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

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

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

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

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

Leah nodded. “Of course, master.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was perfect.

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

Leah whined softly.

“Not yet. An hour or so.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“OK, here it comes.”

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

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

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

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

“Nuh uh.”

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

Oh, yes.

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

Define “deserve.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You mean for a week?” he asked.

“No, sir. Indefinitely.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t know, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sir?”

“You’ll see.”

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Leah nodded. “Of course, master.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, sir.”

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

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

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

The crowd applauded politely, and Leah smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Wish you were here too, Becca.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course.”

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

“Half an hour. Ready for more?”

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

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

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

“Count, sir.”

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

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

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

“Yes, sir,” Leah sniffed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We start over.”

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

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

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

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

“Wonderful, mark it down.”

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

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

“Yes… sir,” she panted.

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

“Thank you… sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“One hour,” said Harry. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know me, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you, master.”

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

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

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

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

“Twenty percent,” said Claire.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Starting to hurt, huh?” said Harry.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Now would be a pretty good time…

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

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

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

“Leah, are you OK?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Leah, are you all right?”

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

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

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

“Strange. That’s very unlike you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The woman stiffened up. “How so?”

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

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

“Spell it out, Frost.”

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

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

“Oh my god,” said Claire.

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

Right or wrong, I love you, master.

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

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

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

“Care for another?” asked Harry.

“Mmm hmm,” she moaned hungrily.

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

“Shall I continue?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re bluffing.”

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

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

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

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

“Great,” she growled.

“And, Claire?”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

“Anything.”

She had to know. “Were you bluffing?”

Maxwell laughed. “No, I meant it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know what I mean.”

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

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

A few hours… Leah laughed and sighed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

“Sleep well?”

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

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

“Thank you, sir. It will have to be.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

“Bye, master,” she sniffed.

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

You can do this, she thought. You’ll see.
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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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Leah tried to focus on her reading, but couldn’t concentrate. Shackles around her wrists made turning the pages of her book an unusually difficult task, but she had become adept at it months ago. There was the fact that Maxwell sat a few feet away, sipping cognac and smoking a cigar. Her thoughts always turned to her dirty desires when he was close, but she could let those simmer as long as she needed. It shouldn’t have kept her from reading.

No, what grabbed her attention the most was the constant activity of Maxwell’s staff as they swept through her master’s penthouse, packing up what had to be half of everything in the entire building.

“Sir?”

“What is it, pet?” he asked, smiling as he set down his e-reader. “Are you wondering about all this?”

Leah nodded. She had been Maxwell’s pet for nearly an entire year, and by now he could read her thoughts practically as well as she could speak them.

“They’re packing for our trip,” he said. “It’s a long one, so I thought we’d bring… well, everything.”

Leah leaped from the couch and curled up around Maxwell’s legs, resting her face against the smooth fabric of his khakis. She breathed in the aroma of cologne and fine tobacco, then sighed. “Thank you, master. But where are we going?”

Maxwell slipped his finger into the brown, leather collar around Leah’s neck and lifted her up. He patted his thigh, prompting his pet to climb on. She wore nothing but her collar, as they both preferred, and Maxwell grinned as he wrapped his arms around her bare body.

“We’re going away for a while. I want to show you the world outside this penthouse. There’s plenty of amazing places I want you to see… before I blindfold you and tie you to the hotel bed.”

Leah laughed and felt her core begin to ache. “That sounds wonderful, master. Thank you.”

Maxwell lifted her up by her waist and set her feet on the ground, then led her to the window of his penthouse; from the 60th floor of his building, they could see out across the entire city.

“Yes, all your language study is going to come in handy, Leah. But first, you’re going to demonstrate your other training.”

She knew what he meant: for months she had learned the ways of submission at BonDouleurs Manor. She had experienced the joys of total restraint, utter humiliation and being totally dominated, then applied what she had learned to become the greatest collared slave the manor had ever seen. When the time came to pick a master, she had waited and waited until Maxwell Frost appeared. Ever since then, she never looked back, even though their time together had included a handful of serious tests.

“I look forward to serving you, master,” she said.

Maxwell kissed Leah’s forehead. “Just you wait. You’re going to have an opportunity to serve me unlike any you’ve ever experienced. And I know you’re going to be absolutely incredible.”

“Sir, what do you mean?” Leah’s heart raced, eager to learn of a new challenge.

“Remember a few months ago how much you suffered in order to learn about your nature as a true submissive?”

She nodded. It had been one of the darkest times of her life; she touched her fingers to her collar, remembering how naked she felt without it during that time.

“Well, in a way, this will be your reward.”

Leah didn’t understand. She’d already been more than fully rewarded for her suffering: every day since then, Maxwell had spoiled her with brain-melting orgasms every day. Leah didn’t need to be pleasured that much to be happy, as serving her master was all she really needed, but if he wished to dote upon his pet, she was happy to reap the benefits.

“Sir? You’ve already rewarded me plenty. You know this.”

Maxwell reached his hand back, then spanked Leah’s bottom. Leah yelped loudly, then sighed as the pain subsided and an intoxicating throb remained. “Oh, you’re going to work very hard these next few days, don’t you worry. But I think you’ll enjoy it.”

Leah grinned and nodded, biting her lip. “Yes, master.” She didn’t think he would reveal any more, since he liked to keep his big plans a secret, so she looked straight ahead while Maxwell swatted her backside a few more times, leaving her cheeks glowing red and sore.

After a few minutes, Maxwell’s butler, Finn Planck, approached them bearing a wheeled suitcase. Unzipped and held open, Leah noticed that the case was barely packed, containing just a handful of pillows.

“Only one thing left to pack,” said Maxwell.

“What’s that, sir?”

Moving faster than a man in his mid-forties should be able to, Maxwell scooped her up off the floor and into his arms. Leah cackled as he lowered her down into the suitcase, her slim, petite body easily fitting inside. Planck, who had started warming up to his boss’s pet, puckered his lips in a kiss as he zipped the suitcase shut.

Leah whined, but the wetness between her legs grew rapidly.

“You be good in there,” said Maxwell. We’ve got a very, very long flight.”

The slave mewled as fear and excitement made her head swim.

“Don’t you worry, pet. I’ve got one of those stickers on the side indicating the contents are fragile, but I know you’re very, very strong.”

Leah ran her fingers along the interior of the suitcase, chuckling as her master teased her. He wouldn’t really keep me in here for an entire flight, would he?

She whooped as the suitcase rose into an upright position; thankfully she was positioned so she landed on her bottom, though she was still quite sore there. After a second, the suitcase lurched, then tipped on an angle, and then she was moving.

Leah thought of how her best friend, Rebecca, once described being put in a suitcase. She did it back when she was still dating Harry and had loved every second of it. Leah loved the idea of it and racked her brain trying to think if she’d ever mentioned this fantasy to Maxwell. Maybe Harry told him about it? They were buddies, so it was possible.

The sound of heavy plastic wheels rolling along tile floors overwhelmed Leah’s sense, and the humiliation of being carted around like a piece of property sent shivers through her body. She loved being owned by her master, and degradation made her hot; she would have been happy to stay in that suitcase for hours, but without the release of a powerful orgasm, the wait would be interminable.

Leah felt the ground drop and realized they were on the elevator heading down. When the suitcase suddenly rose up, then lowered gently, she assumed she was being loaded into a limousine. Normally she and Maxwell traveled by helicopter; her master probably wanted to draw out her imprisonment a little longer.

When the zipper to her suitcase finally flew open, Maxwell was there. “Have a fun trip?”

He helped her out and steadied her until her legs regained their strength. She didn’t think they’d been traveling for very long, maybe just an hour? Had she lost all track of time somehow?

“Sir, are we there?”

He laughed. “No, no. We just got on the plane. I wasn’t going to leave you like that for all six hours, that was just for fun.”

“Six hours? I thought this would take longer. You could have left me in there, I would have enjoyed it.”

“I know, pet.” He pulled her into his body and kissed her hard. She tasted the salt of his skin, and sighed as his tongue slipped into her mouth. Leah knew that with Maxwell she was always totally safe. If she did something to displease him, she would be punished, but he would never push her farther than she could go. He never hurt her because he was in a bad mood, or disagreed with something she said. She never had to fear his disappointment if something hurt too much, or didn’t pleasure her. Of course, she had yet to experience something Maxwell enjoyed that she didn’t, as serving him was what turned her on most.

Even the greatest torment at Maxwell’s disposal — orgasm denial — still appealed to her on a certain level. She used to be insatiable, and still was, but now she could control her need. She could funnel that unfulfilled desire into a passion that would explode the next time Maxwell gave her relief.

For his part, Maxwell had found the willing submissive of his dreams. Young and gorgeous, with an unquenchable thirst for bondage, pain, humiliation and servitude, Leah had everything a man like him could ever ask for. All his billions of dollars, his power in the corporate world, his status: none of it gave him a fraction of the pleasure he found in dominating his pet. He spent hours and hours thinking of new ways to pleasure her, knowing that if some idea couldn’t be done without custom made equipment, the inventor Harry Ellis was just a phone call away.

Leah looked around the jet, taking in the opulent furnishings. Cream colored couches and recliners lined the walls of the plane. A fully-stocked bar occupied the front portion of the cabin, and a pair of champagne flutes waited.

“Come, sit,” said Maxwell, handing her one of the glasses. “We have time to kill before we have to get you ready.”

“Ready, sir? Will it take long?” she asked, hunting for clues.

He smiled and patted her head. “Not too long. You just have to put on your outfit for the evening.”

“Yes, sir. How would you like to kill time until then?”

He grinned. “That depends. Are you a member of the Mile High Club?”

Blushing, Leah thought back to the trip she’d taken to Aruba after she split up with her fiance. The trip was supposed to be for their honeymoon, but rather than let the deposits go to waste, Leah traveled herself and had the time of her life. This occurred more than a year before meeting Maxwell, but after discovering her submissive tendencies. She didn’t mind the idea of servicing strangers, so when the man sitting next to her on the plane turned out to be a hot, young CEO, Leah convinced him to let her be his in-flight entertainment.

“Yes, sir,” she told Maxwell at last. “But I’d be happy to renew my membership.”

“That’s the spirit. You didn’t happen to join the club’s Bondage Chapter?”

“No, sir.”

“Then let’s fix that.” Maxwell took the empty champagne glass out of her hand and set it down, then pulled her into the aft compartment of the plane, which offered some privacy and served as a bedroom.

“Sir, we’ll be taking off shortly. Please make sure you’re buckled in until we’re airborne,” came a voice over the intercom.

Maxwell ignored him, picking Leah up and tossing her onto the bed. She shrieked in delight and she landed on the soft mattress, sinking into it slightly.

“What do you think, pet? Which would be more fun? Buckled in, or tied down?”

Leah smiled and blushed, “Tied down, sir.”

“I thought so.” He pressed a button on the wall of the plane, and at each corner of the bed, compartments opened up in the floor. “Lie down, Leah. Spread your arms and legs.”

As the jet’s engines powered up, Leah heard the roar as Maxwell reached into the open compartments and pulled out lengths of rope. He tied each one around Leah’s limbs, spreading out her entire body and binding it tightly to the bed.

“In the event of any emergency or turbulence, the compartments will close instantly, sheering apart the ropes and freeing you. Perfect for the bondage enthusiast on the go.”

Billionaires and their toys, thought Leah, shaking her head. She never doubted her safety when she was with Maxwell, but it was comforting to be reminded that, as usual, he’d thought of everything.

Maxwell looped the rope around her wrists as many times as he could, using up all the slack to ensure that Leah’s bonds would be extra tight. As soon as all of her limbs were bound, she pulled against the ropes, testing to make sure that she couldn’t escape. She shuddered gleefully as she found the ropes had only the slightest amount of give, as rope is prone to have, and that she could no more escape than she could fly through the air by flapping her arms.

As the plane began to roll down the runway, taxiing into position for departure, Maxwell retrieved a handful of toys from an overhead cabinet. The first was a big, red ball gag, which he stuffed into Leah’s mouth. She sucked down the taste of rubber, familiar and delicious, as it stretched her jaw apart as widely. The second was a set of nipple clamps, which he attached to her breasts carefully, not wanting to fumble them as the plane turned on the tarmac.

The last toy was a magic wand massager, which Maxwell held to her dripping folds and flicked it on.

Leah, who had not yet been pleasured that day, and who was still heavily aroused from her bondage inside the suitcase, immediately began to pant as the waves of bliss lit up her synapses.

“Mmm?” she moaned.

“No coming until this plane leaves the ground,” he replied, understanding her question.

“Mmm hmm.”

Leah thrashed against her bonds as Maxwell pressed the toy harder against her clit. She felt the intense pressure of an orgasm banging on the door, waiting to be let loose, but followed her master’s command and held it at bay.

When the plane stopped, Leah cried out in frustration. Maxwell’s smile grew wider as the plane idled, and each second for Leah became more and more agonizing. 

“Uh oh, Leah. We might be delayed. We might have to wait a while before we can take off,” he teased.

His pet squealed angrily, bucking as much as she could, but still did not come. She was determined to obey her master, no matter what.

Fortunately, Maxwell was truly just teasing, and the engines thundered so powerfully the entire aircraft shook. A moment later, the plane barreled down the runway. Leah tried to hold the orgasm just a little bit longer, her heart pounding faster and faster to match the plane. She didn’t want to let go too early, but she perceived every fraction of a second that passed by, and during each one Leah thought she would feel them push off the ground. She wanted to feel it, but also didn’t want to confuse her desires with reality.

To make her task even more difficult, Maxwell used his free hand to tug at the nipple clamps biting down at her breasts, sending fresh jolts of pain through her that threatened to push her over the edge.

“Almost there, pet,” he said, reminding her of the discipline he expected.

Just a little longer! she told herself.

Then it happened: Leah suddenly felt weightless as the jet rose up into the air.

“Now you can come,” said Maxwell.

Leah screamed and writhed, juices pouring out of her as she came. The orgasm ripped through her, infusing seemingly every cell in her body with euphoria. She cried in relief and joy as her pent up desire from the day finally found an outlet.

Maxwell watched happily as his pet expended the energy of her orgasm, but when it slowed, he increased the power setting on the vibrator. Leah wailed blissfully, not having realized that the toy wasn’t even being used at full capacity. She twisted her hips, trying to grind on the toy, but couldn’t move well enough. Sensing her renewed hunger, Maxwell obliged his slave, easing the end of the massager into her sopping chasm, allowing it to pleasure her more intensely than ever.

Leah’s second orgasm arrived quickly, and was soon followed by ascent into subspace. The still lucid part of her mind laughed at the idea of achieving a higher state of being while at a higher altitude. She liked watching the city lights while bound and tortured in her dungeon, which occupied the 59th floor of Maxwell’s high-rise; it had a unique zen quality. However, it didn’t compare to climaxing while seeing the curvature of the planet from the window of a private jet. Leah had never taken herself for a real materialist; her favorite pleasures — rope, duct tape, chains and more — didn’t cost much. She wanted a billionaire for her master because she wanted the security of knowing money would never be a factor. However, from the bed of a private jet, experiencing unadulterated rapture while looking down at the world below, she was glad she was owned by a very wealthy man.

Once their ascent leveled off and they reached the proper cruising altitude, Maxwell turned off the vibrator, stripped off his clothing and climbed onto the bed. Leah howled through her gag as he plunged his massive cock into her eager orifice. The bed below her was soaked, but neither cared. Maxwell worked his way in slowly at first, giving her a chance to get used to his length digging deeper and deeper.

As the string of orgasms brought on by the vibrator ended, Leah growled at Maxwell, urging him to hammer her. Seeing the carnal greed in her eyes, Maxwell gave her face a light slap. Leah’s lips curled up in a smile, but her eyebrows slanted down menacingly.

Harder!

“Yeah, you like getting slapped?”

Leah grunted and nodded. Maxwell obliged, slapping her again. Leah sighed as her cheek burned.

“You like being treated like the little slut you are?”

She nodded again, shaking her body, causing the clamps on her nipples to jostle.

Maxwell licked her face, dragging his tongue over the spot he’d slapped. “You’re a twisted, masochistic whore, is that right?”

Leah screamed in ecstasy as he slapped her again. 

“You like being bad, just so you can be punished, don’t you?”

“Mmm,” she mumbled in agreement. Only for you, master.

Maxwell increased the speed of his thrusting, launching Leah into a higher level of subspace. She lost perception of everything but her pleasure. The jet’s engines faded away, as did Maxwell’s dirty taunting, though the baritone of his voice still tickled her as he spoke. It hardly mattered what he said, and at this point he could tell she was beyond comprehending anything but bliss.

By the time he reached his own climax, Leah had lost the sense of having individual orgasms: they registered as a single sustained peak. To keep her there once he expended his load, Maxwell turned the vibrator back on and held it firmly against her sensitive clit. As soon as he did, she moaned deeply and arched her back, blasted by an unstoppable tide of stimulation.

Maxwell sat back, watching his pet reach heights that only a true submissive like she could enjoy.

“Good, Leah. I think you’re going to do just fine tonight.”

—

When Leah woke, she found she was still in bed, though the ropes had been untied. Her body felt raw but good, and she basked in its glow for several minutes before opening her eyes and looking for Maxwell.

She found him in the main compartment of the plane, standing at the bar and sipping from another glass of champagne. He had changed from his casual clothes into a proper black tuxedo, sharp and bespoke as any in his wardrobe. Leah sighed as she drank in how handsome he looked in formal-wear, but then straightened up and folded her hands behind her back. It was rare for her to be completely unbound in his presence: usually at least her wrists sported some kind of restraint. Dutifully, she took on a submissive position whenever in his presence and not tied.

“Leah, good timing,” he said. “I was just about to wake you. You need to get dressed.” He pointed to a case that had been left on the couch. “It’s all in there. Get started, I’ll help in a moment.” He took out his phone and answered it. “Hey, yeah. We’re starting to make our final descent,” he said. “Good good, we’ll see you soon then…”

Leah complied with her master’s wishes and opened the case to see what she would be wearing. She had no idea where they were going, so she didn’t know if she’d find a dress, a bikini, a bondage harness or a set of shackles. The outfit provided fell somewhere between all of them: a tight, form-fitting latex catsuit, which Leah assumed was made and fitted just for her, and a beautiful, new set of chastity gear. As she held the catsuit out to inspect the glossy, black material, she discovered that built into the crotch were two plugs. She blushed, thinking about where those would go, and how they would be lodged inside for as long as she wore the outfit. With every step she took, they would shift and jostle, constantly teasing her. Knowing Maxwell and his propensity for high tech sex gadgetry, the plugs could probably vibrate, controlled remotely through an app on his phone, putting her at his mercy at all times.

She rummaged through the case and found a bottle of lube, which she applied to both plugs inside the suit; she then spread the fluid around her entrances, moaning as the contact stoked her arousal. As soon as she was ready, she cleaned off her hands with paper towels from the case, then slipped her first leg into the suit. She ran her hands over her calves and thighs, smoothing out the tight latex, eliminating folds and creases until her leg looked pristine and sculpted.

Getting her second leg into the outfit took more care, as she also used the process to introduce the two plugs into her eager orifices.

Maxwell hung up the phone and watched as his pet penetrated herself with the plugs. She loved the way they felt together inside, pressing against one another, and giving her a constant sense of fullness. Depending on who they were going to see at Maxwell’s secret destination, they may or may not know from looking at the catsuit what was going on inside of it, a notion that sent shivers through her.

As she fed her arms into the sleeves of the suit, Maxwell came over and ran his hands over her body, smoothing out the wrinkles and playing with the toys sealed inside her. She moaned softly at his touch, loving the sensuous outfit he’d chosen for her.

He did choose this, didn’t he? She didn’t actually know.

“Sir, can you tell me anything more? Is there a reason for this elaborate outfit besides our enjoyment?”

She doubted they were going to spend the next few hours lazing about by the beach, or see a wind ensemble perform. She figured they were almost certainly attending a party of some sort, but with Maxwell, she never really knew.

“You’ll see soon. I’ll tell you one thing.”

Leah smiled, flexing her fingers in the catsuit’s gloved hands. Like the rest of the suit, the gloves fit around her digits perfectly, like a second layer of skin. It held her tightly, especially at the waist, which was pulled inwards, giving Leah a constant form of restraint.

“What’s that, sir?”

He kissed her cheek, and wrapped his arms around her. “You look stunning.”

She rolled her eyes and smiled. “Thank you, sir.” You big tease.

Even the neck of the suit had been custom designed, allowing it to hook into the collar she wore 24 hours a day. Leah shuddered as Maxwell zipped the suit up in back and locked the zipper into her collar, sealing her body within the suit until he wished to take her out.

Of course, the suit only represented half of her outfit. Leah held out her arms and legs obediently as Maxwell attached each piece of her new chastity outfit. “I had this made for a special occasion, pet,” he said. “Where we’re going, there will be several beautiful women, but I expect none will compare to you.”

“Thank you, master,” she said as he sealed the locks on her belt. As this was a custom piece, it did not utilize padlocks, but its own mechanisms. Leah didn’t see any openings for keys, so she assumed it would open electronically, controlled by an app or even Maxwell’s voice. As the belt locked over her crotch, Leah’s knees felt weak, imagining how fully she was now under her master’s control. She could hardly stand the extreme arousal the combined effects were causing, but she maintained her discipline.

Following the belt, the billionaire attached the rest of the gear: a steel bra that matched the belt; thigh bands connected by chains; wrist cuffs that locked together behind Leah’s back; and wrist cuffs to hobble her movement.

“Absolutely stunning,” he said, taking in his pet. Carefully he guided her to the couch and sat her down. “We’ll be landing shortly. Just relax until then.”

“Yes, sir,” she replied, though it was difficult to relax while sitting on two plugs that felt a lot bigger than they looked.

“Leah, I want you to know that what you’re about to see is something that will be new to me as well. I’ve never been to this before. I’ve never wanted to go, though I’ve been invited many times. What it offers, I’ve never really wanted, or felt like I needed. We’re here because you’re not like my past pets. None of them made me feel the way you do.”

“Thank you, master. I’ve never loved anyone as much as you, sir.” She gazed into his eyes and wrenched at the chains binding her arms. She wanted to hug him and pull tightly; she yearned to show him how badly she needed him. It didn’t matter that he already knew, she would always feel that way. Her devotion to Maxwell Frost was complete and unshakable.

However, his speech only left her more curious about where they were going. She looked out the window and noticed, as their plane dropped softly to the ground, that they didn’t appear to be landing at a major international airport. Their destination was, in fact, a private airstrip.

Disembarking the plane proved an interesting task, as walking down the stairs with her suit on resulted in a series of gasps and sighs. Once outside, Leah looked around and was quickly reminded of BonDouleurs Manor: the strip was surrounded by verdant grounds, but nearby was a large, Gothic structure. It didn’t have the high stone walls of a castle, but like the manor it looked old and darkly beautiful. Like the estate of an old robber baron, it featured a mansion big enough to house an entire college campus. Sprawling across the terrain, it would have hundreds of rooms.

“Sir, what is this place?”

Maxwell grinned. “Would it spoil the fun if I admitted it’s the home of some other billionaire?”

“One person owns all this?” she asked, jaw slack in disbelief.

“Well, you can own thousands of acres in the countryside in the Midwest, or you can own an entire skyscraper in the middle of a major metropolitan area. It’s all a matter of preference. The owner of this place likes his privacy, and seclusion.”

“I see, sir. But he likes visitors?”

Maxwell nodded and spanked Leah’s bottom, prompting her to start walking. “He likes the right kind of visitors. If you want to come, you have to bring somebody with you who you don’t mind sharing.”

Leah blushed, excited by the prospect of serving others at her master’s behest. When she got off the plane, she had hoped a secondary transport — like a golf cart — would pick them up, but she resigned herself to the fact that they were walking. Already she could feel the stirrings of an orgasm rising as she moved, though she wasn’t sure if she would be allowed to enjoy it just yet.

“I am happy to serve you in any way I can, master,” she said. “But is that why you’ve never been here before?” She remembered what he said about her being different from his past pets. Did he not want to share them? She didn’t like the idea, and had to know what he meant.

“Yes, but in a good way, Leah. I’ve brought you here because you matter to me in a way no one else ever has, and I want our little society to know it.”

A joyful tear dripped onto Leah’s cheek, and quickly the heavy winds brushed it away. “Thank you, sir.”

“You’re welcome, Leah. Now, let’s pick up the pace. Friends are waiting for us.”

Friends? Leah increased her speed, eager to learn who Maxwell meant. The added activity in her nethers made her pant, but Maxwell gave her a look that told her to keep it together.

By the time they reached the visitor’s entrance to the mansion, Leah’s body screamed for release, but she fought off her need. Maxwell retrieved from his pocket a long, rolled up leather leash, and fixed it to Leah’s collar. He held onto it as they entered the structure, arriving at a lobby not unlike a five-star hotel’s. This really made Leah nostalgic for BonDouleurs Manor, though this place had a very different feel to it. The decor and furniture were older, antiques and more low-key. The manor boasted its purpose, with sculptures and art depicting bound women. This lobby had nothing overtly sexual present, though Leah still received from it the sense of being dominated, as if its opulence was capable of putting a submissive in her place all by itself.

“Welcome, Master Frost,” said a host in a black tuxedo. “And welcome, Leah. Thank you for coming. Your suite is ready, room 319. My name is Ovid Clarke, and if you need anything, let me know. We look forward to seeing your pet in action, Master Frost.”

“Thanks, Mr. Clarke,” said Maxwell, taking the electronic keycard and slipping it into his pocket. “Leah, should we take the elevator, or would you prefer the stairs?”

Leah laughed, then moaned as the motion sent fresh twinges of pain and arcs of pleasure through her. “Whichever you prefer, master.”

“She’s very well trained,” Ovid commented.

“You have no idea,” said Maxwell. “Elevators. I’m feeling merciful.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said, relieved.

Together they rode up the two flights, then made for their room. However, when Maxwell approached 319, he didn’t stop; he kept going. Leah thought about saying something, but she noticed Maxwell pause just a moment at their door, so clearly he had something in mind. They reached the next room, 321, and Maxwell knocked on the door.

“It’s open!” came a voice from inside.

Wait, was that..?

Maxwell opened the door for Leah and said, “Go on, get in there.”

If not for her outfit, Leah would have dashed through the room. “Becca!” she screamed, seeing her friend. Leah trotted up to her and leaned in to kiss her friend’s cheek.

Rebecca returned the kiss, but couldn’t do much more than that: she was bound in an outfit nearly identical to Leah’s: an extra tight catsuit with chastity gear locked above it. While Leah’s outfit was black, with silver gear, Rebecca’s was blue with gold gear.

“You look amazing!”

“So do you!” Rebecca replied.

“Hi, Leah,” came another voice. She turned to see Harry, Rebecca’s husband.

“Hey, Harry! Good to see you! Master didn’t say you’d be here.”

“We figured,” he said, shaking his head. “And before you say anything, we expect you don’t even know why you’re here, or where this is, so don’t think we’re going to tell you anything.”

“Yes, sir,” said Leah.

“You’re not the only one Maxwell’s trained well,” Rebecca said to Leah, winking.

Harry laughed, then spanked Rebecca’s backside. The sound echoed through the room, and Rebecca yelped in pain. Even through her outfit, the slap hurt. She sighed happily as the pain subsided into soreness, and looked up to her husband for a kiss. Harry answered it, then planted another on her forehead.

“Have a nice trip?” Maxwell asked Harry.

“You mean on our lovely private jet that you gave us? Yes, yes we did.”

“I’m glad.”

As the men got to talking, Leah looked to Rebecca. “I like your outfit.”

Rebecca twisted around, testing the cuffs holding her arms and wrists. “It’s really tight. And the plugs…”

Leah nodded. “Did Harry make you walk here from the runway?”

Rebecca gasped. “Yes! I think that’s because of the rule here: pets have to be bound at all times on the grounds.”

Leah shrugged. “Works for me. I mean it though, I love these suits. Did Harry design them?”

“He made them, but actually he and Maxwell collaborated on the design.”

“Aww! That’s so nice.”

Rebecca leaned in to whisper. “You know, Maxwell would do anything for you, Leah. Ever since your journey a few months ago. Nobody’s ever done anything like that for him.”

“It wasn’t even for him,” Leah protested. “It was something I had to do for myself.”

“Nonsense, Leah. In some way, everything you do is for him. That’s why you’re a true submissive. That’s why we’re all here.”

“What do you mean?”

Rebecca looked to make sure the men weren’t paying attention. “Harry and I are here to support you. If Maxwell hadn’t asked us to come, we wouldn’t have.”

“What are you talking about?”

“No.” Rebecca shook her head. “Can’t say anything more.” She scooted over so that she could lean into Leah and kiss her tenderly. Leah sighed and happily soaked in her friend’s affection. She became cognizant of the absence of chatter as the men watched, but the women didn’t care. Their relationship with each other was a part of their respective relationships with their men, and sharing the women between them was an established, open aspect of their friendship.

Leah and Rebecca went back years, and their connection went far deeper than just best friends. Rebecca had helped Leah through one of the darkest times of her life: splitting from her fiance just weeks before the wedding. Ultimately it had been for the best, but it cost Leah most of her other friends, and caused a rift with her family. She moved in with Rebecca, who offered to keep her as long as necessary, and did so. Leah kept their shared apartment up until Rebecca moved in with Harry, and she moved in with Maxwell.

Additionally, Leah owed Rebecca another great debt: it was through Rebecca that Leah discovered her own submissive tendencies, which set her on the path to living the life she now enjoyed. Though Rebecca argued Leah would have figured it out eventually, Leah still credited her friend with providing the means. Leah felt as strongly for Rebecca as she did for Maxwell, and would do anything for either of them.

“Fine,” said Leah. “I’m just glad you’re here.”

“Me too.”

—

After catching up a while longer, the men helped Leah and Rebecca to their feet. Harry then opened a metal briefcase waiting on the counter of the suite’s minibar. “Ladies, before we join the party, you’re going to have to wear these.”

Party? thought Leah. Interesting…

Harry took out two leather harnesses with thick bit gags. Featuring straps to run over her nose and up her forehead, the harnesses were decorated with long, blooming feathers that stuck out the top of the head. They were even ordered to match their outfits, with Leah receiving a black feather, and Rebecca’s blue. The women moaned as the large gags were wedged between their teeth, pulling back on their cheeks. Drool quickly began to drip from Leah’s lips, and inside her suit additional fluids were flowing as well.

“They look fantastic, Harry. Well done.”

“Anytime.” He looked to the women. “You ready?”

Leah and Rebecca nodded in unison, then giggled softly.

The men led their pets through the hall, down the elevator and into the building until they came to a large set of heavy, wooden double doors. Ovid Clarke was there, and greeted the party.

“Mr. Ellis, Mr. Frost. Good to see you again. If you’d please blindfold your pets, you can take them inside.” He retrieved two blindfolds from a stack on his podium and handed them out. Once the women were blinded, they heard the heavy doors creak open and the soft din of a dozen whispered conversations.

The men held their women by the shoulders, guiding them along. They informed them of a short set of stairs, which they ascended. Soon the men stopped and held on for a minute.

“All right,” said Maxwell. “All you have to do is stand here until somebody comes to get you. All right?”

“Mmm,” Leah mumbled, nodding. She wished she could see where she was, but as long as Maxwell was there, she knew she and Rebecca would be fine. From the echoes in the room, she got the sense that they were in a wide, open space, but still indoors. Also, they were somewhat elevated, judging by the stairs, and the surface they were standing on sounded rather loud as people walked by, as if the floor wasn’t fully solid beneath them.

Then it hit Leah: I’m on stage! This is an auditorium!

She couldn’t be sure of her deduction, but she felt it had to be true.

Leah didn’t have to wait long to have her suspicion confirmed. After several more people walked past her, the sound of the crowd suddenly grew, and she sensed that several more individuals had entered the area. Shortly after they did, the noise abruptly dissolved into silence.

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. Thank you all for coming, especially our newcomers, Maxwell Frost and his pet, Leah. Maxwell, we’ve been waiting for you to show up one of these days.”

Light laughter ran through the audience and Leah smiled behind her gag. The speaker’s rich voice sounded somewhat aged, but still youthful in energy and good humor.

“For those who don’t know, my name is Arthur Windham, and this is my home. If you’re here, it’s because you either have a pet with you, or you are one. I welcome our women, and remind you that though you are here to serve, we look forward to treating you to all the earthly pleasures a person can experience.”

Applause rang out, and Leah bowed her head. She didn’t know if others were doing the same, but it seemed like the right sign of respect to give.

“Speaking of which, we have a very welcome guest with us: Harry Ellis, the inventor extraordinaire from BonDouleurs Manor. As you may know, he’s come a long way to be here, and he’s brought with him his lovely and talented wife, Rebecca Ellis!”

The crowd broke out into raucous cheering, and Leah wished she could add her’s. Clearly, the crowd was familiar with Harry and Rebecca’s work.

“That’s her in blue, gentlemen. Rebecca, we’re honored to have you here. I happen to know every single person in this room owns one of Harry’s inventions, and knowing you’re the one who inspired so many of them… We owe you more than we can ever repay. Of course, we promise not to let that influence the judging; just know that you will always be welcome here, and we will always have the greatest admiration for you.”

Considering Rebecca and Harry had come to help her, Leah felt overjoyed that Rebecca was receiving so much lavish praise. All deserved, Becca, she thought. Then, something else Windham had said registered with her: The judging? Is this… a pageant?

It had to be some kind of contest. The auditorium, the stage, the host and some kind of judging: it all added up. Leah had no doubt in her mind that’s what was going on, and she swooned in place, recalling what Maxwell had said about never having done this before — that he had never wanted to do this with any of his pets. Leah felt an intense swell of pride.

All right, Master. I’m going to win this thing. I’m going to show you that you were right to bring me here.

“Now, I’d like to introduce our participants for this year’s program. I’ll start with Rebecca, since I’ve already told you all half of it anyway.” Windham paused for the laughter to pass, then added: “In addition to testing kinky inventions, she is a Ph.D. student in physics, with the aim of being a researcher in aerospace propulsion. So the question for her will be, which has more thrust: a space shuttle launch, or her husband?”

The crowd chuckled and a few men hooted.

“Anyway, best of luck to Rebecca. Our next competitor is actually Rebecca’s best friend. You may be familiar with Leah, the collared pet of Maxwell Frost. A round of applause, everyone.”

Leah blushed as she heard the clapping. She felt something touching her head, and then the blindfold was pulled away from her eyes. She looked around and saw an audience smaller than she expected: maybe 50 men at most, with a handful of female guests scattered about. She turned to see Rebecca on her left, and nodded to her friend. On her right, Rebecca saw three other women, though their faces were mostly covered by their own blindfolds. They wore vastly different outfits than Leah and Rebecca: one was fully nude save for the gold ropes binding her. Another wore skimpy white lingerie; she was locked into a movable rack that Leah had to admit looked very, very sexy. The last woman had her neck and wrists locked into a yoke, her arms spread wide. She wore a tight, gray pencil skirt and a tight blazer. She seemed somewhat familiar to Leah, but she couldn’t say for sure why.

“Leah here trained at BonDouleurs Manor for several months, taking far longer to find a master than most of their trainees. She wanted to find the right owner, and judging by Maxwell’s decision to bring her here for us to enjoy, I’d say she has. Congratulations to the both of you, and good luck!”

Leah bowed her head again, thankful for the host’s kind words. She spotted him at the side of the stage. He actually looked several years younger than Maxwell, and Leah wondered how he became so wealthy. She thought young men who rose to the upper echelons of society had to live in a major city — she couldn’t imagine one preferring the isolated country. She hoped to learn more about him, if possible. When he smiled, his blue eyes lit up with friendliness and excitement, but when he looked at the women on stage, a healthy hunger filled his expression. As long as her master willed it, she would be happy to submit to Arthur Windham.

Leah listened to him introduce the next to pets, Callie and Monica. They received similarly warm introductions, and once their blindfolds were removed, Leah could see they were both gorgeous. They endured their bondage, and behaved well, but Leah could tell they weren’t going to offer her much competition. They had the air of submissive women who had rich masters, but not a true-born slave like she turned out to be.

The fifth woman, however, sent a chill through Leah’s spine.

“Our last participant is also from BonDouleurs Manor. They do great work over there, don’t they? Let’s have a warm welcome for Nora, and her owner, Mrs. Claire Redstone!”

Leah knew both names. Nora had been her fellow trainee, and had envied Leah for months during their stay at the manor. She even had the opportunity to torment Leah when Maxwell brought her back to the manor for punishment following a serious transgression. Maxwell prevented Nora from getting the best of Leah, so she knew there would be no love lost between them.

Additionally, Leah knew Redstone as one of the founders of Bullworth & Redstone, a company that recently signed a major joint venture with Maxwell’s business, FrostGen. Maxwell had sparred with Claire for hours during a tense negotiation, but stopped it short to be with Leah, and even went so far as to show off his pet to the woman. He challenged her to settle on the terms he wanted, or see the venture fall apart. Redstone acquiesced, but was not pleased. Watching Nora from the audience, she wore a maroon skirt and a matching blazer. Her five-inch heels accentuated her already tall build, and her brunette hair was pulled back in a thick bun. She looked frighteningly authoritarian, like a school principal feared by staff and students alike.

Between Nora and Redstone, Leah suddenly felt both very fearful, and determined. These two women would revel in humiliating Maxwell in front of his peers. Leah knew she couldn’t let that happen.

“Now, could all five masters please approach the stage?” asked Windham. “We’ll begin our first trial right away, just to have a little fun, and then it will be time for the welcome reception.”

The various masters threaded their way through the crowd and arrived on stage. Harry kissed Rebecca’s forehead, while Maxwell gave Leah’s backside a squeeze. Leah yelped as the plugs inside her pressed together, but smiled as the intoxicating sensation passed through her.

As everybody got in position, five wooden pillories were wheeled out onto the stage by Windham’s staff.

“The first trial for our participants will be one of pure bodily endurance, in a test that will tell as much about the master as it does the slave.”

While the pillories were secured to the floor, Maxwell, Harry and the others transferred their pets’ arms and necks from their current state of binding, into the bondage devices. For Rebecca and Leah, this meant having their chastity gear taken off piece-by-piece, followed by their catsuits. The women moaned loudly as the suits’ plugs slipped out, and the crowd applauded the fact that both women had been filled the entire time without their knowing it.

“I’d like to point out at this time that neither Mr. Frost nor Mr. Ellis had any idea what test was planned for their pets this evening,” said Windham. “It’s their luck, or maybe just good instincts, that their pets are very, very warmed up for this first test.”

Leah and Rebecca smiled at their men as their neck and wrists were locked into the pillories. “Looking good,” Maxwell whispered to them both. “The judges really love to see extra effort.”

“Thanks, Maxwell,” said Rebecca. Leah nodded.

Once all the pets were locked up, five pairs of small, red plugs were handed out to the masters. Though the toys were thin and not particularly long, protruding from each one was a long, black stem, attached to which was the rubber bulb of a hand-pump. Leah’s eyes went wide as she realized what they were.

“All right, masters. Plug your pets’ holes with those, and when I say so, I want you to give the pumps a squeeze. Alternate between the two of them as we go along. We’re going to see whose pet can withstand the most inflated plug. However, I want to make something very clear to everyone, the pets especially.” Windham looked to the five bound women and said, “Under no circumstances should you push yourself farther than you’re physically able during this competition. If you injure yourself in an attempt to win, you’re out of the games. This is supposed to be a fun competition. Getting hurt and having to leave early isn’t fun for anyone, so I won’t tolerate it. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” the women said, nodding.

“Very good.”

The pets moaned and cried out as their masters’ lubed up their orifices, though Leah and Rebecca were already beyond wet.

“All right. Use the pump every time you hear the tone,” said Windham. “In the meantime, I’d like to go around and speak with each of the pets so our audience and judges can get to know them a little better.”

Leah tried to concentrate as the host of the event interviewed Rebecca, but Leah knew perfectly well her friend’s life story. She was much happier to dwell on the intruding plugs in her body and the ringing sound that signified one of the toys was about to grow slightly larger. After a while, the audience clapped politely and Windham moved on to her.

“Hi, Leah. Enjoying yourself so far?”

She nodded. “Yes, sir. Very much.”

“Good, good. From what I hear about you, my estate should be a very fun place for a woman of your needs. According to Mr. Frost, you are a true submissive. Is that right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Tell me, what does that mean to you? Lots of people say they’d do anything for their master because they’re submissive, but even they have limits. In what way are you different?”

“It’s a good question, sir. One I had to go to extreme lengths to find — oh oh — out.”

The crowd laughed as Leah’s inflatable pumps grew inside her while she spoke. Every time the signal arrived, a chorus of moans and cries rang out through the auditorium.

“Go on,” said Windham. “What kind of lengths?”

“My very understanding master gave me leave to abstain from pleasure for nearly an entire month. Four weeks exactly. I had to see if I could do it, and still wish to serve him.”

Windham’s face contorted into amused surprise, as if somebody had suggested he’d grown a third eye. “Wait, by abstain you mean what?”

“No orgasms, sir. Not until I finished my journey.”

The audience went silent, shocked by her admission.

Without waiting for Windham to ask another question, Leah continued, grimacing as the next pump added to the mass in her ass. “Once I went without seeing Master for several days, and tasted living back in the outside world. I visited Rebecca and Harry. As soon as I saw them, I knew the answer. I just couldn’t go back to a normal life, and I couldn’t turn off my need to serve. I need Maxwell, because I am a true submissive. It’s who I — ah! It’s who I am.”

Leah looked out to the audience and bowed her head. After a moment, light but ubiquitous applause rang through the assembly.

“That’s very impressive, Leah. Thank you for sharing. Now, Rebecca, I understand you were lucky to meet Harry, and that it might not have happened if not for fate. Could you tell us about that?”

Leah shut her eyes and let her mind fall back to the situation in her body. She’d heard Rebecca and Harry’s meeting story a dozen times, both the real version and the one they told at their wedding. As each pet interviewed with Windham, the plugs inside them steadily grew in size. During Monica’s discussion, she screamed in pain, prompting her master — a young man who seemed long on wealth but short on experience with domination — to check in on her.

“I’m sorry, sir, I can’t take anymore,” she told him.

“It’s fine, slave. Like, seriously, it’s all good.” He pressed opened a valve on the toys, and all the pumped-in air drained out. Monica sighed in relief, though disappointed tears landed on her the floor below her.

“You did the right thing, Monica,” said Windham. “We can see your desire to please is there, and that it comes from a place of real servitude. Don’t feel bad.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said, sniffing.

“Sir,” called the other pet, Callie. “I need to stop too.”

Her master, a man who looked slightly older though still quite virile, nodded solemnly and tripped the valves, easing his pet’s suffering. Callie smiled, glad to be released.

You don’t belong here, Leah thought of the pet. At least Monica seemed sincere. Then the tone sounded, and Leah moaned as another pump added to her torment. She turned to look at Rebecca: she seemed to be doing just fine, long since used to being stuffed extra full, considering the massive member sported by her husband.

Finally, Windham moved on to his last interview, this time with Nora.

“Thank you for being here, Nora. We don’t get a lot of women here with a female owner, so we’re very excited to have you.”

Nora flashed a syrupy smile that Leah immediately recognized as a nasty impression of herself.

“Thank you, sir,” she purred.

“Now I don’t normally bring up ancient history, but I hear you and Leah have a bit of a past. Apparently you wanted her master to be yours. Is that right?”

Nora’s smile broke like a vase knocked from a shelf. “It is, sir.”

Windham nodded. “And I think most of the people here know of the link between Mr. Frost and Mrs. Redstone. So it would seem we have a bit of an intrigue in addition to the competition.”

“That’s between them, sir,” Nora insisted, then gasped in pain as another pump inflated the plugs once more.

“You might think so, but I know a proxy fight when I see one. I hope you’re here for the right reasons. I wouldn’t want to see you suffering for something other than yours and our pleasure.”

“I promise, sir,” Nora said, though Leah doubted the woman’s sincerity.

“Glad to hear it,” said Windham. “Now, I’ve finished my questions but we still have a game going. I’ll open this to the floor. Raise your hand if you have a question.” He looked out into the audience as the house lights went up, illuminating everyone and not just the stage. “Yes, Mr. Sheffield?”

“Hello, I have a question for Rebecca,” came a very, very deep voice. Leah tried to spot the speaker and followed the audience’s gaze to a man near the front row. “Rebecca, when did you know you were in love with Mr. Ellis?”

Leah grinned; she hadn’t expected the question to take on such a meaningful topic.

“Well,” Rebecca started to say, then whined as another pump was squeezed. After she regained her composure, Rebecca said, “When we were dating, Harry asked me to help him fulfill a personal fantasy of his. It was so ha- hot, I had more fun than he did. I think that was when I knew that we were really meant to be.”

A polite round of applause went up through the crowd, but it was interrupted by a pained wail from Nora.

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I have to stop,” she said.

Redstone glared at her slave angrily, but activated the valves to relieve her.

“Nora, that was still a very impressive showing,” said Windham. “Don’t feel bad. Our two remaining competitors went in with an edge. Not only were they plugged before we started, they’re both used to very, very large insertions. Mr. Ellis’ manhood is just as famous as his inventions, isn’t that right?”

“Everything you’ve heard…” Rebecca said, jolting as she was pumped again, “…is vastly understated.”

Laughter rang out amongst the crowd. Harry put on his best “If she says so” face and shrugged jokingly.

When the noise dissipated into chuckles, Windham wiped his eyes and said, “Well I’m sure we’ll get to find out later. All right, next question?”

Leah realized, once she stopped laughing herself, that it was now just between her and Rebecca to win this game. Her orifices were painfully stuffed, though she felt she could keep going a little longer. Yet, she had a feeling Rebecca could win this game, considering her experience with both Harry and his signature invention, the Devastator. She wanted to win this competition, but she hated that it could mean vying with her best friend.

Fortunately, after a few more pumps, Windham ended the event. “We’ve actually reached the limits of these toys’ capacity to inflate, so I’m forced to call this event a draw, though the individual scoring may vary. Congratulations to you both. Gentlemen, feel free to reward your pets.”

Rather than open the valves, Maxwell and Harry left the plugs in their women; they were given magic wand massagers by a stagehand, which they immediately turned on and applied to their pets’ pussies.

Leah and Rebecca immediately shrieked as the intense vibrations passed through their tortured flesh, bringing forth waves and waves of pleasure. Leah couldn’t remember being so fully stuffed in a long time, and the intense action of the vibrator quickly lifted her out of her mind and into oblivion. “May I come?” she screamed just before losing control.

She didn’t hear whether or not she had permission; she hoped her master had granted it, because she came regardless, writhing and shaking as her juices gushed. Somewhere in a corner of her mind she could hear Rebecca having a similarly massive outburst, and together they wailed as blissfully as two dominated pets could.

—

Some time went by before Leah regained her faculties; when she did, she could feel the inflatable plugs emptying of air and then sliding out of her punished orifices. She moaned in relief, but it was short lived, as her catsuit was put back on, refilling her right away. She sighed as the suit was zipped up in back, and the chastity pieces were replaced. She watched as Callie, Monica and Nora were tied in their original bindings and then escorted out of the hall.

“Since you two both won this challenge,” said Windham to Leah and Rebecca, “you have been invited to attend the reception.”

“Thank you… sir,” Leah gasped. She knew this would be a good opportunity to impress the judges, and was fully prepared for the occasion.

Harry came over bearing bottles of water and protein bars. Together, he and Maxwell fed their pets, giving them time to recover and regain their strength. Before they left for the reception, a member of the staff brought two large, metal platters connected to a set of chains. The men fixed these chains to their pets’ collars, chest pieces and belts, allowing the trays to hang in front of their bodies. Since the chains were connected in several places, the trays were stable: they did not sway or jostle as the women walked.

“This isn’t how I thought we’d be serving,” said Rebecca, who had waited on parties in a similar fashion before.

“We’re going to a reception,” reasoned Harry. “Don’t worry babe, I’m sure you’ll have plenty of fun too.”

“I’m going to hold you to that,” she said. Harry kissed her forehead, then smacked her bottom. Rebecca yelped and trotted forward.

Leah grinned and inched forward as Maxwell beckoned with his index finger. He uncuffed Leah’s hands from their position behind her back, but left in place the chains keeping her elbows together. He then fastened her wrists to her belt, allowing her hands to hang at her hips.

When Harry saw, he liked the idea, so he did the same for Rebecca. The women appreciated having their hands locked in a fresh position, and the men enjoyed the way the women looked with their arms locked into the different, but still very rigid, position.

Once they were ready, the men led the ladies forward, occasionally smacking or squeezing their backsides, eliciting squeals and gasps. They followed in the direction they saw the rest of the audience members going, and soon they emerged into an opulent reception hall, very similar to the one found at BonDouleurs Manor. Elegant chandeliers hung from the ceiling; tasteful floral arrangements lined the sides of the room, creating a subtle but pleasant fragrance; and a dozen waiters circled the room bearing hors d’oeuvres and glasses of champagne. For how many people were actually present, the room seemed cavernous, but the apparently close-knit crowd kept to tight circles, rather than spreading out.

“Sir, which of them are the judges?” asked Leah.

Maxwell whispered to her, “They all are. They judge on several expected criteria, but also on several of their own making, so it’s hard to say who likes what.”

“Then what should I do, master?”

Maxwell smiled and kissed her cheek. “Be yourself. You like working hard to impress others; that’s a universally loved trait in a collared pet.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“You’re welcome. Now go mingle. Don’t be afraid to introduce yourself. Offer to get drinks. If they want to play with you, tell them I’ve said not until later. I want to be there to supervise.”

“Yes, sir.”

All four of them split up, as Rebecca and Leah approached different groups of men, and Harry found the bar while Maxwell sought out his friends.

Every time Leah got close to the guests, their conversation quickly quieted, as they were all eager to meet Maxwell’s pet.

“That was a wonderful performance, Mrs. Gold,” one said.

“We heard that you were very talented, and now we see it wasn’t just hype,” added another.

“We’ve seen lots of pets trained at the Manor, but what you have they could never teach. You’re a natural.”

Leah thanked everybody for their praise, and did as asked and offered to get drinks, but most of the men already had flutes of champagne provided by Windham’s staff. As she wandered around, she spotted a man standing by himself and smoking a cigarette. He looked to be Maxwell’s age, and exceptionally fit. His tuxedo clung somewhat snugly to his exceptionally built physique.

Jackpot, thought Leah.

As she neared him, she realized that he was speaking softly into a headset, and that he was speaking in Mandarin.

“Ni xiang he dian shen me ma?” she asked, thinking back to her training.

The man smiled brightly and laughed. “You speak Mandarin?” he said.

“I’m learning,” Leah replied.

“You are Maxwell Frost’s pet?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You’re learning at his request?”

“Mandarin and Spanish, yes. Once I am fluent in both, I will begin learning other languages, including some of my own choosing.”

“Fascinating,” said the man. “I’m Richard Liu, by the way. And to answer your question, I’d love a beer. Any kind.”

“Yes, sir, right away.”

Leah turned and made for the bar, grinning to herself. Maxwell had been right: becoming multilingual would impress people. Why wouldn’t it?

Take that, Nora. Leah looked around for her rival, but didn’t see the slim, raven-haired woman anywhere. She also didn’t see Claire Redstone. Perhaps she was punishing Nora for her pet’s failure? Leah would not have been surprised. She thought she had seen Callie and Monica’s owners in the crowd, so it’s not like they were barred from attending.

When she returned to Mr. Liu with his drink, a small crowd had gathered around him, including Maxwell.

“Thank you,” said Liu, taking his beer from Leah’s tray. “I was just complimenting your master on his excellent taste in slaves.”

“You’re welcome, and thank you, sir.”

Maxwell smiled mischievously. “Leah, what do you think of the EmDrive?”

She turned to her master. “I think it’s very exciting, sir, though I don’t understand how something can move in space without any sort of propellant. It defies Newton’s Third Law.”

The men surrounding them broke out in laughter. “Frost, your pet knows physics?” one asked.

Maxwell nodded. “And current events.”

“Very impressive, Frost.”

“Thank you,” said Maxwell. “Leah, these men are all friends of mine. How would you feel about showing them your other talents?”

She grinned salaciously. “It would be my pleasure, master.”

He kissed her forehead, then helped lower her to her knees. Leah moaned as the plugs inside her were driven tighter due to her new position, which pulled the taut suit a little tighter around the waist.

“Gentlemen, as you’re going to see throughout this event, my pet is always eager to serve. She draws fulfillment from obedience the way we do from success. She does not need to be rewarded; service is its own reward. However, I love doting on my pet, so I intend to do so once she’s finished with all of you.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Leah.

Liu was the first to unzip his pants and take out his thick rod. He stepped up to Leah and let his cock slap against her cheek a couple times before giving Leah a chance to service it. She began by licking the tip, polishing it with a tongue. She drank in the taste of his skin, coupled with the refreshing fragrance of his cologne. The other men watched eagerly as Leah licked Liu’s testicles, dampening them nicely. When finished, his cock had grown to full tumescence, and Leah opened wide to take in the massive shaft. Moaning softly as his length penetrated down to her throat, she sealed her lips around his manhood and began to suck. She worked her head back and forth, feeding her own arousal as the plugs within her shifted. She loved having all of her orifices filled, and shivered with delight as Liu came, spraying her face with his milky mess.

As soon as he shot his load, another man was ready and quickly stepped in to take Liu’s place.

“That was wonderful, Leah, thank you,” said Liu.

She moaned in response, already lost in subservient pleasure as another monster rod invaded her throat. This man preferred to ram his cock into her mouth, and Leah happily let him, gulping and coughing with each thrust. The man grasped her sweaty hair, keeping her head in position so she couldn’t break free of his grip, but she was in no distress. When the man reached his climax, Leah held her tongue out to catch every drop of his seed, then swallowed it down hungrily.

Maxwell held back the next man, a hunk whose bodybuilder frame looked somewhat silly in a tuxedo. Once Leah took a minute to catch her breath, her master stepped aside to let the muscular man through. Leah took his surprisingly thick cock into her mouth gleefully, sucking on it until it glistened. He preferred to let her suck, then pull it out so she could lick it, and repeated this process several times until finally letting her take in his whole length at once. She worked him over with renewed effort, eager to learn another man’s preferred technique; in her mind she cataloged each man’s preferences, expecting she would pleasure all of them more than once before the pageant ended. The muscle man soon passed his peak, groaning loudly and releasing his juices in a blissful spasm.

As her master watched, Leah serviced one man after the next, and though the entire crowd gathered to watch, Maxwell carefully dictated that only the original group of men he picked have a turn. “The rest of you will have a chance later,” he assured them. “But Leah’s had a very busy day, and I want her to save some strength.”

The crowd chuckled, and Leah smiled to herself. I always have strength for you, master.

When she’d satisfied the last man, a waiter brought over several wet towelettes on a platter, and Maxwell cleaned her face.

“This is what I get to see every morning,” he told them. “She’s a natural beauty. No makeup necessary.”

Leah blushed and looked down at the floor. She gasped as her master took her by the shoulders, lifting her to her feet. When she looked up, Rebecca stood in front of her, squeezing her legs together, powerfully aroused. Maxwell popped open the chains holding the serving tray to her body, then nudged Leah forward until her lips locked with Rebecca’s.

“Why not give us a little show, pets?” he said.

The women sighed happily as their tongues danced together. With their wrists both bound in the same position, they were able to hold hands, interlacing their gloved fingers. Their metal chastity gear clicked against each other as the women made out. Windham approached the women, and with the permission of Harry and Maxwell, wrapped their bodies in chains. He pulled the metal bindings tight against both women, and sealed them with a heavy padlock. Forced together by the chain, Leah and Rebecca shuddered in bliss.

“You two enjoy yourselves,” said Windham, patting their shoulders.

The women moaned, ecstatic to be tethered to one another, and all too happy to share the embrace.

“One last thing, girls,” said Harry. He took out his phone and tapped a few buttons. After a second, the plugs connected to the catsuits began to vibrate. “You’ve earned a little fun. You can come whenever you feel.”

Leah could have collapsed if not for her friend’s strength. The powerful vibrations emanating from both toys blasted her mind into subspace. She wasn’t sure how many orgasms she enjoyed during that reception, but each came with the knowledge that she had served Maxwell exceptionally well, and that was all she needed to know.

—

When Leah woke, she thought for a minute she was back home at Maxwell’s penthouse, and everything that had happened was one incredible dream. The confusion stemmed primarily from the fact that she was in her cage, the exact same one as at her home. She’d spent countless hours in it, she knew it was her’s. Maxwell must have brought it with us, she reasoned. She was happy for that: how many people get to travel and still sleep in their own bed, even if that bed was a cage?

She looked around and saw they were in a gorgeous suite, and Maxwell was close: she heard his voice. She moaned softly as she turned to sit up. Her body felt incredibly sore; the day before had been the most intense she’d enjoyed in weeks. She sighed happily, knowing that that day would be even crazier. She had no idea how many trials she and the other slaves would go through, but she had no doubt she would enjoy them.

She perked up as Maxwell’s voice got louder, and then he was standing before her, telling the person on the other end of his phone call that they’d talk again soon, and hanging up.

“Good morning, Leah!”

“Good morning, master.”

“Sleep well?”

She laughed. “I think so, sir. Thank you for bringing my cage.”

“My pleasure. Come, brunch starts in a few minutes, let’s get you up.” He passed a pair of handcuffs through the bars of the cage. “Rules are rules, though. Behind your back, pet.”

Leah smiled and complied, cuffing herself. As far as rules went, having to be bound at all times was one with which she had no argument.

Maxwell helped her clean up, and as he did, her stomach began to rumble fiercely. For once in her life, she hoped she didn’t get bound too tightly until after eating: she wanted to fill up for what she knew would be a very, very strenuous day.

The brunch did not disappoint: whoever Windham was, he employed a team of top chefs, and they delivered a sumptuous meal. Leah feasted on mouth-watering scrambled eggs with cheese, chunks of the freshest melon and bacon cooked to a perfect crisp. Her orange juice was freshly squeezed, and the coffee dark and rich. The only thing that bothered her was having to let Maxwell feed her slowly, rather than tearing into the meal herself. When she was stuffed, she sat up with perfect posture, though she longed to recline and relax as she digested. She waited while Maxwell enjoyed his own brunch, during which time Harry and Rebecca joined them.

“Morning, sweetie,” Rebecca said as she took a seat. Harry pushed her chair to the table, kissed her forehead, then wandered off to find them both something to eat.

“Hey, Becca. Thanks for last night. I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did.”

“I did,” she replied. “But I wanted to talk to you about something. Maxwell, could you give us some privacy?”

He shook his head. “Actually, no. I’m not permitted to leave you both unattended. But if you want to whisper in her ear, I won’t be listening.”

“Thanks,” said Rebecca. She scooted forward and leaned against Leah’s face.

“Leah, you really want to win this pageant, right?”

“If it will make master happy, then yes.”

“Then I want you to win, but I also don’t want to give up and just let you win. I think it would be seen as collusion.”

She had a good point. It was already known that they were friends, and that Rebecca was not as invested in the lifestyle as Leah — jut the activities.

“What do you want to do then?” she asked.

“Play it straight. Try my hardest, and let the best pet win.” Rebecca kissed Leah on the cheek. “Maxwell loves you, win or lose. As long as you put forth the effort, he won’t care who gets the trophy. You’re the prize, Leah, and he’s already won it.”

She’s right. Leah felt the same way about Maxwell, but that only meant she was going to work herself even harder to please him.

“You’re on, Becca. Good luck.”

“Thanks,” said Rebecca. “I know I’m going to need it. I might enjoy all this, but you live it. I do still want you to win, but I’m not going to make it easy.”

Leah grinned. “Easy isn’t part of my vocabulary.”

“Ha!”

Rebecca scooted back to her seat as Harry brought plates for both of them. “Hope you’re hungry,” he said, holding up a buttered biscuit. His wife bit into it ravenously.

“Oh my fucking god that’s amazing,” she said.

The four of them ate and chatted for a while, but stopped when Mr. Windham approached.

“Harry, Maxwell, ladies: the competition resumes in ten minutes. Please make your way to the auditorium.”

“Of course,” said Harry. He and Maxwell took a set of leashes out of their pockets and fastened them to the collars worn by Leah and Rebecca, then proceeded to lead their pets through the mansion and all the way to the performance stage.

Once there, Leah saw the crowd was already fully seated; eagerness and excitement showed on their faces, as if last night was just a sneak preview, and today they were here for the real show.

Leah listened patiently while Windham greeted the crowd, welcoming them once again. She glanced over to Rebecca, who seemed calm and ready. Leah realized she was actually nervous: the results of this contest mattered to her, even though they shouldn’t.

As long as we beat Nora and Redstone, she thought.

“Now, for our first challenge of the day, we are going to test the skills not just of the pet, but of the master as well. A large supply of rope has been provided. When I give the signal, the masters will tie their pets up. Judging will take into account the skill of the rigging, the difficulty of enduring the bondage and the length of the endurance. The same rule from last night applies: should a pet reach her limit, she must speak up to be let out. We have a talented team ready to cut through the ropes safely and quickly, should anyone need a rapid escape, though I expect that won’t be necessary with this group. All right, I think that covers everything. Masters, begin tying your pets… now!”

The five dominants set to work immediately, grabbing several coils of rope from a table stacked with piles of multicolored cords. Maxwell picked out a white rope, liking the traditional look, but also not wanting to detract from his work. Leah smiled, knowing that rope bondage was an area in which Maxwell excelled.

In fact, one thing Leah was pleased to discover about her master when he first became her owner was that they both had a strong preference for rope bondage before all other types. Leah loved how, in Maxwell’s capable hands, rope could bind her just as tightly as any chain or shackle, and also maintain a degree of intimacy nothing else could create. When tied across her entire body, the rope became a part of her, even as it bound her. It all connected, and every movement she made — if any was possible — could be felt everywhere the rope touched. When Maxwell pulled a rope tightly between her legs, digging between her folds, it turned her entire body into a source of sexual stimulation. Considering this, Leah was not surprised that this was Maxwell’s first order of business.

He looped the rope around her waist, then around her thighs, forming an elaborate harness. Leah knew the judges would be watching to see the aesthetics of his rope work, in addition to their effect on her, so she was happy to see him working to establish a foundation of rope from which the rest of her bindings could expand. Once the harnesses were built, he pulled a rope deeply into her crotch, and made several loops through it, creating a constant tension on her clit that burned in a painful but pleasant way. There would be no escaping it for possibly hours, and Leah shuddered happily. The prospect of spending hours in tight bondage, in constant discomfort or pain, aroused her like nothing else.

Though tempted to see what the other masters were doing with their pets, Leah kept her posture tight, and her eyes facing forward, though unfocused so as not to seek the gaze of any one audience member.

With the crotch rope in place, Maxwell set about creating a harness for her breasts, encircling them in rope and building a network of cords to keep her chest squeezed tightly. Leah felt her juices escaping from between the rope to trail down her thighs, and willed herself to maintain her discipline. When Maxwell was ready to tie her arms, he started with her elbows, then removed the handcuffs Leah had worn during breakfast. He tossed the pair aside, then roped her wrists together tightly. Finally, he finished with her legs, constricting her knees and ankles until Leah was fully restrained. Once he was done, he waved over Mr. Windham and pointed at the ceiling. Leah looked up to see a set of very long chains descending. As soon as they got close, Maxwell resumed his work, attaching the focal points of the rope harnesses on her body to the ends of the hanging chains. He then lifted Leah’s legs backward, tying them calf to thigh. He then signaled for the chains to rise, and after a moment Leah was suspended in the air and bound in a hogtie. She trembled as the ropes pulled just a little tighter to support her full weight. The webbing of rope allowed her mass to be evenly distributed, ensuring that she could withstand the strain of being suspended for as long as her master needed. Leah smiled and hoped the crowd would see the mastery of Maxwell’s work.

Leah gasped as Maxwell pushed her shoulder, causing her to twist in the air, allowing the audience to see her from all angles. The motion caused the chains supporting her to twist together, so as soon as the energy of her momentum ran out, she began twisting the other way. Leah closed her eyes and breathed deeply to keep from getting dizzy.

“Mr. Frost, it looks like you’ve elected to go with a high degree of difficulty with this suspension. I expected you would. The only question is, how long can it be maintained?”

“I’ll let my pet answer that. Leah?”

“I can stay this way for hours, sir,” she said to Windham.

“Then I’m sure you will. You can’t see it from your perspective, but the other pets are tied up quite thoroughly as well. Rebecca is hogtied brutally, her feet practically touching her shoulders. Callie is standing on her tiptoes to avoid a nasty-looking crotch rope, while Monica’s tied in a standing position, supported by a pole. She doesn’t look happy. Nora, well she’s in a pretty difficult position too, on her back with her legs spread, giving all of us a truly spectacular view of her tight, little pussy. I know we’re all enjoying that.”

Chuckles went up through the crowd, and Leah blushed, imagining Nora’s humiliation. The position sounded exciting, and Leah hoped Maxwell was taking notes so he could try it on her someday.

“All right. Judges, you have ten minutes to take notes, and then we’ll continue,” said Windham.

Leah closed her eyes and embraced the pain in her body, particularly that between her legs. She wanted badly to be granted release. She distracted herself by listening to as many different things as possible: the conversations of the audience, the panting of the other pets, footsteps of stagehands clearing the table full of rope and bringing forth additional supplies for the next phase of the contest.

When Leah felt herself swing, she forced herself to open her eyes so she could see the other pets. Monica and Callie looked the most distressed, but neither wanted to be the first to bow out of their bondage, and so held it together. Nora appeared to be suffering considerably, but as a manor trainee, she had the skills to endure. Rebecca seemed to be enjoying her predicament immensely. The blue ropes constrained her so fully she couldn’t move at all. Just the way she likes it, Leah thought, smiling at her friend’s love of ultimate bondage. Rebecca might not crave the same lifestyle as Leah, but when it came to getting tied up, they were absolutely on the same page.

The ten minutes elapsed quickly, and when they did, Windham paced across the stage, handing out floggers to each of the masters. “The dominants will now flog their pets, taking turns. We’ll start with five lashes, and after a round or two we’ll go to ten, then continue another few rounds. Doms can whip their pets on whatever part of the body the pets like. Pets can opt out whenever they like, of course. I don’t want to see anybody accepting a flogging they can’t handle. Additionally, should a master wish to add an extra degree of difficulty, such as nipple clamps or a gag, those have been made available. Take a minute to make any adjustments necessary, and then we’ll begin.”

Maxwell whispered into Leah’s ear, “Think you could stand a few extra degrees of difficulty, pet?”

Leah replied, “Several, master.” She smiled and gazed into his loving eyes.

“Then you got it.” Maxwell disappeared for a minute, but when he returned he held several new toys: a big, red ball gag, a set of nipple clamps and several lead weights built on hooks. He set the latter items on the floor, then stuffed the thick gag into Leah’s mouth, spreading her jaw achingly wide apart. She groaned as a line of drool escaped her lips and hung in the air below her, swinging like a pendulum every time she herself swayed slightly.

After buckling Leah’s gag, Maxwell attached the tweezer clamps to her breasts. The cruel clips bit down harshly into her tender nipples, and fresh pain radiated through her body. The agony intensified as Maxwell added the weights to the thin, metal chain connecting the pair of clamps. Each one converted gravity into torment as her chest was pulled upon harder, and when he let the last weight fall into place, Leah screamed and shed tears.

On the inside, however, she was solid. You can do this. You can do this, she told herself, knowing it to be true. Not everybody here had the same training as her.

As a lover of pain, Leah didn’t have to steel herself against it — to build a wall that divided her mind into a part that endured and a part that skated by. Leah embraced the pain, allowing it to saturate her like water in a towel. Once she entered a state of punishment, she could take more and more without it exacting the same toll. So when Maxwell began flogging her, Leah’s cries and screams were expressions of the full extent of her agony, rather than from any sharp spike. It was as if the lashes were an invitation to vent her suffering, rather than keep it in.

Maxwell aimed his first volley at Leah’s crotch, swatting the tender flesh and her hips. The crowd applauded Maxwell’s bold decision to start with Leah’s pussy, rather than her backside. In doing so, he also issued a challenge to the other masters, to see if they’d match his example. All of them did, though Monica and Callie bore the brunt of the harder-than-expected punishment.

For the next round, Maxwell, Spread out his punishment, giving one lash to each of her breasts, one to both ass cheeks and one last, hard hit to her pussy. Leah wailed and thrashed in her bonds, as much from frustration as pain: she was ready to climax if she could just enjoy some vibration or penetration, but none was forthcoming. Still, she was happy to give her competitors reason to think her spirit was breaking.

Except for Redstone, the rest of the masters also began spreading out their punishment, not wanting to wear out their pets too quickly. The businesswoman opted for a different tactic, and smacked Nora’s exposed pussy the full five more times, eliciting ear-splitting screams. Was the response faked for theatricality? Leah didn’t think so. She’d trained with Nora, and knew the woman’s limits. Those screams seemed real.

“Lovely, Mrs. Redstone. Your pet is very responsive to flogging there. I can see why you’d want to put your focus there,” said Windham. “Now, let’s raise the stakes to ten lashes at a time. Mr. Frost, care to continue?”

Maxwell acted so fast, many of the members of the audience were still conversing, and missed half of the flogging he landed on Leah’s backside. While the crowd had been focused on Nora’s previous round, Maxwell had lowered his pet closer to the ground, giving him easier access to his pet’s bottom. He unleashed the ten lashes in a single torrent, alternating between cheeks by swinging the flogger in a figure eight pattern. Leah erupted in pained wails, and tears ran down her cheeks by the end, but when Windham crouched the ground to check to see if she was OK, her lips curled up in a smile. She nodded happily, despite the scorching burn tingling along her scalded skin. She reveled in the overwhelming sensation, but was glad to know she wouldn’t have to sit down anytime soon.

Once again, Maxwell had set a new tone, and the other masters followed suit in delivering quick, but intense floggings. Before Monica’s turn, the woman shook her head and grunted three times. Her master stopped in mid-swing, dropping the flogger from his hand. The crowd applauded his quick reaction. He removed the duct tape covering Monica’s mouth, and pulled out the thick cloth used to gag her.

“I’m sorry, sir,” she said. “I need a break.”

Her master nodded understandingly. “Do you need to be untied?”

She wept as she nodded. “Please, sir.”

“It’s all right,” he said, Acting quickly, he untied the ropes binding her to the pole. He and Windham worked together to get her down, and then lay her down on a small cot on the side of the stage.

After Callie took her ten lashes, the crowd perked up to see what Redstone would do with Nora. She paced around her pet, as if she hadn’t quite decided herself, then whipped Nora’s pussy for all ten of the strokes. Nora shook and squealed, her legs twitching as they attempted to move in self-defense. They were prevented from closing by ropes around her knees and ankles, but it was clear Nora had expended her well of discipline, and now her punishment continued at her mistress’ mercy.

When Redstone finished, Windham checked on her like he did with Leah. Though Nora was clearly distraught, she nodded vigorously to continue.

“Are you certain?” he asked.

“Mmm hmm,” she panted, her speech inhibited by a wide ring gag.

“Very well,” said Windham. “Mrs. Redstone, I advise you tread very carefully in the next round. Your pet seems very, very dedicated, and that is a credit to you, but even the most dedicated pets need to know their own limits.”

“Don’t worry, Mr. Windham. I’m aware of this one’s capacity for pain, as is she.”

“For your sake, I hope so. All right, back to Mr. Frost. Ten more lashes.”

Maxwell nodded. This time, he took a more leisurely approach, and spread the ten hits between Leah’s breasts and pussy, allowing her ass to recover from the last round. Leah screamed as first the lashes to her chest exacerbated the pain from the weights and clamps, but by the tenth stroke she gasped and sighed happily.

Rebecca had held her own throughout the event; Harry hadn’t whipped his wife as harshly as the other pets were being punished, but the extreme bondage still made her treatment a challenge. She smiled every time Leah reached the end of a round, and that satisfaction fueled her own resolve to continue. If she could have spoken, she would have urged Harry to go a little rougher, but she trusted her husband knew what he was doing.

Callie called for an end to her punishment in the midst of the round, though she didn’t ask to be fully untied. “I’m sorry, but it hurts too much,” she said. Every round that transpired has sapped strength from her feet, causing her body to drop lower and lower, which in turn resulted in her crotch rope digging deeper and deeper. Without being able to return to her tiptoes, her pain had grown profound, and that was where her run ended. The crowd cheered in appreciation for her performance, but the ovation ended quickly as Nora’s turn came next.

Taking heed of Windham’s advice, Redstone finally began flogging Nora’s breasts. As the pet rested on her backside, she couldn’t be whipped there, but Nora responded well to having her chest flogged. She sighed with the impacts.

“How many was that, slut?” Redstone asked after the flogging.

“Eight, mistress.”

“Correct. Where would you like the last two?”

“My pussy, mistress.”

The crowd murmured incredulously. Nora hadn’t sounded enthusiastic in answering her mistress, but she wasn’t backing down either.

“Very well, slave. One easy one, one hard one.”

Before Windham could object, Redstone swung her flogger twice, the first time barely grazing Nora’s tender orifice, and the second landing hard on target. Nora wailed and bucked against her bonds, reeling from the pain. When she recovered, she nodded confidently to Windham to show she was OK.

“Impressive,” he said. “She’s very demonstrative in response to pain, but also has a high threshold. Let’s have one more round of floggings, then move on. For this last one, make it twenty strokes. Mr. Frost?”

Sensing the finish line, the three remaining pets put their energy into bearing one last barrage. Knowing their pets, the masters intensified the floggings to match. Leah received ten savage strokes to her ass, the flogger positioned to strike both cheeks at once. Maxwell then activated the chains to lift Leah high up into the air. She moaned as the weights on her nipples swung, then hollered as five strokes left stripes across her breasts, again landing on both with every sing. The last five swings targeted her sensitive pussy, sending Leah into a frenzy of thrashing and screaming. At the end she wept openly, but she confirmed to everyone that she was all right.

Rebecca bore her punishment with the same steady resolve, though Maxwell did work her harder, leaving angry welts on her battered backside. Leah wondered how many of the judges liked to see a pet twisting in pain, and how many liked to see quiet resilience. Surely both could be very arousing, and the judging was subjective, so either approach could be just as valid. Harry, she reasoned, was going to do his own thing; he wasn’t there to compete, or strategize, or game the system. All he needed was his loving wife, and maybe some rope. Whatever award was granted to the winner, Harry would find it superfluous: he had Rebecca.

Of course, all eyes turned to Nora and Redstone with great interest. To the surprise of some, Redstone relented and flogged Nora’s breasts for all twenty strokes. She swung hard, leaving Nora’s porcelain skin scarlet by the end. Nora shrieked and yelled, but stayed in control. However, after the twenty prescribed lashes were delivered, Redstone wound back her arm and unleashed a stinging strike to Nora’s pussy. The pet’s scream exploded through the auditorium, drowning out the audience’s shocked reaction.

Windham rushed up to Nora to check on her. He dislodged her ring gag and stared into her eyes. “Are you all right?”

“I’m fine, sir,” she replied. She breathed heavily, working to recover from the punishment, but seemed genuine.

Windham turned to Redstone. “That was an unwelcome breach in protocol,” he told her. “Your score will be docked accordingly, and if you break another rule like that, you’ll be disqualified. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir,” she said darkly. She smiled grimly, then set to work untying Nora.

“We’ll reconvene in two hours for the next game,” said Windham. “See you then.”

Once Leah and Rebecca were untied from all the rope, except the bindings around their wrists, the men took them to the spa for baths and relaxation. They rubbed a variety of lotions and creams into their pets’ skin, soothing the welts and abrasions caused by the ropes and flogging.

“Master, can I ask you something?” said Leah.

“Of course, pet.”

“Why did Mrs. Redstone torture Nora like that? And why whip her the extra time like that?”

“Sadism.”

“Sir?” Leah didn’t fully understand. Maxwell and Harry were sadists too, but they never treated their women with such brutality.

“Redstone’s very sadistic herself, but she was also seeking to appeal to the more sadistic judges. Not all of them care about the rules as much as Windham. They just wanted to see a cunt get pummeled.”

Leah shivered. “Do you think that will work?” The last thing she wanted was to lose to a cheater.

“It’ll help her make up some ground, with some of the judges. You can’t please everybody all the time, so there’s no sense in worrying about it. Also, there’s something more important you need to know, Leah.

“Sir, what’s that?”

Maxwell smiled. “That I love you no matter who wins this silly contest. Seriously, if Redstone wants to take this away from me as payback for not getting everything her way on the FrostGen deal, then I don’t give a fuck. I brought you here because I wanted my peers to see how amazing you are. They’ve seen that. I’ve already got my prize.”

Leah blinked away happy tears when Maxwell finished. “Thank you, master. But fuck Redstone. Let’s win this thing.”

“Attagirl.” Maxwell winked and kissed his pet’s forehead. “Rest up now. If we’re going to win this thing, you’re going to need it.”

“Yes, sir.” Leah laid her head down in Maxwell’s lap and shut her eyes. She felt his warmth and then drifted off.

—

An hour later, Leah and the rest of the pets were back on stage. This time they were all bound the same way, locked into metal restraints that spread their arms and legs out into a long X. As much as Leah enjoyed the ropes, she was glad to be in a position that allowed her to stand upright, and to be fully displayed for the audience. She enjoyed the humiliation of being bared to the crowd, and used the added arousal to prepare herself for whatever came next.

When Windham appeared from backstage, the audience’s chatter quickly died off. “Thank you,” he said. “We’re now going to begin today’s final game. I expect everybody to be on their best behavior.” He glared at Redstone. “And I look forward to hearing the final results.”

As soon as he finished, a member of his staff arrived carrying several golden buckets, which he handed out to all of the masters. They rattled as they moved, and Leah had a suspicion of what was inside.

“How do you girls like a good zipper?” asked Windham, pulling a clothespin out of Maxwell’s bucket. “For this, you’ll be judged on how many pins you can tolerate before having them ripped off. Placement of the pins in more sensitive spots will be worth more, but so will good aesthetics on their removal. Keep that in mind.”

Leah grinned eagerly. She’d endured plenty of pins all over her body throughout her training. She felt ready to take the entire bucket’s worth if need be. However, she also worried that Nora would be similarly hardened against that kind of constant pain, and would go toe-to-toe with her. Rebecca, too, for that matter, would have an excellent tolerance.

You’re going to need a few more buckets, Mr. Windham, she wanted to say.

“All right, you know what to do,” he said.

The masters got to work applying clothespins to their pets. Maxwell went straight for Leah’s breasts, fixing them all around her nipples. She moaned as pain spread through her chest, but looked at her master with love. As he placed the pins, he ran string through the holes in each pin, making sure they would be ready to pull immediately if Leah reached her limit.

When her breasts were very thoroughly covered in pins, Maxwell created matching trails of pins running down her stomach from her breasts to her crotch. He massaged her sensitive folds for a while before attaching three clips to each lip. Leah gasped from the acute agony, but kept her composure.

“Pets, or masters, when you have reached your limit on pins, say so out loud so we can all stop and watch the pull,” Windham advised.

Maxwell nodded but didn’t say anything. He added new trails of pins running up her inner thighs. Leah looked toward his bucket and saw that it was only half-empty.

“Okay!” shouted Monica. All eyes in the room turned toward her. For some reason, her master had neglected to place pins anywhere but on her breasts, causing the pain to become too sharp for her to handle.

With a regretful look on his face, her master tugged hard on the string that linked her clothespins, removing them all in one quick motion. Monica hollered and twisted around in her bonds, but after a moment relief spread across her face.

“Thank you, Monica. OK, the rest of you can continue,” said Windham.

Leah turned to Rebecca, who was looking back at her. They nodded, then turned to the audience.

One down, thought Leah.

With four lines running up her body firmly established, Maxwell resumed placing clothespins on Leah’s breasts. She trembled from the renewed pain, as the fresh pins stirred the agony from the first group, but let the torment flow through her freely. She could hear Rebecca breathing heavily, whining as each new pin was placed.

Suddenly, Rebecca cried out. “Stop, please! I’m sorry, but I can’t take any more.”

“Becca?” Leah sniffed as all of her pain was replaced by shock and fear. How could Rebecca go out so early?

“Sorry, it all just hit me in a wave, and I can’t go on,” she explained.

Harry kissed her softly. “It’s fine, babe. Really, this is a shitload of pins. You ready for the pull?”

“Yes, dear,” she said.

Like pulling off a bandage, Harry ripped the string, pulling off all the pins together. Rebecca wailed and bounced in her restraints, but soon after began to calm down. The audience clapped, approving of her efforts, which were considerable.

“All right, let’s continue,” said Windham, after Rebecca assured him that she was all right.

Only a few more pins were added to the three remaining pets before Callie gave in and asked for her pull. Her master had placed too many pins on her lower lips, and the pain became unbearable. The scream she uttered when all the pins came off sent a chill through Leah.

This is really going to hurt!

With Callie out, the competition was now down to her and Nora. Leah knew this was destined to happen. Nora was huffing and gasping with every pin, but she held on, relying on the incredible pain tolerance she had seemingly developed.

“Master?” whispered Leah.

“What is it?” he asked, speaking into her ear.

“What if I can’t hold on as long as her? What will happen?”

“Nothing important,” he replied, adding another pin.

“Huh?”

“I told you, Leah. This is just a game. We don’t have to win. You know every man in this room wishes he were me, because I have you. That’s why I took you here. Look, you know how you can’t see the entire planet without going out into space? Only there you can get far enough away to see the whole thing at once.”

“Okay…”

“Well, I wanted you to see the effect you have on me. Only, I thought you might not be able to really see it until you saw what just a fraction of it looks like. The way these men adore you, that’s the fraction — the tiny, tiny fraction — of how much I adore you.”

Tears fell on Leah’s cheeks, but not from pain. “Thank you, master.”

“No, thank you. Now, if this hurts too much and you want to stop, know that it doesn’t matter to me. I know you’re amazing, and we’ve done what we came here to do.”

Leah sighed. “I can go a bit longer. I just hate to lose to Nora. I don’t even understand why she’s here with Redstone. She likes being dominated by men, not women.”

Maxwell turned suddenly. “What’s that?”

“Nora liked dominating women, not being dominated by them. Don’t you remember, from when we went to the Expo at the manor?”

Maxwell thought back, recalling that night, and how Nora had tormented Leah before he interceded. “You’re right. I’d forgotten. Hang on a minute.”

Maxwell turned to look at Harry, then beckoned him over.

“Hey, what’s wrong?” he asked.

“Harry, what do you know about Redstone and Nora?” Maxwell asked quietly. “When did they become a pair?”

“I don’t know.” Harry grabbed a handful of pins from the bucket and began adding them too. “Nora left the manor after a few more Expos in which she failed to be picked. She just got tired of it.”

“Excuse me, sir,” said Leah. “But why did she join the training program? Did you know?”

Harry shrugged. “The usual: wanted a life of luxury, enjoys being dominated. Same reason as most.”

“Master, I have an idea.”

Maxwell leaned in close to listen to his pet, then kissed her after Leah explained her plan. “Are you sure?” he asked. “I’ll do it, but only if you want.”

Leah nodded.

“All right,” he smiled, then took a step back. “Mr. Windham, I’d like a moment to speak to Nora.”

“What?” Redstone spun around on her heels. “Why?”

“Yes, Mr. Frost, why?”

Maxwell sauntered across the stage and stared into Redstone’s eyes. “Because I don’t think your pet likes you very much. I think she’s only here because you hired her.”

“That’s none of your business, Frost,” Redstone spat.

“Technically we are business partners, Claire.”

The audience laughed; they read the business page: they knew about the contract between FrostGen and Bullworth & Redstone.

“Cute. Go back to your precious pet, Frost. We’re finishing this.”

Maxwell shook his head. “Nora, whether you’re only here because Claire paid you to be, or because you have some grievance against me or Leah, I want you to know one thing.”

“Shut up, Frost,” said Redstone.

He ignored her. “If you want to come live with me and Leah, we’d be glad to have you.”

“Really?” said Nora. “You would?”

“Shut up!” Redstone barked at her pet. “Both of you! Windham, this is a complete breach of protocol!”

Windham grinned devilishly. “Then I’ll give Mr. Frost a warning, when this is finished, and his score will be docked appropriately. Now, Frost, carry on.”

Leah wanted to jump and cheer for her master, but instead she looked at Nora and donned an expression meant to convey, I forgive you.

“Nora, this isn’t a trick. We’d be happy to have you for as long as you’d like,” said Maxwell.

“Why?” asked the beleaguered pet. “Why do you want me?”

Maxwell smiled. “Actually, this was Leah’s idea.”

“It was?” Nora’s lip trembled, and tears began to roll down her cheeks.

“Yes, it was. She doesn’t mind sharing me, as long as she can make me happy. That’s who she is: a true submissive. She thought extending to you this invitation would make me happy, and she was right. We’d both be very happy if you’d join us.”

Nora turned to Redstone, whose face paled, contorting in fury.

“I don’t know, Mr Frost. You once told me I need to be somewhere that allows me to dominate other women. I need that in my life.”

Maxwell nodded. “You can dominate Leah. She doesn’t mind being dominated by a woman, as long as it’s somebody she trusts.”

Nora turned to Leah now and saw the look on her face. Leah nodded to her.

At last, Nora broke down, weeping openly, bowing her head. The crowd gave her a minute to process the pain in her body and soul, and when Nora looked up again, she smiled and nodded. “Thank you, Mr. Frost. Master. I accept. Mistress, I’ve had enough.”

Redstone yanked the cord with Nora’s pins immediately and without pleasure. Not saying another word, she turned and walked off the stage.

Maxwell returned to Leah, who beamed proudly.

“I’m gonna wipe that smile off your face,” Maxwell said naughtily, then ripped off Leah’s zipper. Clothespins flew in every direction, and Leah screamed loudly, but the relief that poured in after was as pure as any she’d ever felt. “Thank you, master,” she said. “Thank you for everything.”

Maxwell kissed her and the two drank each other in deeply,. They didn’t stop when Windham addressed the audience to ask them to prepare their final evaluations. They didn’t stop when applause rang out as Leah and Maxwell were declared the winners. They didn’t stop when Windham announced the prize was getting to stay at his palatial estate and use the facility all week long. They only stopped when their host at last interrupted them directly.

“All right, you two, enough. Congratulations on the win. This was well-earned. I hope you’ll come back to compete again.”

Maxwell laughed. “Do you have a competition for masters with more than one pet?”

Windham’s eyes lit up. “Let me get back to you on that.” He clapped Maxwell on the back, then held out his hand to shake.

Maxwell returned it. “If you’re ever in our neck of the woods, pay us a visit. You’re welcome any time.”

“Thanks, Mr. Frost, I will.”

At last, Maxwell released Leah from her bonds, then the pair helped out Nora. He put his arms around both women to help steady them. “I think it’s time the two of you had a more formal introduction. What do you say?”

Leah and Nora looked at each other and smiled. “Yes, master,” they said.

—

Of course a mansion like this one, so similar to BonDouleurs Manor in many ways, would have a proper dungeon. Maxwell found out directions, then led the women there. He promptly bound Leah in a set of manacles and chains that hung from the ceiling. Once the chains were pulled tight, Leah’s arms were spread apart and fully stretched. Maxwell bound Nora’s hands behind her back with rope, positioning her arms in a cruel reverse prayer. He then picked out a large strap-on dildo from the dungeon’s stock of toys, and fastened it around Nora’s waist.

“Stand here,” he ordered, pointing to Leah’s front. “Nora, I want you to show Leah how grateful you are for her kindness. She’s earned a real good fucking, and we’re going to give it to her. Understood?”

“Yes, sir. My pleasure, sir.”

“Excellent.” Maxwell poured lube onto his hands and spread it around Leah’s body, but she was plenty wet on her own. He then drizzled more lube between her ass cheeks. Leah moaned as Maxwell pushed the cool fluid into her back entrance, then relaxed her body.

“All right, Nora: go.”

Maxwell’s new pet worked her way forward, and he helped guide the long, black dildo into Leah’s eager chasm. Once it was in, Leah sighed happily, especially as Nora began kissing her cheeks and neck.

“Beautiful,” said Maxwell. He shed his suit, taking his time to fold the clothes and set them down properly. When he’d stripped fully, he took his rock, hard member in hand and guided it into Leah’s tight bud. She gasped as he worked his way in; the fullness of both holes electrified her, and her first orgasm began to swell.

Fortunately, Maxwell knew his pet, and said, “Leah you can come as much as you like.”

Leah shuddered and clenched down on the cocks inside her with joy. Maxwell and Nora began thrusting, sending a cascade of euphoria through Leah. She screamed and thrashed, and her two companions increased their pace. Leah felt Nora’s soft lips on her skin, the woman’s hard nipples against her own, and her master’s strong embrace. Their penetration into her body, coupled with her bondage, gave her a sense of fulfillment she hadn’t imagined possible.

When she came, her scream was loud enough to be heard throughout the Windham Mansion. She barely had time to feel the first orgasm subsiding before the second began. She reached subspace rapidly, and relished a seeming eternity in a state of pure, carnal ecstasy. At some point, she became of cognizant of Harry and Rebecca entering the room, especially when Rebecca took over for Nora, who took a turn being introduced to the marvel of Harry’s monster cock.

“You did something amazing,” Rebecca said to Leah.

“Thanks… Becca,” Leah panted. She smiled and basked in the bliss of her two favorite people holding her close. “I owe it all… to you.”


Get a FREE BOOK by Sasha Rich!

[image: The Kinky Inventor's New Pet]

If you liked these stories, you might want to learn how Harry and Rebecca first met. What was the deviously hot invention that brought Rebecca into the world of submission and pain? To find out, sign up for Sasha Rich’s mailing list. A free copy of “The Kinky Inventor's New Pet” will be given to everyone who joins, and this story will not be available anywhere else! To sign up, CLICK HERE or copy this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/b2GWuv


For Further Reading: “The Kinky Pets” series

[image: The Kinky Pets]

If you’ve read all of the “Kinky Inventor” and “Kinky Billionaire” titles and want to read more about Harry, Rebecca, Maxwell and Leah, their story continues! Check out Sasha Rich’s new “The Kinky Pets” series! The first chapter, “Bliss City,” is already out, with more to come! Featuring new characters and returning favorites, you won’t want to miss out! For more information, visit Sasha Rich's Amazon page, and read on for a preview!

“Good afternoon, and welcome to Bliss City. If you’re here, it’s because you like pain as much as you like pleasure, because you get off on submission and because you’d risk a little public humiliation for the chance at having the time of your life.”

Maxwell massaged Leah’s shoulders. She smiled and thought about where else he would be touching her soon enough.

Stamp continued, “As far as I know, a game like this has never been attempted. So you’re not just going to enjoy a day of non-stop stimulation, discipline, punishment and orgasms — you’ll be making history.”

Rebecca elbowed Harry in the stomach. She smirked and rolled her eyes. Making history… Uh huh.

“Quiet, you,” Harry whispered, but he grinned in amusement as well. In another life, Stamp might have made a good circus ringleader. He certainly knew his way around a whip… thought Rebecca.

“Before we start, I want to thank the trainees who signed on for this without even knowing what it is exactly we’ll be doing. You’re tough and brave, and today I know you won’t disappoint,” said Stamp. The women nodded together in thanks.

“So here’s how it’s going to work.” Stamp pointed to a line of black limousines parked along the driveway leading to the manor. “You and your masters are each going to be dropped off in the city. Every pair of master and pet will be brought somewhere different. Once the game begins, you will find your way to a set destination, and then another, and then another until the game ends.”

Leah looked to Rebecca, who already knew much of what Stamp was explaining; regardless, Rebecca showed as much excitement as anyone else. She had refused to tell Leah a word about what Stamp and Harry had planned, and now Leah had some idea of why.

“So it’s a race?” she asked.

“That’s right,” said Stamp. “But it’s much more than that. You’ll see. Everyone to their cars. You’ll find out the rest as we go along. Good luck, and may the best pet win!”
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Mason carried me through the door and waited for his eyes adjust to the low light before setting me down on the bed. Once I was comfortable, he flicked the lights on and shut the door behind him, pushing it slowly so that I could see it closing.

He reached into his pouch again and pulled out a second pair of handcuffs and a small, metal key. He picked up my wrists and unlocked one of the cuffs, then reconnected the lock around the metal bar of my bed’s headboard. He set the key down on top of my nightstand, a stubby, wooden box that was barely big enough for an alarm clock and my phone.

My heart raced as I tugged against the cuff, but to no avail. Mason smiled devilishly as he fixed my other hand using the second set of cuffs, leaving my arms totally bound and spread. I’d been tied up before, but never like this; not naked, resting on an otherwise comfortable bed.

Any last remaining doubts I had about doing this disappeared when Mason pulled his tank top off over his head. His body could have been carved out of wood. After living on a farm for years, I’d seen men with all kinds of cut physiques, but they didn’t have Mason’s looks. He unbuckled his belt, and his pants fell to the floor; as he kicked them aside, I saw his tight, black underpants and the tent formed within. I blanched, realizing how big his manhood must be. Is this going to hurt? I thought. Then I felt silly, though, because of course it would. Then again, I liked things that hurt, so how bad could this be?

“Having any impure thoughts now?” he asked.

I nodded, barely able to speak, I was so excited.

“You’re very beautiful, Abigail,” he said, climbing onto the bed, and me. “Especially when you’re in bondage. I think I should keep you like this all… night… long.” He planted kisses on my breasts between words, and I gasped at the warm touch. My toes curled as he kissed up and down my neck, reaching my lips. As we kissed I felt his fingers sliding down my stomach, probing their way lower and lower until they reached my wet orifice. I shuddered as he made contact, massaging me until I couldn’t stop moaning. He laughed softly, kissing my cheek as my howls reverberated through the room.

When he stopped touching me there with his hands, I thrashed angrily, not wanting him to stop. In response, I felt a pinch on my nipple, as Mason squeezed it tightly. I shrieked, but settled down.

“I expect you to behave,” said Mason.

“I will! I promise!” Could he tell that I’d agree to anything he said while my nipples were being tortured? It hurt so much, but I would do whatever he wanted as long as he didn’t let go.

“You’re going to tell me what you like, and what you don’t.”

“Okay,” I agreed, though he must have been able to tell on his own.

“You know the difference between good pain and bad pain?”

I shook my head. I thought all of it was bad… and good.

“Good pain is the kind that I control, the kind I cause. Bad pain is unintended. You’ll know it when you feel it. I want you to tell me immediately if there’s any bad pain.”

“I will, thanks.”

I felt a smack against the side of my ass. I sighed, letting the air escape my lungs like I’d taken a satisfying first drag from a cigarette.

“Don’t forget, Abigail: I intend to cause you pain. If you’re mine, you’re going to suffer. But if you didn’t enjoy a little suffering, we wouldn’t be here now, would we?”

“No, sir,” I said…
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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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If you enjoyed these stories and like vampire stories, check out Sasha Rich's “Eternal Submission” series. Young, brave and beautiful, Sabine lives for danger and thrills. When not skydiving, surfing or skiing, she craves submission and discipline, finding bliss in punishment and bondage. When an accident renders her permanently paralyzed, a visitor offers Sabine an incredible opportunity: become a vampire and enjoy pain and pleasure like nothing she has ever experienced. Gorgeous, charming and mysterious, the vampire Aristide gives Sabine a taste of the extraordinary bliss that awaits in her new life, but will she be convinced to enter the world of the undead? Read on for a preview! The first three stories are available available from Sasha Rich's Amazon page.

“I have one more test, Sabine. This one you’re going to like, if you’re ready for it.”

I snorted. “Why wouldn’t I be ready?”

The vampire lifted my chin and kissed me hard, inhaling the lingering scents from the bath. I slipped my tongue into his mouth and explored around, wondering what would happen if he chose that moment to bare his fangs. Would they pop out if he was suitably aroused? Or does he have total control over them? I wondered if I could make him lose control, though that may have been the crazy person inside me talking.

“You might not be ready because you’re going to feel bliss so potent you might not be able to take it,” he said, baring his fangs and sinking them into my shoulder. I shouldn’t have been able to feel it, but I did. Aristide was right: the sensation was impossibly powerful. There was pain, sure, but it’s not as though I felt it in my skin: the bite felt as though it were part of my soul. As if my spirit had been punctured, but instead of blood leaking out, pure ecstasy was finding its way in.

“Oh my god,” I said as Aristide pulled away. Blood dripped from his fangs down his chin. He licked his lips and sighed.

“Delicious.”

“That was… incredible. Did you feel it too?”

He smiled. “Much more than you did, Sabine. For a vampire, feeding is so profoundly intoxicating that you feel as though it must be the reason for our very existence. Combine that with our extraordinary sexual fantasies, and you can experience a bliss impossible for any human to attain.”

I couldn’t help but think that this was something I wanted to try for myself.

“Open your mouth,” said Aristide. “It’s time for your final test…”
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