stay on the ground next to him while he read trade journals, listened to the world’s greatest composers and occasionally played with his pet’s bare body. Every time he’d poke or squeeze or yank something she’d giggle and moan, then go back to basking in her serene state.

For all the months she’d spent cooped up in her master’s dungeon, experiencing one intense predicament after another, she found simply being present with Maxwell, ensnared in a submissive position, was enough to send her to the heights of arousal.

Is this tantric? she wondered. Is this what they do?

She’d never studied the practice, but she had learned all about sustaining long periods of excitement without resolution. She’d suffered the cruel trick of denial, whereby her pleasure was withheld while her need was exacerbated. She loved to hate it, or hated to love it, or maybe both. For all the frustration it caused, the reward would be that much greater for it.

Yet, there was nothing frustrating about her current state. Bound and gagged at Maxwell’s feet, she felt a contentment that could only be replaced — not increased. Should her master decide to pleasure her, she would be grateful for it, but she didn’t need it immediately. She could wait. She could simply exist in the moment, knowing her man was right there beside her, and she was ready to serve him, whenever he desired.

It was perfect.

“You know I’m going to have to go soon,” said Maxwell.

Leah whined softly.

“Not yet. An hour or so.”

“Mmm,” she purred. One could have a lot of fun in an hour.

She yelped in surprise as Maxwell lifted her up off the floor and perched her on his lap. “I know you don’t want me to go. I don’t really want to leave you here either.”

Leah nodded, nuzzling her nose against his gray, pinstriped suit. She wanted to play with his patterned blue tie, but he would be cross if she wrinkled it before his big meeting.

Maxwell didn’t like to attend FrostGen meetings. He owned the company: he had people to run it for him. Yet, every once in a while, a serious matter required his attention, and he had to take a break from playing with his pet.

Just part of the billionaire lifestyle. Leah accepted it, but she didn’t have to like it.

“What would you say if I had a way to take you with me, to the meeting?” he asked.

“Mmm!” she trilled, eyes wide like saucers. But how?

“You won’t be in the board room with me, but you’ll be close.” He pulled a pair of glasses out of his pocket and put them on. “I’ll be able to see you, and you’ll know when I’m watching.”

Leah laughed and wriggled on his lap in pleasure. Clearly her master had something interesting planned.

“Do you think you can be a good pet for me until then, and do what I say?”

Leah nodded furiously, smiling behind her gag as a line of drool escaped her lips.

“Wonderful. Now, lie down on my lap. Present your bottom. Hey, Finn!” he shouted, calling for his butler. “Bring me a plug, please.”

“What kind sir?” the query came over the intercom.

“Oh, I know you’ll pick out a good one, Finn.”

Leah turned her head so it could rest on the couch. Her feet dangled in the air, her knees on the couch’s armrest. She felt the wetness spreading between her thighs and hoped Maxwell wasn’t getting too much on his pants. Not that he’d particularly mind, but she would feel guilty. He was powerful enough that he could walk into the meeting in sandals and a pair of boxers and no one would dare say a word, but he had a fondness for decorum.

The butler arrived carrying a thick, rubber plug with a wide, flared base. He also brought a bottle of lube, which Maxwell hadn’t asked for verbally, but the request was implied. Finn had been working for Maxwell for many years, and the familiarity between the two allowed for much to remain unspoken.

“OK, here it comes.”

Maxwell pressed the plug against her tight bud gently at first as the butler walked away, giving them their privacy, such as it was. Leah grunted as the toy spread apart her back entrance, but sighed as the arcs of pain dulled into a steady throb. After enough pushing, the widest part of the toy penetrated her orifice, and the rest slid in quickly. Leah gasped as the remainder suddenly found its way home; she knew it was going to happen, but that didn’t prevent her from experiencing the shock each time. For this she was glad: she liked for the sensation to still feel new. She never wanted to get used to the pain, or it wouldn’t keep her sharp.

“There we go,” said Maxwell. “It looks wonderful, my pet. So cute, sticking out of you like that.” He tapped the base of the plug, causing Leah to moan as it shifted inside of her. “Now, have you been a good pet?”

“Mmm,” Leah hummed. He was just playing with her now. You know I have, master.

“I don’t know. You could just be saying that.”

“Nuh uh.”

“No? Well, I think I should give you a spanking now, just in case.”

Oh, yes.

“What do you think? Do you deserve a spanking?”

Define “deserve.”

“I’m just kidding, I’m going to spank you either way.” Maxwell swatted her cheek softly but rapidly, increasing the speed and intensity gradually. He focused on the same cheek, punishing it until her skin burned. Leah shrieked and cried as the torment grew, amplified by the plug in her backside.

When he stopped, she shuddered in his lap, writhing in ecstasy.

“Would you look at that. I only did one side. Why didn’t you say something, pet?”

Leah moaned and ground her hips against her master’s legs. Stop being funny and keep going, please, she thought. She whined and bucked, wanting to feel his hand against her once more.

Maxwell didn’t disappoint. After stroking her hair a few times and caressing her leg from heel to calf, he resumed his routine, only this time on the untouched cheek. He used both hands, thumping her soft flesh like a drum. She squealed and wriggled as his smacks landed without interruption, painting her skin pink. She strained against her rope bonds, which held her arms in a box tie. With her arms tied against one another, they were kept out of the way of her bottom, but also tied comfortably enough to maintain the position for hours. Leah would have gladly stayed this way all day, if her master didn’t have other responsibilities.

When he finished tormenting her, she groaned in pleasure. The pain was exquisite, radiating heat and overwhelming her other senses. Yet, within that physical ailing, there was an understanding that turned the sensation into one she craved: honored servitude. She had pleased her master, and that was what mattered most.

A few weeks prior to that day she had proposed a to Maxwell a test to see whether her submission gave her the same fulfillment if it came without the guarantee of reciprocity. He had always rewarded her for her obedience, bringing her to orgasm day in and day out. Leah wondered if that was what drove her to give of herself to her master, or if she could simply serve him for no other reason than because it gave her satisfaction.

Of course, Maxwell loved the idea: one of his favorite games to play with his pets was denying them pleasure, delaying their release until the need built up to unbearable levels. Leah knew the ache of chastity: she had spent days at a time denied. Yet, she still wasn’t sure if her little experiment had taught her what she needed to know. Maybe Maxwell was spoiling her. Despite his agreement to the proposal, he still gave her pleasure nearly every day.

So, after the spanking, when he stood her up and reached for the magic wand vibrator, she closed her eyes and shook her head.

Surprised, he slipped the gag from her mouth. “What’s wrong?”

“Sir, I’m concerned that you haven’t really honored my request not to always be rewarded.”

He grinned but tried to tamp it down and be serious. “I’ve never had a pet complain about having too many orgasms. But this is important to you, and I appreciate that. As your master, what would you have me do?”

“Thank you, sir. I… I almost hate to ask it. But, I would like for you to keep me in chastity like you did that time before.”

“You mean for a week?” he asked.

“No, sir. Indefinitely.”

Maxwell looked as if Leah had grown a second head. “Indefinitely? Are you sure? And, at what point does it end? Do you wish to simply say, ‘OK, I’m good. Orgasm please,’ or do you want me to decide?”

“Both, sir. When I feel I’ve found the answer, I will ask to be let out of this deal, but you will ultimately decide whether or not I’m ready.”

He sighed and ran his hand through his pet’s hair. “Remember what I told you before, about not finding the answer?”

Leah nodded. “That it could take time, sir. That I may not be able to seek it, that it must come to me.”

“That’s right. You could be putting yourself through hell for nothing. After all, what sort of timetable are you imagining? Another week? A month? Six months?”

A tear formed and trekked down Leah’s cheek at the idea of six months without an orgasm.

“I don’t know, sir.”

He rubbed her back and kissed her forehead. “I will agree to your proposal, but I’d like to add two things.”

“Yes, master.” Leah didn’t have to know what he wanted to agree to it. She trusted Maxwell implicitly.

“The first is that I want to give you a grace period to call this off. One week — if you change your mind at any time within the next seven days, I will not hold it against you at all.”

“Thank you, sir.” She couldn’t argue with this: she didn’t have to exercise the option, but it would be there if she needed it.

“The second is that it starts tomorrow. Today I’m going to wear you out. By the time I’m done, you’re going to need to take a break, I promise.”

Leah shook her head but smiled, knowing that this was a promise on which he could always deliver. “Yes, master. I accept your terms.”

“Good. Now, let’s get you set up. Today you’re going to help motivate me during a major negotiation.”

“Sir?”

“You’ll see.”

—

Maxwell didn’t untie Leah or remove the plug from her backside until they’d ridden more than a dozen flights down the elevator. Leah blushed and squirmed, knowing that the offices of Maxwell’s company lay beneath his penthouse and her dungeon: would he really parade a naked and bound slave through a workplace? Even billionaires had limits to what they could get away with.

However, when the doors opened, Leah breathed a sigh of relief through her gag. The elevator opened up to a small hall, rather than a cubicle farm, and nobody was around. His arms linked through hers, he walked her through the hall and into a massive conference room.

Though empty at the moment, the room was set up to host at least a hundred people by Leah’s count. A pair of tables faced each other, allowing for two adversaries to face one another head on. One group would have a view of the city through the floor-to-ceiling windows, while the other would see gorgeous watercolor paintings acquired by Maxwell throughout the years. The billionaire would sit centrally, ready to lead his company in pitched negotiation.

“You, however,” said Maxwell, “Are going to stay in here.” He guided Leah into a small room positioned between Maxwell’s art collection. A one-way mirror connected the two rooms; Leah felt like some kind of twisted focus group with a front row seat for something few people ever get to see: behind the closed doors of two major companies hashing out a deal.

Except I won’t exactly be focused on them, she thought as Maxwell untied the ropes that bound her.

“Sir,” she said after the gag came out, “Won’t you be able to see me?”

In response, Maxwell winked and took a pair of glasses out of his pocket. “Of course, pet. Using augmented reality, I’ll be able to see through the glass, in a manner of speaking.” He pointed to a camera stuck on the window using a suction pod; positioned at Maxwell’s eye level, Leah had to look up to see it. “This will record what’s going on in here and superimpose the image on the mirror. I alone will be able to see it. And…” He took out a headset from his pocket and inserted it into his ear. “I’ll hear you as well.”

Leah shivered, enraptured at the thought. As much as she loved having an audience watching her be used and punished, the idea of it happening mere feet away from so many people and have them not know it… Yet one other concern crossed her mind.

“But, sir: if you’re out there, will I be in here alone?”

“No, pet. I’ve got somebody coming to keep you company.”

Maxwell let Leah take a seat in a leather waiting room chair until the door to the conference opened. “In here,” said Maxwell, his finger pressed on an intercom button.

A handsome man in his mid-thirties walked in; he wore khakis and a white, button-down shirt with no tie. Leah perked up immediately.

“Hey, Harry!” she said. As husband to Leah’s best friend, Rebecca, and one of the men who oversaw her training and BonDouleurs Manor, as well as a good friend of Maxwell’s, Harry held a beloved place in her heart. Additionally, Maxwell and Harry had a progressive attitude toward sharing their women, as did Leah and Rebecca. If Leah had to choose who would dominate her while Maxwell was busy, Harry would have been at the top of the list.

“Hi, Leah. Good to see you!” He bent down and kissed her cheek. 

“Thanks for coming, Harry. I wanted somebody I can trust with my business in here; I figured you’re my best bet.”

“I’m honored, man. Don’t worry — your business secrets are safe with me. Leah, your secrets, on the other hand, are fair game.”

Maxwell chuckled as Leah whined. Harry’s capacity for sadism was legendary: the bondage and punishment devices he designed could sell for tens of thousands of dollars. Unique and individually crafted, his products routinely ended up on back order for months.

“Well, the situation is even a bit more complicated now.” Maxwell quickly updated Harry on Leah’s request. “So you’re going to really have to give her a challenge. Who knows how long it will be before she comes again?”

Harry rubbed his hands together, and Leah spotted a tent in the crotch of his pants. Like Maxwell, Harry had a particular fondness for keeping women in chastity. His record with Rebecca was ten days, and it was only a matter of time before they attempted to try for twenty. “I think it’s a great idea, Leah. It sounds like this is a part of yourself you need to explore. I just hope you can get through it without undue suffering. I’m sure Rebecca would be happy to help you in any way she can.”

Maxwell’s eyebrow lifted in interest. “Harry, would you want to put Rebecca through the same thing? Create a little solidarity between these two?”

Harry laughed. “Sorry, no. I know it’s been a while since we got back from our honeymoon, but our hearts are still in Tahiti. Maybe in a few weeks, if Leah hasn’t found what she’s looking for.”

A few weeks… Leah hoped it wouldn’t take that long, but she was resolute in her determination to go as far as she had to.

“No problem,” said Maxwell. “I hear you. If Leah hadn’t been such a good pet, I’m not sure I would have approved of this experiment. It’s going to limit my options a little.”

“Master, I’ll still pleasure you every day,” said Leah. “And I don’t mind if you bring in others. Your happiness is what I want, sir.”

Maxwell picked Leah up out of her seat and kissed her softly. He held her in his arms, keeping her close, feeling the fresh welts on her bottom. Leah breathed in sharply at the jolt of pain and felt a powerful ache between her legs. What am I doing? This is going to be impossible! All she could hope for was that Maxwell didn’t make her self-imposed chastity unnecessarily difficult.

As their tongues danced together in her mouth, dozens of men began entering the conference room all at once. They took their seats, opened briefcases, plugged in laptops and whispered into each others’ ears.

When Maxwell finally broke off their kiss, tears had formed in Leah’s eyes. “Don’t be sad, pet. You could open up a part of yourself that has been a mystery all your life. You could find a clarity most people never achieve. The sacrifice will be difficult, but I promise, it will not go unrewarded. Now, I’d like you to do something for me, OK?”

Leah nodded. “Of course, master.”

He kissed her forehead. “Put all this out of your mind, and just enjoy yourself. Be in the moment. I know Harry is going to show you a good time. And when I’m done with my business, I’m going to join in.”

“Yes, sir.” She smiled, burying her apprehension deep into her heart, and letting the rest of it fill with her master’s warmth and promises.

Harry took her wrists and fastened manacles around them. The two cuffs were connected to chains that hung down from the ceiling. With the press of a button on his phone, the two chains receded into the ceiling until Leah’s arms were fully spread and her feet barely touched the ground.

“OK,” said Maxwell. He smacked her ass and squeezed her breast. “Gotta go.” He stepped out into the conference room and greeted the assembly.

“Good afternoon, everyone. Thank you for coming. Let’s begin.”

While Maxwell led the meeting, Harry finished preparing Leah. He tied a chain around her waist, then fed a length through the loop he’d formed and pulled it between her ass cheeks and between her legs. He connected the chain to a pulley hanging from the ceiling, and activated the lift on the pulley, bringing the chain into Leah’s folds. She winced as it dug into her, and concentrated on standing on her toes to relieve the pressure.

“Tell me, Leah: do you understand what purpose you’re here to serve?”

“No, sir.”

Harry nodded. “Today Maxwell has to strike a major deal for FrostGen, but it won’t come easy. That’s why he’s seeing to it personally. You’re here to help motivate him. Sometimes these meetings can go on for the better part of a day. He wants to wrap things up faster than that, so I’m going to see that you are punished and pleasured according to his progress. At regular intervals, you’ll be punished. Whenever he secures a concession or compromise, you’ll be pleasured. Understand?”

“Yes, sir.” The plan sounded fun to her. The thought of being in constant pain for hours and hours intimidated her slightly, but she trusted that Maxwell didn’t become a billionaire without knowing how to get his way during negotiations. She expected to have lots to enjoy as well.

“Ladies and gentlemen, esteemed colleagues: today it is my hope to come to an arrangement that will be mutually beneficial to both FrostGen and Bullworth & Redstone. The upcoming passage of the Stalton Act will create opportunities from coast-to-coast, and it is my belief that a partnership between us will allow us to gain rapid market share, long before anyone else is equipped to match our level of saturation. The only question is, can we settle on terms? I hope so.”

The crowd applauded politely, and Leah smiled.

“How much of the situation do you know about?” asked Harry.

“None of it. Haven’t heard of the Stalton Act, or that other company. Why?”

Harry opened a briefcase that had been set beside the chair. He picked out a flogger and tested swinging it a few times in the air. He brought his arms back, as if he was on the verge of taking a swing at an oncoming fastball, and smacked Leah’s ass with the flogger. She screamed and shook in her bonds, but then sealed her lips shut in horror.

Is this room soundproofed? Maxwell didn’t say! Yet, when she opened her eyes, nobody was looking at the mirror. They were still listening to her master.

“Don’t worry,” said Harry. “Maxwell heard, but nobody else out there did, Still, you might want to think about how much of your pain and pleasure you hold in or let out. Depending on what’s going on, you could inspire him, or distract him.”

Leah sniffed. “Harry. Sir… what should I do?”

At that moment, her attention returned to Maxwell, who said, “In uncertain times, the one thing that never changes is that effort and hard work will always be rewarded.”

Harry grinned. “I think you have your answer.” He caressed Leah’s breasts and massaged them until Leah sustained a long, deep moan.

“Sir, are you really going to do this for hours?”

“Leah, this meeting could go on for a week and I don’t think I’d run out of things to do to your body. I only wish Rebecca was here too. I’m sure she wishes she could be.”

Leah could only imagine how Rebecca felt, knowing her friend was enduring a deliciously sadistic game of bondage and pain while she was stuck in a small graduate student office grading exam papers.

Wish you were here too, Becca.

After a while, Harry’s phone gave a quiet beep. “OK, 15 minutes are up,” said Harry. He reached into the briefcase and pulled out a single white, plastic clothespin. “Where would you like me to start, Leah? Left or right?”

She shuddered as her jaw dropped in disbelief. “Left, sir. And does this mean what I think it means?”

Leah groaned as the pin squeezed her sensitive nipple. Harry smiled and flicked it with his index finger. “Yes. One pin will be added every 15 minutes. But don’t worry, I’ve got lots of pins, just in case this takes a very long time,” he teased.

That’s not what I was worried about. The math was simple enough: at that rate, she’d don four pins per hour, two per breast. At first it would be fairly easy, but the longer Maxwell took, the worse her pain would grow.

With a chill, she realized that the 15-minute pins would certainly not be the only source of pain Maxwell had planned. How many other intervals would carry a specific torment? She wanted to ask, but doubted Harry would say. He’d much rather let her wait and find out.

“If you’re going to have exclusivity on international licensing rights, then you have to grant us a higher percentage of the domestic,” said a woman in a tight, black blazer and pencil dress. Leah didn’t know Claire Redstone, the company CEO and its bargaining principal, but already liked her: she hadn’t expected to see a woman going toe-to-toe with her master at the negotiation.

“Come on. Why should we do that?” Maxwell asked. “B&R can’t legally expand internationally under the Stalton Act, so if you want to build name recognition outside the country, you’re going to have to do it through us, or not at all.”

Leah felt her fluids running down her thighs. Maxwell dominated his professional counterparts in much the same way has his pet: fair but demanding, his baritone voice booming authority.

“What say we table this for now and come back to it later?” Claire proposed.

“Very well,” said Maxwell. “What do you say we move on to lobbying?”

“Of course.”

Leah listened to the continued discussion until Harry’s phone beeped again. This time, however, it played two tones.

“Half an hour. Ready for more?”

“Yes, sir.” One pin on her breast and something else? She assumed the second note indicated a new interval.

As expected, Harry attached a clothespin to her other breast, equaling out the pain in each of them, though the first had already started to throb a bit more dully. Having an asymmetrical punishment somehow made it worse, as the difference between the two kept her focused on it more effectively. As he added more and more clips, the distinction would decline, but that also meant there would be more and more pain. Either way, Leah expected to keep suffering.

Harry retrieved the flogger and tested it out with a graze of Leah’s backside. “Leah, what does a good pet do during a flogging?”

“Count, sir.”

“Correct.” Harry swatted her bottom with a real swing.

“One, sir,” she said. The hit had been hard, but she could take it without losing her composure. She continued to count each flogging, but was surprised when Harry stopped at “Five.”

“Good,” he said, kissing her cheek. “We’ll do this every half hour from here on in. I’m not going to remind you to count.”

“Yes, sir,” Leah sniffed.

Harry set the flogger down and flicked his finger against the pins on her nipples, sending waves of fresh pain through her breasts. She whined and squirmed, but Harry just grinned and paced around her, occasionally poking or prodding her.

Leah tried to focus on Maxwell’s work, but Harry’s constant needling drew away her attention. At 45 minutes, he added another clothespin, right on schedule, followed by another at the one hour mark. However, at that point his phone played three tones.

After the pin clipped her sensitive skin, producing a long, mournful moan from Leah, he started flogging her again. Leah thrashed with each smack but counted them off. To make the session more difficult, Harry threw in an occasional feint, swinging the flogger past her, just close enough that she could feel the rush of air going by.

“Seven,” Leah said instinctively, before she could stop herself.

Harry shook his head and tsk tsked. “Leah, I thought we trained you better than that.”

“I’m sorry, sir.” But he was right: she should have kept her mind in the moment. Harry had punished her many, many times, and eliciting a miscount was not a new trick.

“We start over.”

Leah nodded and reset her count. This time, she tried to shut out all other distractions and not count until she felt the lashes against her skin, but she couldn’t help stare at Maxwell. He was looking back at her as Claire spoke.

No sir, listen to her, not me! Leah wordlessly implored.

Maybe the look on her face conveyed her thought because Maxwell turned to his sparring partner. “Look, if you’ll commit to the renewable energy pledge, we’ll cut you in on the Greener Cleaner ad campaign. Sound fair?”

“Absolutely,” said Claire. “The PR will be good for both companies.”

“Wonderful, mark it down.”

Maxwell looked to the mirror and nodded so subtly Leah wasn’t sure if she imagined it or not. Yet, the next thing she felt was the massager of a magic wand vibrator being pressed against her folds. When Harry turned it on, the vibrations traveled through the chain pulled into her crotch, transferring its motion to her clit. Leah threw her head back and moaned as pleasure exploded through her body.

“I haven’t forgotten your one-hour interval punishment, don’t worry. We’ll get to it after you come, Leah. Your master’s successful negotiation takes precedence.”

“Yes… sir,” she panted.

“And you can come whenever you like,” Harry added. “Since this is a special occasion.”

“Thank you… sir.”

Leah pulled with her arms, lifting her body, then lowered herself again, and did so over and over, which created the effect of rubbing herself on the vibrator. Harry chuckled at her effort, but appreciated that she took matters into her own hands.

“Please, sir, harder,” Leah begged, thinking about how this would be one of several orgasms that would have to last her for potentially a long, long time.

“No,” said Harry. “And you have thirty seconds to come, or you’re just going to have to wait for the next one.”

With an anguished wail, Leah squirmed against the vibrator, attempting to feed her desire for contact and stimulation. Her heart pounded as she felt time running out.

Then the pressure broke and Leah shrieked as the orgasm released. The pain of the chain, the clamps and her bound wrists fed into her pleasure from the vibrator, and soon her howling bounced off the walls. Leah shuddered as the negotiation continued on as normal, nobody in the room the wiser, aside from Maxwell. She couldn’t believe how hot it was to her.

She sighed when Harry pulled the vibrator away and turned it off. Her core throbbed happily as she felt her fluids trail down her legs. However, before she knew it, the chain in her crotch began to move, pulling tighter and deeper.

“One hour,” said Harry. 

Leah moaned as the added pain both drew her away from the orgasm’s afterglow and fed her arousal for another. The thought of the chain getting tighter and tighter as the hours passed, and then the part about having to endure it for all those hours… She closed her eyes and bathed herself in the all-too-real fantasy. She barely perceived of the cloth being swabbed over her legs and pussy, collecting all the fluids that had run throughout the course of the hour.

Leah didn’t return to the moment until she heard Harry’s phone beep. She didn’t open her eyes, however; she waited for the next clothespin to bite down on her breast, and soon it did, but Harry didn’t bother her otherwise. He caressed her chest, tracing a finger around her skin, avoiding the pins. Leah shook and moaned, but her mind was lost in Maxwell’s rich voice.

“No, forcing the app to download is out of the question. We’ve never had any trouble enticing users to download it, we’re not starting now,” he said. He didn’t yell, or pound a fist on the table, or rally his subordinates to nod along with him. His tone carried his authority more than enough.

“That’s not good enough, Frost,” said Claire. “We need at least a 20 percent climb in end-user downloads, and I don’t see you reaching that mark on your company’s good will alone.”

Maxwell crossed his arms and leaned back in his seat. “You don’t need 20. You want 20, but you can get by just fine on 15. And we can help you get there, let’s just make a plan. What about offering a free trial period for the premium features?”

Leah marveled at his ability to remain committed to the task at hand while she suffered only a few feet away. She was less surprised by Maxwell’s complete internalization of the business he was dealing with. Every figure presented, he could tell if it was exaggerated and ready to be bargained down; every stumbling block, he had a solution in mind. He knew every card Redstone had to play. He anticipated when his opponent had a legitimate reason to push against his offers, and when she was being obstinate because she felt an imbalance in their game of give-and-take.

“I’ll consider that,” said Claire. “But let’s move on to shipping. We’d like to continue using our company, but we’d be open to change if there’s a better deal on the table.”

Before she knew it, Leah felt another pin on her breast, which gave her the warning she needed to be ready to count floggings. She called out the number each time the lashes stung her ass cheeks, ready for feints and tricks. She reached ten without making a mistake.

“Good, good,” said Harry as he caressed the freshly tormented skin. Leah twisted from his touch, but Harry persisted. Once again she felt a cloth wipe between her legs, catching her fluids. She looked down this time to see that it wasn’t an ordinary rag: it was a pink pair of panties. She moaned, knowing that it would be used to torment her in some way soon enough.

—

The remainder of the hour passed by slowly, as Leah was torn between listening to her master and listening to the pain in her body evoking the need for another orgasm. When the two hour mark arrived, Leah heard four tones, and shivered wondering what new punishment would be added to the retinue.

Harry added the eighth clothespin and waited for Leah to finish whining before flogging her again. The count had now reached twenty, and by the end Leah’s entire backside seemed to smolder. Tears leaked off Leah’s cheeks and chin as her scorched ass absorbed one stroke after another. However, despite the torment, Leah never lost track of the count. The more she listened to Maxwell, the more her training at the manor came back to her.

I can do this, she said. I was meant for this.

After her flogging, Leah felt the chain in her crotch creep a little bit higher, and the pressure on her clit intensified. She took a deep breath, adjusting to the new pain. She could relieve it by lifting up on her tiptoes, or by pulling herself up with her arms, but at two hours into the ordeal, none of her limbs had a large reserve of strength left over.

Leah tensed up as Harry stepped in front of her and cradled her chin in his hand. “All right, Leah. For your two-hour punishment, you get to choose what comes next. I think I’m going to give you a choice between… wearing a blindfold, having these wet panties placed on your head or… clothespins on your labia. It’s up to you.”

Quailing at her options, Leah moaned thinking about each one. The blindfold seemed like the easiest, but she couldn’t bear the thought of not getting to watch Maxwell for the rest of the trial. They could be at this for hours and hours; she’d hate to be in the dark the whole time.

The panties wouldn’t block her vision, but being immersed in her own scent would be repugnant; she wished to push that option back as long as possible. Yet, if she waited on it, Harry would keep using it to collect more and more of her juices, making its eventual use even more disgusting.

The last option, the most painful choice, somehow struck her as the best. Clamps on her lower lips would be excruciating, but she could handle the pain. She would even enjoy it. At least, she hoped so. “The pins, sir,” she answered.

“I had a feeling you’d say that,” said Harry.

“You know me, sir.”

Leah screamed as the pins clamped down on her lower lips, but it was a pain she had felt many times before, and soon it was just another flavor in the constant torment.

As the pain grew intense, Leah detected a noticeable rise in her master’s energy. He spoke with a greater sense of urgency. Leah knew Maxwell was enjoying her punishment, and suspected he might be hiding a massive erection. The sooner he finishes with them, the sooner he can finish with me, Leah mused.

She suspected that Maxwell wanted to secure another agreement for the sake of earning her an orgasm as soon as possible, but wouldn’t compromise the integrity of his positions. Of course, Leah wouldn’t want him to. She was determined to serve him properly, and that meant putting his needs above hers.

“You know what?” he said, taking in the sight of his pet through the virtual window. “It’s been a long time. Let’s take five.”

“We can do that. But I’m curious, you’re not conferring with anyone in that room over there, are you?” asked Claire.

Maxwell spun around slowly, despite his surprise. “I’m sorry?”

Claire shrugged. “You seem to be paying an unusual amount of attention to that room. I’m guessing somebody important is in there. Though I don’t know who, or why.”

“Exactly,” he replied. “If I needed to confer with somebody, they’d be sitting right here. Now, excuse me.”

Maxwell slipped out from the conversation and pushed his way through the crowd to exit the conference room. After a moment, Harry’s phone rang. “Maxwell? Is everything all right?” he said. Leah could only hear his side of the conversation, but she understood it well enough. “No, she’s all right. No complaints yet. How much longer do you think you’ll need? Yeah, I think she’ll get through that. Won’t be easy. OK, I’ll put her on.”

Harry held the phone up to Leah’s ear. Through it she could hear the sound of a hot air hand dryer. “I’m fine, master,” she said first. “You’re doing great, don’t worry about me.”

“Leah, you’ve been extraordinary so far.”

“Thank you, master.”

“I’m going to get a win for you, all right? Watch this.”

The phone went dead, and seconds later the door to the conference room burst open. Maxwell walked in, striding long and energetically. “Claire, we’ll donate ten percent of the funding for a new, high-tech factory if you build it and hire domestically. I know you’re going to expand after the Stalton Act passes. I want you to do it here, and am willing to make it worth your while.”

Claire swiveled her head on her neck, weighing the offer. “Labor costs will be a lot lower if we build it overseas.”

“Please,” said Maxwell. “Ninety percent of the factory’s operation will be automated regardless of where you build it. The rise in labor costs will be well worth it. And you won’t have to pay import taxes on the units produced.”

“Twenty percent,” said Claire.

“I’ll do twenty if you agree to relocate all of your factories back stateside after the new one opens.”

Claire took out her phone and tapped away on it. She held up one index finger as she watched the screen, waiting for some kind of answer. Then she looked to Maxwell and nodded. “Very well. The publicity will be worth it.”

“Great,” said Maxwell. “Mark it down.”

Leah sighed in relief as she felt the vibrator against her folds once more. He did it, she thought.

“Want to hear what a genius your master is?” asked Harry.

“Yes… sir.” Already the pleasure flooding her system was tearing away her ability to concentrate.

“He was willing to go as high as thirty percent on that deal. He wanted the factories moved, and he got it for a lot less than he thought he could. He’s absolutely brilliant.”

Harry sounded as awed as Leah felt. She had no trouble beating the clock to orgasm this time around: all of the hours of pain seemed to wash away as ecstasy cleansed her body with an effervescent torrent.

When the energy within her was expended and her scream ran out of steam, she slumped down in her bonds and moaned in relief. She felt the damp panties sponging up her juices, and the pain returned as a dull but heavy ache. It didn’t help that by the time she recovered, the next 15-minute interval had completed and Harry added another pin to her breast.

“Starting to hurt, huh?” said Harry.

Starting? “Yeah, you could say that, sir.”

He rubbed a cream into her bottom that soothed her burning skin. “Rebecca’s going to be really impressed when she hears about how resilient you’ve become. And she’s going to be jealous she couldn’t join in.”

“I wish she were here too. Tell Maxwell that next time he needs to schedule his big billion dollar deals around Rebecca’s office hours.”

Harry laughed. “I bet after seeing this, he will.”

Leah nodded, then directed her attention back to Maxwell. Maybe the woman Claire realized she’d been partially played, because her tone grew far more combative.

“We’re not abandoning our metadata practices just because you are unhappy with it,” she said. “That information is worth far more to us than you’re making out. We’re not budging on this. The answer is no.”

Leah groaned, predicting it could be a long time before she felt relief once more. Despite her state of rigorous bondage and overwhelming agony, she credited her master with enduring the real torture. She couldn’t even fathom having to listen to the interminable back-and-forth of a tense negotiation, talking indecipherable jargon and clawing for the biggest share of the pie. And she had a sense that Maxwell felt the same way: it was why he rarely invested himself in the regular operations of his company. He’d rather let subordinates run FrostGen and spend his days playing with a kinky sex slave. This was a rare example of a situation that required his direct control. If he had his way, there wouldn’t be another for quite some time.

When the phone beeped again, Leah accepted another clothespin on her breast and another flogging. Mercifully, Harry had balanced the increasing length of the floggings with the force he put behind them. At more than 20 strokes each time, they were getting lighter and lighter. Still, the accumulated punishment was plenty difficult to endure, and by the end Leah felt exhausted.

She moaned softly to herself and shut her eyes, willing her consciousness to drift. She wanted to be able to enter subspace from pain as well as pleasure, but as yet the ability to do so at will eluded her.

Now would be a pretty good time…

Her master’s voice dissolved into an incomprehensible drone as she lost focus. Harry continued to massage parts of her body — her thighs, her stomach, her pinned chest — but said little, letting her fall deeper into her trance, knowing he would have to interrupt it soon enough.

Yet, when the time came for the next clothespin, Leah barely reacted. She flinched and groaned, but otherwise didn’t stir. It was only when the next hour mark arrived, the fourth, that the assorted measures added up to a response. As soon as the next pin bit down, she lifted her head and prepared to count the floggings.

“Forty,” she said at the end. Harry didn’t try to trick her with fake swings, and he’d run through them slowly enough that she wasn’t overwhelmed. He divided his strikes equally between her cheeks, and alternated all forty strokes, giving her some time between them to recover. Still, by the end Leah seemed on the brink of passing out from the pain.

“Leah, are you OK?” he asked.

She took a deep breath and lifted her head. “Yes… sir.”

Harry looked her over, lifted her eyelids. “I don’t think so.” He took out a phone and pressed a few buttons. After a moment, the chain running through her crotch when slack, followed by the chains holding her wrists. Harry caught her and removed the manacles, tossing them aside. Leah tried to protest, but had no strength with which to do so. Harry helped Leah down, then lowered her slowly onto the chair.

“I’m sorry Maxwell, this is too much,” said Harry.

Inside the conference room, Maxwell removed and pocketed his glasses. “Everybody out.”

Claire gasped in shock. “Excuse me? What did you say?”

Maxwell shot to his feet. “I said out. We can resume in an hour, but something has come up and I need the room.”

The FrostGen employees didn’t hesitate: they tossed their belongings into their briefcases and messenger bags, got up and filed out. Claire’s people watched them go, then followed suit. Claire stared daggers at Maxwell, and was the last to leave.

“I don’t know what your play is here, Maxwell.”

“It’s not a play,” he snapped, then slammed the door in her face. As soon as it shut, he bolted for the back room and found his pet resting.

“Leah, are you all right?”

“I’m sorry, master,” she said, sniffling and holding back tears.

“Hey, you haven’t done a thing wrong. I had no idea this would be so hard.”

“It isn’t, sir,” said Leah. “I don’t- I’m not sure what happened. One minute I was enjoying the pain as usual, the next I was completely out of it.”

“Strange. That’s very unlike you.”

“Maxwell, she had been drifting off into a bit of a state,” said Harry. “In my professional opinion, she just lost focus, then was overwhelmed trying to regain it. I’ve seen it before. It happens to the best of us.”

The billionaire kissed his pet on the forehead. “I guess so, because she is the best.”

“Thank you, master,” said Leah. “But what about your negotiation! What are you going to do?”

Maxwell shrugged. “They’ll be back. They need this deal to happen. If I wasn’t as determined to get the best possible deal I could, I’d already be…” He stopped mid-sentence and looked past Leah and Harry. After a moment, he snapped out of it.

“Leah, if you’ve had enough, say the word and Harry will take you up to the penthouse. But if you want to finish what we’ve started, I can call everyone back in and guarantee this won’t take very long.”

Leah took a deep breath, then looked up into her master’s eyes. She felt like a sprinter getting a second wind. “I’m ready to finish this, sir. Take all the time you need.”

“That’s the spirit,” he replied. “But I mean it. I’m wrapping this up now.” He took out his phone and dialed it. “Yeah, send Claire back. Yes, just her. Immediately, I’m ready. I know it hasn’t been an hour yet, just do it.” He hung up, then kissed his pet. “Leah, you’ve made me very proud. Now get up.”

Leah trembled as she obeyed her master’s command. Fresh fluids ran between her legs, and didn’t stop, as Maxwell pulled her into a savagely hard kiss. She tasted his minty breath and felt refreshed by it, empowered to resume her service. When he clutched her bottom, the stinging of his hand on her skin didn’t bother her: his touch intoxicated her, muting the pain.

When he took her wrists in his hands and lifted them into the air, she sighed in pleasure. Harry quickly cuffed her and lifted her to her tiptoes. The clothespins never left her breasts, which now had become fairly numb to the pain, but when Maxwell brushed them back and forth, the tingle returned in an explosion of agony. Leah gasped, but quickly recovered, adrenaline pumping through her veins. When Harry slipped the chain back around her waist and through her crotch she shuddered in delight.

“If I recall, this is where we left off,” he said, raising the chain a little higher than it was before.

“Yes, sir,” said Leah. She panted as she felt it dig into her. He could have lifted it even higher and she would have been happy for it.

“This is remarkable,” said Maxwell. “One second you were on the verge of passing out. Now you look ready for a marathon.”

Leah felt that exactly. “I am ready for one, sir, and I think you know what kind.”

Maxwell kissed her cheek and smacked her backside. “See you soon. Harry, do me a favor and finish dressing her.”

“With pleasure,” said Harry as Maxwell stepped out into the conference room and returned to his seat. At first Leah thought Harry was going to place the sodden panties over her face, as he’d offered earlier; instead, he tapped her lips, prompting her to open her mouth so he could stuff the garment inside. She groaned at the musty taste, but a shiver ran through her body and evolved into a full on spasm; as if a switch had been flipped, she felt a furious need for release. The sensation bloomed into an all-encompassing hunger as Harry smoothed a piece of clear tape over her mouth, then dragged the roll around her face, sealing the garment in place under a dozen plastic layers.

Harry didn’t stop there. Completing the options he’d presented to Leah earlier, he blindfolded her, then replaced the clothespins on her lower lips. By the time he finished, Leah writhed in blissful torment.

When Claire Redstone emerged from the hallway, both Leah and Harry listened with great interest, neither one having the slightest clue what Maxwell intended.

“All right, Frost,” said Claire. “What’s the deal? What was that all about?”

“Like I said, I had a minor situation to deal with.” He gave her a look that said, Drop it. “Now listen, I’m going to make this quick. I’ve got better things to do than argue with you all damned day. We’ve talked at length, and I’ve made my positions clear. The offers I’ve made are reasonable, and exhaustive. I think if you accepted them right now we’d both be getting a very fair deal. However, I understand that your job is to whittle down those terms and make them as favorable to you as possible. I think here, in private, we can hash out a few adjustments until we’re both satisfied. How does that sound?”

“Strange, Frost. It sounds strange. Why aren’t my people here with me? Make me understand.”

“I’ll show you,” said Maxwell. He took off his glasses and set them down on the table. “Claire, I’ve read up on you a little bit. I happen to know that in some ways you’re a lot like me.”

The woman stiffened up. “How so?”

“For one, you don’t want to be here any more than I do. You want this deal done so you can go back home and… play.”

Something about the way Maxwell said that last word set Leah off like a firecracker. Is she…?

“Spell it out, Frost.”

“Take those glasses and put them on. I want you to see what I’ve been looking at for the past few hours.”

Leah could hardly believe what she was hearing. She’d been presented to audiences plenty of times in the past, either at BonDouleurs Manor or at Maxwell’s penthouse; and she’d engaged in months of sexual games in a dungeon surrounded by clear windows, allowing anyone with a quality telescope to see inside; yet, somehow, the idea of being shown to this one woman left Leah feeling as exposed and vulnerable as she’d ever been.

“Oh my god,” said Claire.

“That’s right,” replied Maxwell. “That’s my pet, Leah. And I show you this because I had a plan for this meeting today. I wanted to use my desire for this poor little thing here to drive me forward in our negotiations, to conclude them quickly and to get what I wanted. I realized that I have more desire, more passion for Leah than I ever had for FrostGen, and I thought I could channel that into our work here today. Maybe I was wrong.”

Right or wrong, I love you, master.

“Harry, do me a favor and give Leah a nice spanking.”

“Yes, boss,” said Harry. He positioned himself behind Leah, then put his hands on her waist. Leah swiveled her hips, eager to feel his hand rock across her bruised backside. She felt his hands lift off, and a moment later the sting of impact on her cheeks. The energy of the blow seemed to travel through her, and she felt it not just against her ass, but through the chain between her legs, and in the pins all over her chest and pussy.

Leah didn’t scream. What came out was more of an anguished hoot, followed by a deep sigh.

“Care for another?” asked Harry.

“Mmm hmm,” she moaned hungrily.

He delivered, targeting the exact same spot as the first. Leah hollered happily, riding out the storm of suffering bouncing through her nervous system.

“Shall I continue?”

Leah wept but nodded. The onrush of torment that came next sent Leah out of her body and into subspace, like she’d wanted before. Only this time, instead of completely sapping her strength, an orgasm ripped through her. Powered by the pain alone, it plunged Leah into the euphoric state she found so often while indulging her carnal appetite.

“All right, Frost, I’d say you’ve made your point,” said Claire. “My question to you is, how does this change anything at all in our negotiations? Not wanting to be apart from your precious pet is your problem, not mine.”

“Well, Claire, I’m making it your problem. My pet suffered a little episode before, and that really convinced me that I’m done with all this nonsense. You can take the deal I’ve laid out, which is more than fair, or you can go home empty-handed.”

Leah wished she wasn’t blindfolded, because she would have given anything to see the look on Claire’s face. Her core ached with need for her master.

“You’re insane,” said the woman. “You’d throw away billions of dollars, just like that?”

Maxwell patted Leah’s ass. “She’s worth it.”

“You’re bluffing.”

“Am I? Only one way to find out,” said Maxwell.

Leah listened to her heart pound, waiting for somebody to blink.

“Fine,” Claire said at last, tossing up her hands in exasperation. “I’ll take the deal. You’re fucking unbelievable though, you know that?”

“Yeah, I’ve been told. If you’ll head downstairs, legal will bring you the paperwork.”

“Great,” she growled.

“And, Claire?”

“What?”

“If you feel like getting spanked, stop by anytime.”

All Leah heard in response was the clicking of heels against the tiled floor, then the blindfold lifted off of Leah’s head. Maxwell stood before her, gazing into her eyes.

“I love you, Leah,” he said, pulling the tape from her mouth. “You were amazing.”

“Thank you, master,” she said, spitting out the sodden panties. “Sir, may I ask a sensitive question?”

“Anything.”

She had to know. “Were you bluffing?”

Maxwell laughed. “No, I meant it.”

“You were really going to throw away all that money?” She was ignoring proper decorum, but she didn’t care. “Because you couldn’t wait a few hours to get back to me?”

“Leah, I’m already a billionaire. I’ll take the time to make a big deal if I can, but not like that. Not standing around pecking at one another until somebody gives. Life’s too short. I’d rather throw away billions of dollars than hours with you.”

“Oh, master,” said Leah, swooning in her bonds. “I love you too.”

Maxwell planted his lips on hers and drove his tongue into her mouth. She moaned as his body brushed the pins on her breasts.

“No, this won’t do,” said Maxwell. “Harry, give me that flogger. Leah, are you ready to suffer just a little more?”

“Yes, master. Whatever you wish. I am yours.”

Another pet may have uttered those words by rote, but when Leah spoke them, they rang true. Her master’s cock hardened in his pants, lifting against the soft fabric of his suit.

Maxwell took the flogger from his friend and swung it back and forth for practice, then directed its thin, flat lashes at her breasts. With every swing another clothespin flew off her skin, and Leah shrieked in pain and relief. Like peeling off a bandage, Maxwell worked quickly, not stopping until all the pins lay scattered across the floor. At that point he crouched on his knees. “Ready to lose these?” he asked, tapping the pins on her lower lips.

“Yes, sir.”

Grinning, Maxwell swung the flogger in a series of rapid swats, removing all of the pins from her pussy as well. Leah twisted her body and screamed, but her voice carried strength and hunger more than pain and suffering.

Maxwell stood up and embraced his pet in a tight hug. Leah whimpered as his body brushed her still sensitive breasts, but she longed to feel him against her.

“You’re perfect,” he whispered into her ear. Harry took that as a cue to step out of the room, patting his friend on the back as he went. “I’ve never been so happy,” Maxwell continued.

“Thank you, sir,” she said. “I feel the same way.”

“Remember when we met at the Expo and I told you I liked to travel?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And yet we haven’t traveled at all since you arrived.”

Leah shook her head. “It’s all right, sir. I’m happy to be in your home.”

Maxwell kissed her forehead. “I know you are, but I want to get out, take you to a part of the world you’ve never been. Then I want to tie you up and fuck you there.”

Leah laughed, rolling her eyes, but then she gazed into Maxwell’s and mustered a serious, but adoring face. “Sir, I’d love to, but maybe it would be best to save it until after my… experiment.”

He squeezed her backside and massaged her tender folds. “You sure you still want to go through with that?”

She nodded vigorously. “I am, sir. I have to at least try.”

Maxwell kissed her cheek. “I can respect that. After, then. It will give me plenty of time to plan the trip. Now, I did promise to make your last night before the experiment a good one, didn’t I?”

“Yes, sir,” she replied. “I think you did.”

He winked, then opened the door to their room. “Harry, you still here? Come back, I could use a hand with something.”

“A hand?” Harry asked as he stepped back inside.

“You know what I mean.”

Without a word, the men took positions in front and behind Leah and examined the many marks on her body. Maxwell massaged her crotch slowly, drawing a protracted moan out of his pet, while Harry felt the heat rising from her flogged backside.

“Harry, how would you feel about helping me double up on this little slut for a few hours?”

A few hours… Leah laughed and sighed.

Chuckling, Harry gave Leah’s ass a few quick smacks. “I’d love to.”

“Good,” said Maxwell. He unbuckled his pants and let them fall into a pile around his ankles. Stepping out of them, he then stripped off his black underwear, revealing his rock hard cock. Harry quickly followed suit, dropping his trousers and boxers. His massive member rose in eager anticipation. Harry retrieved a bottle of lube from the briefcase with the other toys, and handed it off to Maxwell once he was finished.

Leah tugged at the chains holding her wrists. Minutes ago, her arms burned from the strain of being hung for so long, but now the pain barely registered. Her juices ran down her leg as she twisted her head to look at the two meaty rods; they glistened from the lube, and Leah’s heart pounded in anticipation of having her body penetrated by each man.

Maxwell bent down and kissed her breasts, then trailed kisses all the way up her chest, leading to her neck and collar, and then finally to her lips. As they tasted each other, Maxwell slipped his shaft into her eager crevice. The lube he’d used was rendered utterly superfluous by the wetness in her core: Leah had been waiting for this long-promised moment. She moaned loudly as Maxwell buried himself inside her, plunging in his full length. He used one hand to rub her clit, and the other he placed on the back of her head. Then he began thrusting, withdrawing his cock and jamming it back in slowly at first, but soon he hammered at her.

Leah shuddered as spasms of euphoria lifted her out of her senses. Pleasure poured through her body, and Leah barely had the wherewithal to ask, “Sir, may I come?”

“Yes,” said Maxwell. “As much as you want.”

He didn’t stop his rhythm, and in moments Leah came. She bucked and heaved against Maxwell’s body, wishing she could somehow drive him deeper into her greedy chamber.

Her desires were answered when Maxwell paused just long enough for Harry to line the tip of his cock against her tight, back entrance. He eased it in gradually, letting Leah adjust to its presence.

Leah groaned and cried as his hot shaft spread her apart. She’d experienced the full majesty of Harry’s tool on many occasions, and every time the experience rocked her as if for the first time.

As more and more of Harry’s length dug into Leah, Maxwell continued to pound her pussy, bringing her to a second orgasm. Though in his forties, Maxwell possessed a stamina enviable of a man half his age. The only person Leah knew who could compare was Harry, making his continued intrusion into her back entrance all the more exciting. By the time her third orgasm coalesced into ecstasy, Harry had driven himself all the way inside, and began a steady course of thrusts timed opposite to Maxwell’s.

Together they sawed at her for what seemed like an eternity. Neither man spoke. Occasionally Harry would smack her ass, or Maxwell would squeeze her breasts, and the only time their rhythm stumbled was when Harry reached for a ball gag. Leah moaned as he wedged the large, red rubber ball into her mouth. Her orgasms stopped having a distinct beginning and end, merging into a single sustained blissful state. Leah screamed into the gag until she had no voice left; she didn’t hear it anyway. She’d lost all sense of the physical world. Adrift in subspace, she felt only the joy continuously exploding through her body.

And when the men exhausted their prodigious wealth of energy, blasting one load after another into her dripping orifices, they replaced their tired members with a pair of vibrating dildos. Though as massive as the rods they replaced, the dildos slipped into Leah with no resistance. She moaned as Harry quickly tied a rope around her waist and looped it between her legs, holding the toys in place. As soon as it was knotted securely, Maxwell activated the plugs.

Leah writhed and heaved, slammed by the fresh waves of pleasure. The men watched the slave as they dressed, but Leah’s carnal hunger was insatiable. No part of her wanted the stimulation to stop, and so the men waited. Harry texted with Rebecca, but Maxwell embraced his pet, not letting go.

By the time Leah passed out, she was aware of only two things: the pair of toys buzzing away inside of her, and Maxwell’s body against hers.

—

Leah sighed when she woke, feeling the exquisite throbbing in her core. She winced as she tried to move, unprepared for the extent of her soreness. Opening her eyes, she discovered she was in her cage back in her room. Located a floor below Maxwell’s penthouse, she’d become accustomed to waking up there.

In addition to being caged, she found herself in another familiar situation: she had been dressed in bondage gear. In particular, she wore a chastity belt that covered her sensitive orifices, as well as a matching chest piece. Made of black neoprene rubber and stainless steel, the pieces were connected to wrist cuffs, thigh bands and her collar by several chains.

Sighing, Leah reached through the bars of the cage and pressed the intercom button on the wall to signal that she’d woken. The chastity gear solidified in her mind that Maxwell had taken her proposal seriously: he was not going to pleasure her again for quite some time, and she had nobody to complain to about it but herself.

Instead of a member of Maxwell’s staff, the billionaire himself opened the door to Leah’s room and stepped inside. “Good afternoon, pet.”

“Good… afternoon, master.” She hadn’t realized she had slept so long.

“Sleep well?”

She nodded. “Yes, master. Very well. Thank you for last night. It was incredible.”

“You’re welcome.” He sat down on the floor next to her cage and reached inside the bars to take Leah’s hand. “I hope last night was enough to get you through the trial ahead.”

“Thank you, sir. It will have to be.”

“I guess that means I can’t talk you out of it.”

“Sorry, sir. No. This is important to me.”

Maxwell stood up. “I know it is, and I’m so proud of you for wanting to do it. I just hope you don’t put yourself through a lot of undue torment. That’s my job.”

Leah laughed and twisted around inside her cage, looking for her phone; she breathed a sigh of relief when she found it.

“You’re not being punished,” said Maxwell. “I wasn’t going to take that away.”

“I know, sir. Sorry. I debated asking you to take it, but I wasn’t sure if I wanted you to. Now I know.”

“I see. Anyway, I wanted to check in on you myself when you got up; now that you’re awake, it’s time for your experiment to really begin. I’m leaving now. Finn will be by in a minute to run you through your exercise, cleaning and feeding. He, or a member of his staff, will be available if you need anything. But aside from cleaning and exercise, you’re spending the entirety of the next three days in your cage. Maybe longer.”

For a moment, Leah wanted to take it all back. She’d never been locked inside her cage for such a prolonged period. As much as she loved being confined, it stopped being as much fun if she wasn’t getting out. Yet, she knew her master was attempting to rattle her resolve.

“Yes, sir,” she said.

“You know this is going to drive me crazy, right? Knowing you’re locked in here this whole time. I’ll be thinking of you.”

Leah smiled sadly. “I know, sir. Thank you. If you want me to pleasure you, I will be happy to do so anytime.”

“Oh, Leah. You’re going to be pleasuring me every single day. Just not until you’ve done some hard time down here.” He bent over her cage and pressed his face against the bars. “Kiss me.”

Leah craned her neck upward and pulled herself up until her lips met his. She held on until Maxwell broke off their kiss. He seemed mournful, but also proud and excited. With this test, she would learn once and for all whether or not she was a true submissive, and when she did, he would be there for her.

“Bye, pet,” he said. “I’ll see you soon.”

“Bye, master,” she sniffed.

When the door shut behind Maxwell, Leah slumped back against the wall of her cage and rubbed the metal shield guarding her pussy. As she expected, not a trace of the motion transferred through, robbing her of its stimulation. In frustration, she curled up into a ball and rested her head on her pillow.

You can do this, she thought. You’ll see.
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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, 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…
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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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