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With the start of the second week of Leah’s experiment came a new direction in her treatment. The day started like the rest had, with her morning ritual. Planck had the day off, so his assistant, Wesley, took over. He treated Leah with the same silence and implacability as Planck, and when they were finished, he brought her back to her cage.

For a time, Leah worried Maxwell would opt to leave her there all day like in the previous week, but after an hour he emerged from the penthouse.

“Leah,” he said. “This is your last chance to opt out.”

She shook her head. “No, master. I’m not giving up.”

“Very well.” He opened her cage. “On your feet.”

She climbed out and stood at attention, hands behind her back, ready for whatever Maxwell wished. He opened the cabinet of the first armoire located next to her cage. Inside it held a variety of sex toys; though Maxwell had thousands to choose from in his dungeon, these toys were personal to Leah, most purchased after she became his pet. He selected from the cabinet several bundles of rope, a big, red ball gag and a pair of nipple clamps.

Leah’s juices dripped from between her legs; she was excited to be back in her master’s sights again, even if he had nothing but torment planned for her.

Working quickly, he unlocked and removed all her chastity gear, then used the rope to tie her hands behind her back…
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Dominated By the Kinky Billionaire

Leah thought the first three days would be the hardest: no contact with her master for 72 hours. She hadn’t gone as much as a day without seeing him since they first met a couple months ago. Nearly every day had been spent together, bringing each other untold bliss. She’d served him dutifully, and he’d rewarded her.

However, that was the problem. Leah didn’t know if she enjoyed serving him because it brought her untold pleasure, or if she was, in her heart, a true submissive. She thought she was, but wouldn’t know for sure — couldn’t know for sure. Thus, the experiment had been her idea, as much as it hurt her. She proposed to forgo all pleasure, save the satisfaction of pleasing her master, until she felt as though she were serving him without any consideration of reciprocation.

But keeping her in her cage for three days straight, that part was his idea.

Naturally, she would be taken out for her bodily needs: cleaning, exercise, feeding and more. But Maxwell Frost would not be the one to help her; a member of his staff would take care of her as necessary. Leah hated to be separated from Maxwell, but his absence would make her desire that much stronger.

To make matters worse, her cage was not the only way Leah was restrained: for the entire duration of her imprisonment, Maxwell had decided she would wear her full chastity outfit. A belt made of stainless steel and black, neoprene rubber encircled her hips and ran between her legs, secured in place by padlocks and chains. A similar chest piece protected her breasts, and a series of bands and cuffs encircled her arms and thighs. None of them could be taken off without her master or a member of his staff.

Doubt crept into Leah’s mind on just the first day. What the hell were you thinking? she wondered. When she came up with the idea, she hadn’t expected Maxwell to remove her from his presence, but she wasn’t entirely surprised. She felt terrible asking her master to indulge her in this endeavor, as it meant he would have to go without using his slave in a number of ways he likes. She had promised she’d still give him pleasure in other ways, but this was a man used to getting what he wanted. He was a billionaire, and a handsome one at that: very little was out of his reach. In his mid-forties but in phenomenal shape, he could charm women with ease. If he wanted to go out and seek companionship in someone else, Leah would understand. She had no holds over him: she was his pet, his property — not a wife or girlfriend. She expected to be treated as such. Yet, he was quite fond of her, just as she was with him. She knew he wanted her touch, and she craved his. She only asked that he give her the time she needed to figure herself out.

Still, she wasn’t sure she could stay true to her goal. Her mind went back to one possibility: opting out. Maxwell had promised a one-week grace period, during which she could call off her experiment. They would go back to the master/slave arrangement they both loved so dearly, with no questions asked. She could do it.

No. She refused to give in. Leah knew the challenge would be difficult — excruciating, even — but she couldn’t bear the idea of giving up so quickly.

So she hung on through the first three days. She used her phone to stay in touch with Rebecca, her best friend and somebody who would understand her plight; she read one book after another, learning about the world and generally distracting herself from the tremendous ache between her legs. It didn’t work very well, but what choice did she have? She couldn’t relieve the pressure, even if she tried — the chastity gear was utterly impenetrable.

When she woke up on the fourth day, she moaned in misery; she wasn’t conscious for five seconds before she felt the hunger awaken . The blank-mindedness of sleep had been her only succor, and now she couldn’t even count on that to last more than an instant.

She reached through the bars of her cage and pressed the button for the intercom. She had hoped Maxwell would be waiting for her to wake as the fourth day began but he was not there. His butler, Finn Planck, collected Leah for her morning routine. However, after exercise and cleaning, he led her out of her dungeon and up the stairs to her master’s penthouse.

Located on the 60th floor of Maxwell’s corporate headquarters, his home was decorated in modern, minimalist style: all the furniture was black or white, with some interplay of shadows and lighting. Charcoal drawings of women in bondage adorned his walls; to this point, Leah had never learned the nature of those drawings, whether they were inspired by Maxwell’s past slaves or other women in his life. Leah wasn’t sure she wanted to know. She hated to imagine a rendering of her stuck on some wall of his, rather than being there for him in person.

The smell of fresh bacon and black coffee met Leah as she emerged from the dungeon. After three days of nothing but oatmeal, the aroma lifted her spirits and aroused a more mundane, but just as needful, hunger inside of her. Turning the corner into the kitchen, she saw him there, scrolling through the day’s headlines on an e-reader, as if nothing unusual had transpired.

“Master!” she screamed. To her surprise, he had started to grow a beard in the past few days; she was so used to seeing him without one, she could hardly believe it. Why do you have to hide that gorgeous face? she thought to herself. 

“Good morning, pet,” he said, putting down the device. “Good to see you again.”

Leah wanted to run up to him and leap into his arms, but she took her cues from her master, and he clearly didn’t seem to be inviting such an outburst. Maybe she had raised her expectations too high, but his nonchalance hit her like a gut punch. She assumed he would be much more excited to see her again.

“Sit,” he said, pointing to the seat across from him. A tantalizing breakfast plate had been set out for her. “Eat.”

“Yes, master.” She did as asked, forcing herself to eat slowly and politely, though she felt ravenous.

“Have you given any consideration toward calling this all off?”

She shook her head, swallowed her mouthful of scrambled eggs and said, “I’ve thought about it, but I don’t want to, master. And please, sir, don’t bring it up. It only makes this harder.”

Maxwell laughed, but not in his usual easy chuckle. “Oh, Leah, if you think that’s what’s going to make this harder, you really have no idea what you’ve gotten yourself into.”

Leah gulped, though she had stopped eating. She felt her juices collecting in her chastity belt and escaping out between her thighs.

“I wanted to give you a few days to cleanse yourself of both pleasure and pain. Normally this would be the part where I give you plenty of both, but since pleasure is off-limits, pain will be all that you know. Understand?”

She nodded. “Yes, master.”

Bring it, she thought, eager to be challenged. Leah loved to be in pain, and while she preferred it to come as a part of the stimulation leading her toward a massive orgasm, she could bask in pure agony, and it could make her climax, if properly applied. She didn’t doubt her master would provide just enough to keep her primed, like a slow burn, but not enough to push her over the edge. Throughout the past three days, she pictured what Maxwell would do to her; she imagined many, many floggings, spankings and canings. She imagined being tied down, locked up and bound every which way. None of that scared her; the trepidation she now felt came from the concern that her master was displeased, and was going to be cruel in how he expressed it.

Still, this was exactly what she wanted. Would she still want to serve him just as loyally if all he brought her was pain and frustration? She was going to find out.

“Eat up, pet. No more little bowls of oatmeal for you. You’re going to need a lot more strength from now on.”

“Yes, sir.” I’ve got all the strength I need, she told herself.

Maxwell stepped over to her and placed a hand on her shoulder. After three days without any personal contact, his touch electrified her, and she remembered that strength can seem a lot stronger until it’s tested. Her master didn’t move until she’d cleaned her plate, and as soon as she did he pulled her up by the forearm. Her fork clattered to the floor as she stood, and then they were on the move. Leah groaned happily as Maxwell twisted her arm behind her back, forcing her to advance at his pace. She expected him to lead her to the dungeon, but they shot right past the stairwell down.

Instead, Maxwell brought her to his office, where she spotted a tall, metallic stockade. He wasted no time, locking her neck into the yoke, from which a pair of heavy bars extended outward. Leah’s wrists fit into manacles at the end of each bar. Within seconds, she was locked up, unable to escape or touch herself in any way.

Here we go, she thought. Maxwell opened his desk drawer and took out one item after another, letting Leah see each one, building her anticipation. When they were all set out, he produced from his pocket a small, brass key, which he used to unlock the chastity gear locked around her body. Leah writhed and panted as each piece came off. After several months of wearing the gear to bed most nights, her body had grown accustomed to feeling it removed, resulting in a predictable physical response: extreme arousal.

Tears escaped Leah’s eyes; she knew he’d done it on purpose. She wished he’d left her in chastity. Instead, he exacerbated her desire, tormenting her by exploiting her own psychology. It was worse than any whipping he could dish out.

Of course, the whipping came next. Maxwell slipped a ring gag into Leah’s mouth, a wide one that turned her mouth into a perfect O. She immediately started to drool, a continuous stream she couldn’t stop. Cheeks blushing in humiliation, she squeezed her eyes shut and tried not to think about her master shoving his thick, hot cock inside. She wanted to serve him, and with her jaw spread wide, he could fuck her mouth until his hot load sprayed the back of her throat.

Maxwell, however, had other ideas.

He flicked the whip softly at first, grazing her backside; each time he did, she flinched. Though she felt no significant pain, three days without any play had left her impossibly sensitive. She felt like a smoker who had tried to quit and now a single drag gave her a serious buzz. She panted, and closed her eyes, waiting for the intensity of the whipping to increase.

Yet, Maxwell continued to just barely make contact with her skin. On some of the swings, she couldn’t even say for sure that she felt the lash, just heard the sound it made going by. She tried to maintain her composure, not letting her master’s teasing get the best of her, but doing so sapped her strength much faster than an actual whipping. After a few minutes, she trembled in her bonds. Tears trailed down her cheeks and landed between her bare breasts. Maxwell circled her, caressing her body with his hand and the whip, staring into her eyes. Now the edge in his intention showed clearly on his face.

He kept up the performance for what seemed like hours, and just as Leah felt she would break, Maxwell finally reared back and swung the whip hard enough to punish her bottom. She screamed as she felt it scorch both cheeks, but then sighed in relief. As much as it hurt, the arrival of pain siphoned off the tension and anticipation. That momentary relief gave Leah the will to open her eyes and steel her body as Maxwell continued to torment her. He focused primarily on her ass and took his time in making each swing. He paused for several seconds at a time, and sometimes only for an instant, preventing Leah from establishing any sort of rhythm. The possibility of getting hit at any moment, but not knowing when, gave each whipping a harsher sting.

Leah thrashed blissfully against the stock as Maxwell moved on to her breasts, using his skill and accuracy to target her sensitive nipples. He made sure to give attention to the rest of her breasts, but Leah noticed Maxwell was giving less consideration to the aesthetics of how her body looked after the session, focusing instead on causing pain. In the midst of the whipping, Maxwell stopped to fondle her punished chest. She moaned as he massaged each breast separately, then together, playing his thumbs over her nipples.

After several more lashes, Leah’s chest radiated heat and throbbed in agony. The trail of saliva dripped from her lips, and the muscles in her arms started to burn. Throughout the session, Maxwell hadn’t said a single word. When he opened his mouth to speak, Leah hoped he was about to drop his act, and offer her comfort.

“Spread your legs,” he commanded. His tone reminded her of a prison guard more than a lover.

Leah whined dejectedly, then complied. Maxwell backed up and tested out his underhand swing a few times. When he was ready, be swept the whip into an upward arc that touched off Leah’s tender folds. She screamed and twisted, instinctively forcing her legs together to try and protect herself.

“Keep them spread,” said Maxwell.

“Sorry, master,” she replied, panting. After months and months of training at BonDouleurs Manor, she had been disciplined harshly many, many times. Fighting off her body’s instincts had comprised a significant part of her instruction, and such a lapse was uncharacteristic of her.

Once she returned her prior stance, Maxwell practiced his swing a few more times. Each time she heard the whip split the air she shook in her bonds. When he actually started making contact, she howled; she hadn’t experienced such pain in weeks. Normally the torment would be leading up to an orgasm, but without it, the pain felt less like foreplay, and more like what it really was: punishment.

Leah sobbed as he thrashed her pussy, though not so much from the pain. She was far more distressed by the idea that she was truly being punished. Torture for the mutual enjoyment of sadomasochism felt very different from what she was going through now. The last time Maxwell had truly punished her, and she had been denied pleasure, the experience had simultaneously been one of the best and worst of her life. Though she learned a great deal and proved herself to her master, it had been an extraordinary challenge.

What’s more, Leah didn’t think she deserved to be punished. This was an experiment she suggested, but it was her master’s decision whether to proceed or not. He could have turned her down, and she would not have held it against him. At least, she liked to think so.

Would I? she wondered as Maxwell finished his whipping. Is he doing this because he felt he has to? Leah considered the possibility that she would have been dissatisfied if she hadn’t been given this opportunity. She thought she gave Maxwell a choice, but maybe he didn’t see it that way.

Does Maxwell know me better than I know myself? Maybe he does.

“Thank you, master,” she said once Maxwell removed her gag.

For the first time that day, he smiled.

“You’re welcome, pet. A true submissive always thanks her master.”

“Yes, sir.”

Maxwell pulled out his chair and took a seat at his desk. He opened his laptop and started typing. Leah watched him, unsure of her master’s intentions. After half an hour, she gave up hoping that he was just taking a break. All she could do was wait.

Unlike her dungeon, Maxwell’s office featured a clock, allowing Leah to count off each minute of the day spent locked up. Maxwell worked for hours and hours, and Leah began to wish she were in the dungeon. Since the clock was there, she felt compelled to check it. The more time passed, the more often she checked. She whined as little as she could, not wishing to upset her master, but could only hide her displeasure for so long. Yet, Maxwell didn’t respond when she whined — he just kept working.

Finally, he shut the laptop, stood up and left. Leah wanted to call out as he disappeared into the hall, but held her tongue as tears dripped down her cheeks. After a few minutes, the butler arrived and began replacing her chastity gear. She held back her cries as he worked, eventually releasing her from the stocks. Wordlessly, Planck led her back to the dungeon, brought her dinner and saw to her needs. When they finished, he locked her cage and turned out the lights.

For a while, Leah simply stared into the darkness, too shocked to even cry. She had never seen this side of Maxwell before; even when he’d been angry at her, he still showed his affection. His apparent disinterest unsettled her. But is that an act, or real? She found it hard to believe that after all the bliss they’d experienced since they’d chosen each other as master and slave, he now no longer cared — or worse. It had to be an act; Leah knew her master had a knack for deception, and used it when it suited him. This had to be something he was doing for her benefit; that her quest had to feel totally real; that if he couldn’t turn off his feelings for her temporarily, he had to pretend he could.

Leah barely slept that night, plagued by doubt. When Planck took her through her morning routine, she followed along by rote, barely present in the moment. When they finished, he brought her back to Maxwell’s office, where he locked her in the same stock.

To Leah’s surprise, her master proceeded to apply the same torment as the day before, brutally whipping her body. She still hadn’t even fully recovered from the day before, and when he finished, she felt like her entire form was a single, raw nerve. This time, when the punishment finally ceased, she lowered her head and just fought back the pain until she recovered.

The same day played out two more times, putting Leah in an endless cycle of torture and loneliness. At night, after her sessions, she wrote to Rebecca, looking for any information about Maxwell’s mindset.

Sorry, Leah, she texted. Harry says he knows nothing. Neither does Huck. Are you OK?

Yeah, she replied. Today was the last day I could back out. I didn’t. I hope that sends a message.

I know it will. Maxwell loves you, he’s just testing you. He thinks he’s giving you what you want.

Thanks, Becca. Leah hoped her friend was right. 

—

With the start of the second week of Leah’s experiment came a new direction in her treatment. The day started like the rest had, with her morning ritual. Planck had the day off, so his assistant, Wesley, took over. He treated Leah with the same silence and implacability as Planck, and when they were finished, he brought her back to her cage.

For a time, Leah worried Maxwell would opt to leave her there all day like in the previous week, but after an hour he emerged from the penthouse.

“Leah,” he said. “This is your last chance to opt out.”

She shook her head. “No, master. I’m not giving up.”

“Very well.” He opened her cage. “On your feet.”

She climbed out and stood at attention, hands behind her back, ready for whatever Maxwell wished. He opened the cabinet of the first armoire located next to her cage. Inside it held a variety of sex toys; though Maxwell had thousands to choose from in his dungeon, these toys were personal to Leah, most purchased after she became his pet. He selected from the cabinet several bundles of rope, a big, red ball gag and a pair of nipple clamps.

Leah’s juices dripped from between her legs; she was excited to be back in her master’s sights again, even if he had nothing but torment planned for her.

Working quickly, he unlocked and removed all her chastity gear, then used the rope to tie her hands behind her back. Leah couldn’t help but become exceedingly aroused. A week ago, this would have been a delightful way to start a punishing, but rewarding, session of bondage and pain. When Maxwell completed the binding for her wrists, he looped a length of rope around her waist, then fed the rope back through the loop, down between her legs and then back up to her wrists. Maxwell pulled the rope as tightly as he could, causing it to dig deep into her folds. The pressure it placed on her clit was unbearable, and she thought that if she moved too much or too quickly, she might come.

“Master,” she said, risking Maxwell’s ire. “I might… I don’t know if I can…”

“You can,” he replied. “You’ll hold it because I say you will. You won’t come, because I have forbid it. Is that clear?”

She was perfectly willing to follow his commands; whether or not she could, that was the question.

Before she could protest any further, Maxwell pressed the gag into her mouth and buckled it tightly. Leah moaned as the strap dug into her neck, locking the large ball in place. The taste of rubber sent fresh shivers through her body, and her fluids kept leaking out of her tormented pussy.

Finally, Maxwell flicked Leah’s erect nipples with his fingers. She whined and twisted her body as he punished the pebbled flesh, prompting him to hold her steady until he’d punished them as much as he wished. When he was done, he attached the two nipple clamps, which grabbed hold and intensified her punishment.

“Move.”

Leah knew the command was coming, and had steeled herself for it, but she couldn’t have prepared for how truly exhilarating it would feel. The rope lodged in her pussy shifted with every step, and the short walk up the stairs was enough to make her pant and moan. The pressure inside her core built and threatened to burst.

“Mmm!” she screamed.

“Hold it, slave,” said Maxwell.

Leah whined and tried to slow down, but her master didn’t allow it: he tugged on the rope at her waist, digging the cord into her crotch a little harder, and Leah immediately picked up her pace. She thought she couldn’t possibly hold back the flood anymore, but then they reached the den, and he let her stop.

That was close, she thought. She wanted to scream at her master; the whole point of the experiment was for her not to be pleasured until she had set out what she wanted to, and Maxwell had nearly ended it. The entire previous week would have been for naught. Admittedly, the predicament she was in was extremely hot, and her body was screaming for release. She knew this would happen, yet she didn’t think Maxwell would be so brazen about taking her to the brink.

Leah noticed that the coffee table had been cleared and cleaned, and then, sure enough, Maxwell picked her up and placed her down on top. He positioned her body so that her upper torso hung freely off the top of the table, letting her clamped breasts hang down.

Underneath the table, Maxwell had stashed several additional bundles of rope. He retrieved them one at a time as he bound Leah’s legs and arms. He tied a rope harness around her chest, squeezing her breasts even further, and soon all of her bindings were connected to her crotch rope. Any struggling from her resulted in a shifting and rubbing in her pussy, so she tried to keep it to a minimum, despite how much she wanted to test her bonds.

Maxwell used every last inch of rope to tie her body into an utterly inescapable web. Her legs were bent and bound into a hogtie, her arms were joined at the elbows. Her gag had been looped into the bindings, forcing her head back and her eyes level to the floor. Her body felt stretched and twisted, and the stringent position made her pant constantly. All she could do was focus on her breathing, for fear that if she let go, she might just come from pain alone.

After spending a few minutes admiring his work, Maxwell took his cell phone out of the pockets of his khakis and began making calls. If he had sat down on the couch right next to the table, Leah would have moaned but she always could have drawn enjoyment over having him there with her. In fact, he could have laid his legs over her body, using her as a human footrest, and she would not have complained. Maybe he still would, but for quite a while he paced around the room, conducting conversations with business partners around the world. To add insult, he bragged to his colleagues about the deal he made with Bullworth & Redstone, a deal that had only been brought to fruition when he used Leah’s presence to encourage a sudden resolution to the negotiation.

After what seemed like hours of calls, Maxwell finally hung up and looked to his pet. She perked up, thinking he might have something to say to her, but instead he took a seat on the couch, pulled out his e-reader and started flipping through the news. Leah moaned, sore from the hours of bondage, and didn’t stop whining until Maxwell was forced to pay attention to her.

“Quiet, pet. If you wish to serve your master, you’ll endure your binding until I say otherwise. That’s what we’re doing this week, so you best get used to it.”

Leah obeyed, quieting down; she was glad at least to be informed about what awaits her for the next several days. She began to wonder just how much advance planning Maxwell had done for her experiment. Now that he’d revealed that she’d be in extensive bondage all week long, she debated whether this was just because he had seven days worth of intricate bondage plans, or if he was using a week as a defined period of time to unroll different phases of punishment. She’d endured isolation and pain, now she would suffer through extreme restraint. What was next? And would it be for another week?

Such thoughts gave her a mental reprieve for the remainder of the night; she didn’t always have so much to occupy her thoughts. She was still creating a mental catalog of ways Maxwell might test her when he said “Good night,” and walked away.

That’s it? thought Leah. Yet, she was glad he said anything at all. She wouldn’t have been surprised if he’d just upped and left.

As Wesley untied her, one aspect of the night concerned her a great deal: she had expected to be pleasuring Maxwell as an alternative to their usual games; yet in all this time, he hadn’t given her the chance. He told her she would, so what was the delay?

Leah moaned and sobbed as Wesley untied the ropes one at a time. He could have sliced them apart, but apparently there was no rush; Maxwell had probably instructed him to take it slow. When the rope in her crotch finally came out, she screamed and thrashed, desperate not to come. The soreness left in its wake throbbed and burned, and walking still produced severe pangs.

With all the ropes gone, Leah had a minute where she was completely nude and completely unrestrained. If she hadn’t learned so much self-control, her fingers would have invaded her pussy and relieved the glorious ache within. Instead, she kept her hands on her head, as if she were being arrested, until Wesley finished securing her chastity gear. She hoped he would report her actions back to Maxwell, so he would see how good she had been.

Is thinking that wrong?

She recognized a contradiction in such a notion. She wanted to serve Maxwell without any expectation of reward, but if she wanted him to know how good she was being, did that mean she still wanted to be rewarded? Or was seeking her master’s approval exactly what a true submissive would do, regardless of how she was treated in return? Either way, she couldn’t deny how she felt. Having her efforts noticed, even if they weren’t rewarded, mattered to her. 

In the past few weeks, one of Leah’s efforts had been to study and learn. Maxwell wished for her to be multilingual, so she studied Spanish and Mandarin — once she was fluent in both, she would move onto other languages. He also expected her to be versed in world affairs, so she followed the news. One thing she had decided on her own was to also learn physics; Rebecca was a graduate student and could teach her whenever they had time. The most important thing she had picked up so far was the value of thinking scientifically: this experiment was being conducted to test a theory. She had an outcome she hoped would be reached, but she had to be open to the idea that the results would be different. Perhaps she was not a true submissive; maybe she thrived on the dynamic of receiving pleasure in exchange for her subservience.

If this was the case, then that was simply who she was. She could try to change it, but would it work? That was another experiment for another day. But who’s to say it had to work? Did she really need to be a true submissive? Not necessarily. She needed to know if she was, but she also needed to be herself. If her relationship with Maxwell depended on reciprocation, then so be it: it had worked so far. They could go back to that, couldn’t they? Leah thought so.

But first she had to have the answer she sought.

—

The next day, Maxwell had Leah brought to the dungeon after her morning routine. Planck fed and cleaned her, then led her to Maxwell, who waited next to a standing cage set up along the dungeon’s inner wall. Next to the cage a chair and table had been set up, along with his laptop and brunch.

The billionaire sipped coffee and watched as Planck removed her chastity gear. When he was finished, Maxwell got up and stepped over to the cage. Leah had her back turned, and couldn’t see what he was doing. “Ready,” he said.

Holding her shoulders, Planck walked her backward into the narrow cage. They stopped just short of the entrance, then Leah felt her master’s hand touching her backside. Within his warm palm was a cool, slick fluid that he pressed into her tight back entrance. She yelped from the contact, which instantly made her wet.

Lube? she thought. She couldn’t believe it; was Maxwell really preparing her for penetration? The last time she’d endured long-term chastity, that had been completely forbidden.

Sure enough, Maxwell and Planck directed her backward, and as she angled her shoulders to fit inside the tiny cage, her master angled a massive buttplug that was fastened to the bars. She gasped and winced as the toy spread her tender orifice; Maxwell kindly eased it into her gradually.

“Please, master,” she begged. “I’ll come.”

“If you do, it’ll be your fault,” Maxwell replied.

Once the toy found its way inside, the men picked up bundles of rope and secured her arms and legs to the bars. Her arms were lifted and bent inward at the elbows, placing her hands above her head. They tied her arms to the bars and to each other in a dozen different locations, allowing for no possible motion. The ropes couldn’t slide around, thanks to the presence of both vertical and horizontal bars. With her arms ready, they moved onto her legs, which they spread apart and tied at the ankles, as well as above and below the knees. By the time they finished, Leah’s body was rendered completely incapable of movement. Shutting and locking the door to her cage was superfluous flourish; the ropes did their job.

Now Leah could see what Maxwell had meant: with her body fully restrained, there was no way for her to use the anal dildo to make herself come. Its presence was there simply to tease her, introducing an element of pain and offering a sensation of penetration she hadn’t enjoyed in more than a week.

Maybe he thinks this will help tide me over, Leah considered. Yet, without the release of an orgasm, she didn’t think it would work. Maybe he just misses putting things in my ass.

To complete their task, Maxwell attached a set of clamps to her nipples while Planck gagged her with a thick, heavy panel gag. Both men reached to the bars to finish their work, making it tricky, but soon they finished.

Maxwell took a seat at the nearby table and served himself the brunch that had been waiting, a simple plate of scrambled eggs with cubes of honeydew on the side. Using his phone, he activated the dungeon’s stereo system, which played selections from Bach. Leah found the music enjoyable, as it gave her a distraction from her predicament, but left her no way to draw her master’s attention. The panel gag, which had a phallic plug built in to keep Leah’s mouth full, would muzzle most of the noise she made; the music would cover the rest.

Like the day before, Maxwell kept her in the same position for most of the day, occasionally glancing at her but mostly focusing on his own work.

What is he even doing? Leah had never seen Maxwell work so much. Generally, he liked to delegate the work of running FrostGen to his army of managers. Then again, who says he’s working?. For all she knew, he was messing around on the Internet. Still, it wasn’t her place to question what he was doing. What mattered is that he was leaving her to suffer.

The major difference between that night and the one before, came at the end of the evening, just before Maxwell had Leah taken back to her room for the night.

Before that, he opened up the door to the cage she was in and removed her nipple clamps. She groaned as the feeling returned to her numbed flesh, which was exacerbated by Maxwell’s pinching. She squeezed her eyes shut until he let go, and when she opened them he was staring at her.

She waited for him to say something, but he didn’t. Instead, he picked out a flogger from a cabinet and started working over her breasts and pussy. She screamed in pain as the lashes punished her skin. Every time the flogger made contact Leah tried to skirt backward, but she had nowhere to go. The plug in her ass hadn’t moved in hours; it had been a constant source of arousal and pain the whole day. Despite how thoroughly she’d been tied down, she’d worried that she’d be tempted to try and create enough stimulation with the plug to make herself come. It hadn’t been possible, but the fear that it could happen never went away.

During that final flogging, she wondered if it had been Maxwell’s intention to make her suffer that fear all day, only to have it realized just before the end of the session. True to his word, though, she couldn’t move enough, and when the flogging ended, her breasts and pussy were sore, but her experiment was intact.

Rather than call on Planck, Maxwell did the work of untying Leah himself. She marveled at the marks on her skin left by the hours of bondage: deep, red imprints lined her skin up and down her body. She screamed as Maxwell lifted her off the ass plug; as soon as it came out, Leah wanted to rub her backside and soothe it, but her master intervened, grabbing her wrists and holding them aloft until she settled down.

When she was ready, he let her go long enough to retrieve her chastity gear and dress her in it once again. As he worked, Leah started to tear up, and she decided that the hours of silence had to end. She had to know where her master’s mind was at.

“Master, what is this all about?” she asked. “What’s wrong?”

Maxwell sighed. “Leah, I’ll admit I’m not thrilled about this experiment of yours. I told you that this discovery you’re looking to make may not be possible to reach by forcing the matter. You may have to spend years searching for it. I told you this. Yet, you wanted to go ahead with it anyway. I’m sure you can appreciate how that made me feel. I am your master, after all.”

Leah nodded. She was relieved to have him talking to her again instead of just dominating her mercilessly. Yet, his words hurt as well. It hadn’t been her intention to upset him so. She thought that what she was doing was for his sake as well as her’s.

“I’m sorry if this has been hard for you, master. I didn’t want to hurt you. But you’ve given me a lot of time to think the past few days, and I’m not sorry about my decision.”

“Then I’m not sorry for taking a heavy-handed approach, Leah. If you want to see if you’re a true submissive, you’re going to find out, I promise.”

“I understand, master.” Leah tried to reply without coming off as defiant, but she couldn’t help it. When she had proposed her trial, she hadn’t expected Maxwell to react so negatively. Perhaps he was surprised by his own reaction as well. “Do as you must with me, sir, but I had to go through with this, or I’d always wonder.”

Maxwell nodded. “I know, dear. That’s why I agreed, despite my misgivings. But I ask you, how much of this can you take? For how long? And do you really think you’re learning anything from it?”

Smiling faintly, Leah answered his questions one at a time: “I can and will take whatever you can dish out, sir. And give me until the end of the month. If I’m just spinning my wheels at that point, I’d be willing to call it off temporarily. I’d like to withhold the right to revisit it.”

Maxwell started to lean in to kiss her on the forehead, then stopped. “That’s a reasonable proposal,” he said instead. “I’ll consider it. The decision to let you out of this trial is still mine to make.”

“Of course, master,” she said as Maxwell finished locking her in her chastity gear.

Without any further deliberation, the two returned to Leah’s room, where he promptly locked her back in her cage for the night. He didn’t say good night to her; he turned around as if he was going to, but then he just left. At first, the lack of a gesture saddened Leah; he never used to treat her so coldly. But then she wondered if that was why he hadn’t kissed her earlier. She had her suspicions as to what was going on. Now she just had to find out if she was right.

—

The rest of her extreme bondage trials were conducted similarly to the first two, but each time Maxwell introduced more discipline sessions. On the third day she was suspended above the floor in the penthouse den, her legs spread out wide, allowing Maxwell easy access to flog her breasts, ass and pussy. He took advantage of her position to torment her three times over the course of six hours in bondage. The suspension used so much rope, that enduring such a long period of time was possible, but still incredibly taxing. At the end, she could barely stand, but her bottom had been so thoroughly punished that sitting wasn’t any better.

On the fourth day, Maxwell wrapped her from head to toe in bondage tape, then locked her back in the standing cage; she teetered in the cage for hours, wearing out her feet and languishing in the impossibly tight bindings. Of course, when he wrapped the tape, he made sure to leave her breasts exposed and sticking out. The tape compressed her chest, creating a constant throb, which Maxwell used to make whipping them even more punishing.

On the fifth day, Maxwell did something Leah hadn’t expected. the bondage position for the day left her on her knees. Her ankles and calves were bound to the floor with heavy metal shackles that Planck screwed into the hardwood floor with an electric drill. Maxwell drilled a series of chains into the floor as well, then cuffed Leah’s wrists, forcing her arms apart at her sides. She had enough slack to pull just a little at her bonds, but no more than an inch. With just a few bits of metal, she was utterly helpless.

However, Maxwell was far from finished. He presented to her a stainless steel ass hook with a large orb at the end.

“Get it wet,” he said, holding it to her mouth.

Leah did as asked, using her tongue to apply as much saliva as she could to the hook, but she worried it could tied in a way that made it possible for her to come. As soon as the hook had been fully coated, Maxwell sat down on the floor and rubbed it against Leah’s tender folds. She moaned, not expecting him to touch her there with the toy, and soon her fluids leaked out onto the end of the hook. Then she felt Maxwell’s hand, again full of lube, applying it into her back entrance. He slicked her ass up as much as he could without stimulating her too much, then pressed the hook against her entrance with more and more force. Being very careful with his pet, Maxwell made certain that she never got too excited, and finally the metal ball slid home, penetrating deep into Leah’s tight orifice. She moaned as she once again felt the pleasure of pain and fullness, but was quickly beset by trepidation.

To make matters worse, Maxwell tied the other end of the hook into her hair using a short length of rope. He pulled her head back painfully far, leaving her in a torturous predicament: she could relieve the pain in her neck or her ass, but not both.

Maxwell dropped his pants, revealing his massively engorged cock. Leah didn’t know for certain that he’d abstained from seeking pleasure from other women, but from the rigidity and size of his member, she could easily believe that he had been as chaste as she.

Leah felt again that she could cry, though she didn’t want Maxwell to see it. The idea that he would sacrifice his own pleasure for her — a slave — made her indescribably sorrowful, but also grateful. She had never wanted him to sacrifice his own enjoyment. She would have happily sucked his cock ten times a day, every day, since her experiment began. She didn’t understand at first why he hadn’t asked her to do so, but now she had a guess.

As he drove his rod into her mouth, and her lips sealed around it, she realized how much she loved worshiping his hot shaft. The salty taste made her wet every time, and the warmth of his load — either on her face or in her throat — gave her a sense of accomplishment and satisfaction that she needed to truly feel euphoria. Her ability to enter subspace hinged on knowing that she served her master, and Maxwell had taken that away. Without being able to give him what he needed, she wouldn’t be truly happy either.

So, as Leah took his rock hard staff deep into her throat, she put on an act of her own: she didn’t let on how much she enjoyed serving the only purpose she had ever truly found in life. She let him fuck her face, and when he sprayed his load, she dutifully held her tongue out to accept every drop he had. She swallowed it down and blandly said, “Thank you, master.” If he wanted her to feel used and unappreciated, she could let him think he’d succeed.

Is that it? she thought. Is that what I’m looking for? To know my master better than he knows himself. To anticipate his needs, and give them to him, even if he doesn’t know what he really wants?

Yet, her deceit left her wondering if she’d made a terrible mistake. How could she be submissive if she wasn’t fully honest? It seemed like a complete contradiction.

“Slave, what are you thinking about?” he asked suddenly. She had been completely caught up in her own questioning, she hadn’t noticed that he never left.

Already his cock was rising, ready for more. She opened her mouth and waited.

“I asked you a question,” he said.

Leah tried to look at him, but she feared the movement would bring her to the brink of climaxing. She had gone so long without an orgasm, it would take very little to send her off the edge.

“Master, I’m thinking about everything,” she said, resolute to be honest. “And how much I really liked getting you off.”

Maxwell walked over and patted her head. “I was wondering. You did a good job of hiding it. Thank you for telling the truth.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“Now, this time, I want you to suck it, instead of me doing all the work.” He let his erection tap against her face, teasing her.

“But, sir… the hook.”

“You’re just going to have to control yourself, Leah.”

She moaned and panted heavily. “Sir, please.”

“If it helps, I won’t try to hold back; when I’m ready to come, I will.”

Leah whined some more, then opened her mouth to begin the task. Maxwell only came close enough for her to lick the tip, so that’s what she did. She wondered if she could get him to climax through this alone; he hadn’t specified that she had to deep throat his rod. Encouraged by the potential loophole, she licked and sucked his tip vigorously, switching between the two actions, but after a few minutes her master seemed more amused than aroused.

“We can do this all day, pet, I don’t mind. But I don’t think this is going to work.”

Leah knew he was right, but she kept trying anyway. She hated to be wrong, but she could only play with his tip for so long. When she gave up, she took Maxwell’s full length directly into her throat, wanting to get the deed done quickly. Her master groaned, finally stirred by her efforts, and soon Leah began working her lips up and down on his rigid shaft.

The motion she made caused the hook to shift inside her, and her pleasure grew to heights she hadn’t experienced in a very long time. She held off from climaxing only because she could focus her thoughts on keeping the bliss at bay; performing oral had been so deeply ingrained that she didn’t have to think about it.

By the time Leah brought Maxwell to completion, she’d needed every ounce of her strength not to give into the sensation originating from her ass. However, like her master had said, she was able to resist coming. When he shot his load into her mouth, it was one of the sweetest things she’d ever tasted. She’d bested yet another challenge she would never have thought possible.

Master knows best, she remembered. In this case, she couldn’t argue.

“Very well done, pet,” he said.

“Thank you, master.”

Maxwell picked out a riding crop from a chest nearby and proceeded to swat at her breasts and ass. She squealed and moaned, trying to keep that same pleasure at bay; she simultaneously cursed and thanked Maxwell for continuing to challenge her and showing her she could succeed. By the time he stopped, she no longer wanted the torment to end.

This feeling persisted throughout the rest of her intense bondage trials. Now that she had sussed out her master’s intentions, she grew fonder and fonder of his harsh domination.

At the end of the last session, Maxwell led Leah back to her cage himself.

“It’s been two weeks. How do you feel?” he asked as he locked her inside.

Where to start? Exhausted, sore all over, mentally drained, desperate to come… Additionally, she missed Rebecca, who she’d only been able to e-mail since her experiment began. On the plus side, she also felt accomplished: if a month was her target goal, she was now nearly half-way there. She’d learned so much since it began, and she felt as though Maxwell was wrong about one thing: she could learn what she wanted to on her own. She was nearly there, she could feel it.

“I’m all right,” she said at last.

“Good, sleep well. I’ve made arrangements for the next phase of your test, and you’re going to need to be well-rested.”

“Yes, master.”

With that, he left, and the lights went out. Leah didn’t let his warning worry her. Whatever challenge lie ahead, she could handle it. She hoped.

—

When Leah first became Maxwell’s pet a few months ago, she needed a little while to get used to waking up in her cage. Every morning her adrenaline spiked as she woke up in the dark, naked, save for her chastity gear. She got over it eventually, as she found the life of a pet suited her, and it hadn’t been an issue in a long time.

The first morning of the third week of her test came with a new surprise, once again waking up with a start. Except now it was for the opposite reason: she wasn’t in her cage. For the first time in several months, she woke up with her limbs splayed out across a wide, soft mattress.

A bed? Where am I?

She had been in her master’s bed, of course, but this wasn’t it. The bed filled nearly the entire space around her, unlike in Maxwell’s glamorous bedroom, which was bigger than most people’s whole apartment.

Leah started to panic, having no idea where she was or how she got there. She sat up in bed, and as she did she noticed she had none of her chastity gear; she was completely nude.

Oh no! Suddenly more afraid than she’d ever been in her entire life, she reached for her neck.

Please, Maxwell… She touched her neck and started to sob. For the first time in months, she could feel her skin from chest to chin: her collar was gone. The symbol of her status as the property of her master, the only item in the world she cared about even a little, was gone.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” she screamed. If she were in Maxwell’s home, somebody would hear her. If not… she may never know.

Leah rolled around in the bed, beating the pillow with balled fists, trying not to think about how she was completely free to pleasure herself.

You’d feel better.

She shook her head, not wanting to give in to temptation.

No. This is just a test. That’s all.

Looking around for surveillance cameras, she got out of bed and opened the door to the spartan bedroom. Out in the hall, she walked timidly, listening for somebody else present, but there was only silence. She exited out into a living room that was undecorated, but otherwise seemed perfectly normal. Tan couch and glass coffee table, average flat screen television and empty, white bookshelves — it was as if she’d just rented a new apartment and hadn’t unpacked.

Seriously, what the hell?

The only item that seemed out of place was a laptop left open on the kitchen table. The screen glowed, so Leah went straight for it, hoping it might have a clue as to what was going on.

Loaded up on the screen was a video file called “For My Pet,” so Leah pressed the play button. As soon as she did, Maxwell appeared on the screen.

Dressed in a dark, bespoke suit, he sat in the recliner kept in Leah’s room. The view captured Maxwell from a downward angle, and Leah realized the camera must have been positioned on the bars of her cage.

“Leah, I’m sure you’re confused, and probably angry,” he said.

Check, and check.

“The fact is, I’ve done everything I can with you in the dungeon. To continue your experiment, you need to gain a fresh perspective. So I’ve arranged a test that I think will open your eyes in ways that I, by myself, cannot.

“If you love something, set it free — it’s an old saying, I think we’ve all heard it at some point. Well, that is quite literally what I have done. I’m sorry for taking your collar. If you want it back, you will have it — but you have to prove it not just to me, but yourself. You will be a free woman for the rest of your test — two weeks — or for as long as you wish. If you don’t come back, I’ll understand. Otherwise, I’ll see you in two weeks.

“However, if you want to come back, you’re going to complete a task. I have left instructions on what you have to do.” 

Leah found the document labeled “Instructions” and opened it. She scanned feverishly, reading the list again and again. She could hardly believe the lengths her master had gone to in setting everything up, but Maxwell was a man of means.

I can do this, she thought, after she’d memorized everything Maxwell had set out for her. It’s just two weeks. The only part that worried her was the complete lack of chastity gear, and the temptation to relieve her pent up desire.

I could buy a new belt, she thought, but dismissed the thought; it would be cheating.

Sitting next to the laptop was a wallet containing everything she needed: her ID, a credit and bank card in her name, hundreds of dollars in cash. In an aquamarine bowl on a stand at the door to the apartment she found her phone and a set of keys. When she returned to the bedroom, the oak dresser was filled with clothes.

That morning, Leah returned the rhythms of normal life for the first time in months: she dressed in normal, if maybe a little provocative, clothes; she made herself an omelet for breakfast from fresh eggs and cheddar from the fridge; she watched morning television news while cleaning her dishes.

However, through all of her tasks, she never took her mind off of the challenge Maxwell had set forth for her.

Did he really think I would like going back to doing all this normal stuff? she wondered. Why would I want to make breakfast for myself? Why would I want to clean my own dishes? I didn’t like to do that before I was a slave!

Worst of all, of course, was that she had to leave her new apartment. She wrote down the number of her building, lest she risk not finding it again. It occurred to her she didn’t know the address of the FrostGen building where she’d lived for months. She’d never seen it from the outside. Sure, she knew roughly where it was in the city thanks to seeing out the windows, but in all the time she was there, it never occurred to her to find out the address. She’d never seen a piece of mail, or got a letter of her own that wasn’t electronic. She never needed to know anything except what her master expected from her on any particular day, and that rarely changed: obedience, loyalty and passion.

At 8:30 she left, running to the nearest subway station after she lost track of time. When she reached the platform, a train had just left. She didn’t get to her destination until 9;08 — she was late, and not off to a good start.

Her supervisor, Rhonda, was clearly not happy about having a new employee sent to work for her for no apparent reason.

“Don’t ask me,” said Lowell, a middle-aged, middle manager, who handed off Leah’s papers to Rhonda. “Just train her and keep her busy. Does she look like she’ll last long?”

Rhonda snorted. “Fine. I hope you’re right. I’ll give it two days.”

Two weeks, bitch, Leah thought, smiling blankly out of mock respect.

Leah used every ounce of her discipline not to roll her eyes at Rhonda, who provided her with an entire hour of instruction on how to sort incoming mail and separate it into bins, so that other mail room clerks could deliver it throughout the building. She never knew that FrostGen owned a subsidiary business, FrostCorp, or that its offices were only a few blocks away from her real home. She only had a vague idea of what they did — some sort of support software for the FrostGen line — not a household name. Not a bad place for a billionaire to stash somebody who needed a job without inviting too many questions.

Just like she had during many of the days of her test, Leah constantly watched the clock in the mail room. When the lunch hour came, she had a job to do, and she had to be ready. She watched her co-workers every time she could spare a glance. There were three other sorters working beside her: Cornelia, a wizened woman who sorted envelopes like a sloth; Ranjit, a middle-aged man who worked while whispering to his wife on his cell phone; and Travis, a man who looked maybe a year or two younger than her, whose long-sleeved, button-down shirt didn’t quite cover the sleeve of tattoos decorating his arms. His ears were pierced by wide gauges that she could see through, and he sported a small goatee underneath his pierced lip. He was no billionaire, but she had to admit the look appealed to her, in a rugged way. She had become so used to elegance and her traditionally handsome master, she’d forgotten the appeal of grit and punk style.

“Hey,” she said to him. “I’m Leah.”

“Hey,” he said back. Leah could hardly believe it, but he sounded intimidated. Nervous. It had been such a long time since she’d spent time with a non-dominant, normal guy, she’d forgotten how nervous she used to make the boys. Especially now, wearing a mini-skirt and a tight blouse. Either the mail room didn’t bother to enforce a serious dress code, or Rhonda had been instructed not to bother Leah about what she wore; she could imagine either possibility being true.

“What’s your name?” she asked, even though she already knew the answer. hoping she wouldn’t have to do all of the work.

“T- Travis. Are you- are you new?”

Great. She would never have expected him to be so timid. You really can never tell, can you? Welcome to the real world. It’s fine. Just speak his language, she reminded herself. “I am new. First day. You know, I’d love to see those tattoos of yours.”

Travis grinned, a cute look.. “Yeah? You like tattoos?”

Play the part. “I love them, but I’d be too scared to get one myself. Doesn’t that hurt?”

He shrugged. “Nah. Just a pinch.”

“That’s so cool. Are you in a band?”

“Yeah, how’d you know?”

Lucky guess, Travis. “Oh, just a feeling. What do you play?”

“Well, you know… Guitar, bass. A bit of drums. I’m only doing this,” he said, pointing to the piles of mail filing in, “until our band cuts an album and goes on tour.”

“That’s so cool…”

Leah kept Travis talking, which wasn’t easy, until it was time for their lunch break. She had to admit, speaking with somebody who wasn’t a billionaire, a sex toy inventor or a sex slave was refreshing.

“Hey, Travis. Come with me, I want to show you something.”

“Uh, all right.”

Leah could tell he was confused. She led him through the building to the elevator, following the directions her master had provided, and guided Travis to the building’s sixth floor.

“Hey, where are we going?” he asked.

Leah retrieved a keycard from her purse. “Somewhere more private.” She led him to the room she’d been told to use, a vacant office in a hardly used wing. “You know I think you’re pretty cool,” she said as she unlocked the door.

“Thanks. But seriously, what are we doing here?”

She shut the door behind them and began unbuttoning her blouse.

“Tell me, Travis, do you have a girlfriend?”

As she revealed more and more of her chest, Travis’ expression changed from mild confusion to excited anticipation. Had the nice guy routine been an act? Leah wasn’t sure, but it didn’t matter. She was glad to see him break out his true nature.

“Nope. What about you?” He closed the gap between them and started to help her pull off her blouse.

“Let’s just say I’m available.” She flung away her top, then released the clasp on her bra; she sent that flying too, exposing her breasts.

“Lose the pants,” she said. She hadn’t taken control of a sexual situation since college, and was surprised by herself. She loved being submissive, but going out in the real world had gotten her thinking: I’m experimenting, aren’t I?

“Hey, look,” said Travis. “I just got out of a relationship, you know? I’m not looking for anything serious right now…”

“Things are complicated with me too. All I want right now is to suck your cock, all right?”

Already Leah could feel her juices starting to dampen her thong. It would be so easy for her to strip all the way down and enjoy the most incredible orgasm she’d ever had; after such a long break, she knew it would be easy, and Travis looked virile enough. He wasn’t a connoisseur of sex like Maxwell or Rebecca’s husband, Harry, but he could get the job done under the circumstances. As Leah could tell from the tent rising in Travis’ khakis, he certainly had the equipment.

“You promise you’re not going to tell anybody?” he said as he pulled down his boxers, revealing a long, rigid shaft.

Rather than lie, Leah opened wide and took the cock in deep, getting his cock wet. She pulled off so she could lick his tip for a time while cupping his balls, then when his excitement was palpable, she swallowed his cock once more, sealing her lips and sucking as hard as she could. She worked her back and forth, looking up into his eyes and wishing they were Maxwell’s. Travis groaned while fearfully watching the door, as if Leah were part of an elaborate sting to catch him getting a blow job at work. She needed only a few minutes to finish her task for the day. Travis tried to pull out, but Leah grabbed his cock and held it to her mouth so she could catch every single drop of his seed on her tongue.

“Oh god,” he panted. “Thank you, that was insane.”

“You’re welcome,” said Leah, wiping off her face with a paper towel that had been left in the empty office. “You’ve got a pretty nice cock.”

He laughed. “Thanks. Is…” He hesitated, bringing a sympathetic smile to Leah’s face. “Is there a way I could… return the favor?”

Oh, he’s a sweetie!

“Actually, there’s two things,” Leah said, taking her cell phone out of her purse. “Come take a selfie with me.”

“What?”

“I promise it won’t get out. I want a selfie with you.”

“Yeah, yeah okay.”

He wrapped his arm around her shoulder, then smiled for the camera as Leah snapped the picture.

“What was the other thing?” he then asked.

“I want to do this again. Tomorrow. Same place, same time.”

“Sure!” Travis looked like he’d just won the lottery, and he hadn’t even bought a ticket.

“Except, tomorrow I want you to bring a friend.”

“Wait, what?” Travis tensed, as if a trap had sprung.

“Call a buddy, tell him to meet us here. Preferably somebody good looking, with a big dick. All right?”

“You’re serious.”

Leah nodded. “One hundred percent. If you show up alone, nothing’s going to happen. Got it?”

“Yeah, sure, OK,” he said. “But, like, what’s this all about? Do you just really like sucking dick?”

Leah gave Travis’ cheek two light, mock slaps, then started buttoning her blouse. “I love it. Now go. I’ll follow in a few minutes.”

Travis moved in to give her a kiss, but Leah turned away from it. “Go on,” she said.

After Travis left, Leah opened her phone and loaded up the picture she’d just taken. She attached it to a text message and sent it to Maxwell. She didn’t expect a reply, and she didn’t get one.

—

Travis didn’t say anything else to Leah the rest of the day, though he did smile at her occasionally. One time she looked up at him and he held up two fingers, then gave a thumbs up.

Good, thought Leah. It’s on. 

When the work day finally ended, she felt worse than she usually did after hours in bondage and pain. Though she wasn’t sore in any way — not that she minded being sore — but she felt utterly bored. She’d done a job that anybody could have done just as easily. It was meaningless. She’d much rather have spent her time suspended from the ceiling in rope and chains, her entire body screaming for release. At least that required somebody special, and it was something that would be intimately enjoyed by somebody she cared about. She wouldn’t be a tiny cog in a machine, she’d be something beautiful and appreciated by a unique soul, somebody who made her spirit sing like no one else.

As she rode the subway back to the strange apartment, she wondered how Maxwell could possibly think she could live any other way. her stomach rumbled as she climbed the stairs up to street level, and as soon as she did she caught the smell of cumin and garlic. A short line had formed behind a food truck that parked on the street.

Oh wow. The last thing Leah wanted to do was cook when she got home, so she got on the line and ordered a helping of chicken tikka masala over rice. She ate it slowly as she walked the rest of the way to her apartment, savoring every delicious bite. When was the last time she’d gotten to order food for herself like that?

When she got home, she immediately threw off her clothes; wearing them still felt fairly alien. Nudity had been so constant for her between Maxwell’s place and BonDouleurs Manor, she now preferred it. Once undressed, she hopped onto the couch and flipped on the TV. She found reruns of one of her favorite sitcoms and happily discovered that it was a two-hour block, which she watched from start to finish. She couldn’t remember the last time she laughed so hard. Maxwell never watched network TV comedies. Leah had no idea how much she missed them. When the last episode ended, she flipped around some more, finding one of her favorite movies, so she watched that too.

Leah appreciated that the hours of TV were distracting her from how unbearably horny she was; after her fun with Travis earlier, she longed to scratch her itch, but she forced herself not to.

However, the task was entirely her’s to accomplish, or abjure. There was literally nothing stopping her from achieving all the release she wanted. She even suspected that if she searched the apartment she would find a chest or drawer containing all the sex toys she needed to have some fun. There may not be anyone around to tie her up, but Maxwell owned any number of electronic bondage devices that would work on a timer. The odds of him providing something of that nature were very good. Except, she didn’t want to bother. She had herself under control, and it gave her an odd sense of satisfaction. She felt like an addict who was on the mend: the need was there, but she was in control.

She fell asleep to that idea, though she wasn’t sure how much she liked it.

—

All Leah could think about at work the next day was her scheduled meet up with Travis and his friend. What would the other guy be like? How would they react to everything else she had planned?

She left the mail room first when her break began; the minutes she waited for Travis to arrive dilated into hours of concern and dread. If he doesn’t show…

But he did, and as promised, he wasn’t alone. Arriving with Travis was another young man; he similarly had a collection of tattoos and piercings. “Hey, I’m Jay.” He had long, dark hair that looked soft and clean, and a couple days stubble, giving his face a masculine shadow. He dressed like Travis — office casual — and she wondered if he worked here too, but in another department.

“He’s our drummer,” said Travis.

“Cool. I’m Leah,” she said as she started to open her blouse.

“All right, man,” said Jay, who looked to his friend. “Now I believe you.”

Leah grinned. “Yeah,” she said. “And you’re first. Pants off.”

It was hard for her to wrap her mind around the idea that she was giving men orders, but it was also part of the single most submissive act she’d ever engaged in. She stripped off her blouse and bra, then retrieved from her purse a set of nipple clamps.

“You ever see these before?” she asked the men.

Jay nodded. “I had a girlfriend who was a little kinky a few years ago,

Lean turned to him and held the clamps out in her hand. “Then you know what to do.”

She put her arms behind her back and waited for Jay to apply the tweezer clamps to her sensitive breasts. She winced as the first bit down on her nipple too quickly as Jay lost his grip.

“Shit, sorry,” he said.

He’s nervous too! “It’s fine, do the other.”

Relieved, Jay fixed the second clamp onto her nipple, then stood back to enjoy the look of sweet, indulgent agony on Leah’s face.

“All right,” she said. “Let me see it.”

Leah found Jay’s cock to be no disappointment. Neither he nor Travis could compare to Maxwell’s magnificent specimen, but both were easily long and thick enough to give a woman what she needs. For Leah, it was to have that sense of fullness and invasion in her mouth, which she happily received when she took Jay inside her. She sucked hard, savoring the taste of this new man. She wrapped her arms around his thick legs and could tell he worked out when not practicing with the band. His skin smelled of cool, sporty body wash, and he groaned softly as she worked his cock until he sprayed her face with seed.

“Travis, now you. Move!” she said as soon as Jay came.

Needing no extra encouragement, Travis quickly unbuckled the black belt holding up khakis. Leah grinned as Jay’s mess dripped down her chin, and in moments Travis’ hard staff filled her mouth once again. 

Leah had no shortage of experience getting off multiple men; her very first night at BonDouleurs Manor involved entertaining an entire party. It was some of the first sexual pleasure she had really enjoyed since she split with her former fiance. By the time the event ended, she had lost count of how many cocks she’d serviced, and she had never felt so fulfilled in her life.

There with those two men in that empty office, she was reminded of how it felt to be starting out her journey in such an extreme way. A little surreptitious office sex seemed quaint in comparison, but she could understand the appeal.

When Travis finished, she gasped in delight as his load splashed her face, adding to Jay’s in a sticky mess. She reached for her purse and took out her phone. “Come on guys, I need the selfie.”

“Why?” said Travis. “What’s this all about?”

“Some kind of rebellious phase?” Jay suggested.

Leah laughed. Rebellious? She wasn’t sure if the room was bugged, but she really hoped Maxwell had heard that too.

“You want an explanation, or you want your dick sucked again tomorrow?” she replied.

“Dicks sucked,” the men said in unison.

“Good. Then come here.”

She held the camera out as the guys took positions alongside her, and she snapped the photo.

“Thanks, guys. Now, does your band have a third member?”

Travis nodded. “Yeah, there’s one more.”

“Can you bring him tomorrow?”

“Sure.”

“Good,” Leah said. She looked at Jay, then pointed at her nipples. “Can you take these off?”

“Oh, yeah.”

Leah shut her eyes and waited for the relief of the clamps disengaging; when it came, she moaned, tormented by the sensation of feeling returning to her numbed flesh.

“All right, guys. See you tomorrow.”

Like the day before, the men left, followed by Leah a little while later. She sent the photo to Maxwell, then cleaned herself off. She worked the rest of the day with the taste of men in her mouth, and the unbearable ache in her core. It never went away. Yet, being freer made her feel more capable of controlling herself.

When she got home from work, she didn’t feel tired, so she changed and went out for a jog.

She missed exercising in Maxwell’s dungeon — serving as a pony girl, running with all manner of plugs inserted into her body, shifting with every movement — but when she realized how far she’d run, she experienced a runner’s high she’d never imagined. She jogged back slower, taking in the sights and weaving around pedestrians, occasionally catching the looks of men checking her out as she came close. When she got back home, she hopped in the shower and enjoyed the water for nearly an hour.

Home. She felt a tear forming in the corner of her eye. I thought of this as home!

The notion was so wrong, she hated that she let the thought get in. After her shower, she made spaghetti for dinner and turned on the TV; unlike the night before though, she felt impossibly lonely.

The next day, the ache in her core grew intolerable as lunch hour approached. When it finally did, she dreaded how difficult it would be to get through the session without experiencing the release she craved, but she was determined to see out the rest of her challenge.

The third member of Travis’ band struck Leah as a man far too handsome to be slumming it in some unknown punk outfit. If he had any talent at all, he could front a group and really make it big: with a striking smile and soulful eyes, he was shockingly gorgeous. His wavy, blonde hair bobbed slightly as he moved, and his toned physique put both of his friends to shame.

“Hi, I’m Connor,” he said. He didn’t take his eyes off her as he applied the nipple clamps.

Oh yes.

She stared at him lustfully as she shed her blouse, bra and now her skirt. Travis and Jay must have briefed Connor before their meeting, because he immediately took off his pants, though he took his time with the motions, giving Leah a chance to build her anticipation.

Clearly not his first time, she thought.

She saw the outline of his cock through the tent of his pants, and then his gray, striped boxers, and then finally it was there in front of her, looking even bigger than she could have imagined. Her eyes widened, and she excitedly opened her mouth, inviting Connor over.

As she felt his shaft dig down to her throat, she shuddered and trembled. She hadn’t felt so attracted to a man since she’d first met Maxwell. Connor clearly had his share of conquests, and knew what he liked. He held Leah by the back of her head, gripping her hair, and forced her face into his body, keeping the length of his rod buried in her throat. Leah sucked as hard as she could, working her way up and down as much as Connor’s hold allowed; he lasted so long, she worried she might not have time to suck off the others before the end of their break.

I’m going to have to work hard for you, she thought. She felt her hand reaching down to her drenched panties, thoughts of Connor binding her hands running through her…

No!

She removed her hands and crossed her arms behind her back. With renewed vigor, she sucked on his cock until he climaxed and spilled his load on her face. Remembering the previous day, Jay was prepared, and had his cock at the ready as soon as Connor finished. Leah hungrily took his cock into her mouth, applying the same effort, but she continued to think of Connor as she did so.

When it was all over, and she sent the selfie of the foursome back to Maxwell, she felt guilty about thinking of Connor instead of her master. He even tugged on her clamped breasts, sending waves of bliss and pain through her body. She almost hated to have to ask that they find a fourth person to bring the following day; she hated that the other two would have to come back as well. She wanted Connor all to herself.

Fuck. I can’t be thinking this way! Can I?

The thought chilled her as she finished out the work day. As Maxwell’s slave she had never been truly monogamous — her master liked to share her with others — but who she slept with had always been his decision. That’s how she liked it: as long as he was the one dictating her actions, she was always serving him, even if indirectly.

Her desire for Connor, however, was completely different. She wanted him, plain and simple. She never felt so disloyal to her master, but she couldn’t help it.

She hadn’t had that sweet release in so long.

And Connor was so damn hot.

You could have him.

She didn’t want to think about it.

Slip him a note. Get him alone. Have the best sex of your life.

She ran the water for an ice cold shower and hopped in, hoping it would douse her burning desire.

Maxwell would understand.

Leah wept, unable to shake such thoughts. She shut off the water and quickly dried herself. Rushing faster than a hummingbird, she threw on jeans and a t-shirt and flew from her apartment. She ran to the cross street and flagged down a cab.

“Canal and Hudson, please,” she told the driver. She lowered the window in hopes the breeze might help dry her hair a little. She tried not to cry. The driver chatted into a headset, ignoring her. She tipped him well and got out. She walked around trying to find the address she’d memorized, and soon found it.

The building’s opulent lobby reminded her of BonDouleurs Manor, though it lacked the impressive collection of erotic artwork. Instead, it featured a security guard who watched her as she entered from the street. “Good evening,” he said. Middle-aged and only slightly paunchy, he seemed friendly, or at least polite.

“Hi, Harry and Rebecca Ellis, please.”

“One moment.” He picked up a phone and pressed a tiny black button. “Yes, sir. You have a visitor.”

Leah looked around until she spotted the security camera. She looked into it and waved.

“OK, will do. Thank you, you too, Mr. Ellis.” The guard hung up the phone. “The elevator will be here in a moment. Have a nice night, miss.”

“Thanks.”

She had never been to Harry and Rebecca’s new place. They’d only just moved in, and she’d gone out so few times since she became Maxwell’s pet. She figured she’d visit eventually, but she hadn’t imagined it would be like this. She didn’t care, though — she needed to see Rebecca.

Back when Leah and her fiance broke up, she went through one of the darkest periods of her life. It was Rebecca who had given her shelter, support and love. She moved in with Rebecca, who offered to let Leah stay as long as necessary. It was through her best friend that Leah discovered her love of submission and pain, and how her life transitioned from mundane to extraordinary. If anyone could help her now, it was Rebecca.

“Leah, hi,” said Harry, who opened the door. “Come in.”

“Hey, Harry. Is Rebecca here? I really need to see her.”

“Of course, come with me. She’d have answered the door but she’s-”

“A little tied up?” Leah cut in, smiling gently.

“A lot tied up.”

He guided her through their massive apartment, all high ceilings and expansive windows. Leah found Rebecca standing in the corner, locked in a standing cage. However, this was not an ordinary cage: Leah recognized it as one of Harry’s, one he called The Enclosure. Built specifically for Rebecca, its custom-shaped bars conformed to Rebecca’s body as tightly as a bodysuit, binding her so thoroughly she couldn’t move a muscle. The cage had to be assembled piece-by-piece every time it was used, a process that took more than half an hour.

Between when the guard called Harry, and when Leah arrived, he only had time to remove his wife’s gag. Otherwise, she was still fully locked in the cage, her arms crossed behind her back and a pair of plugs locked into her tormented orifices.

“Leah, what’s going on? Are you all right?”

Staring at Rebecca and the magnificent cage, a feeling came over Leah that surprised her, though it shouldn’t have: overpowering lust, as though every cell in her body were joined in concert. The scene before her was so powerfully erotic, she could have made herself come with just a flick of her clit.

This is what I need, she realized. Connor was handsome, but he was just a man — she needed a master. Doms like Maxwell and Harry went far beyond any normal man in providing for their pets. She had needs and desires no normal man could satisfy.

And that’s when it hit her. She couldn’t put it into words just yet, but she understood it implicitly.

She laughed as relief flushed through her body. “Yeah, Becca,” she said. “I’m OK now. Thanks.”

Rebecca smiled, but looked back at her friend cockeyed. “Glad I could help. I think?”

Leah laughed some more. She felt like she could laugh until her sides split. If I had known it would be so easy…

“Harry, do you know what’s so funny?” asked Rebecca.

“No, babe. Not really. Although I can’t remember the last time I saw Leah wearing so much clothing. That’s kinda funny.”

“It’s kinda weird.”

Leah smirked, then stepped up to Rebecca and gave the bound woman’s nipples a little pinch.

“Ow,” Rebecca said, only half mocking her friend.

“Becca, seeing you here like this… after everything I’ve been through the past few weeks… It just… you know… it put things in perspective. For a minute there I thought I was losing it. I haven’t been allowed to come in two weeks.”

“Two weeks!” Rebecca screamed. “You poor thing. Maxwell told us you were dealing with something, but he didn’t say what.”

“Yeah. But I think I’ve got it figured out. Excuse me a minute.”

Leah stepped out of the apartment. As she left, she heard him say, “Babe, she broke your record…”

Once outside, she took out her phone and dialed Maxwell. He picked up on the first ring.

“Leah? Where are you? Is everything all right?” he asked.

“Yes, master,” she said. Her voice sounded as firm and confident as she now felt. “I think I have the answer to this whole thing. I want to come home.”

“That’s wonderful, pet! What did you discover?”

Leah froze. She didn’t want to give Maxwell the wrong idea. “I don’t know how to put it into words yet, but I can feel it. There’s a difference… something I hadn’t seen before. Please, sir. I’ll get it.”

“Leah. I want you to come home…”

“Yes, master!”

”…But first, you have to complete the task I gave you.”

Leah had expected him to say that, but had hoped he wouldn’t. “Yes, master. I will. I can do it. I’ll see you when it’s done.”

“Good girl,” said Maxwell, and hung up.

Leah pushed open the door to Harry’s place and kissed her friends goodbye. “Becca, I’ll e-mail you later. Just know that it’s all right.”

“I’m glad.” Rebecca nodded, which was all she could really do in her cage.

Leah left, catching a cab back to her temporary apartment. Her pussy ached with desire, but she simply closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensation, knowing that it would be eventually relieved. There was a true finish line in sight, instead of an artificial deadline. She just had to endure a while longer. Although it was more than a week, the strength she had found in her discovery meant she could fly through it. She knew she could do it.

The next day, Leah went into work feeling reborn. She had the task looming in front of her, but she welcomed it. She could handle sucking off four men. The next day it would be five, and after the weekend she’d be right back at it, eventually working her way up to ten. Every day she introduced a new aspect of torment to her challenge. On the fourth day she stripped off her thong, allowing the men to see her fully exposed. On the fifth day she had Connor tie a deep crotch rope into her folds. The tension on her clit threatened to send her over the brink, but she held on each time, focusing on the future, rather than the present.

For the second week of her challenge, her nipple clamps were weighed down with a pair of lead weights; a buttplug was introduced to go underneath her tight crotch rope, which would hold the toy in place; a set of handcuffs kept her bound while she serviced each man; and a handful of clothespins tormented her pussy lips. Each night she sent a photo to Maxwell, her face painted in milky seed. There were so many men, a selfie was no longer possible — she used a tripod and a time delay counter to get the entire crowd in the frame.

On the final day of her challenge, the ten men were told not to meet her at the empty office during lunch, but at her temporary apartment after work. There she produced the same bondage toys for them to use, and also introduced a blindfold. With her eyes covered and her hands bound, she let the men take turns having their way with her mouth. She didn’t have to serve all of them in just one short break — she had all night to give them as much as they wanted. By the end she must have taken on each man thrice. At the end her jaw was sore from being spread open for so long by so many impressive cocks.

She hadn’t had a night like that in weeks, and it reminded her exactly of what she needed. The men departed as a group, satisfied but unaware that they would never see Leah again. As instructed, they left her hands cuffed, her ass plugged and her clamps clinging to her tormented flesh. Though she hadn’t climaxed, she felt a serenity that made for a close substitute. Completing her master’s trial elicited a joy she hadn’t experienced since the night Maxwell chose her as his pet. Not only would she see him soon, she knew exactly what she would say. She had to give Maxwell credit: his trial worked. She had her answer.

—

She woke in the morning to sharp pain as the clothespins and nipple clamps were removed from her body.

“Master?” she said, moaning as her skin tingled, like thousands of tiny electric shocks stabbing all at once.

Then her blindfold fell away, and all of her pain vanished.

“Good morning, pet.”

“Good morning, master,” she replied, smiling as tears dripped down her cheeks.

Maxwell rushed to free her of the cuffs and everything else, then pulled his slave into a tight embrace. Leah could swear she heard him breaking down too.

“It’s really good to see you, Master. I’ve missed you.”

“I’ve missed you too. Did you like being free, being a more or less normal woman again?”

“No, sir. Not really. At first it was neat, because I had all these choices, but I realized that it was only on the surface. I could make dinner, or buy it; I could watch this channel, or that channel, and so on. It feels nice, because you think you’re choosing, and maybe some people are — but not me. I don’t have a choice. That’s what I figured out.”

Maxwell sat up, fascinated. “What do you mean?”

“I think of it as difference in desire and need. I desire you, and to be dominated by you, but I need to submit; I need to be obedient, and to have someone to serve. I’m a true submissive because I can’t go back to my old life I can’t just be a normal person. It’s not who I am. Master, I have a little confession.”

Maxwell nodded.

“One of the men from my challenge… I wanted him. I very nearly let myself think that I could leave all this for him, or for the chance to have a man because I wanted him, not because you wanted me to. I hated myself for thinking this way, and it was only when I visited Rebecca and saw her and Harry that I realized how much I needed what we have. I hope you can forgive me, sir.”

“Oh, Leah,” he said, hugging her and rubbing her back. “There’s nothing to forgive. I mean it.”

Leah sniffed and blinked away her tears. “Thank you, sir. And thank you for giving me this challenge. I don’t know that I’d have found what I was looking for if you hadn’t sent me out there. I needed to be free again to see that it wasn’t what I needed. My freedom is being with you.”

Maxwell loosened his grip, but only enough so that he could kiss his pet. Leah shuddered, tasting her master’s tongue as it danced inside her mouth.

The wetness between her legs soaked into the sheets of her bed as she and Maxwell kissed. She hated the fact that she wanted to tear away from the kiss so she could undress her master, but she obeyed his will, as she needed to. That was the word for it: she desired his touch, but she needed to submit. It didn’t matter if Maxwell rewarded her with orgasms every day, or none for weeks. No matter what, she needed to be his, and would serve him.

Eventually, he separated her from him and laid her down on the bed. “I’m torn, Leah. I want to bring you home to the dungeon and really do this right. But I also want to take you right now.”

“Master, I can wait, if you wish.”

Maxwell laughed. “You’re not kidding. All right then. We’re going home. Though we’re going in style. Get up, go take a shower. I’ll make breakfast.”

“Yes, sir,” said Leah. She shot out of bed and practically skipped to the bathroom. She kept her shower quick, though she could have enjoyed the hot, steaming current for hours. When she got out, she went straight to the kitchen, naked and dripping wet, not wanting to wait anymore than she had to; she could dry and eat at the same time. She shoveled the eggs and bacon Maxwell made down her throat, ravished by hunger she didn’t feel until she smelled the bacon. While she ate, Maxwell picked out some clothes and laid them out.

Still damp, she threw on the panties, skinny jeans and a tight, white, long-sleeved top. As soon as she was dressed, Maxwell pulled her jeans down and slapped her ass a few times, then poured lube between her cheeks. He spread it around and nudged it into her tight bud, then eased in a fresh buttplug. She was still rather sore from the last one, and gasped from the pain, but it immediately set her juices flowing. Maxwell pulled her pants back up, then retrieved a few coils of rope from one of the dresser drawers. Leah had found them before, but had never tied herself with rope, so hadn’t touched them.

Working quickly, Maxwell bound her arms straight behind her back. Leah moaned as her elbows were trussed to the point of touching. When her arms were tied, Maxwell added a rope harness around her chest, accentuating her breasts and further securing his pet’s arms in place. When this was done, he pressed a ball gag between her lips and buckled it tightly.

“All right, ready to go?” he asked.

“Mmm hmm.” I never want to see this apartment again.

“All right.” Maxwell grabbed her by the arms and helped guide her outside. A black limousine waited at the curb, but as soon as the pair emerged from the building, a young driver flew out of the car to open the door for his employer. If Maxwell cared about passersby seeing him escort a bound woman into his car, he didn’t show it.

During the ride home, which took less than ten minutes, Maxwell cradled his pet in his lap. She felt the pressure of the buttplug and panted excitedly. He stroked her still wet hair and fondled her breasts until the limo entered the building’s parking garage. It drove straight to Maxwell’s private elevator. They rode it all the way up to the 60the floor, where Maxwell opened the door to let her back in.

When she stepped inside, she started to cry. It felt like a million years since she was last there. The penthouse had a buzz to it, as Maxwell’s staff roamed around cleaning, cooking — preparing bondage setups. It had a fragrant aroma of incredible cooking and fresh flowers. It was decorated with erotic art that Leah loved to see whenever she passed by.

She couldn’t wait anymore: she marched toward the door that led down to her dungeon, hoping Maxwell run out of patience at the same time.

“Hang on,” he said when he caught up to her. “Before we head down there, I have something for you. Close your eyes.”

Leah did as instructed, wondering what it could be. Then she felt it: cool leather encircling her neck. Her collar.

Leah immediately started to cry. Maxwell kissed her forehead. “Welcome home.”

Leah didn’t try to mumble through her gag, she just let herself go, weeping openly. Supported by her master, Leah somehow made her way down the stairs and into the dungeon. She let him guide her through to a long table. Maxwell removed her ball gag and set it down, then picked up a knife that had been left on the table and sliced through her ropes, freeing her. She tossed the cords away, and Maxwell sent the knife along with them, then grabbed her top and tore it apart with his bare hands. Leah gasped, then laughed as she felt the cool dungeon air on her still-damp skin. Maxwell lifted her up by her hips and set her down gently on the table, but Leah still moaned as the plug in her ass shifted. He unzipped her jeans and yanked them off,

Leah noticed that the table she rested on was more than just a wooden surface. Built to a length and width just right for a woman with her hands and legs fully spread out vertically, it had cuffs built in at the ends, and it wasn’t a single solid piece. It appeared to have different sections. She giggled, realizing what it had to be, based on her knowledge of bondage and torture devices.

Maxwell secured Leah’s wrists and ankles, then used his hands to massage her breasts and pussy. Her panties were fully saturated, and Leah knew that was her fault more than the shower she’d taken. She moaned as waves of pleasure built through her body.

“Mmm!” she whined.

“Don’t worry, pet.” Maxwell took out his phone and brushed his finger along the screen. When he did, the table began to move underneath Leah; lowering down to the ground. Once it reached bottom, she felt a pulling sensation in her arms and legs, as the pieces of the table slid apart slightly, extending her body as far as she could physically stretch. She had never felt so helpless, and she’d been in plenty of other situations where she couldn’t move a muscle. Maybe it was because she knew that now that Maxwell had her, he wasn’t going to let her go again.

She stared up at him as he undressed. He disappeared for a minute, but when he came back he carried a small pillow which he placed beneath Leah’s head. “You’re going to need this. I’m going to be pounding you pretty hard.”

Leah groaned, trying to flex but unable. When Maxwell dropped down to her side she cried out, feeling his impact through the table. She laughed, fresh tears escaping. Ever since she started her trial, she’d pictured how it would end; she’d guessed so many different forms of bondage, so many different circumstances leading up to it. She never dreamed it would be this perfect.

Maxwell removed her panties and bra by splitting them apart with his hands, leaving them in tatters. The bra he threw away, but the panties he held up to Leah’s nose, forcing her to breathe in her musty scent. After he’d teased her enough, he flung the sodden garment away, then plunged his engorged cock deep into her eager crevice.

Leah gasped, then screamed, feeling her pussy penetrated for the first time in nearly a month. She felt his staff and the plug in her ass pressing together from the inside and howled in pleasure.

Maxwell wasted no time; he knew he didn’t have any. He said, “Leah, you can come.”

Leah knew she would be so sensitive by the end of her trial, she’d be ready to burst at almost any moment, but even she was taken aback by how quickly her first orgasm coalesced. She felt like the cork of a champagne bottle, popping off like a cannon and bubbling out all over. Yet, she had no intention of stopping there. Maxwell drove his shaft into her slowly at first, letting her build toward her next crescendo more gradually, and this time she held off the orgasm as long as she could. When the pressure built until she could no longer resist, she let herself go in a massive release of tension and desire.

All of the weeks of pain, humiliation and uncertainty boiled off as Maxwell slammed her body with wave after wave of intoxicating euphoria. After her third orgasm she felt like she could jump through the ceiling and fly through space;- her inhibitions and fears melted away. When Maxwell came, his tremendous load sprayed out across her entire body, leaving little puddles of sticky mess across her skin she moaned as she felt them, wanting to taste it. Maxwell obliged, shaking out the last drops onto her ball gag, allowing his seed to slide into her mouth and flavor the rubber of her gag.

“Be right back, pet,” he said, though Leah could barely perceive his words. She launched into subspace, feeling nothing but ecstasy. She still moaned in pain when Maxwell came back and applied a set of nipple clamps. She grunted as his flogger smacked into her sensitive pussy, and squealed as he jostled the plug in her ass. However, all it did was add to the cocktail of carnal bliss coursing through her.

So when he relented from tormenting her and slipped a massive vibrator into her hungry chasm, she moaned and wailed, thrashing as much as she could in her bonds.

“You enjoy yourself, Leah,” said Maxwell. “You’ve earned this.”

Yes, sir.

After he turned the vibrator on, Maxwell climbed back down onto the rack and perched above Leah. He lowered his head to kiss her cheeks, her forehead and her neck, moving between the three. Occasionally he played with her breasts — a little squeeze, a little flick, a tiny tug at her clamps. He didn’t want to overwhelm her; he just wanted to make sure she felt him there beside her.

“I’m not going anywhere, pet. I promise.”

—

When Leah woke up, she waved her hand until she felt the familiar bars of her cage. It’s good to be home. She smiled, then fell back into serene slumber, satisfied and at once more peace.
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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…


For Further Reading: “The Kinky Inventor” series
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If you enjoyed this story, and want to read more about Rebecca and Harry, check out Sasha Rich’s “The Kinky Inventor” series. Leah is featured in several of the titles as well. Read on for a preview! These and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich’s Amazon page. For updates on all new Sasha Rich stories, like her on Facebook!

“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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“Submissive Professors: Pleasure Bundle”

Two sexy university professors. Two hot college coeds. One low price!

Very proper professors Victoria Lovelace and Penelope Henstridge, and a college senior, Cassandra Crane, have something in common: undiscovered submissive tendencies. All three find their carnal desires awakened, especially when they meet hunky jock Kevin Cross. His intoxicating dominance releases their deep-seated need to be bound, dominated and humiliated. Luckily, he’s no stranger to teaching his teachers about finding satisfaction in exciting new ways, blurring the line between pain and pleasure. Presented to the voracious audience at the secretive Club Odalisque, Vikki, Penny and Cassie discover a passion for bondage, discipline and more!

Now all three stories can be had for one discount price!

“Dirty Therapist: Super Bundle”

Three books, now in one place for a bargain price!

Phil Birch’s methods are unconventional, but his results are indisputable. The handsome, young doctor knows how to use pain and pleasure to help his patients conquer their issues. While others talk and talk, Birch uses sexual domination, spankings and bondage to satisfy his patients’ every need. He’s not afraid to delve deep into his patients psyches while exploring their need to be punished.

Come find out how the only therapist in the city with a dungeon in his office manages to help his patients heal while also experiencing untold bliss. This bundle collects three stories: “Dirty Therapist,” “Dirty Therapist: Ginny’s Guilt” and “Dirty Therapist: Jenna’s Jacket.”

“Bound and Spanked By My Hot Bosses”

Look, if you were constantly bored at work and had four outrageously handsome bosses, you might start fantasizing about them too. And if you had submissive, kinky desires like me, you might imagine them giving you a proper spanking. You might wonder what it would be like to have the group tie you up and use you to their hearts' content. Could you resist the temptation? I couldn't.

But when they discovered I was writing down my illicit fantasies during business hours, they had to punish me. I didn't argue. I deserved to be flogged and humiliated. It's not my fault they thought the best way to discipline me was to make all my naughty dreams come true.

But could I handle all four alpha males until they were fully satisfied? For an erotic story this blisteringly hot, I should start from the beginning…

“Teach My Man To Dominate”

Colin loves his perky, young hotwife, and Maggie adores her handsome, older gentleman husband, but their sex life has grown stale. Unleashing their kinky urges could bring back their passion, but these inexperienced, BDSM newcomers don’t know what to do. Luckily, Colin has a plan: learn from the best. He invites Vincent, a strong, dominant alpha male, into their home to rock his wife to her core.

Pure, carnal lust draws Maggie to Vincent the second they meet: he is buff, cocky and charismatic, an expert in bondage, domination, spanking and more. Maggie’s submissive side responds to his touch immediately. His sexual prowess, his body, his gorgeous accent… everything about him sets her off.

Will this magnificent specimen of manhood be too tempting to resist, or can Colin prove he’s the only man she needs? Find out when dirty, new passions are ignited and first timers have a steamy encounter they’ll never forget!

“Dominate Me, Use Me, Punish Me, Forgive Me”

A long time ago, sweet, innocent Amy Lake messed up: she chose the wrong man. Her ex, the intense and ruggedly handsome Tag Hancock, left town and became a billionaire. Now, rumors have spread that Tag will attend the upcoming reunion party, and Amy sees a chance to correct the biggest mistake of her life.

Amy thinks she wants his forgiveness, but Tag knows the truth: she wants to be punished. She wants to be absolved through torment and humiliation. She wants to be dominated and used, and give in to carnal desires she never knew she had.

Tag has waited for this night to come for years, and is happy to awaken her new, insatiable need for bondage and discipline, but will their pent-up passion turn into something deeper?

Buried feelings and forbidden desires will culminate in an extended steamy encounter in this blazing hot standalone story!

For updates on all new Sasha Rich stories, sign up for her mailing list or like her on Facebook!
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