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Maxwell sat back down in his recliner and watched as Leah stretched her arms as much as she could from inside her cage. When she was done, she settled back in, staring at her master expectantly. They both grinned, unable to help themselves. I never imagined this could be so perfect, Leah thought.

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

“Behind your back,” Maxwell corrected.

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

“Pets don’t eat. Pets are fed.”

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

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

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

“Yes, sir.”

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

“Yes, master.”

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

“Rope, sir…”
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Kept By the Kinky Billionaire


Leah squeezed her eyes shut and basked in the bliss of being held very tightly. Unrelenting steel and smooth neoprene rubber gripped her body: belts and cuffs were locked into place around her wrists, ankles, thighs, waist and chest. To most, the outfit would look like a bizarre metal bikini. While it helped hinder her movement, its real purpose was preventing stimulation in her most sensitive locations. Her new owner, the man who held the keys, would dictate how and when she enjoyed carnal satisfaction. He had complete control over Leah: her ability to pleasure herself with the chastity suit on was nearly zero. She would need his permission from now on, and he would deny her until a time of his choosing, eagerly exploiting the fact that denial ignited her need like gasoline poured onto an open flame.

For the moment, though, Leah felt too good to be frustrated. She’d just been given the chance to live her dream: as the personal slave of a charming, handsome and devious billionaire. Months of training at BonDouleurs Manor had finally brought her to the attention of Maxwell Frost, a man who could fulfill her need to be dominated. He’d proven his capacity for creative cruelty, and it was just the kind Leah craved.

Once they disembarked from his helicopter, Maxwell gathered her in his arms and carried her like a doll across the roof of his skyscraper. Whether it was the whipping winds or the gritty surface of the helipad, Maxwell hadn’t wanted his new pet to walk barefoot across the rooftop. Leah didn’t mind: feeling the strength in his arms and the warmth of his hands against the cold, nighttime gusts made her shiver and burn at the same time. He clutched her against the fabric of his bespoke tuxedo through the short elevator ride down to his luxury penthouse, then he set her down on her feet. “Move,” he commanded as they entered a small anteroom.

“Yes, master,” Leah said, her heart pounding. Her training had prepared her for all kinds of treatment, from strict confinement to agonizing torment, but nothing could have readied her for the anticipation and trepidation now flooding through her system. Wishing to be a full-time sex slave was her great fantasy, but acknowledging it as a reality posed a unique challenge. In truth, she had never known for sure if a life of hedonism and servitude was what she truly wanted, but there was only one way to find out. On the other side of the milky white, wooden door before her lay the answer.

As she approached, it opened to reveal an older man. With a full head of white hair and a rosy complexion, he seemed to be in excellent shape for his age, which Leah placed in the mid-sixties. Though he wore a full suit, Leah could tell he had a very muscular body.

“Leah, I’d like to meet somebody very important,” said Maxwell. “This is the real Mr. Frost. I’m his bodyguard.”

Leah looked to the man who’d carried her from the helicopter, then back at the older man in front of her. She blinked a few times, then shook her head. “You’re joking.”

“He is,” said the older man. “I’m Finn Planck, and please excuse my employer. Mr. Frost doesn’t get to make that joke very often.”

“I see,” said Leah.

“Finn is my main assistant. He’s a bodyguard, a butler, a driver and more. He’s also a trusted confidant. He’s worked for me for more than a decade, and I trust him with my care, and yours,” explained Maxwell.

“Mine?”

“Yes, Leah. Did you think I’d be making your meals and feeding you all the time? Finn, or Mr. Planck to you, will often see to your needs. He’s also permitted to bind and discipline you in my place, should the need arise.”

“You mean, he’s allowed to flog or spank me?” asked Leah. She thought only Maxwell would be playing with her, at least at first.

“That’s right,” said Planck. “Does your new slave have a preference as to which?” he asked Maxwell.

“Dealer’s choice. She’s a very, very dirty girl.” Maxwell took hold of Leah’s shoulders and lowered his head so he could speak into her ear. “You can flog her, spank her, whip her, cane her… I doubt you’ll find anything she won’t like.”

Leah blushed and looked down at her bare feet. Maxwell understood how to humiliate her, even in an environment where she expected to be regarded as little more than a fancy toy. Being degraded by her master she expected; even his friends, someday, would have a chance to use her. Instead, the first person Maxwell introduced her to was his employee. Why she didn’t expect a billionaire to have a staff to serve him, she couldn’t guess.

“Where are my manners?” Maxwell muttered to himself as he nudged Leah through the door. She heard the jingling of keys, then the click of padlocks disengaging. “I can’t bring my new pet home and not show her off to my staff.”

Turning an even deeper shade of crimson, Leah spread her limbs as each piece of the chastity equipment was lifted away and set aside. “Finn, find a convenient home for these. She’ll be wearing them a lot.”

The assistant nodded, then began gathering up the individual pieces.

“Come, Leah,” said Maxwell, grabbing her arm and pulling her forward. Despite her months of training, being stripped naked still made her feel very vulnerable, a condition exacerbated by the surreal situation in front of her: two muscular, dominant older men who had complete authority over her actions and body. Technically, she could leave whenever she wanted, but in reality, she had no intention of quitting. She’d made a commitment to her decision, and was determined to follow through.

Despite herself, Leah smiled: she was now free of the chastity belt, exposed and available. Her juices slicked her inner thighs, and the only question on her mind was, what does Maxwell plan to do about it?

As he led her into his penthouse, she stared in amazement at the opulence of his home. A study in dichotomy, the modern furniture was all black, while the tile floors and tall walls were all white. Chiaroscuro charcoal drawings instilled a cohesion between light and dark: as Leah noted, they all belonged to the same series, and all depicted bound women. Some were chained in a dungeon, eyes raised in supplication; others appeared tied in rope, presented without any sort background. Leah imagined they were suspended in negative space, lost in a prison of their own desire.

“Like the decor?” asked Maxwell.

“Yes, master. Did you do these yourself?”

The billionaire offered a quick but loud laugh. “No, no. I commissioned them. I’ve tried my hand at drawing and painting, but never found I had the knack.”

Leah nodded. “Are these portraits of real people?” she asked.

“Does a piece of art ever truly show a real person?” Maxwell replied.

“I suppose not,” she replied, nonplussed by his cryptic response. Maybe he doesn’t want to say, she thought. Perhaps they were based on his past slaves, or women he wished could have been his; or, conversely, the artist could have made them up entirely. Leah didn’t know, but the mystery planted itself in her mind. Give it time, she told herself. If he wants to talk about them, he will.

Once they reached the kitchen, where stainless steel appliances glimmered in the hard, bright light, two men and a woman entered the area. Leah wasn’t surprised to find they were all fantastically attractive individuals. The woman boasted a slim figure and a generous bust; she wore an elegant but severe expression, as well as a French maid’s outfit. Both men were tall and broad, with pecs and biceps that looked hard as petrified wood. The first man had thick, blonde hair buzzed short, making Leah think he was ex-military. The other kept his reddish locks long and shaggy. All three demonstrated an impressive capacity for self-control — especially the men — as they kept their eyes trained on Maxwell, rather than the beautiful, nude woman at his side.

“Leah, this is Clara Locke. Like Finn, she serves many roles here. Primarily she is my housekeeper and stylist.”

Leah noted the emphasis Maxwell put on the word “serves.” Is she a slave as well?

“These two are Wesley Armstrong and Erik Cole. As Finn cannot be here twenty-four hours a day, Wesley and Erik work when he is not available. All three of them have the same rights to punish you in my place, though these two gentlemen prefer to defer to Finn or myself.”

“Hi,” Leah said to them. She felt sheepish knowing that they too belonged to Maxwell’s inner circle. With this many people aware of his predilections, Leah could hardly believe they could be kept a secret from the world. A lot of money buys a lot of silence, she thought.

The three bowed their heads politely but did not address Leah directly, as she expected. “OK,” said Maxwell. “You’re dismissed for now. I’ll give my pet the rest of the tour.” Without a word, they turned and left.

“Will you be looking for a midnight snack tonight?” asked Finn.

Maxwell paused for a moment to think. “I do expect to work up an appetite,” he said, smirking as he gave Leah’s ass a hard slap. She yelped and lurched forward, but only a few inches, as her arm was still clasped in Maxwell’s other hand. “But I may be too tired, so don’t worry about it. I can have the fresh fruit in the fridge. You should go get some rest.”

“Sure thing. Goodnight, Mr. Frost.” The man bowed, then slipped away so smoothly he almost seemed to glide.

“Night, Finn,” Maxwell called after him. “Come on,” he said, guiding her forward. He led her through the other rooms of his penthouse, giving her a brief glimpse before moving on. His office looked fit for an executive like him, full of state-of-the-art electronics and executive-style furnishings. His mini-gym was fully stocked with aerobic and weight-training equipment, and the entertainment center boasted a theater-quality projection system.

“I’m not going to say you’re never going to see these rooms,” said Maxwell. “But let’s go see where you’ll be spending most of your time: the dungeon.”

He brought her to a stairwell in the center of the floor, which they walked down. She went to open the door at the bottom but found it had no knob to turn. Instead, a panel slid away to reveal a keypad. Maxwell put his hand over her eyes and typed in the code, which activated the door. Leah trembled, taken by how seriously her owner took his secrecy, but also loving the idea that she’d be kept inside an electronically locked chamber. She almost felt like a princess being kept in a tower, even if it was technically the tower’s dungeon. However, unlike most people being taken to a dungeon, Leah couldn’t wait to see what was inside.

—

The room they entered next was not very large: it was no bigger than Leah’s bedroom back at the apartment she shared with her best friend. However, it did have more floorspace: instead of a nice, large bed, Leah found herself staring at a cage.

“Do you like curling up into a ball when you sleep?” asked Maxwell.

“Yes, master,” Leah replied.

“Good, then you won’t have any trouble adapting. Get in.”

The cage was set up in the far corner of the room, though it was not placed flush against the wall. Leah crouched down at the knees, which brushed against the fuzzy, gold carpeting, then climbed through the cage’s relatively small, square opening. Though only a few feet tall and long, the cage was large enough for her to fit inside if she curled up, as Maxwell had asked. Despite their thinness, the cage’s bars seemed quite strong, forming an unbreakable grid of inch-wide squares. She could stick a finger out, but nothing more. The bottom of the cage was covered in gym mat-style padding and a small, thin blanket. At the far end she found a pillow; though circular and narrow, the red cushion was thick and springy.

I’ve had worse accommodations, she thought, remembering her spartan cell at BonDouleurs Manor.

When Maxwell pushed the cage door shut, the lock clicked softly, but Leah still flinched. This is it, she thought. This is where and how you’ll be spending your nights, and probably several hours in between. The notion scared her, but the arousal she felt was palpable. She desperately wanted to reach between her legs and start exploring her sodden chasm but didn’t dare without Maxwell’s command. Patience. She doubted he would leave her like this for the night right then and there; not on her first night as an owned slave.

“Look to your right,” he instructed. Leah did, and noticed that a small intercom panel on the wall was positioned perfectly so that she could reach it from inside the cage. “You can adjust the temperature in the room if it’s too hot or cold in here. You can also press the com to call for aid if you need it. One of the men on duty will answer, any time of day. However, this is not to be misused. You can’t call them because you’re lonely and want somebody to talk to. Infractions will be punished. Do you understand?”

“Yes, master.”

“Good,” he said. “Take a second to test out the controls.”

While Leah adjusted the thermostat and placed a call on the com, Maxwell took a seat in a black, leather recliner that faced the cage from the other side of the room. A pair of floor-to-ceiling storage cabinets flanked the large chair, looming over it. Leah could only imagine what was inside of them. Toys, probably, she thought, not wanting to consider the more devious possibilities.

“Master?”

“Yes, Leah?”

“What if I want a few things for my room. Like, my phone, or a TV?”

“The items you brought to the manor are being shipped here now, including your phone. You can have it soon, but not right away. And you can only use it while not otherwise busy serving me.”

“Understood, master. Thank you.”

“As for other amenities, those you will earn later. A TV is reasonable, though it will come with certain restrictions. We can discuss that more later.” He unzipped his pants and pulled out his thick, hard cock. “For now, show me how much you like your new home.”

He re-opened the cage and bid for her to stick her head out. She had to stand on her hands and knees to get in the correct position, as Maxwell sat flat on the floor. He spread his legs surprisingly wide for a man his age, pulling himself close to the cage so Leah wouldn’t have to get out to reach his shaft.

She opened her mouth and took him deep into her throat. She sealed her lips and sucked hard, causing her master to groan in bliss. She worked her head up and down as best she could, careful not to hit her neck on the bars of her cage. She rolled her tongue around Maxwell’s tip and tasted the drop of his seed that emerged. She hummed, savoring its salty flavor, a sound that made Maxwell grow even harder. He leaned back and rested his hands against the floor, letting his head hang low as he shut his eyes.

Leah worked relentlessly, wanting to please her master as much as possible on her first night as his slave. She’d trained in oral technique for months at the manor, and knew her craft. She raised one hand and slipped her digits through the bars of her cage so she could pull herself up by it. She let his cock out of her mouth for a moment and stroked it with her other hand, leaving her mouth free to suckle on his balls. He responded as she expected, with spasms of pleasure jolting his body. When she took his cock back into her mouth, he groaned again, then shot his seed. Leah eagerly swallowed it and continued licking until she’d cleaned off every last drop.

The satisfaction Leah felt when her master complimented her work warmed her like nothing she had ever experienced. This was the life she had wanted, and she was already off to a great start. Maxwell patted her head and kissed her cheek. “The way you held yourself up using the cage was inventive and not easy. Get out here so I can reward you properly.”

Leah didn’t need to be asked twice. She crawled out and stood up for her master. He stepped to the cabinet left of his chair and opened the main compartment. He signaled for her to come have a look, swinging the door wide. To her surprise, only a handful of items could be found on the various shelves and racks. She spotted a single black flogger; a long, white magic wand massager; one medium-sized, black ball gag; a set of handcuffs; a bottle of lube; a wide, black buttplug; and a couple bundles of rope.

“Master? Is there supposed to be more in here?”

“There will be,” he replied. “We just haven’t bought any of it yet. I have more stashed away, but I wanted your collection to be more personal. Tomorrow we’ll shop, and by the end of the day we’ll have plenty to play with. And of course we’ll continue to accumulate more toys as time goes on, especially if our friend Harry keeps inventing things.”

Leah grinned, thinking of Harry, her best friend’s new husband, and how if it wasn’t for Rebecca and him, she wouldn’t be here right now. Considering the astounding quantities of pain and pleasure Harry’s inventions could cause, Leah was happy to honor Harry by using the inventions as often as Maxwell wished.

“Yes, tomorrow’s going to be a fun, busy day for you. But let’s worry about that later.” Maxwell took the bundles of rope and the magic wand off the shelf, then sat down in his recliner. He took Leah’s hand and pulled her in front of him.

“Hold this,” he said, placing the magic wand between her thighs. Excited, Leah squeezed her legs shut around the vibrator, eager for her master to turn it on. Before he did, however, he used the ropes to create a harness around her waist and upper thighs, crisscrossing each other and encircling each limb until the wand had been thoroughly secured against her clit.

Leah’s jaw hung open in barely contained desire as she watched her master tie the ropes. Every fresh cord tightening against her skin sent sparks of pleasure spiraling through her body. She felt primed to explode, and all she needed was for Maxwell to flick one little switch.

“Get the gag and the lube,” he commanded when he finished tying the wand in place.

Moving gingerly, she pivoted on her feet and shifted back and forth, doing as her master asked, enjoying following his orders, as well as the challenge of walking in such a state. When she had the items, Maxwell held out his hand so she could give them to him. Then he spread his arms and legs, inviting Leah to sit down in his lap. The extra large recliner was more than big enough for the both of them and, with a little effort, Leah moved herself into position. Maxwell lifted his cock, which had already regained its stiffness, and let it rest against her back. She giggled as it tickled her, but the laughter quickly turned to elated screams as Maxwell activated the wand.

The billionaire listened to his slave holler as she bucked and writhed. Nearly breathless, she pleaded, “May I come?”

“You may,” he said as he stuffed the ball gag into her gaping mouth. She moaned as he buckled the gag’s strap wickedly tight, her arousal further inflamed by her filled mouth. Maxwell massaged her breasts with his hands as she convulsed, lost in the euphoria of her first orgasm as an owned pet.

When she reached her peak, Maxwell shut off the vibrator, limiting Leah to just the one orgasm. She groaned, unable to mask her mild disappointment.

“Oh, don’t you whine,” Maxwell said. “We’re just getting started.”

Leah smiled at his reassurance. Maxwell used another bundle of rope to bind Leah’s hands behind her back. He secured her arms in a box tie, raising and bending each limb so that her hands hung uselessly at her sides. Leah struggled against the ropes, testing out their integrity; as expected, they were inescapable.

Maxwell then picked up the lube and popped the cap. He squirted the fluid into his hand and stroked his cock until it was fully coated. Squeezing the tube a little more, he applied lube to Leah’s backside, spreading it between her cheeks. She gasped as he poked a finger inside her tight, rear opening, getting the lube inside. Once he finished, he lifted Leah up by her thighs and settled his cock against her dark entrance. Displaying his raw strength, he lowered and lifted her slowly, allowing his shaft to drive inside gradually. Leah squealed in pain as his massive cock dug its way in, but sighed when Maxwell turned the vibrator back on.

Maxwell used his slave like she was just a tight hole for his enjoyment, propelling her up and dropping her down onto his rod, and doing it quickly. Leah could hardly believe she was being used in such a manner, but found it incredibly hot: she yearned to be treated like a toy, to be used unceremoniously by her master. The pain in her orifice merged with the bliss streaming from her clit, which felt the vibrations change in intensity as Maxwell moved her up and down.

Nearly at his climax, Leah’s master suddenly shot to his feet, taking his pet with him. Her chest clutched in his arms, she didn’t fall, but from the standing position Maxwell was able to begin driving his cock into her with all his stamina and strength. Both master and slave howled in ecstasy as they came together. Leah felt his hot load spurt out inside her, and Maxwell felt her shudder as she continued to come. To her delight, he plunged his fingers into her pussy, keeping orgasm alive until all of her energy was expended. When she finished, Maxwell shut off the vibrator once more and set Leah down on the recliner.

Maxwell watched her breasts heave as she breathed deeply. Leah stared back at him, the back of her lips curled up around her gag in an unmistakable smile. In that moment she knew: If this is what it’s like to be owned by Maxwell Frost, then I will be his for as long as he wants me.

—

Leah purred when woke, happy to find her arms still bound behind her back. Maxwell had removed her gag and untied the vibrator and her legs before putting her in her cage for the night. She had been concerned about being able to sleep on her first night as an owned slave, but between the manor’s Expo and her first night activities, Maxwell exhausted her completely.

Despite her bindings, Leah woke feeling comfortable and rested. She felt as though she’d slept for far longer than normal. Opening her eyes, she noticed Maxwell was sitting in the recliner, reading from a tablet device. Instead of the tuxedo he wore the night before, he was dressed in a more casual, gray business suit with a white, button-down shirt and a turquoise and silver, diagonally striped tie.

“Good morning, master.”

Maxwell looked up with a smile and set the tablet down. “Good morning, Leah. You slept well, I see.”

“Yes, sir, very much.”

“I’m glad to hear it. We have a busy day ahead.” Maxwell stepped over and opened the door to her cage. From his pocket he pulled out a retractable blade, then he reached inside and began cutting Leah’s ropes. However, as soon as her arms and hands were free, he shut the door to the cage again, leaving her inside.

“Use the intercom to call Finn. From now on, you will do this as soon as you wake up in the morning,” he instructed.

“Yes, master.” Leah pressed the call button. At first nothing happened, but after a moment she heard a soft series of descending tones.

“That means your call has been acknowledged, and you’ll be seen to right away. If I’m in the mood, I’ll take you through your morning routine. Otherwise, Finn, or whoever is on duty, will do it. It’s past noon right now, but we’ll ignore that for today.”

“Yes, master.”

Maxwell sat back down in his recliner and watched as Leah stretched her arms as much as she could from inside her cage. When she was done, she settled back in, staring at her master expectantly. They both grinned, unable to help themselves. I never imagined this could be so perfect, Leah thought.

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

“Behind your back,” Maxwell corrected.

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

“Pets don’t eat. Pets are fed.”

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

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

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

“Yes, sir.”

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

“Yes, master.”

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

“Rope, sir.”

“What about chains?”

“I like them, sir.”

“Tape?”

“I like tape too, sir.”

“Do you have a favorite?”

“Rope, sir, if I’m being moved around. I love being dragged around on a rope leash. If I’m going to be confined and stationary, rope is fine, but chains and shackles are better.”

“Interesting. Rope is my favorite too, but I like just about everything, as you’ll soon see.”

He turned his slave around and brought her lips to his. Leah drank in his scent, a crisp, almost sporty cologne, and tasted citrus juice on his breath. She wasn’t sure if her owner would want to kiss, which seemed to her to convey a greater sense of affection than she assumed she would receive. Being degraded and objectified aroused her in a way nothing else could, but now, in Maxwell’s warm embrace, she couldn’t deny how powerfully she wanted him. Being treated like a pet, but also loved, was hardly impossible: Rebecca had that sort of relationship with Harry.

Leah had spent such a long time looking for an owner, she forgot about looking for love. Her last relationship ended badly, and since then she hadn’t wanted anything normal. Now she wasn’t so sure. As Maxwell’s tongue danced with her’s, she felt a stirring that had been absent for a long, long time.

“Now, I promised to show you something nice,” he said when he finally broke away. He led Leah not to the door where they came in, but across the room to another door. He tapped the electric panel to open it, causing a bright glow to come through. Leah flinch from the sudden luminescence, but when her eyes adjusted she realized it was merely daylight. She stepped forward without thinking, awed by the vista before her: the floor they were on had no exterior walls: only floor-to-ceiling windows. The entire city seemed to be spread out around her. When she’d stared out enough, she looked around the room to see one area after another set up with various pieces of bondage equipment: a variety of stockades, a series of wooden horses, several St. Andrew’s Crosses, dozens of cages and scores of devices she didn’t recognize. The pieces were designed to make her stand, crawl, walk, sit and lie, all while suffering. It would take weeks to try them all.

Eventually Maxwell slipped his arm between Leah’s and led her through the dungeon. “Like what you see?”

“Yes, master,” she replied.

“Thought you might.” He proceeded quickly, not giving her much time to really study the collection. When he stopped, Leah found the floor had changed from hardwood to gray tile and dipped softly by a few inches. At the center of the dip, a grate covered a drain. Above her a series of shower heads extended from the ceiling.

“This is your bathroom,” said Maxwell. “Somebody will bring you here for a shower every day. You ready?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Start shower,” Maxwell said. The voice command activated the water, which sprayed softly at first, and then with more intensity. To Leah’s delight, the water that came out wasn’t cold at all. She turned around beneath the sprays, letting the water reach every part of her body. Her master undressed and joined her. “Soap,” he said, holding his hand over the drain; a small drop of something blue fell into his open hand. He lathered up her skin, taking his time to coat her entire body. She closed her eyes and moaned as he reached between her legs, making sure to clean her there very thoroughly.

“Shampoo,” he said next. A small squirt came out of the same tiny opening in the ceiling, and it landed right in Leah’s hair.

“That’s really cool,” she said.

Maxwell just smiled as he lathered her hair with the cherry-scented shampoo.

“Master, will I always be showering bound? Will the others be cleaning me?”

“No, and yes. The others will want you to clean yourself, I’m sure, and Finn will have your voice codes recorded sometime soon. However, I expect there will be occasions where I’ll want you to be bound in the morning and somebody will have to clean you. Maybe I’ll be punishing you for some reason, or I’ll have some new restraint I want to try out on you. We’ll see.”

“Yes, sir.” The arrangement sounded good to Leah. She loved the idea of showering in front of an open window. Though it was unlikely, anybody with a telescope could be spying her through the glass. Her exhibitionist side enjoyed the possibility, and fantasized about being watched by the entire city. Maxwell was probably thinking the same; she spied his cock growing as his body moved with her’s under the jets of water. When he finished with her hair, Maxwell slapped Leah’s backside a few times. Leah gasped and sighed, enjoying the sound of wet slaps.

“Start dry,” he said. The water immediately cut off, replaced by high-pressure air streams. Maxwell spun his slave around, exposing her to the air from all directions until they were both dry. Leah felt for sure her hair must look ridiculous, being blown about, but Maxwell didn’t seem to mind.

“And don’t worry, I have some very nice bathtubs too. Just because you’re here to be bound and punished, that doesn’t mean you can’t be pampered once in a while.”

“I agree, master, thank you.”

Together they walked back to Leah’s room, where Maxwell picked up another bundle of rope. He tied it around her upper arms, making her bondage somewhat stringent. He then looped a cord around her waist, then ran the rope back through the front of the ring it formed. He brought this rope down through her legs and up between her folds; Leah groaned as she felt it dig into her tender flesh. Maxwell pulled the rope into her cheeks and then back through the loop around her waist; when he made it nice and tight, he knotted the remaining rope around Leah’s hands, ensuring that if she moved them, she’d feel it in her most sensitive spot.

“Ready to go shopping?” he asked when he was done.

“Sir?” she said, looking down at her naked body.

“Oh, I don’t think anyone will mind.” He grabbed the flogger from the cabinet and gave her ass a few lashes, aiming carefully so as not to clip her hands. “Up,” he said, opening the door to the stairs.

Watching her feet, Leah ascended one step at a time. Her months of training at the manor included walking through a variety of environments while bound in dozens of ways, from a lone pair of handcuffs to metal shackles that hobbled her every inch of the way. She could handle stairs and maintain her balance with ease in her current condition. And I could do it just as easily in heels, she thought.

From the top of the stairs, Maxwell guided them through the penthouse and back to the elevator, which they rode down dozens of stories. Leah remembered she only had explored a small fraction of the building. She wondered what else it held. Was FrostGen, Maxwell’s company, headquartered here? If so, did his staff have any idea about what went on upstairs? Had any of his attractive secretaries taken the full tour?

They exited the elevator into a fairly plain looking corridor; fluorescent lighting reflected off the black, linoleum floor that extended across the entire length of the building. A handful of doors were spaced evenly apart, and the only noise was the hum of the air vents.

Before she had a chance to wonder if a door would open and some unsuspecting office worker would spill coffee all over himself, Maxwell directed her to the first room on their right and took her inside.

“Welcome,” said a woman dressed in a black, full-body, latex catsuit. She wore her dark locks in an asymmetrical bob, with streaks of pink highlights. Her lips, eyebrows and septum were all pierced, but Leah imagined the woman’s body’s jewelry wasn’t limited to her face.

“Hi,” said Leah. She looked around the room, which held an extensive collection of restraints and sex toys arrayed on a series of tables. The setup reminded Leah of a vendor at some kind of conference.

“Leah Gold, this is Ariadne X. Ariadne, this is my new slave, Leah.”

“A pleasure,” said Ariadne.

“The pleasure is mine, mistress,” replied Leah. “Is this your store?”

“Ooh, she knew how to address me. Very nice. And no, dear, this is just my stock. I have a storefront downtown, but Mr. Frost likes to have me bring my best merchandise to him.”

Maxwell shrugged. “I prefer a curated selection. So sue me. Besides, I’m inclined to save us a lot of time and just buy all of it.”

Ariadne looked almost hurt. “That would be fine if it pleases you, Maxwell, but I’d be happy to assist in demonstrating my wares.”

“I like the way you think. Do it. Show us everything we absolutely have to buy.”

The woman smiled at him, then approached Leah. She pinched Leah’s nipple with her gloved fingers, squeezing steadily harder until Leah began to squeal. Despite the pain, she didn’t try to twist away from Ariadne.

“This one has a considerable pain threshold. Is she from the manor?”

“Of course,” Maxwell replied. “In fact, she was a pretty big deal there. She’s quite the catch.”

“Thank you, master.”

“In fact,” he continued, “This one here knows Harry. She was the maid of honor at his wedding.”

“No shit,” Ariadne muttered as she picked out a pair of nipple clamps; connected by an exquisite gold chain, Leah knew Maxwell would want them. “I’d love to meet the great inventor some day. I absolutely love his toys.”

Leah moaned as each clamp grasped her tightly. She said, “I’ll put in a good word.”

“Thanks. What do you think, Mr. Frost?”

“I’ll take them. Is that part of a matching set?”

“It is. Spread your legs, Leah.”

She complied, and Ariadne crouched to examine Leah’s drenched pussy. “That’s a nice, tight crotch rope. Do you like how that feels?” Ariadne asked, giving the rope a little tug.

“Yes, mistress.”

“Think you might enjoy a little more pain from down there?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“She’s a serious pain slut, Ariadne, and she likes to be challenged. Isn’t that right, slave?”

Leah blushed, but nodded. “Yes, master.”

“Very good,” said Ariadne. She surveyed her collection, then picked out clover clamps from the same set as the nipple clamps. She attached them to Leah’s lower lips, eliciting a long, sustained whine. Leah shook from the pain, but didn’t move from her stance.

“Oh yes,” said her master. “Give me the whole set.”

“Very good. Tell me, Maxwell, how’s your aim with a crop?” she asked, holding one up. She swung the long, black toy through the air, narrowly missing Leah’s breast.

“It’s excellent. May I?”

Ariadne handed him the crop and stepped back. Maxwell swung it a few times, getting a feel for its weight and length, then began targeting her breasts. Leah shut her eyes and grunted as the crop made contact with her skin. Her master’s aim was indeed impeccable: he struck her breasts quickly and alternated between them without missing, and he avoided the clamps on her nipples, not wanting to dislodge them. By the time he finished, Leah’s chest felt thoroughly scorched. She inhaled deeply, which drew further attention to her tormented breasts.

“Yeah, I’ll take this too,” said Maxwell. “Do you have it in a few other lengths?”

“I do.”

“And a few different colors?”

“Just black and red.”

Maxwell nodded. “Ahh well. Black and red are fine. What about floggers? I think my pet’s backside needs some attention.”

Ariadne spun Leah around and took a look at his pet’s posterior. “I’m sure it gets plenty, looking like that.”

Leah blushed again, but grinned. “Yes, mistress, it does.”

“Oh?” purred Ariadne. “Mr. Frost’s new slave think she’s got a nice ass, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, mistress,” Leah replied. She thought to herself, You’ve done it now. Her need for harsh discipline had won out over her need to obey.

Ariadne picked out a black flogger with a textured grip and short, suede lashes. She wasted no time in spanking Leah’s cheeks. The swings didn’t hurt much individually, but the lightweight flogger allowed the woman to dish the punishment out faster than Leah could process it. After a few moments, she cried out from the torment, which Ariadne took as the signal to hand over the flogger to Maxwell.

Leah began to squirm under her master’s barrage, and in doing so fouled up his aim; she quickly forced herself to hold still after her bound hands tasted the flogger’s tendrils.

“Good girl,” Maxwell reassured her as she sniffed and blinked a single tear out of her eye. Leah felt her juices flowing past the cord still digging into her folds, which rubbed against her clit every time she flinched from the flogging. She moaned and yelped, back and forth as her cheeks grew sore and red. Trying to embrace the pain, she let her mind wander. and thought about whether there was a meeting next door that could hear the slapping of skin on skin, and what they thought might be going on.

When Maxwell finished the flogging, he tossed the toy back to Ariadne. “Definitely. Give me all of those you’ve got.” He took Leah in his arms and played with the clamps on her breasts and pussy, lightly tugging on them, causing her to squeal and whine as though he was the conductor of a sadistic symphony.

“You poor thing,” he said, holding her chin in his hand so she had to look up at him. She donned her most imploring expression, twisting at the waist. “I think she wants to see our selection of vibrators.”

“I was going to save that for last,” said Ariadne. “Unless you think she’s earned it already.”

“No, your instincts were spot on. You know what Leah really hates?”

“What’s that?”

“Denial.” Maxwell flashed a devilish smile. “Isn’t that right, Leah?”

“Yes, master.”

“Oh wow,” Ariadne giggled. “You’re going to have a lot of fun with this one then, aren’t you?”

“Without a doubt. Now, let’s see your collars. Every slave needs a proper collar.”

“What do you have in mind? Something small and lightweight she can wear all the time, or something tall and heavy she can wear all the time?”

Maxwell chuckled. “Let’s see a few of both. I want her to have good posture, but I’d like some options that will allow for more subtlety.”

“Of course. Right this way.” Ariadne beckoned for her shoppers to follow her, so Maxwell hooked a finger underneath the rope running between Leah’s legs and pulled her along. She moaned and immediately moved her feet to keep up. The group passed by several tables full of dildos, gags and more that Leah expected to see more of later.

Collars of all shapes and sizes awaited them at the end of the room. Some had belts with adjustable straps, while others looked custom-fitted. Leah assumed BonDouleurs Manor would have passed on her measurements to Maxwell, who easily could have forwarded them to Ariadne; Leah bet that any collar she tried on would fit her snugly.

“What do you think of this?” asked Ariadne, who held up a thick wolf collar; protruding from the leather band were three-inch long metal spikes that looked sharp enough to puncture the skin.

“I’ll take it,” said Maxwell, “But not for her to wear on a regular basis. That would be a nice collar if she was on display and couldn’t move at all.”

Leah’s cheeks burned again, mostly at how casually her master spoke of her as if she wasn’t there in the room, but also from the idea of being on display. She’d gone through that on several occasions — the manor’s Expos in particular — and regarded the experience with a mixture of desire and dread. Part of her enjoyed being exhibited and seen in a state of sexual submission. However, she inevitably would grow tired of waiting around in a cage or against a wall or in whatever way they chose to present her. She could only handle so much anticipation before she needed release.

Ariadne picked out another collar, this one with an intimidatingly tall neck band. “If you want something for posture, this is it.”

“Put it on her, let’s see.”

With unmasked enthusiasm, the woman fixed the impossibly tall collar around Leah’s neck, forcing her to keep her chin raised high.

“What do you think, Leah?” Maxwell asked.

“It’s very uncomfortable, master, but I will wear it if you wish me to.”

He nodded. “From time to time, yes. But for your daily usage, I think something else.”

“How about this?” asked Ariadne. She held up a collar made of brown leather; hanging from its band were a series of gold rings and studs. “Made by a hobbyist who really enjoys the work. Comfortable to wear, but very strong and practical.”

Maxwell took the collar and examined it, then fitted it around Leah’s neck. She shut her eyes and sighed as he buckled it, pulling it tight enough to be felt but not to choke her. She shivered in excitement, thinking that she could be wearing it all the time. Leah had kept her jealousy to herself when her friend Rebecca received a gorgeous, one-of-a-kind collar from Harry, but she envied having such a beautiful symbol of commitment and subservience.

“I love it, master,” she said.

“Yes, it’s excellent. Throw it in, Ariadne. And get something thin and black too, something she could wear with a dress.”

“Of course. What would you like to see next?”

Maxwell put his hands on Leah’s shoulders and kissed the top of her head. “This one has behaved herself very well. I think a little reward is in order now, rather than later. I’d like for her to have something very stimulating, but that can be worn under her clothing.”

Ariadne looked Leah up and down. “You’re going to clothe her?”

Maxwell smirked. “Sometimes. If I don’t see her clothed from time to time, it takes the fun out of seeing her naked. Don’t you think?”

“I suppose,” Ariadne replied, rolling her eyes.

“What about you?” Maxwell asked his slave when she didn’t answer right away. He gave her ass a smack, causing her to gasp.

“Yes, master,” she said quickly. Her attention had strayed, thinking about clothing, and how strange it would be to only wear it when ordered.

Ariadne paced around her collection, then returned with what looked like black, latex panties. Leah’s eyes widened when she saw that attached to the crotch was a long, rubber dildo.

Maxwell quickly untied the rope splitting her folds, and detached the clamps on her lower lips. Leah shrieked as the latter was removed, but sighed in relief as the torment coming from her pussy abated. Her master then helped slip her feet into the panties and slowly pulled them up. Leah watched lustfully as the rubber phallus approached her wetness; when it penetrated, it slid in smoothly despite its significant girth.

Leah moaned as her master probed his fingers around inside the tight garment. It clung to her like a second skin, and she could only imagine how it would feel to wear it for hours and hours, as Maxwell no doubt planned.

Her master felt underneath the panties, locating the base of the dildo. As he expected, there was a small switch, which he turned on. As the vibrations sent waves of pleasure into her core, Maxwell played with the chain connecting her nipple clamps, adding the spice of pain to her sea of sensations.

“And you have one like this?” he asked Ariadne.

She giggled and unzipped the front of her catsuit. “I’m wearing it right now,” she said. Her clothes separated past her navel to reveal she indeed was wearing a similar pair of black, latex panties.

Leah shuddered and moaned, as Ariadne’s confession made her unbearably hot. She would love to walk around the penthouse like that all day long. The dildo didn’t even have to be on.

Maxwell laughed loudly. “I’ll take it. Do you have another in red?”

“Of course.”

“And white?”

“I can order one.”

“Excellent. And do you have any that include a buttplug as well?”

“I have one in black.”

“Sold.”

Leah panted and groaned listening to their exchange. It was too much for her to bear without release. “May I come?” Leah begged.

“Since this is your reward, you may.”

“Thank you… master,” she panted, then let go. The orgasm that had been building surged through her body, filling her with euphoria. The shaft inside her crevice shook powerfully, and the pain in her breasts and arms culminated in a powerful release. Maxwell held her close and spanked her ass through her panties as she heaved and screamed. When her orgasm reached its crescendo, Maxwell turned off the vibrator and pulled Leah against his body before her knees could give out. She shut her eyes for a moment and just let herself be held.

—

“That must be a pretty powerful vibrator,” Maxwell commented. Leah breathed in deeply, regaining her composure.

“It is,” said Ariadne as she zipped up her catsuit. “And if you like, it can be controlled remotely using an app.”

“Really? Is this one of Harry’s?”

Ariadne shook her head. “No, as far as I know Harry hasn’t ventured into making garments. But you should ask him.”

“I will. Now, what’s next?”

“Gags. I have literally hundreds, so picking out a few dozen of my favorites was not easy. Come, have a look.”

Maxwell led Leah along; she was just as eager as he to see the gags. Although she loved a proper ball gag as much as anyone else, she craved a little variety.

Ariadne’s stock didn’t disappoint: her collection included bit gags attached to harnesses; ring gags that would keep Leah’s mouth wide open for use; inflatable gags that would fill her until her jaw couldn’t be physically spread any further; gags with a heavy panel that would cover half her face; and cock-shaped gags that would give her something to suck on for as long as she wished. Of course, she also had ball gags: they came in a spectrum of solid colors, a variety of blended designs and even a few that were transparent.

“What do you think, Leah?”

“Can you buy all of them, master?”

He leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. “I intend to, but I meant, what should I gag you with right now?”

Leah looked back and forth, trying to decide what she wanted: something big to fill her mouth completely, or something that would leave her some ability to speak? 

“I suggest this,” said Ariadne. In her hands was a black, leather hood. She held it open to show that it included a fairly thick phallus for the mouthpiece. “A nice, big cock in her mouth, and a little sensory deprivation to boot.”

Maxwell stared at the hood. “I don’t know. I’ve always been more or less ambivalent toward hoods. I like being able to see my slaves’ pretty faces.”

“Understandable,” said Ariadne. “But you can see her face all the time. Isn’t it more fun to have it covered from time to time?”

“I see what you did there,” Maxwell said, grinning. “You make a good point. Show me how this one goes on.”

“With pleasure.” Ariadne pressed a finger to Leah’s lips. She complied, opening her mouth so the thick gag could fill it. Ariadne then applied hood, encasing Leah’s head tighter and tighter as the laces in back were tied. Soon Leah could hear nothing the others were saying, and she couldn’t see anything at all. She squirmed and turned her head back and forth, getting accustomed to the hood and gag.

Wearing it, Leah felt totally alone. Her world had been limited to the sound of her own panting, the throbbing in her still-clamped nipples and the presence of the dildo in her pussy. She creamed herself realizing that Maxwell could turn the vibrator on at any moment. He didn’t even have to touch her: he could use the app Ariadne had mentioned, and Leah would have no way to know it was about to happen.

During her training at the manor, Leah had been hooded only a couple of times. Being extremely susceptible to the effects of deprivation, be it sexual or sensory, Leah had not been extensively trained in hoods; she received the barest introduction, as her masters realized preserving her relative inexperience would provide her future owner with far more enjoyment.

They were absolutely right, Leah thought. She gasped as she felt Maxwell’s hands running up and down her body, feeling her every which way. She moaned as her master felt the base of the dildo inside her and swirled it around. He then put his fingers inside the waistband of her panties and pulled them down just enough to expose her flesh to the air; the shaft of the toy he left inside her.

Unsure of what Maxwell intended, Leah squeezed her thighs together, trying to relieve some of the extraordinary hunger for stimulation. Her reward was a smack on the bottom.

“Open,” Maxwell said. Leah heard it so muffled she may as well have been underwater. She complied, and then flinched as she felt a cold fluid dripping in between her cheeks. I guess I know what was next on his shopping list, she thought, trying to relax herself for what she knew was about to come.

Sure enough, she soon felt Maxwell’s finger inside her tight, back entrance, pushing some of the lube inside. She maintained her steady breathing, but winced and whined as a plug began pressing against her tender bud. Her master worked the toy in slowly and gradually, going deeper and deeper until it slipped inside her completely. Screaming inside her hood, she wondered if Maxwell and Ariadne could hear her. The plug felt massive, and she could feel it pressed against the dildo in her pussy from within.

Having all of her holes stuffed, Leah utterly used, degraded and helpless. Is he going to leave me like this? she wondered. Maxwell had told her how much he loves the idea of binding or tormenting her and leaving her to suffer, how he liked to think of her being alone and unseen somewhere, silently experiencing whatever cruelty he’d devised on that particular day. The more she thought about it, the more she knew, this was what her master was going to do.

Once the plug was in, Maxwell twisted it around inside her, eliciting fresh groans and squirming, then he pulled up Leah’s latex panties, ensuring the plug couldn’t accidentally fall out.

It seemed to take a few minutes before she felt anything new, though Leah couldn’t possibly tell how much time was really going by. Then Maxwell’s strong hands closed around her knees and pressed them together. Either he or Ariadne tied a rope around her legs above the knees, preventing her to parting them, which squeezed the plugs inside her body even tighter. More ropes were tied around her ankles, linking them together, but not right against each other: intended to hobble instead of bind, the ropes would allow her to take very short steps.

Leah gulped, recognizing that Maxwell intended to have her walk around. Doing so with all the plugs in her would create a panoply of sensations, but with the added challenge of walking while utterly blind. To walk, she would have to rely on her trust in her master, which was the point, of course: to be completely dependent on him, and to establish a complete trust in his protection. She couldn’t help being afraid of the challenge ahead, but she also knew she would come through it a better slave.

After a few minutes, Leah felt her master’s hands on her shoulders, and he turned her around. A few pats on the ass gave her the impression it was time to move, so she took her first tentative steps, cautious to keep her balance.

Just as the hood and darkness prevented her from properly telling time, her sense of distance was similarly affected. Every step meant something else: some seemed to propel her forward for miles, while others seemed to have been so slight she may as well have been standing still. With no clues as to where they were headed, all she could do was continue, receiving the occasional spanking and nudging as Maxwell guided her.

It wasn’t until she felt the floor lurch underneath her that she realized they had stepped into an elevator. Was it the one that brought them down from the penthouse? She had no idea, though she suspected it was. When it stopped, Maxwell tapped her shoulder, and they pressed forward. She felt certain they were back in the penthouse, as the cold floor tiles felt familiar against her bare feet.

After what seemed like a while, Maxwell abruptly grabbed Leah’s shoulders and stopped her. The next thing Leah felt was his arm around her waist, and then weightlessness, as she was lifted up off the ground. She whined into her gag and hood as the plugs inside her shifted. Then she understood why he’d picked her up: they were going down the stairs that led to her room, and she was in no condition to try walking down them. Fortunately, time sped up as Maxwell quickly descended, and soon Leah was back to standing on her own.

They continued on, and when Leah felt the warmth of sunlight on her skin, she knew they’d reached the dungeon proper, the outer ring of the building. Once again she felt herself being lifted, only this time when Maxwell put her down, it was on her stomach, and she felt as if she were several feet off the ground, lying atop a smooth surface. A table, or a bench? Or something else? she wondered, but couldn’t tell. The next thing she felt was her feet being tied together properly, then lifted until her knees bent.

Maxwell added more and more rope until Leah was left in a full hogtie, unable to escape. She felt her master’s hands caressing the contours of her body, tracing its gentle curves up and down. He lifted up her chest and removed the nipple clamps, causing a brief surge of searing pain. She squealed, but then felt Maxwell’s warm breath against the back of her neck. “Enjoy,” he said. “I’ll be back later.”

She tensed briefly, then screamed as the vibrator in her pussy activated. She could only assume she had permission to come as desired — she certainly wasn’t in any position to ask. As the euphoria built throughout her body, Leah increased her own arousal by imagining that Maxwell was only playing with her mind by saying he’d be back, that in reality he was standing right in front of her, watching her writhe and spasm as unstoppable waves of bliss blew out her synapses. She wasn’t sure which possibility she liked better: that he was there, and wanted her to think otherwise as part of his devious game; or that he truly had left the room, and was off enjoying the fact that she was unable to resist a series of staggeringly powerful orgasms. Either option held an intoxicating allure, and perhaps the truth lie somewhere in between: he could stand there and watch, then leave without saying a word.

The best of both worlds, thought Leah. It was the last discernible conscious idea she had before her mind became overwhelmed with bliss. In subspace, the procession of one orgasm after another ended, blurring into a sustained state of ecstasy. The bondage that secured her body so tightly; the gag stuffed in her mouth; the humiliating hood reducing her to more object than person; the prolonged soreness of her breasts and backside; the generous plugs invading her orifices — all of it ceased to exist as individual sensations assailing her perception. The ensemble sang to her like a heavenly chorus, though their song was utterly wicked.

As intended, Leah lost track of time completely, and when the vibrating dildo inside her turned off, it felt as though hours had passed. She didn’t come down from subspace right away, as she enjoyed the inner glow of pure fulfillment. She held onto the feeling as long as she could, aided by the fact that she was still in bondage.

Where are you, Master? she thought. How long will you keep me like this?

She tried not to dwell on it, wanting to let her mind wander freely so that the passage of time would speed up, rather than slow to a crawl. It didn’t work: all she could think about was her sorry state. All of the pains returned to her cognizance: her breasts, her ass, her arms and legs. Worst of all, of course, was having no way to tell how long she’d be kept this way; not to mention, being completely helpless to escape.

But this is what turns on my master, she reasoned. So I will endure it. She smiled around her gag and felt her juices start to run again; she lived to serve her master, and reminding herself of that was easy. Though she almost wished she hadn’t: now she was fully aroused, but had no way of satisfying herself. Even when Maxwell returned, there was no guarantee he would let her orgasm again.

Eventually Leah’s mind cleared, as her train of thought stopped; it was as if she’d fallen asleep, but she felt completely awake and alert. However, as soon as she realized she’d entered such a state, she fell out of it.

She didn’t have time to think about it: she felt something tapping her head, then realized it was the laces of her hood being untied.

He’s back! she thought. Her heart raced, and she began struggling against her bonds, eager to be released.

She moaned loudly as the hood lifted off and the gag pulled out of her mouth. Her jaw ached, and saliva freely flowed down her chin. Maxwell wiped it clean with a handkerchief, then kissed his slave on the cheek.

“How you feeling?”

“Amazing, master.”

Maxwell kissed her on the lips, softly at first, but soon his tongue sought the inside of her mouth. Leah shut her eyes, in part to enjoy their kiss and also because the sudden light had hurt. In his kiss she felt an unspoken promise: I will always come back. He might leave her in cruel bondage and torment, but he would always return. That was his responsibility as her owner and master, and she had no doubts that he would live up to his end.

“Did you enjoy going shopping?” he asked at last when he broke away.

“I did, master. Did you get everything we need?”

“Not quite. There’s still more to do to get you fully settled. Tomorrow we’re going out to get you clothes.”

Leah smiled. It had only been two days, but it felt like a while since she’d been out in public. “What kind of clothes, sir?”

“Mostly lingerie. Bras and thongs. Swimsuits. Then some other stuff I like: tight jeans, clingy dresses, midriff shirts.”

“Sir, I have some of those at my apartment. If it pleases you, we could stop there so I could get them.”

Maxwell nodded. “Can do. And I’d like to see where you live. That is, where you lived. We can get your things, though I may not let you wear them if I don’t like the way they look.”

“Yes, master, thank you. I think you’ll find much of my wardrobe very satisfactory.” She thought of the hot halter tops and shorts she wore the first time she visited the manor; she’d had no shortage of attention that night. She also thought of the special gift she’d received from Harry, the one that started everything for her… Her juices ran just thinking about it.

“So,” Maxwell said as he untied Leah’s legs, “did you enjoy your first day as my slave?”

“Very much, sir.”

“That Ariadne’s a piece of work, isn’t she?”

“Yes, sir,” Leah giggled.

With her legs freed, Maxwell spread them apart, eliciting a huge sigh from Leah. He pulled down her latex panties to find her crotch utterly sodden with fluids. Leah squealed as he slowly pulled the buttplug from her tormented hole. The toy had been lodged in there for so long, and it had been hard as a rock.

“Ariadne wasn’t wrong about your ass,” he commented, spanking the freshly bared cheek. “I can have it anytime I want, and I know I’m still going to dream about it tonight.”

“Thank you, master.” Leah blushed as she heard the zipper of Maxwell’s pants and the shuffle of fabric falling to the floor.

She felt the latex panties and attached dildo pull away from her waist and trail all the way down her legs. The loss of the dildo after so long left her feeling empty, but also relieved.

Maxwell stepped around to her front, now nude; his rigid cock standing tall and ready. “Get it wet.”

With glee, Leah took the tip into her mouth, licking, spitting and sucking, taking more and more in, until his cock glistened. He pulled it out of her mouth and ran around her, then plunged it into her sopping pussy. It clamped down hungrily, having wanted something to fill the void left by the vibrator. Maxwell groaned as her inner walls gripped his cock, and he began thrusting with all of his considerable length.

Leah shrieked with abandon, feeling her master’s shaft dig deep into her eager chasm. Orgasms from toys were always nice, but satisfying her master added an extra dimension to the physical bliss, one against which a toy could never compare. “May I come?” she yelled, desperate for release.

“You may,” he grunted.

He continued thrusting away as Leah moaned and bucked, but as soon as her orgasm came and went, he pulled out of her inviting pussy and pressed against her lower entrance. His pet whined and gasped, but his cock had no difficulty penetrating her tight hole. His pleased gasps coincided with each thrust, and Leah found herself on the cusp of a second orgasm. She felt degraded by his use of all of her orifices, and loved his relentless stamina. His technique belied the energy and power of a man half his age; she cackled as she thought of how limp her ex-fiance seemed in retrospect.

The thought escalated her pleasure to new heights, and soon she and her master came at the same time, their moans coalescing into one. Maxwell gave Leah’s ass one last slap, then took a seat on a wooden stool. Leah looked around and noticed that they were indeed in his workshop, and that she was on a long, dark table that reminded her of the tables in Rebecca’s physics classrooms.

“What was that you were laughing about back there?” asked Maxwell.

Leah pressed her lips together, not wanting to spoil the moment by thinking about him, of all people. “Sir, must I answer? It was nothing bad, I promise.”

Maxwell untied his slave’s arms for the first time in hours. She winced as she pulled them free.

“Yes, you must answer. I asked you a question.”

Leah almost pouted, but stopped herself. She did look down, avoiding his gaze. “I was thinking about how Master’s cock is so much bigger and harder than my ex-fiance’s.”

Maxwell nodded slowly. “I didn’t know about that. What happened?”

“He was awful. I just didn’t recognize it until things fell apart. We were always arguing, and he was very controlling, but not in a good way. He wasn’t protective, he was jealous. He didn’t earn my subservience, he demanded it. If I didn’t love submission so much, maybe I would have figured it out sooner.”

“I see. Tell me, what would you want to say to him if you could?”

Leah thought for a moment. “I’d say, ‘Sean, you’re an asshole. I’ve found somebody who has made me happier in two days than you made me in two years.”

Maxwell got up and kissed his slave again. This time Leah felt the same sense of comforting, but he pressed hard; he seemed angry on her behalf, like he wanted to make it right.

“You’ve made me very happy too, Leah. Maybe once we’ve gotten to know each other a little better you can tell me more. I get pretty steamed about people hurting the people close to me. I could make Sean’s life a living hell if I wanted, but only if it’s what you want as well.”

“Let me think about it,” Leah replied, though she grinned mischievously.

“Good call.” With his slave fully untied, the only thing left on Leah now was her collar, but that Maxwell left alone. He picked his slave up in his arms, eliciting a whoop of laughter from her.

Leah looked into his warm eyes as he carried her back to her room. Inside, he set her down on his recliner and allowed her a couple minutes to stretch and rest.

“You’ve had fun today, slave?”

“Yes, master.”

“You understand I have to leave you for now. I have business.”

“Of course, master.”

“Good, then come here,” he said, pointing to her cage.

Leah complied, and as she did Maxwell took something out of the dark cabinet: her chastity belt. She groaned, but spread her legs and didn’t say a word.

Her master fitted the belt around her waist and crotch, then sealed it with the padlocks. He added the breast covering from the outfit, and chained it to the collar she already wore, but didn’t bother with any of the other chains or cuffs.

“Remember, use the intercom if you need anything,” he said, pointing to the cage.

“Yes, master,” she replied as she climbed inside.

“I’ll see you tomorrow then. Enjoy your evening, Leah.”

“Yes, master,” she repeated.

Her owner winked, then left the room.

Leah curled up into a ball and burrowed her head into her pillow, knowing she would remain inside her cage for hours and hours. With the chastity belt in place she couldn’t pleasure herself either. Despite that, however, she felt free and at peace in a way she always dreamed she would. She had done well in pleasing her master, and if every day was like today, she knew she would always be kept.
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“Leah, how many times did you hear the bell?”

“I don’t know, sir.” She blinked away another set of tears, furious with herself. How could I have forgotten to count? she wondered. Her training at BonDouleurs Manor had drilled into her many times, If there’s something you can be counting, count it.

“You don’t know? Did you lose count?”

“No, sir. I wasn’t counting.” She answered honestly, knowing she only had herself to blame.

“I see. So I could make up any number I want, and you won’t be able to challenge it?”

“No, sir.” Leah’s instinct was to look down at the floor to hide the shame in her eyes, but since it would cause the bell to sound, she fought the inclination.

“I could say it was 100.”

Leah moaned. “Please, master. It was much less than that.”

“You know this for sure?”

“I think so, master.”

“It was less than 100. I’m going to round it off to 20. How does that sound?”

“Very fair, sir, thank you.” He could have been rounding down from 24, or rounding up from 11; Leah had no idea. Either way, the proper response was unconditional gratitude.

“Good. Now, same rules apply as before: the bell sounds, you get an extra stroke.”

“Yes, master.”

Leah steeled herself against the oncoming discipline, opening up her mind and body to the pain. As much as it hurt, she always wanted it — she always wanted more. It could envelop her and overwhelm her, but eventually it would subside, leaving satisfaction in its wake.

The next 20 lashes with the whip were excruciating. No longer needing to aim for the clothespins, Maxwell swung freely. Sometimes he found unmarked skin to color, but often he targeted the already sore spots to compound the effect. Leah bit back as many tears as she could, and breathed calmly. By the end, she had only counted one bell.

“Very good, Leah. One more. I’m going to make it a good one. I don’t want to hear that bell, you hear me?”

“Yes, master.”

He waited patiently for a moment, giving Leah a chance to collect herself. She stared straight ahead at the camera, as if challenging it to turn away from her. She knew it was silly, but it worked: the whip sailed through the air and struck both of her breasts at once. She screamed and twisted, but she didn’t break her focus. The force behind the swing was tremendous, and Leah couldn’t fathom how it failed to break her skin. She wanted to look down and confirm that it had only left a welt, but she didn’t want the bell to sound. She trusted in her master’s skill, that she wouldn’t have any true injury from his punishment.

Maxwell dropped the whip and immediately opened his belt buckle. Within seconds his pants were on the floor and his cock was pressed up against Leah’s face.
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“So, tell me about this special project of yours.” said Rebecca.

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

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

“Your usual?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.

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