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"Beautiful," said Harry. He walked around the bed, examining his work from all angles. As he went, he stepped on a mechanism that released the bedposts from the floor. When he'd circled around her completely and released all four posts, he used his foot to kick the bed out of the way completely. Rebecca moaned, knowing this meant he was at last ready. Finally, she thought. She looked down at the ground, which now seemed so much further away.

"Oh, Rebecca. If you could see how this looks," he said, giving her knee a push, causing her to slowly spin around.

Rebecca laughed despite herself. The motion amplified her desire, as it enforced the idea that she was not in control. She couldn't slow herself down or change direction. She couldn't move herself at all; she couldn't even speak properly. She was his plaything, just as she liked it.
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The Kinky Inventor Cages His Pet

When her phone rang that afternoon, Rebecca didn't have to check to see who was calling. It had been three weeks since she last saw him, so she was due to hear the unique ringtone she'd assigned him any day now.

She yearned to see him again, as their last meeting had been unforgettable. Of course, it had also been extraordinarily painful, almost more than she could bear, but it was a good kind of pain. The fact that she wanted more - more of everything, in fact - made her afraid: what would happen if he didn't want her anymore, or never thirsted for her touch the way she did for his?

On the surface, she was not his girlfriend, or even his mistress: she was a contractor, a worker. A colleague, maybe. He was fond of her, certainly, and the work she did, she was the best in the business, but that didn't mean he couldn't find somebody else who would do. So she hadn't tested the bounds of their relationship: she did her work, and she got paid. Though her pay was generous - more than a college student could ever hope to make while still studying full-time - she didn't care about the money. She wanted to tell him this, but what if she reached out for more and he pulled back? What could she do?

Well, there were two things: the first was to enjoy the gift that he had given her at their last meeting. It was a device that he had made specially for her, and it did not disappoint. Though using it caused a great deal of pain, it also brought immense pleasure, and a relief she could only get from him. More importantly, the device sent out a signal, and he would know when she was using it, so Rebecca made sure to do exactly that. She planned it out carefully: she kept it in a drawer during the first week, then used it once, and then again nearly a week later, and then every few days. He would know she was thinking about him, craving him, more and more as time elapsed.

The second thing she could do was answer the phone.

"Harry."

"Rebecca. How have you been? Did you end up making the Dean's List?"

He remembered, she thought. Their last encounter tore her away from studying for a major physics exam, which she passed anyway. Her sense of relaxation and satisfaction after their last meeting had been so complete, the peace of mind brought her a clarity and focus that made all the difference.

"I did, thanks."

"Good."

"Although it was difficult sitting down for the exam, you know. I was sore for days after last time. Literally for days."

""You're welcome," Harry said, coyly. Rebecca could imagine his devilish grin. "But it was worth it, wasn't it? I see you've used your gift several times since that night."

"It was worth it, yeah," she told him, biting her lip. There was no need to lie. "Even when it hurt, it made me think of you, so it wasn't all bad."

"That's sweet," said Harry. "Does that mean you're willing to enjoy another overnight with me? You're going to love what I've cooked up this time."

Rebecca held her breath. This was it, this was her chance. After her last night with him, in which she had gone above and beyond, she felt she had a degree of leverage. "I'm interested, though I expect a bonus with my payment," she said.

Harry didn't answer at first. "I'm guessing you're not asking for more money."

"No, the cash I receive is more than sufficient," said Rebecca.

"Tell me then, what you'd like. Anything for my favorite girl."

Rebecca felt her heart race. She'd rehearsed what she wanted to say. She was nervous. "I'd like for my up-front payment to be longer, and more sophisticated. And, I'd like for us to have dinner first. At a restaurant."

There, she'd said it. She held her breath.

"Normally I'm not in the practice of letting my test subjects dictate terms," said Harry, "but you are my favorite. And I'd love to have dinner with you."

"Good," Rebecca said, doing her best to keep her cool. "Send the car," she added, and hung up.

Crap, she thought, realizing that she barely had an hour to prepare. Granted, she'd been expecting this night to come for days, and was already partially ready: already set out for the night was brilliant blue dress and a set of lacy, white lingerie. Still, she wanted to shower, but the sound of running water from her bathroom was a problem.

Desperate, she knocked on the door. "Leah! Can you hear me?" she shouted.

"Yeah, come in!"

Last week, Rebecca had received a call from her best friend, who told her in a barely intelligible voice that she and her fiance had separated. She needed somewhere to crash for the night. Of course, Rebecca invited her to stay as long as she needed: they'd known each other so long they couldn't remember not being friends. They had been each other's shoulder to lean on after more than one breakup.

Rebecca would do anything for Leah. Now, however, Rebecca needed a favor from her. She turned the doorknob and entered, staring down at the floor.

"Geez, Becca. You don't have to look away like that. We've been friends for a decade, it's cool," said Leah over the sound of the shower.

"It's OK. I hope you don't mind, but... I got the call. I have to go, and I have to get ready," said Rebecca.

"Does that mean you're leaving me here by myself? To cry alone, with no one to comfort me?" Leah asked.

Rebecca blushed. "Oh god, I'm so sorry. I didn't mean..." She hadn't considered how taking the call might affect Leah. Could she call Harry back to cancel? She didn't even know. The idea had never occurred to her.

"I'm fucking with you," Leah confessed at last. "I know you've been waiting for this. Maybe when you get home... tomorrow... you can tell me all about it. I'd love to hear how a real man treats his woman," she said, both humor and sadness in her voice.

If only I could tell you what Harry and I do, Rebecca thought, forcing back a smile. It'd blow your mind. Rebecca was grateful her friend wasn't a snoop - she'd have some explaining to do if Leah ever found Harry's gift.

"I really appreciate it," said Rebecca as she took off her shorts. She undressed quickly as Leah wrapped towels around her hair and body.

"No problem. I'll be outside texting my ex's best friends to tell them I'm wearing a towel," said Leah. Rebecca didn't think she was joking. She'd heard numerous stories of her friend's sexual appetite and exploits. Rebecca loved acting like the "normal one" for Leah's sake.

As soon as Leah shut the door behind her, Rebecca removed her underwear and hopped into the still running shower. The hot water stung her skin, but she enjoyed it. Normally she would prefer washing at a more leisurely pace, but knowing she had precious little time before the car arrived, and that a wet Leah waited, she hurried to get clean.

When she finished, she dried off and exited the bathroom without bothering to dress or even pick up her clothes. She heard a surprised scoff from Leah as she sped through the living room to her room, where her outfit for the night was set out.

Rebecca smiled to herself. You're not the only one who doesn't care about being seen naked, she thought. In truth, she knew hundreds of men had seen her in the nude from her work with Harry. They hadn't seen her face, but everything else was on display. The idea caused her pussy to ache, as she realized the release she craved would be tonight.

When Rebecca stepped out of her room, dressed and made up, Leah was still on the couch. "Oh yeah, you're getting some tonight," she said. "I knew that dress would look good on you."

Rebecca blushed. "Yeah, yeah. Thanks for letting me borrow it." She and Leah had always been similar in size, and swapped and borrowed clothes from one another constantly. "I'll be back tomorrow morning."

"No overnight bag?" Leah asked.

That was an interesting question. Rebecca carried a purse, of course, but never bothered bringing anything else. Maybe bringing a toothbrush wouldn't be such a bad idea. "No need, he has everything there," she said.

"And when you get back you're going to tell me all about it," Leah said.

Rebecca smiled at her friend. "Nice try. You know he's very secretive. Doesn't want me to talk about it. Believe me, you'd be the first to know."

"He's not married, is he?" Leah said, suddenly stern, realizing what their furtiveness could imply.

"No," said Rebecca. "I doubt it." She'd seen his hands enough to have spotted a ring or the telltale outline of a ring that had been pocketed. "He's just not the type to get tied down," she said. You'd have a big laugh at that, wouldn't you, Harry?

"We'll see, Becca. If he doesn't try to lock you up, he's crazy."

Rebecca wanted to crack up. You have no idea, she thought. "Maybe he will," she said. "See you later!"

Rebecca grabbed her purse and hurried down the stairs of her building. A clock had been running in her head, knowing that she was expected to be ready when the car arrived for her. Sure enough, she was standing at the curb less than a minute when a black limousine arrived. Excited for the night ahead, she opened the door and got in.

She looked at the tinted glass that separated the passenger section from the driver's compartment. It was completely opaque from her side, and combined with the privacy glass on the outside of the car, she had never seen the driver responsible for taking her to these rendezvous.

With this in mind, she liked to play a little game. Normally in public Rebecca acted reserved and modest. Here, in this space of silence and isolation, she liked to put herself on display for somebody who may or may not even be watching. She sat back on the seat at the end of the limo and spread her legs. She hiked up her dress a little, just to be certain her assets would be visible through the driver's rear view mirror. Of course, she had no way of knowing if he was looking, or if the driver was even a man, or if it was the same man each time. For all she knew, there was a pool of drivers who traded favors for the chance to pick her up. However, she liked to believe it was always the same man. She enjoyed imagining that he was stealing glances as he drove, careful to maintain control of the car and not be too distracted. She smiled coquettishly, staring into the glass, wondering if she was looking at the right spot to meet the driver's gaze.

If he was looking, longing for her, she'd never know. They arrived at their destination after half an hour without incident.

She referred to it as the castle. If it had another name, she'd never been told. It looked like a castle though, with tall towers, crenelated walls and extensive grounds. She'd never been given an opportunity to explore it at all, but she didn't care: she wasn't here for sightseeing.

As usual, Harry was waiting to receive her at the end of the drive. He opened the door for her and offered his hand to help her out of the vehicle.

"Rebecca," he said. "It's good to see you."

"Hi Harry," she replied, taking his hand. His grip was firm, a reminder of his great strength. She always marveled at how handsome he was when she saw him. Years of working with heavy machinery had given him a toned physique - not bulging with muscles like some steroid freak, but clearly developed.

His grooming was also immaculate, with a head full of thick, chestnut hair. His blue eyes expressed perfectly his depth of knowledge and compassion. Though he wore practical clothes appropriate for a workshop, they were well-matched and flattering, often flannel shirts and cargo pants. She'd seen him dressed in elegant, perfectly tailored tuxedos too, and she knew he looked good no matter what he wore.

When she was out of the limo, Harry pulled her in close and kissed her. She didn't even hear the limo speed away as his tongue met hers. The world seemed to stop around her as she drank in his scent and the sound of their lips locked together. She could feel a warmth in her core glowing like a stoked ember.

"I've missed you," he said when the kiss ended. "I wish I could have called you sooner, but my new invention took longer than usual."

"I can't wait to see it," said Rebecca. "If it's anything like your last one..."

Harry laughed. "It has a couple things in common, that's for sure," he said with a wink. "Come with me. I'm really excited. I think you're going to love what I have planned."

"Wait," she said, realizing that the limousine had left. "What about dinner?"

"You said a restaurant, right? Come inside, you won't be disappointed."

This place has a restaurant? she wondered. She somehow doubted that, but if there was one aspect of her relationship with Harry she valued most, it was her absolute trust in him. Well, that and the ways he gets me off, she thought. It's a tie.

"All right," she said, intrigued. "Let's go." She followed him into the castle, through the ornately decorated lobby and into a waiting elevator. However, she saw him push the button for the floor that housed his workshop. Did he make a mistake? Did he hit it out of habit? "Where are we going?" she asked.

"Rebecca, how would you feel about getting your up-front payment before dinner?" he asked. "I figure if we're going to eat, why not work up an appetite?"

The question surprised her. It was logical, but it changed the tone of their evening. She had wanted it to feel like a date, them going to dinner first, because what came next - her up-front payment - was sex: hot, kinky bondage sex, the kind only Harry could deliver. Having sex first would rob the evening of the typical date night ordering, but she had to admit, the hunger in her core was greater than that in her stomach. Sating the greater appetite first would also mean submitting to Harry's will, something she always enjoyed.

"Sure," she said as the elevator stopped. "Lead the way."

Harry took her hand and together they headed for a part of the workshop he affectionately referred to as "the bedroom." It was not a room - just another open space in the workshop - but it had a custom-made bed perfect for the kinds of activities they enjoyed.

As soon as they got near, Rebecca could see that Harry had taken to heart her request for something "more sophisticated." A series of ropes, hooks and chains hung from a system of pulleys over the bed. Several bundles of ropes, a large, red ball gag and a set of nipple clamps were already set out. She had no doubts as to what he had in mind.

Oh yes, she thought as her pussy began to drip, soaking into the skimpy panties she wore under the dress. This is going to be fun.

---

"You look pleased," Harry said, noticing the bright smile on Rebecca's face.

"I am," she replied.

Harry began unbuttoning his shirt. "Then you just wait. I've prepared for quite a night."

Rebecca watched him bare his chest, a sight that always took her breath away. In response, she pulled her dress over her head and flung it aside. She knew she wouldn't be putting it back on for some time.

"Very nice," Harry said, taking in her figure. The barely-there panties and bra she wore were tight and uncomfortable, but they had the desired effect: Rebecca could distinguish the unmistakable bulge pushing Harry's pants out from the inside. "Now take those off and put your hands behind your back," he commanded.

"Yes, sir," she said. She knew Harry enjoyed her total submission, and he knew that he had it, always, when she was in his presence - but it never hurt to remind him.

As soon as she'd removed the last of her clothes and positioned her hands together behind her back, Harry got to work: he tied her wrists together, then bound her arms above and below the elbow. The ties were stringent, and caused Rebecca to start sweating, but the feeling set fire to her core. She was already aching for him to take her and give her release, but she knew to be patient, as his work was far from complete.

"Since you like the rope so much, I decided to use as much as possible," Harry said as he wrapped the cords around her waist, securing her arms against her back.

"Thank you, sir."

Harry often made a joke about how much she loved rope: he was a master inventor of all things kinky, yet it was the simplest bondage tool that drove her wild. She wasn't sure why rope was such a turn on compared to chains or shackles or duct tape: she enjoyed them all, but rope was different. Rebecca supposed her preference may have something to do with the need for expertise. Not just anybody could tie you up with rope: they had to know what they were doing. Harry, of course, was as adept at rope work as he was at carpentry, metalworking and electrical engineering, meaning he was an expert.

Usually Rebecca was just happy to be tied to the bed with rope, which required very little skill or creativity, but when Harry decided to challenge her with a difficult tie, he had no equal.

"You're welcome," he said as he tied her breasts. He wound the rope around her torso above, below and between her firm breasts, then made several tight loops rope around them. Looking down at them, she was impressed by how they looked, and the way the rope squeezed them gave her a constant sensation that added an urgency to her arousal. She began to fidget, desperate for Harry to notice.

"Not yet, dear," he said, understanding her need. "Be patient. Now, please lie down."

Rebecca did as she was asked and hopped onto the bed. She spread her legs, as if presenting her wet pussy could tempt Harry to ditch the rest of his plan and take her immediately. Instead, he folded her legs at the knees so that they rested against her thighs, then tied both of them off. She was now hogtied, effectively immobilized. All she could do was spread and close her legs, but she had was keeping them spread, making sure she would be accessible to Harry as soon as his arousal caught up to her's.

However, he still wasn't finished. He took a moment to enjoy his handiwork, sitting on the bed next to her and dipping a finger into her warm crevice. Rebecca moaned with delight as he did so, but before she could really get excited he withdrew the finger.

"I'm flattered," he said, showing her the shine left by her juices. "As always. Now, let's get you in position."

Harry took several more lengths of rope and looped them around her body in three different locations: below her breasts, at her waist and across her thighs. Though she was already thoroughly bound, Rebecca knew exactly what they were for. As soon as they were ready, Harry tied a long length of rope to each loop and secured them to the hooks hanging from the ceiling. He also attached the knots at her wrists and arms, and when he'd tested each of the knots and knew they were secure, he began pulling on one of the hanging chains.

Rebecca heard a series of clicks and squeaking pulley wheels as she felt herself being lifted off the bed and into the air. She struggled against the ropes, fighting them to make sure she was utterly bound and that Harry hadn't neglected any crucial aspect of the bondage. Of course, he hadn't: her weight was distributed perfectly throughout the ropes. They pressed into her skin harshly at every point, but not so much that it adversely affected her breathing or circulation. She knew he could leave her in this position for hours and afterward she'd be no worse for wear. In fact, she hoped he would.

After she received her "payment," of course.

"How's that feel?" Harry asked.

"Incredible."

"You look incredible. Though... something's missing, don't you think?"

"Yessh-" Rebecca started to reply, but as she did Harry stuffed the ball gag into her mouth. He buckled the strap behind her neck and tightened it strictly. The gag was larger than the typical one he used, and it stretched her mouth uncomfortably wide. She knew her jaw would soon throb, but she loved the way it filled her mouth. The feeling of drool escaping her lips and making a trail down her chin was pure humiliation, but she couldn't get enough of it.

Harry chose another length of rope. He took it in one hand, and with the other he gathered up her dark, brown hair. He twisted her hair around, and then tied the rope around it. He pulled the other end tight so that it forced Rebecca to keep her head up and tied it in place. Harry leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. "Outstanding. Now, one last thing and we can get started."

Harry picked up the remaining item left on the bed: the clamps. Rebecca groaned as they bit down on her soft nipples. The pinching pain sent bolts that arced through her already punished breasts,  and she squealed in agony.

"Beautiful," said Harry. He walked around the bed, examining his work from all angles. As he went, he stepped on a mechanism that released the bedposts from the floor. When he'd circled around her completely and released all four posts, he used his foot to kick the bed out of the way completely. Rebecca moaned, knowing this meant he was at last ready. Finally, she thought. She looked down at the ground, which now seemed so much further away.

"Oh, Rebecca. If you could see how this looks," he said, giving her knee a push, causing her to slowly spin around.

Rebecca laughed despite herself. The motion amplified her desire, as it enforced the idea that she was not in control. She couldn't slow herself down or change direction. She couldn't move herself at all; she couldn't even speak properly. She was his plaything, just as she liked it.

"Fun, right? Now, what would you like to do next?"

"Uh?" she mumbled.

"Maybe I should go get us a take-out menu for dinner? You weren't planning on going anywhere right now, were you?"

Don't tease me! she thought, whining.

"I'm sorry, I didn't catch that."

"Uck! Ee!" she said. She knew he understood perfectly well what she was trying to say.

"Oh, is that what you want to do?"

"Uh huh!"

"Uh huh?" he said, mimicking her tone. "Is that how you address your master?"

"Leez, irr!" she screamed. Her pussy throbbed, begging for his cock. She knew he was just trying to pester her, to drive her frustration until she couldn't take it anymore. It was working.

"Were you trying to say 'Please, sir?'"

"Yeshh, shirr."

"Good girl," said Harry. He unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, letting them fall to his feet. He dropped his boxers too, revealing his engorged member. Clearly he was as ready as she.

Giving her knee another gentle push, he turned her 180 degrees, giving him access to her soaking wet chasm. Despite his impressive girth, he needed little effort to slide his shaft inside: she was all too eager to let him in. As his full length disappeared inside her, pleasure flooded through her body. When he began thrusting, her senses exploded, overwhelming her with ecstasy. Quickly, all of the teasing and denial he had used unwound in exactly the way he'd hoped: an intense orgasm that rippled through her.

However, her climax was just the first of several, as Harry's stamina persisted. Almost mechanically he continued his rhythmic pumping, eliciting blissful sobs from his bound pet. He, too, groaned in pleasure, which he enhanced by periodically slapping her fit, shapely ass. Each time he did, she gasped from the sting, but continued to writhe.

When Harry was nearly at his zenith of fulfillment, he pulled out from Rebecca's inviting warmth, spun her around and stroked his slicked shaft until his seed sprayed out, painting her face. Rebecca barely even felt it, lost in a subspace of pleasure. Spent, he shuffled toward the bed and let himself fall into it. He shut his eyes, and for a time was gone.

---

When Rebecca regained her senses, she opened her eyes to see Harry was in the bed, but he had propped himself up against the backboard, and was staring at her.

"Hi," he said, sliding out from under the sheets. She could see that his cock had regained its rigidity. "How you doing over there?"

Rebecca moaned, a long, deep sigh of contentment. Then she laughed and squirmed in her bonds. She could see he was ready for a second run; she was sore, but that never stopped her before.

Harry took a bed sheet with him and walked over to her. He used the sheet to clean the mess from her face, then loosened the ball gag. He pried it out of her mouth and set it aside. He untied the rope securing her hair, and immediately Rebecca let her head slump down, relieving the strain of having to hold it up.

He gave her just a few seconds, then tugged on the rope that was still knotted in her hair, bringing her head upwards to where his cock was waiting. Rebecca reeled in surprise, but loved being dominated, and eagerly opened her mouth to accept his long, stiff manhood. With her hair no longer tied in place she had enough range of motion to work her lips up and down his shaft, and soon he was groaning. She'd gone down on him enough times to know her technique was perfect; additionally, she'd learned to suppress her gag reflex, and could take him in deep. This time when he came, he kept his cock on her tongue, letting her taste his seed before she hungrily swallowed it.

"That was exceptional," he said, wiping sweat from his brow. "I've prepared something special, and you've more than earned it."

Rebecca smiled, eager to find out the nature of his surprise. Working as quickly as he could, Harry untied her legs, and removed the rope suspending them, allowing her to stand upright. Taking the pressure off the ropes holding her aloft was a great relief, but she was still effectively tethered to the ceiling. When she found her balance on her feet, Harry let go of her, then picked up one of the ropes no longer in use for her suspension. He wound it around her waist, then fed it down between her ass cheeks and up through her crotch. He pulled the rope tight through the loop around her waist and tied it off. The rope bit into her, splitting her crotch and putting pressure on her clit, but the pain kept her primed for the powerful orgasm she knew was coming.

"I'll be right back," said Harry. "I didn't want you to see this before you were ready."

Rebecca waited, shivering in anticipation. Harry loved surprising her, and she unfailingly loved his surprises. Of course, his last big surprise was the gift he gave her. He called it the Devastator, and it had left her so sore she could barely sit down. If she didn't love the pain, she'd have been livid. I wore that thing for hours, she remembered. Just thinking about it now, she felt the ache it caused inside her.

When Harry returned, he was carrying something large: it looked like the top of a public mailbox, about a foot long and wide, with a curved top. At it's center there was a bumpy, pink attachment, and a wire ran out the back. Rebecca smiled: she knew what it was.

"Have you tried one of these before?" Harry asked.

"No. I've always wanted to."

"You're in for a treat, then. These are pretty intense, from what I hear." He positioned the device at her feet and plugged it in, using a socket built into the floor. When it was ready, he  released the chains that kept Rebecca standing on her feet. He then helped her lower herself to her knees and position her tender pussy in just the right spot on the pink attachment. When she was properly situated, he re-tied her ankles to her legs, making it impossible for her to stand up again. She'd have to stay seated until he decided otherwise. Her pussy's wetness trickled out at the prospect.

Finally, Harry retrieved a blindfold and fitted it over Rebecca's eyes, blinding her. "I just have to get one more thing," said Harry. "I know you must be hungry, so I've had an appetizer prepared. Don't move, OK?"

Rebecca moaned and rolled her eyes. That joke never gets old, she thought sarcastically. What else could possibly be missing?

Time crept by slowly while she waited, unable to look around. She tried fidgeting against the machine between her legs, but was still too tied up to really generate any significant movement. She'd just have to be patient, though she wondered if Harry was intentionally letting her agitation build once again.

When she finally heard Harry's footsteps, she perked up, eager to finally get started. "Now, are you ready for something I've always wanted to do with you?" he asked.

With me? Or to me? she wondered. "Always," she said, wishing she could see.

"Good. I'm going to turn this on in a moment, and then I'm going to put a little something in your mouth. When you feel it, suck or bite down, whichever feels right to you."

What the hell was he talking about? she thought as the device roared to life. Vibrating with raw power, the machine sent waves of pleasure through her entire body. She was sitting directly on the moving mechanism, pressing against her with most of her weight. The addition of the crotch rope through her sensitive slit amplified the sensation, as notes of pain added to the ecstasy generated by the machine.

Rebecca then felt something on her tongue. It was sweet - chocolate - and something more: strawberry! She bit down on dessert, suddenly feeling famished. "Mmm," she moaned, enraptured by the combination of taste and touch. She laughed to herself, loving every second. Harry continued to feed her chocolate covered strawberries as she climaxed over and over in short succession. Soon she was screaming in unadulterated bliss, a cry that echoed throughout Harry's workshop.

When she finally ran out of steam, her final orgasm bringing tears of joy to her eyes, Harry turned off the machine and took off her blindfold. He leaned in and kissed the top of her head. He let her catch her breath while untying her legs and removing the loops of rope around her breasts. She moaned in pain as they came off, especially when he removed the nipple clamps that she'd almost forgotten about. He removed the ropes binding her arms and wrists as well, but left the harness around her breasts and the rope through her crotch.

Rebecca slid off of the vibrator and onto the floor, spreading her legs apart and stretching her arms. She looked with fondness at the marks the ropes left on her skin, particularly at the wrists. The deep, red indentations would fade soon enough, but seeing them would help her remember just how gloriously bound she'd been.

Harry brought over a bucket of water and a sponge. Gently, he began cleaning her soft, creamy skin, running the cool water up and down her body. The sponge was soft and new, smelling of lilac. He squeezed it above her head, letting the water soak into her hair. Rebecca flinched as the cool water reached her scalp, but was grateful. Riding the vibrator while so thoroughly tied up had left her bathed in sweat. She still wanted a proper shower, but the sponging was refreshing and different. Harry even brought small bottles of shampoo and conditioner, the kind found in hotel bathrooms. He rinsed her hair as well as he possibly could, then used a blow dryer.

"Are you ready for dinner?" he asked when finished. He munched one of the leftover strawberries, and Rebecca could hear his stomach growling.

"Like this?" she asked, her voice throaty and tired.

"Of course not. You'll put your dress on, and I've got a suit."

"Oh, okay," she said.

"Good," said Harry. "I'll go get cleaned up. Meet you back here in a few."

Rebecca sat there on the floor, her knees still weak. She felt dazed, sore and thirsty, but at least she felt clean. Her pussy throbbed, hot to the touch and extremely sensitive. The rope threaded through it cut  harshly, but it also held in a part of the indescribable feeling the vibrator had created. She looked at the machine like a starving person eyes a juicy steak. I don't care what those cost, I'm buying one, she decided. Leah's going to learn some new things about me, but it'll be worth it.

Finally, she gathered her strength, stood up, and found her borrowed dress. She slipped it on, enjoying the way it felt over the ropes she wore in lieu of undergarments. I wonder why I've never tried this, Rebecca thought to herself. She'd toyed around with using toys under her clothes - dildos and plugs of different kinds - but rarely for very long, and never outside of her apartment.

She loved being tied up, dominated and used, but somehow never felt comfortable bringing this out of the privacy of her bedroom or Harry's workshop. Even with her clothes completely concealing things, she hadn't dared to be seen in public. She feared somehow people would know; they may not see what was going on under her clothes, but  they'd see the evidence in the way she acted, whether it was sitting down oddly carefully or walking with a weirdly unnatural gait. Somehow they'd know.

Of course, she could wear the Devastator under her clothes, even hide it completely, but her suffering would be impossible to disguise. Still, the idea tempted her, always in the back of her mind. Maybe someday she'd summon the courage to try it out.

Rebecca's breath caught in her throat when she saw Harry; it had been a while since she'd seen him in formal wear. His appearance was striking, in a perfectly tailored black suit and striped tie. It probably cost more than a year's rent at her apartment, but it looked worth every penny.

"You look lovely," he said, taking in her dress.

"So do you," Rebecca said. Underneath her dress, her roped pussy was dripping. She blushed, as she was still coming down from her last orgasm and now all she could think about was tearing that suit right off. Then her stomach rumbled, and she remembered she was still owed a fancy dinner.

"Thanks," he said. "Now, if you'll follow me, our table is ready." He held his hand out for her, and she took it. She felt giddy as he led her back to the elevator, which they rode up to the ground floor.

After a short walk, they entered a large hall. Clearly meant for upscale receptions, it was one of the nicest ballrooms she'd ever seen, from the marble floors to the crystal chandeliers. However, one detail made it seem a bit sparse: there was only a single table.

"Come," Harry said, and directed her toward it. He pulled the finely crafted chair out for her, and waited until she sat down to take a seat himself.

"What is this place?" she asked, amazed.

"It's a ballroom, silly," he said. He picked up the menu that had been set on the table.

"I know," said Rebecca. "I mean, what kind of place has a ballroom on one level, and a bondage workshop a few floor down?" she asked.

"I guess you could say it's an amusement park for adults like us. Only with more money."

"You seem to be doing pretty well." Rebecca smirked, looking at the menu. It was a single page printed on a leather-lined board. Like the greatest restaurants, it only offered a small handful of options, but they all sounded delectable. Lobster seemed like an obvious choice, but she had been in the mood for sushi too.

"I am, but like you, I get far more from my work than money." As he spoke, Rebecca heard a series of beeps. Harry reached into his jacket pocket and retrieved his cell phone with a confused look on his face. He looked at the screen for a moment, then put the phone away.

"What was that?" Rebecca asked.

"I'm not quite sure, actually. Don't worry about it," he replied.

When they both set their menus down, a man dressed as a waiter appeared at the entrance to the hall and walked toward them purposefully, but gracefully.

"Good evening," he said. "I will take your order, if you're ready."

Rebecca sided with the sushi, while Harry opted for a steak. The waiter nodded politely and left. He looked to be the same age as Harry, and they had looked at each other with familiarity.

"Do you know him?" she asked.

"He's a friend, yeah. He's doing me a favor."

Rebecca smiled. His friend was as handsome as he was. It gave her some naughty ideas.

While they waited for their food, the two spoke of their work: her studies in physics were going well, and she was preparing to apply to Ph.D. programs. He spoke vaguely of his job, except for the creatively cruel bondage devices he designed. She tried to get him to divulge his ideas for future plans, but of course he refused to give details.

"However," he said. "I have plenty of ideas. In fact, more than I have time to build. But don't worry: I'm already working on my next one for you."

As soon as he said it, Rebecca started to regret asking for this fancy dinner. Time spent sitting at the table meant time not being ravaged by Harry's unique inventions. Sure, she had ropes around her breasts and on her clit, and it felt good, but she ached to know what he had in store for her. She could tell Harry was eager too, despite his effortless ability to always stay cool.

Of course, her carnal hunger took a backseat to actual hunger the moment their meals arrived, which were impeccably prepared and presented. Even the salads were exceptional, as Rebecca had never tasted vegetables so fresh; if Harry told her they came from a garden right here on the grounds, she would not have been surprised. Harry must have been used to such quality cuisine, but Rebecca rarely ate at top establishments. Despite her lucrative work with Harry and the abnormal amount of disposable income she boasted, she usually ate local neighborhood outfits, as that was what her friends could afford. Fortunately, Rebecca didn't mind: her friends were too important to her.

"I have a question for you," Harry said while Rebecca took a bite of her dessert, a slice of cheesecake that melted blissfully on her tongue. "Do you live alone?"

Rebecca was surprised by the inquiry. "You're not asking if I have a boyfriend, are you?"

"No. Just whether or not you share a living space. A roommate, perhaps."

"Oh, not really," she answered. "Though a friend of mine has been staying with me for the last few days. Why?" Was he trying to suss out her relationship situation? He knows I'm not seeing anybody else, doesn't he? she thought.

"Just curious, really. You've seen me in my 'home,' so to speak. I felt I should know a little something about yours."

"Maybe you'll see it someday," Rebecca suggested coyly, pushing aside worries about what a man like him would think of her fairly common apartment.

Harry smiled. "I'd like that."

As they finished their dinners and desserts, the conversation steered back toward their sexual appetites. "Tell me about tonight's test," Rebecca said.

"So, the way you were tied up and suspended earlier, on a scale from one to ten, how much were you able to move?" he asked.

Rebecca gave the question a bit of thought; after all, as both an inventor and a bondage enthusiast, he was asking a serious question. The obvious answer was a one, as she'd been completely immobilized. However, she could still wiggle her fingers, toes and chin, and she could shift and flex against the ropes very slightly. "Three?" she said at last, not completely sure of her rating.

"All right, three. That's more or less what I'd have said too. Well, this next thing is going to be as close to a one as you've probably ever imagined."

One! "Are you serious?" she asked, feeling that familiar combination of fear and excitement that always preceded the unveiling of one of Harry's inventions.

"Of course."

"And it's going to be for the rest of the night?"

"For as much of it as you can take, as usual," said Harry.

"Tell me more," she begged. She squirmed in her seat, wanting to fondle the ropes beneath her dress, despite knowing it would earn her a punishment.

"Last one: it's made just for you. Now hush. You're about to see it for yourself. Let's go."

---

Returning to Harry's workshop, Rebecca could barely contain her eagerness. She followed him through his metalworking center until he stopped and said, "This is it." They'd arrived at a display area containing something tall and covered by a tarp, as well as a large trunk.

Whatever it was, Rebecca estimated it to be a a few inches over five feet tall, making it a tad taller than her. Oh, hell, she thought, as her imagination worked out what that likely meant. "Ready?" he asked, holding the edge of the tarp.

She nodded. Here we go.

Harry ripped the covering away, revealing what appeared to be a cage, except it was shaped somewhat like a person: it stood upright on two separated legs and had clearly distinct sections for one's head and torso. Like mine, she realized. Rebecca bit her lip, absorbing the idea of being put inside this contraption. A "one" indeed.

"As you can see," said Harry, "you will just barely fit into this cage, as it's been made from your measurements. Each individual bar was worked one at a time. I have examined the fittings with all the scrutiny I can, but I won't know for sure whether I got it right until I test it out - on you."

"So, you need to see if I fit?"

"To start, yes. If I can't get you inside there, the test will be scrapped and I'll have to rebuild it. But if you do, then we get to fool around a while. The cage has been designed to leave you... accessible. And I have a variety of fun accessories to test out."

Of course he does, she thought. The design explained why the cage had separate legs: it would force her to keep them spread, not too wide, but wide enough. "Where do the arms go?" she asked.

"They will be crossed behind your back. See the cuffs?"

Rebecca nodded, seeing how they would work. That explained the size of the torso area. She noticed that the loop going around the waist would be very tight, but she could fit into it. "So, how exactly do I get inside this thing?" she asked.

"Well, that's the part I think is going to be kind of scary for prospective users of this invention. It has to be taken apart and reassembled with the person inside. Otherwise there's just no way."

"Assembled?" she said, her heart racing. "Like, with screws and nuts and everything?"

"That's right," said Harry. "I've practiced taking it apart and putting it back together, but my fastest time has been twenty minutes. You have to be really sure you want to do this before we try it, so really think hard and be sure. Don't feel you have to do this just to make me happy."

Of course, she did want to make him happy. The submissive side of her screamed to agree right now, knowing Harry would keep her safe. The purely rational part of her forced her to slow down, to weigh the pros and cons. On one hand, the cage would be extremely uncomfortable, and she would most likely be inside it for several hours. While she enjoyed being restrained, the intensity of such a test was not to be taken lightly. On the plus side, Harry would doubtless inflict a series of punishments on her helpless body, the kind that made her scream and squeal in pain and delight. Orgasms, no doubt, would also be part of the deal.

"I'm in," she said. "Can I help you take this apart?"

Harry grinned. "Actually, remember how I made a spare copy of the Devastator?"

"Sure," she said, remembering her last visit.

"Then check this out." Crouching over the trunk, he lifted the lid to reveal dozens of metal panels and a variety of workman's tools: everything he needed to build another cage. "I'm ready to begin whenever you are," he added.

"I have one last question," said Rebecca. "What do you call this thing?"

"The Enclosure. Now take off your dress. I need to remove those ropes."

Rebecca pretended to sniff sadly as Harry untied the rest of the cords. So sad to see them go, she thought. Until next time.

Harry took off his suit's jacket and folded it carefully. He set up a laptop on a bench near them, which displayed a schematic of the cage pieces. Looking over the design, Rebecca could see that they were numbered, and listed in order of assembly. He's really thought this through, she noted.

"Beginning implementation phase," Harry said out loud. Rebecca knew the session was being recorded for Harry's research purposes. She didn't care: he would never show the video to someone else without her permission.

They started with the basics: the collar around her neck, the band around her waist, cuffs on the ankles and finally the cuffs for her arms. As he fitted the latter piece, he bent her arms into the position they would remain for hours. It was stringent, but bearable. The soreness would come later, but she felt confident she had the pain threshold to endure the whole night.

The next phase of the assembly focused on her upper torso, as black bars and bands were placed around her chest and arms, further securing them. The bars extended vertically in shapes that conformed perfectly with her body, while others looped around her horizontally. Harry used a battery-powered screwdriver to connect most of the bars, making sure they were as tight as possible. Indeed, when the framework surrounding the top half of her body was complete, she was shocked by its complete sturdiness. Due to a harness over the top of her head, she couldn't even turn her neck.

Rebecca experimented walking around wearing the partial Enclosure; it was heavy, like a deep sea diving suit. She could tell that by the time it was done, it would be plenty heavy to keep her balanced and standing upright. The bars were cold against her skin when they were positioned, but having them on slowly warmed them.

"Okay, now stand still," Harry commanded. He began securing the bars for her legs, which forced them apart into the angle of the design. Though the legs were separate, the bars that created the cage around them were connected to one another past her thighs, so that she couldn't attempt to move them around. The feel of each piece of metal being added made her feel as though the cage was slowly consuming her, as though she were being submerged in steel.

All in all, the process took forty minutes to complete, as Harry took his time making sure to assemble the invention properly. When it was done, Rebecca agreed with Harry completely: on a scale from one to ten, this was a one. Even though she could wiggle her fingers and toes, doing so served no purpose, aside from maybe improving circulation.

"How's that feel?" Harry asked, taking a step back to admire his finished project.

"It's tight," Rebecca said, trying to shift around unsuccessfully. "You were right. But it fits. I like it."

"Good," said Harry. "Beginning stimulus phase." He took her breasts in his hands, enjoying the way they poked out through the bars, then leaned in and kissed Rebecca on the lips. She wanted to lean into it and draw him in deeper; she wanted to put her arms around him. All she could do was stand there and enjoy it.

Harry broke away from the kiss and switched gears, giving Rebecca's pussy a series of firm slaps. She squealed, trying to flinch away, but unable. The pain was surprising in its suddenness, but she fed off of it and felt moisture creeping down her thighs.

"Yeah, you're ready for more, aren't you?" Harry said. He took off his tie and began unbuttoning his shirt. "You wait here. I'm going to get a few things."

Rebecca whimpered seeing Harry walking away. She knew as soon as he returned, he was going to deliver a course of pain and pleasure she would savor, but it couldn't come soon enough. The idea of being forced to stand still in one spot might sound boring, but her experience was quite the opposite: there was no shortage of ways to struggle, and all of them produced the same comforting denial of movement. Thinking about having to stay like this all night filled her with both dread and desire, as she couldn't ask to be bound any tighter or more thoroughly. Plus, there was the added knowledge that this was a cage built only for her: nobody else would fit inside quite as well, or have the same experience inside it as her. Harry had spent hours and hours designing and crafting it; how many women could boast that they command such devotion in their men? The bars around her skin felt to her like extensions of his hands, and held tightly within his grasp is where she liked to be.

Harry returned after several minutes; keeping track of time was difficult in such conditions, but Rebecca figured it couldn't have been too long, as Harry clearly wanted to enjoy his work and her body too. He came carrying a whole duffel bag. "Thanks for being patient, babe. Still feeling good?"

"Yeah," she said. God, I can't even nod, she thought. She could talk because her jaw was still free, but she suspected that was going to change.

Sure enough, the first item Harry removed from his bag was a black ball gag. However, instead of having the usual leather straps and a buckle, it was fixed on a bar matching the kind forming her cage. He said he had accessories for the Enclosure, Rebecca thought.

"Isn't this great?" said Harry. "Your gag, instead of just being something for your mouth, becomes part of the cage too. Here, I'll show you."

Harry inserted the large gag into her open mouth, the edges of her lips curled up in a smile. Using the electric screwdriver he fastened it in place. As expected, Rebecca could no longer move her jaw. She couldn't push her face forward or back, and it was certainly impossible for her to dislodge the gag with her tongue. All she could do was taste the rubber ball and enjoy the filling sensation it produced. The bars were cool against her cheeks, but she knew the contact with her skin would warm them soon enough. She moaned, loving the addition to her predicament. Harry kissed her on the cheek, then slapped her ass.

Making sure to stand where she could see him, Harry took a flogger out of his bag, one Rebecca recognized as his favorite. She tensed, eager to feel its lashes on her sensitive skin. His ability with the flogger was masterful, his swings landing exactly where and how hard he intended.

He started with a few light connections with her breasts; though there was little power behind the swings, his targets were still somewhat sore from the ropes that had bound them so tightly earlier. Furthermore, the bars of the cage had continued the work of the ropes in keeping pressure on them, making sure they retained their heightened sensitivity.

Soon though, the flogging of her breasts got harder, each swing causing her to cry out through her gag. The pain was intense, but it fed the desire growing within her core. When he finished, her breasts were red and sore, her nipples hard and screaming for more. Harry obliged, attaching the same set of nipple clamps he'd used earlier. This time, however, he added weights to them, two heavy little metal balls, that tugged severely. Rebecca breathed in deeply, trying to control the pain.

Harry then walked behind her, disappearing from her line of sight. She could hear him testing out his flogger, the whooshing noise scaring her, despite how fond she was of it. Finally Harry was ready, and his strikes began making contact with her ass, which stuck out of the Enclosure, purposely left accessible by its design.

Swinging the flogger in a figure-eight pattern, he made contact with both of her cheeks, one after another, but made sure to connect with every square inch of her skin, as if applying a coat of pain. She could feel the burn across the surface of her ass, and bit back tears as the agony grew throughout the flogging. When the pain reached its apex, her hips instinctively attempted to twist out of the way, but there was nowhere for them to go. Rebecca moaned in pleasure every time the reality of the extreme bondage caught up with her instincts, and soon she was on the cusp of climaxing from pain alone.

Perhaps Harry knew she was about to orgasm, because he suddenly stopped the flogging. "No no, pet. Not until I say so."

Rebecca whined through the gag, desperate for release, but knew her begging would fall on deaf ears. Harry massaged her ass cheeks, causing her to jolt fruitlessly. The cross stimulation of torment and bondage brought her back to nearly climaxing, but she fought to hold the feeling in check.

"Now, one last test to run. I think you can guess what it is. Afterward you'll be rewarded," said Harry. He returning to Rebecca's front and crouched at the knees, giving him a close look at her soaking wet pussy.

She did know what was coming next: sometimes he was spontaneous and surprising, but his tests were often methodical and thorough. With her breasts and ass ablaze from the punishment, one major target remained. Using short, little swings that were no less hard, Harry subjected her sensitive lips and clit to a stinging series of strikes from the flogger. Even with the gag in her mouth, her screams could have been audible had a jet engine been next to her. How much of the sound derived from her pain and how much spoke of her enjoyment, no one could say.

All of the little hits on her pussy made her try to shelter herself, each time reinforcing her helplessness. However, the frustration of holding back the orgasm grew unmanageable, and when the pain overwhelmed her, she felt her juices explode in a blissful release. She would have shuddered in relief could her body physically express the reaction.

"Oh, Rebecca," Harry said. "I don't know whether to be proud of how well the Enclosure works, or to be disappointed that you disobeyed me."

"Sorry," she mumbled the best she could, knowing Harry would understand.

"I suppose that's enough flogging," Harry said. "I think it's my turn to enjoy your predicament. What do you think?"

"Yes, sir," she mumbled.

"I've been looking forward to this," Harry said. "Your submission to me has never been so total as being completely restrained by own invention. Knowing nobody will ever possess you quite like this makes me wish I could keep you here forever." He stepped behind Rebecca and unzipped his pants. "For now, tonight will have to do."

Rebecca couldn't see what was going to happen next, but she knew. She heard the sound of clothes falling to the floor, then felt Harry's rock hard rod penetrate her eager pussy. She gasped, trying to squirm in the Enclosure but having no luck. Drool ran down her chin while Harry increased the speed of his thrusting. If Rebecca had stopped to think about her motionless state, she might have thought the situation strange. Thankfully, she was enjoying herself too much to worry.

However, before she could build up a proper orgasm, Harry pulled his shaft from her pussy, leaving her on the edge. After a moment, she felt a cool, familiar wetness spreading between her ass cheeks. Lube.

"I know getting fucked isn't a serious form of punishment for you," Harry whispered in her ear. "Even packing it into your tight, little asshole turns you on. So feel free to enjoy this, and don't worry about the punishment. I've told you that you're my favorite, but that's an understatement. I love you, Rebecca."

Rebecca's eyes shot open in excitement. He'd spoken the three words she longed to hear, but as he did he plunged his massive, engorged rod deep into her tender anus. She was both elated and furious, as she wanted nothing more than to say those words back to him. Why did he have to say it now? she thought. She was gagged and was falling deep into the subspace of ecstasy. She could barely think, let alone speak. Feeling his cock drive painfully into her from behind, she was lost to the world, a raw nerve reacting to his touch.

After what felt like an eternity of relentless pounding, Harry groaned and burst in an orgasm of his own. Rebecca heard and felt it, but was too consumed by her own blissful trance to say anything. Spent and satisfied, he pulled out, making sure to give her ass another couple of slaps. She moaned at each one, and Harry knew that she wasn't completely out of her mind.

"Before I go, I'm going to set you up with a little treat," he said, still catching his breath. He opened up his duffel bag. With eyes biting back tears, she watched as he pulled out a long, curved bar and two large dildos. Working with a smile on his face, he fitted the two dildos onto the bar and held them up for her to see. "This is another accessory I made for the Enclosure. It can be used in a number of configurations, but I think for now I just want to see you plugged for the rest of the night. And like your gag, these will connect directly to the cage, making it both an implement of pleasure and bondage."

Harry applied lube to the plugs, even though her crotch was still slick with a combination of fluids. Rebecca was dripping, still eager for more, despite how exhausted she felt. When Harry lined up the plugs and began working them in, she squeezed her eyes shut, savoring the feeling of fullness as both grew in her perception. The plug in her ass felt enormous and immediately reminded her of the Devastator. Its anal plug was the largest she'd ever suffered, but she'd kept it in for many, many hours, gradually getting used to the constant pain. Now her ass was experiencing a similar invasion, but the combined effect of the dual plugs and the cage was profoundly different.

She laughed a tired laugh, realizing the irony of her state: twice she was totally stuffed. Her orifices had been utterly filled, while she was crammed into the Enclosure the way a vacationer tries to fit two weeks of clothes into a single suitcase. Had the cage not been so soundly constructed of such durable material, she imagined it would surely burst.

When the sound of the electric screwdriver ceased, she knew that Harry's maddeningly erotic work was concluded. He slapped her ass again, which introduced to her an entirely new set of sensations. Not only could she feel the tremors of impact in respect to the plugs, but the bar that connected them to the cage ran between her ass cheeks like a thong, while the front of the bar ran up through her folds. Just like the Devastator, Rebecca thought. She wished she could move just enough to rub against the bars or drive the plugs in and out of her even a little; as wonderful as the complete setup felt, she wanted more.

"You look frustrated," Harry said. "Do you want to cum some more?"

"Uh huh," Rebecca mumbled.

"Well don't worry. Those plugs have built in vibrators. They'll go off a few times throughout the night. I expect you'll enjoy it," he said, then called out, "Beginning endurance phase."

Harry learned in to whisper in her ear. "See you soon, love. Yell if you need anything. I won't be far." He didn't wait for her acknowledgment. He walked away. The sound of his footsteps hadn't faded completely when the plug in her ass activated. It pulsed slowly at first, but quickly grew more steady and intense.

What a night, thought Rebecca.

---

"Beginning conclusion and presentation," Rebecca heard as she regained consciousness. She couldn't see anything, and realized a blindfold had been fitted over her eyes. She wasn't surprised: whenever he made his videos he used a large blindfold to obscure her face. "Test Subject F here has been locked inside the Enclosure for several hours. Isn't that right?"

Rebecca grunted an affirmative, still groggy. She was grateful Harry was getting this part of the job out of their way. Every part of her tingled; every muscle craved release.

"Do you feel good right now?" he asked. She grunted positively again. Oh god, do I, she thought, though she was utterly exhausted. The vibrating plugs had pleasured and tormented her throughout the night, sometimes buzzing at the same time. The orgasms had spilled into one another, the glow of each one never fully fading as she drifted in and out of short sleep cycles.

"At any time did you feel panicked, or desperate to escape?"

"Nuh uh," Rebecca grunted.

"Now clearly not all girls are made equal: F here is quite resilient. Still, I believe women can be trained and conditioned to endure the Enclosure quite well. Maybe for not as long as F here.

"Additionally, as you can see, she has enjoyed several different forms of stimulus at the same time. The design allows for this, and this adaptability will be possible for all of my builds. Furthermore, like most of my products, builds will come with a variety of accessories, with more available for order or custom fabrication.

"Speaking of custom orders, they will need to be placed two to three months in advance, depending on whether we have the recipient's measurements or not. Keep in mind, the Enclosure is not for your casual girlfriend, or a one-night stand. It is meant for a woman committed to being yours, in whatever form that takes. Prospective buyers will receive a warning, but I will make it clear now: this device is meant for one woman, and one woman only. Do not attempt to fit anyone inside an Enclosure unit that was designed for someone else.

"All right. On behalf of myself and F, thank you for watching."

When he finished speaking, Harry removed Rebecca's blindfold. Now able to see, she noticed that the bed from their "bedroom" had been moved into the metalworking center.

"Hi," said Harry. "Good morning." He kissed her on the cheek, then removed the nipple clamps that had been on her for longer than she wanted to think about. Pain surged through her breasts as feeling returned.

"Sorry, babe," he said. "It'll pass in a second. Now let me get you out."

He picked up the electric screwdriver and went to work on the cage. Rebecca breathed calmly to herself as the screws to the gag both came loose. When he pulled out the large rubber ball that had been lodged between her teeth, Rebecca groaned through barely parted lips. Her jaw throbbed, and it took all her concentration to think of something else. Then again, there was lots to distract her: her arms were practically numb, and both her holes were magnificently stretched and sore from use. Of course, Harry wasn't detaching the plugs at the moment. He was working from the head and neck down, wanting to free her upper body while still letting the cage keep her standing. One metal bar after another clattered on the cement floor, and with each one she felt a flood of relief wash away some of her pain. She wanted to cry, she felt so good, especially when her arms came free.

He crouched down to reach her waist, and Rebecca could see the wistful reluctance on his face as he removed the plugs. He pulled them very gently, knowing how sensitive her crotch would be to the movement. Still, Rebecca howled as  they slid out, her hands both resting on Harry's shoulders.

"Easy, baby. You're almost there," he said. When the plugs popped the rest of the way out, Rebecca too felt the sadness Harry did: in as much pain as she was, she still loved the way it all fit inside her, and lamented the literal emptiness that was left.

Harry worked as fast as he could to remove the bars that held her feet, but when they were both gone, he didn't bother clearing away the rest of the pieces forming the legs. He reached around her waist and lifted her clear of the cage. He lifted her limp body over his shoulder, then gently sprawled her out on the bed.

Rebecca smiled to herself. I'm free to move again, she thought. Only I'm too tired.

"Rest," said Harry.

Needing no encouragement, she shut her eyes and let the darkness sooth her weary body. She had only been asleep a little while before Harry sat down on the bed next to her.

"Hi," said Harry. "I didn't want to wake you so soon, but your purse has been buzzing. A lot. Thought you'd like to know."

"Thanks," said Rebecca, her throat still scratchy. She opened her eyes and saw that Harry had been thoughtful enough to bring her purse and her clothes. She fumbled through the purse and pulled out her phone.

She gasped: she had 28 messages, all from Leah.

Hey, how's the date?

Becca, text me when you have a second.

Hey hope you see this.

Rebecca scrolled through the messages, which got increasingly desperate.

I really need you to come home.

Please, I'll make it up to you.

God, I hope you didn't lose your phone.

"Harry!" she yelled. "I've gotta go!" What was wrong? What could have happened?

Adrenaline pouring through her, she threw on her clothes as fast as she could. Harry stomped back to the bed, wearing jeans and a plain, white t-shirt. He had a phone to his ear. "I need the car right this second... Good," he said, hanging up. "Limo's waiting. I hope everything's all right."

Rebecca hit the Reply button and typed out, So sorry! Be home half hour!

"It's my friend Leah, the one staying at my place. She's in a bit of a tough situation right now, so I really need to get back to her."

A strange expression crossed over Harry's face, just for a second, like something was amusing. It didn't make sense to Rebecca, but Harry quickly said, "I'm sure she needs you right now. I'll see you out."

Despite the soreness of her body and the exhaustion she felt, Rebecca sped toward the elevator, clutching her high heels in her hands. Harry kept pace easily behind her. While waiting for the elevator their eyes made contact, and like two magnets they were on one another, necking furiously as the elevator slowly ascended. When it stopped and the doors opened, Rebecca hated to pull out of their passionate flurry, but terrifying scenarios of Leah's evening spent alone spurred her onward.

Harry ran ahead of Rebecca as they reached the building's exit, and opened the door to the limo for her. Before she got in she kissed Harry. "Hey, I love you too," she said, then hopped in the car and shut the door. "Drive," she commanded.

She watched Harry as the limo sped away, peeling out like a racer. She wanted to sit back and play her game of giving the driver a show, but she was too concerned for her friend to even think of being playful. She hoped if the driver was the same man who had ferried her to the castle and back so many times before, that he would recognize her urgency.

Though the limo cruised down the highway like a jet cutting through the clouds, the length of the drive to Rebecca's apartment felt interminable. She felt wiped out, but was too worried to sleep. When they finally arrived, she burst from the limo, slammed the door and charged into her building. She practically flew up the stairs, her shoes now stuffed in her purse.

As soon as she entered her apartment she called out, "Leah! I'm back! Where are you?"

"Becca? I'm in here!"

Rebecca sighed in relief. She opened the door to the guest room to see Leah lying on the bed. At first Rebecca didn't understand what she was looking at: Leah was nude, save some strange kind of underwear. Then she figured it out. She's wearing the Devastator!

"First, I want to say I'm sorry I texted you so many times during your date," said Leah. "And I'm sorry for going through your stuff, but I was looking for a vibrator, and this thing looked like fun. Only it hurts like hell and I can't figure out how to take it off, so I kinda panicked."

Rebecca remembered the strange, amused expression on Harry's face. She remembered his asking if she lived alone after checking something on his phone. She blushed and reached into her purse. She pulled out a tiny black remote control, the one that could open the Devastator. She liked to keep with her to remind her of Harry.

"Well, now," said Rebecca, imagining the night and morning Leah must have had. She was surprised at the way she felt seeing Leah using the toy Harry had so lovingly made just for her: jealous, sure, but also aroused. She realized that the device fit Leah; of course it did. If they could share clothes so easily, why not the Devastator?

"How does this sound?" Rebecca said at last. "I'll let you out, but first you have to make it up to me."

"Okay," said Leah, sounding surprisingly excited. "What did you have in mind?"

Rebecca smiled and started to get undressed.
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"Take off your dress," Harry instructed. He took off the jacket to his suit and hung it over the bed's headboard, which was a grid made of metal bars.

Rebecca was waiting for him to say that; she pulled off her dress quickly and eagerly. He grinned as he took in the sight of Rebecca in just the belt she wore and her underwear, a set of white lingerie he'd given her. He walked around her in a circle. Rebecca shivered in anticipation. Harry put one finger on the rim of the belt, brushing both its edge and her skin as he made another pass. "I love the way your panties look above this belt," he said. "Clearly they were not made to fit that way, so they don't look right. It makes you look unique. It makes you look mine."

"I am yours," she said. She looked down at the belt itself. She had cursed it many times in the last few days, wishing for its removal, but at the same time she loved it. She loved how it enabled her to submit to Harry in a continuous way. No matter where in the world he was, she could still be his. She could even put on the belt and seal it herself, just because she wanted to: she could be his of her own volition, rather than his bidding. Either way, she loved the arousal she felt wearing it, just as he enjoyed the thought of her wearing it.

"You are mine," he said. "And soon I will take off this belt so you can be rewarded. But first, you will serve me. Are you ready, Rebecca?"

Typical, she thought. Always making me wait just a little longer. However, she knew she wouldn't be disappointed when she was finally allowed to climax, and she enjoyed serving him as much as she enjoyed the reward. "Yes, sir," she said.

"Good," he said. "Finish undressing."

Rebecca reached behind her back to unhook her bra, then took it off and draped it over the bed. She pulled her panties down, careful to bend over slowly, as the belt restricted her flexibility. It was strange that she felt nude even while wearing the belt, which was otherwise so hard to ignore. Maybe the inability to take it off made it feel as though it was a part of her now, rather than a piece of clothing.

Harry opened up the dresser and pulled out a few bundles of ropes. Yes, thought Rebecca. Ropes were her favorite: they could be used in simple ties or complex bondage. They could bind painlessly, or cause exquisite agony. They required skill in the user, and preferably some creativity too. Harry had plenty of both. She looked on in excitement as Harry retrieved several more items from the dresser, some of which she recognized, though not all.

"Take a seat. Put these on," he said, placing four items on the bed. They appeared to be a set of knee and elbow pads.

"Are these what I think they are?" asked Rebecca.

"Yes. Wouldn't want you hurting yourself on the cement."

"On the cement?" As in the floor? she thought.

"They're my own design, made with an absorbent gel. Just put 'em on," he said, grinning. "Then lie down on the bed, face down."

Rebecca followed his orders, curious about where this was heading. Fluid dripped from her pussy and through the belt covering it. She was so aroused, she could hardly bear it. Once she was down on the bed, Harry began tying her limbs with the rope: first he'd bend the leg at the knee or the arm at the elbow, then he tied calf to thigh and forearm to upper arm. With her now in a frogtie, he picked her up by her chest and placed her on the ground. Rebecca loved it when he carried her: years of working in the shop had toned his muscles, and despite his thin frame, he was deceptively strong.

Once she was in position, she understood why Harry had her don the pads: with her limbs bound, she was forced to use her knees and elbows to hold herself up and, if instructed, to crawl. Rebecca smiled: she'd never been tied in this position, and it was as erotic as it was challenging. Nothing made her feel quite as submissive as being on her knees and crawling...
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At last, Harry and Huck returned, swagger in their step and desire in their eyes. They each carried a black briefcase, which they placed on the table on either side of Alexis. They opened the cases and started displaying the contents: a collection of floggers, canes, paddles, dildos, metal clips, chains and at least a dozen condoms. They're not going to use all of those? Alexis wondered, worry in her eyes.

Harry must have picked up on the alarm in her expression. "No, I doubt we'll get to everything tonight. We just like to have options."

"You want to go first?" Huck asked.

"Flip for it?" Harry replied.

"Sure."

"Call it." Harry stepped up to Alexis, retrieved a quarter from his pocket and flipped it up into the air.

"Heads," said Huck.

The quarter landed on Alexis' back. She bucked as if hit, causing a ripple of laughter to roll through the crowd. Alexis' face turned as red as her gag. Mortified, she shut her eyes, but when she did pain shot across her ass cheeks. She looked at the screen and saw Harry holding a suede flogger. "Always keep your eyes open," he said.

Alexis huffed in frustration and the sound of her indignation echoed through the chamber.

"Yes, you don't know the rules," said Huck as Harry swatted her bottom again. Alexis reeled. Harry had managed to target the same spot as the previous hit. "How can she be punished for doing something you didn't know was wrong?" Huck continued. Two more lashes from the flogger now. "It's not fair," Huck added. Harry dealt two more lashes, now aiming for a single cheek at a time.

"If your father were present, he'd point out that even when you know the rules, you are loathe to follow them. So you'll learn them as you go, okay?"

Alexis' mind raced. How do they know what my father would say? How much did he tell them? She didn't think about this for long, however, as Harry resumed his work with the flogger. Alexis moaned from the pain, which soon became the sole focus of her attention. Soon she lost perception of the room around her and the burning of the muscles in her arms and legs. To her amazement, the pain did nothing to diminish her arousal; in fact, it had steadily increased. Her desire grew like an inferno, and every hit was a bundle of kindling. And then, just when she thought she might climax, Harry stopped.

"Your turn," he said to Huck.

Alexis thrashed helplessly, desperate for release, her cry muffled by the gag. She had been so close! Did he know to stop at that moment, or was it just luck? She suspected the former.

"I think we should give her a minute," said Huck. Again, the crowd chuckled. Alexis continued to seethe, furious at being toyed with and mocked. You can quit at any time, her father's voice offered. No, Alexis thought, drawing from a well of resilience she'd never tapped. I'm not quitting. Never.

"No," she said, the word garbled but intelligible through the gag. She stopped writhing and took a deep breath.

Harry smiled mischievously, like a man eager to accept a challenge. "You heard her. She's ready."
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A long time ago, sweet, innocent Amy Lake messed up: she chose the wrong man. Her ex, the intense and ruggedly handsome Tag Hancock, left town and became a billionaire. Now, rumors have spread that Tag will attend the upcoming reunion party, and Amy sees a chance to correct the biggest mistake of her life.

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

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

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