
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Kinky Inventor Collars His Pet

Copyright 2016 Sasha Rich

Kindle Edition

All characters depicted are over the age of 18.

This book may not be reproduced in any form by any means, without the author's permission, except for reviewers, who may quote short excerpts.

This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, locations and action come from the author’s imagination and presented as fiction. Any resemblance to real individuals, alive or deceased, as well as events or places, is completely coincidental. 

This book features explicit depictions of sex and other material that may offend some audiences. Therefore, is intended for adults only.

The following story is a work of fiction, and the actions described should not be attempted.


Harry opened the cabinet of the nightstand found next to the bed and pulled out several coils of rope. Rebecca's cheeks burned seeing them, knowing what came next, so she swiveled her body off the bed and stood up. She slid the straps of her dress off her shoulders and pulled it down to the ground, revealing the lacy underwear Harry bought for her.

"You look gorgeous," he said, taking in the sight of her exposed body. "It never stops amazing me."

"I could say the same," she replied, pressing her hands against his chest. Thinking about his washboard abs and toned arms always made her juices flow; the first time she saw him shirtless she could have fainted.

"But you know that's not why I love you," he said, taking her hands in his and pulling them behind her back. "It's because of your bravery, intelligence and kindness."

Rebecca smiled as he unhooked her bra. "Go on," she said.

Harry looped the first rope around her wrists, binding them together. "The way you've never backed down from one of my inventions, as scary and challenging as they may look. You're one of the strongest people I've ever met." Harry took a step back and sat down on the bed. Rebecca knew how incredible she looked to him in such a state: as much as he enjoyed binding her with incredibly complex, unique restraints, sometimes all it took was a little rope. With her hands tied securely behind her back, she was as good as helpless. Like this, she was his: all she could do was serve him...
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The Kinky Inventor Collars His Pet

Something about Harry's voice on the phone had been different. He tried to hide it, but he sounded so much more excited than usual. As Rebecca watched the green hills roll by through the tinted windows of the limousine, she wondered whether she should be nervous. She was used to the mirth in his voice when he made one of his calls. Ringing her with the announcement that he had completed work on a new invention always elevated his spirit, but today his tone betrayed something else.

Maybe I'm just imagining things, she thought. Yet, he somehow seemed anxious. She'd never heard him sound anything but utterly confident. He was too intelligent, too kind and charming to have any doubts. His life, his love: all of it was guaranteed by the time and respect he poured into his work and relationships. In their months of dating, Rebecca had never come across a scorned ex, a jealous colleague or a sleepless night. Her trust in him was complete, and he'd earned it in a hundred different ways since they'd started dating. So why did something seem amiss?

As the limo approached BonDouleurs Manor, Rebecca's thoughts turned to her friend Leah. Somewhere on the grounds of the palatial property, Leah was enduring some kind of training session. She'd been there for a week and was now halfway through her program. Rebecca could only imagine the cruel treatment Leah had been subjected to, the harsh reprisals she'd faced; she smiled as she thought of the floggings and canings, the bars of the cell block.

Back when Leah first moved in with her, Rebecca had no idea the two of them had so much in common. Leah herself didn't know of her own penchants for pain and bondage, and discovered them practically by accident. Rebecca and Harry happily helped to nurture her submissive tendencies, but Leah never could stop at half-measures: when an opportunity to enroll in a full-time training program arose, she signed up immediately. What some would consider two weeks of torture, she saw as a perfect way to wrap up an extended leave from her work. Next week she'd have to return to the real world... if she could bear it.

Rebecca wasn't sure she'd see Leah on this visit to the Manor, particularly because she wasn't sure what this visit was meant to accomplish. Was it simply a routine test of another one of Harry's inventions? Lately his company had preferred to hold their tests in front of a live audience, but Harry hadn't said anything about that. He just told her when the limo would pick her up, and to be ready for "quite a night."

To her, that was hardly unusual, so she'd donned a stunning, white pencil dress and her best, black lingerie, both gifts from Harry. She'd waited outside for less than a minute before the limo came screaming around the corner, and spent most of the limo ride playing back the conversation in her head. Was Harry's voice the same as usual, or was she subtly altering his inflection in her own recollection?

You're driving yourself crazy, she thought. And not in a good way. A week ago at this time, she'd been starved from sex for a solid ten days, and it had been a real test. She'd barely kept her desires in check; now, her fears were running rampant. However, they drained away as though they'd never even existed when the car stopped at the manor entrance and there Harry stood.

Today he was dressed in a full suit, looking devastatingly handsome. The gray pants and jacket, all custom-tailored, and the white shirt and blue tie were far from what he typically wore for a night in the workshop. Yet, Rebecca couldn't complain: he looked breathtaking.

He opened the door for Rebecca and helped her out of the car, her small hand held firm in his strong, rough grip. Not waiting to say hello, he pulled her into a kiss and wrapped his arms around her body, kicking the limo door shut with the heel of his dress shoes. Rebecca barely heard the car drive off as she melted into his embrace, warmth from her core radiating hotter and hotter as she tasted his lips and tongue. Whatever anxiety Rebecca may have sensed, she could detect none now. The joy he exuded in their kiss seemed to be greater than ever. As welcome as it was, however, it did make her think something special was in the works.

"Hi," he said at last. "Come on." With one move, he lifted her up by her waist and slung her over his shoulder.

Rebecca laughed and squeezed her arms tight around his muscular torso. She loved being carried by him, but wasn't expecting it. "All right, what's going on?" she asked.

"I'm really, really looking forward to tonight is all," said Harry.

Rebecca could tell he meant it, but there was more. Fine, let him keep his secrets. "Me too," she said. "What's the plan for tonight? Are we going to see Leah?"

"Maybe later," said Harry. "Depends on whether she'll be free when we are."

"Ah. How's the training going for her?"

Harry grinned. "Very well. She's turning into another you, dear. She can take all the pain Huck and the others can dish out. She is learning a great deal of discipline, though. She's a natural."

"Great," said Rebecca. "What about the other girls?"

"They tried getting her in trouble, but Leah toughed it out. Sean taught her that nobody gets under your skin unless you let them."

Rebecca nodded, trying hard not to think too much about her friend's ex-fiance. Sean had made enough lives miserable. Fortunately, that was all in the past now.

"As for us," continued Harry. "I was thinking we could get back to basics a little: tie you up, with rope, and make you come a few times. Then test out a new invention. Sound good to you?"

"Absolutely." As much as Rebecca loved the feel of being humiliated in front of dozens of onlookers, she enjoyed the private intimacy of a night spent alone with Harry in his workshop. She'd become so connected to the space that it felt as though it were her's as much as his. He spent many, many hours inside the shop working on his inventions, often devoting days at a time to a single device, just so that she would show up and try it out. She adored the idea that Harry spent every minute thinking about her during his work.

Not that he'd call it "work," she mused. He was getting paid to do what he loved with who he loved. Who could think of that as a real job?

Breathing in the rich scent of his hair, she listened as he caught her up on the progress of his latest inventions. Harry held Rebecca in his arms throughout their elevator ride down to his workshop and didn't let go until placing her gently on the bed. When Rebecca saw it's white sheets and pillows on her first visit to his workshop, she thought the whole thing so out of place among the concrete floors and banks of machinery. Now she saw it as an integral part of the facility: so many of his inventions had been tested in this spot. She still remembered the first one...

Harry opened the cabinet of the nightstand found next to the bed and pulled out several coils of rope. Rebecca's cheeks burned seeing them, knowing what came next, so she swiveled her body off the bed and stood up. She slid the straps of her dress off her shoulders and pulled it down to the ground, revealing the lacy underwear Harry bought for her.

"You look gorgeous," he said, taking in the sight of her exposed body. "It never stops amazing me."

"I could say the same," she replied, pressing her hands against his chest. Thinking about his washboard abs and toned arms always made her juices flow; the first time she saw him shirtless she could have fainted.

"But you know that's not why I love you," he said, taking her hands in his and pulling them behind her back. "It's because of your bravery, intelligence and kindness."

Rebecca smiled as he unhooked her bra. "Go on," she said.

Harry fondled her breasts, feeling Rebecca's hardened nipples. Then he looped the first rope around her wrists, binding them together. "The way you've never backed down from one of my inventions, as scary and challenging as they may look. You're one of the strongest people I've ever met." Harry took a step back and sat down on the bed. Rebecca knew how incredible she looked to him in such a state: as much as he enjoyed binding her with incredibly complex, unique restraints, sometimes all it took was a little rope. With her hands tied securely behind her back, she was as good as helpless. Like this, she was his: all she could do was serve him.

"I don't have to tell you how smart you are, Mrs. Ph.D. Student in Physics. And your kindness is clear from how you treat your friends. Where would Leah be today without you?"

Rebecca shrugged as best she could with her hands tied, a gesture that pleased Harry immensely, as a tent in his pants began to rise. "She would have done the same for me."

"I have no doubt. But that doesn't change how you were there for her when she needed a friend, and you've never let her down."

"What's this all about?" Rebecca asked as Harry tied her elbows, cinching them together.

"I just wanted you to know," said Harry. When he finished with her elbows, he grabbed another bundle of rope and began stringing it around her arms and chest, crisscrossing in the front and forming a harness around her naked breasts. Rebecca felt the rope squeeze her and sighed. Harry had long since learned that rope was her favorite, particularly when tied by his skilled hands.

"I feel the same about you," said Rebecca. "I've never met somebody so caring, talented and considerate. I always feel safe when I'm with you." Harry kissed her again, then curled his fingers into the waistband of her lingerie. Slowly he dragged the panties downward, revealing her sopping, wet core. "And you always know how to please me," she added.

Some people might find it strange that she could speak to his qualities while he trussed her knees and ankles together, using yards and yards of rope to completely incapacitate her, but she knew it was all done for love.

Nothing made her feel as intoxicated as being utterly bound, and nothing gave Harry the same thrill as binding a beautiful woman like Rebecca. Their relationship had started with a foundation of mutual sexual desire, but it had grown into so much more.

When he finished with her legs, Harry tied a rope to the cords holding her wrists, then pulled the rope between her legs and up, wedging it in between her folds. Rebecca gasped as the rope dug deep, but kept her eyes on Harry's. He leaned over her and kissed her while lowering his hand to her crotch, which he massaged gently. She broke from their kiss to moan. Within her bonds she trembled, feeling her tremors of desire consumed by the taut, unforgiving cords.

Harry gave the rope splitting her crotch a few tugs, then picked up Rebecca and set her down on the bed once again. He bent her knees until her calves rested flush against her thighs, then tied them together. Rebecca squirmed, relishing the near-total confinement. She knew Harry wasn't done yet.

Using the harness of rope wrapped around her chest, he lifted her up ninety degrees, bringing her into a vertical pose, resting on her knees. He tied more ropes into the bonds already around her, then secured the new cords to the bed's custom-made backboard, which was composed of a series of metal bars running horizontally and vertically. Rebecca panted as she grew familiar with this new position, one Harry hadn't yet tried on her.

"What do you think?" he asked.

"It's excellent, sir," she replied, fidgeting and fruitlessly testing her bonds.

"Good." Harry returned to the nightstand and retrieved a massager, a long, white magic wand. He fed it through the ropes around her legs, nuzzling its vibrating orb snugly against her crotch. "Tonight is going to be one we're never going to forget, I promise." He turned on the vibrator, the loud buzzing noise echoing off the cement floor and walls of the workshop.

Rebecca immediately started to writhe and pant as the vibrator sent arcs of pleasure racing through her body. "A new... invention?" she asked.

Harry nodded. "Oh, I have something just for you. It's not exactly an invention, just a really nice design on an old classic. You'll see soon enough." Holding onto her breast and shoulder, he kissed Rebecca's neck, planting a line of kisses from below her ear down to her collarbone. He didn't stop, moving on to her breasts, suckling each.

Rebecca tossed her head back as the bliss overwhelmed her. The bondage her body was in set the stage for her arousal; the rope slicing through her crotch added that element of pain she craved so dearly; Harry's touch and tenderness gave a loving face to the sensations she experienced, and the vibrator gave her all the stimulation she could handle. The coming orgasm would be intense and marvelously satisfying. There was only one last thing she needed.

"May I come, sir?" she asked.

"Not yet," said Harry.

Rebecca whimpered, unsurprised by Harry's denial. He wanted her to get the most out of every sexual experience, and forcing her to hold back the tide always lifted the level of her eventual release.

Harry quickly sprung off the bed and picked two items out of the nightstand. He came back and applied the first: a set of nipple clamps connected by a small, metal chain. Rebecca groaned as the clamps bit down cruelly on her tender flesh. The pain arced in electric tendrils from her chest, making the swelling of joy inside her bubble up that much more turbulently.

"Please, may I come?" she begged. She could see Harry's rod massive inside his pants; she knew how turned on he was by her frustration.

In response, Harry picked up the second item he'd retrieved - a big, red ball gag. Rebecca obediently opened her mouth wide enough to accommodate the gag, which Harry fastened tightly.

Now her bondage was complete: fully immobilized, unable to speak or stop the flood of stimulation pouring from the vibrator, she was Harry's plaything. His will determined her punishment or reward.

Luckily for her, he was a loving master. "Now you may come," he said.

Rebecca screamed through the gag as all of the pent-up energy came cascading out. Euphoria erupted as she came. Bucking and thrashing against her bonds, Rebecca could imagine her synapses shooting sparks from the overflow. Her juices sprayed out onto the bedsheets.

When she opened her eyes, the orgasm expended and the second one building, Harry gave her a peck on the cheek. "Enjoy, babe. I'll be back."

Rebecca shuddered, the second orgasm coming on much faster than the first. Knowing she'd be left here alone, the vibrator not stopping until its battery went dead or Harry came back, reminded her of just how helpless she was. Harry wouldn't leave her here to suffer for longer than she could handle. The only question was, how much could she handle? Did either of them even know?

Time to find out.

---

When Rebecca returned to her senses, she was still tied to the bed. The only thing that had changed was that the vibrator had gone off, and in fact had been removed.

Harry. He had to be close, she reasoned.

Throughout her body, she could feel the afterglow of too many orgasms to count. Pain ebbed at her senses too, her clamped nipples woefully sore; the rope tied tightly into her folds also made its presence known. She moaned as she jostled in her bonds, unable to escape the steady source of torment.

He's here, she thought. Letting me suffer. Her lips curled up in a smile behind her gag, causing strands of drool to escape down her cheeks. This is love, she reasoned. What other man could understand her so completely? Being left to endure harsh bondage brought her physical joy, and toughened her mentally: she loved every minute of it. No one would ever get it like Harry.

So Rebecca shut her eyes and focused on taking deep breaths. She embraced the clamps and the crotch rope, letting the pain in. This is who I am. This is what I need. There was no real reason behind her masochistic tendencies: she felt no guilt or shame that induced a need to be punished. She didn't yearn to be flogged or spanked in contrition for some past sin: she just liked it. Maybe for some people it was different, but not Rebecca.

Hearing footsteps that she new to be Harry's, she opened her eyes. Now nude, his built physique and massive, erect cock on full display, he stepped onto the bed, feet sinking slightly into the firm mattress. He pulled on the ball gag, eliciting a squeal from Rebecca, since it was fastened so tightly, but then it came out of her mouth. She gasped and worked her tired jaw a little. She'd been gagged for far longer, but having it in for an extended period of time always took a toll.

However, Harry didn't give her much time to recover. As soon as the gag came out, he held his staff up to Rebecca's face. She craned her neck to get it within reach of her lips and licked the tip with her tongue. Feeling the arousal that comes from serving her man, she vigorously stroked her tongue, as if doing so could pull his cock into her mouth. In effect it did: Harry slowly inched forward, letting Rebecca take in more of his length. Once he was deep enough for her to suck, she closed her lips and worked her head up and down, using the speed and force she knew Harry loved. He groaned and inhaled sharply, getting close to climaxing. He placed his hand on the back of her head to keep her mouth on his cock; Rebecca expected it and opened her throat to his invading rod. Soon the salty taste of his skin was joined by his load on her tongue as Harry erupted in pleasure. He quickly withdrew his cock so that a few squirts of seed could land on her face. She gasped in delight as its warm, sticky mess collected on her nose and cheeks, then lunged forward as much as she could to lick the rest off of Harry.

When she finished, Harry kissed her forehead, then pulled off her nipple clamps. She shouted as the feeling flooded back into her punished flesh, which was exacerbated by Harry's fondling and squeezing of her breasts.

"Had enough of the ropes, babe?" he asked.

"You know the answer to that," Rebecca replied. When it came to rope, she could never get enough.

"Yeah, I do. But I think it's time we move on to chains anyway."

"Yes, sir," she said. Rope was her favorite, but chains were fun too. Plus, it fed her desire to respect her master's wishes.

Harry quickly got to work untying all of the rope around Rebecca, being careful to detach her from the bedpost first and set her down. As the cords loosened and her limbs were released, Rebecca sighed in both relief and sorrow. Being in tight bondage caused a great amount of strain, but she hated to be let out of its vicious embrace.

As she stretched her arms and legs, she admired the marks on her skin where the ropes had been: light prints in her flesh gave testament to how tight the bonds had truly been. Harry took her by the wrist and ran his fingers over the lines left on them.

"Rebecca, this makes me think of something I've always wanted to do with rope someday."

"What's that?" I like where this is going.

"I want to take you outside on a bright, sunny day and tie you to a lawn or beach chair. I'll strip you down first, and then leave you in the sun for a while. I want to see tan lines made by rope, tan lines that really tell the story of how you got them."

Rebecca felt the sheets below her getting damp as she visualized his fantasy. "It sounds fun, except it'd be hard to explain to everyone but you and Leah."

Harry smirked. "What if we had a nice little block of time to work with, where it was just us for a few weeks? No one else would see the lines but us."

"Yeah, that'd be great. You mean a vacation?"

"Uh huh," said Harry. "Exactly."

"I'd love to." Rebecca realized then that she'd never been on a proper trip with Harry. They'd spent several days together at a time before, but it had always been at Harry's workshop or in their apartments. Why spend hours on a plane to go somewhere if all they wanted to do was fuck?

"Good. We'll figure it out soon then," Harry said as he removed the last of the ropes, the one running through Rebecca's crotch. He carefully pulled that one out, making sure not to burn her skin, but she still moaned when it exited. When she was fully free, he swept his arm across the sheets and brushed all the rope off the side. Then he hopped onto the bed and collected Rebecca in his arms. He pulled her onto his body, letting her petite frame rest on his.

Rebecca sighed happily as Harry wrapped his arms around her, feeling his hot member against her backside. If she wasn't going to be literally bound, being held by him was the next best thing. He certainly enjoyed it too, as she felt his cock getting harder. However, he simply let her lay there against it; she was still recuperating from being tied, and she knew he wanted her to be at full strength going into the next setup.

Harry caressed Rebecca's hair and played with her breasts, making sure to maintain her arousal. She giggled as he rubbed her stomach and tickled underneath her arms. After a while he got up, leaving her on the bed, and came back with bottles of water. They drank them thirstily, replacing their lost fluids.

When they finished drinking, Harry crumpled the plastic bottles and placed them under the bed, safely storing them. He didn't come back empty-handed: from beneath the bed he retrieved a set of shackles, which he fastened around Rebecca's wrists with a distinctive metal click. Pulling on the chains connecting the metal cuffs, he brought Rebecca up to her knees, then her feet, forcing her to follow him out of the bed. She followed along obediently until they reached the spot Harry desired, where he linked her shackles into a set of chains that hung from the ceiling.

Using an app on his phone tied into the workshop's electronic systems, Harry activated the pulley that drew the hanging chain upwards into its socket, lifting Rebecca's arms until she was forced to stand on her toes. She whimpered from the effort, but the fluids slicking her inner thighs told Harry how ready she was to be punished.

"Hang on, I'll be back," he said.

Pun intended? Rebecca wondered as she tried to maintain her stance. She'd been partially suspended enough times to have developed strength in her feet and could stand on her toes better than a ballerina, but she still could only hold on for so long.

When Harry returned, he carried a small duffel bag full of things Rebecca could only guess at, but the sound of metal clanking on metal gave her some hint. Harry pulled a spreader bar out of the bag; Rebecca whined when she saw it, and again when Harry used it to force her legs apart, making standing on her toes even more challenging. Sympathetic to her predicament, Harry lowered the chains just a little, but the pose still took Rebecca's effort and concentration.

With her legs now spread, Harry retrieved a leather spanking paddle from the duffel bag. Rebecca had never seen the implement before and suspected it was new.

"What's the occasion?" she asked.

Harry just smiled and tested out the paddle, giving her ass a soft smack. She yelped in mild surprise, then sighed. The toy was long enough to rap both of her cheeks lengthwise, and wide enough to distribute the force of his swing very evenly. Harry set the paddle down on the floor, then took out a couple of sets of chains from his bag. The first he wrapped around Rebecca's chest, creating a harness around her breasts similar to the one he'd made with the ropes. However, one of the key differences between ropes and chains was that metal chains had no give, and Harry made them very tight. When he was done, the chains framed her breasts nicely, and Rebecca smiled as she felt their grip every time she inhaled.

The next chain Harry spun around her waist, making a vise that squeezed harshly at her midsection, adding a new intensity to her bondage.

"How's that feel?" Harry asked.

Now it was Rebecca's turn to just smile. Harry leaned down to kiss her, taking her shackled wrists in his hands. He pressed his lips against hers and tasted her, as she drew in his musky scent and listened to the rattle of the chains.

"Turn around for me," he said, breaking off from their kiss. "Slowly."

Rebecca obeyed, carefully pivoting on her feet until she'd completed a complete 360, showing Harry his handiwork. "Keep going," he said. She continued until she had her back turned to him. "Stop."

Harry picked up the paddle and gave her ass another smack, this time serious. Rebecca squealed and jostled. "Who does this slave belong to?"

"I belong to you," Rebecca replied.

"Yes," said Harry. He landed the paddle against her backside again. She could feel her soft skin beginning to burn. "Tell your master, you wish to be spanked more."

"I wish to be spanked more," she repeated, her voice unwavering.

"Tell your master where you would like to be spanked."

"Wherever my master wishes. My ass, my pussy, my breasts. I am his to enjoy."

"Good answer, pet," said Harry, delivering another smack to her ass. "You like being obedient?"

"Yes, sir," she said. "Very much."

Harry reached up between Rebecca's thighs and massaged her folds, evoking a blissful moan from Rebecca. He moved his hand and quickly sent a soft swing of the paddle up against her lower lips. She shrieked and writhed, and a tear rolled down her cheek.

"Thank you, sir," she said.

"You're welcome. Now, I'd like you to count off each hit, all right?"

"Yes, sir."

With every strike, Rebecca gasped and cried, but counted off each one. Harry started with her already sore backside, peppering every inch of skin until it was red. "Twenty," Rebecca sniffled when he was done, but felt that hungry ache inside her core that told her she was enjoying every second of her punishment.

Moving on, he stepped in front of Rebecca. "I'm going to alternate between your breasts. I want you to count separately for each one. If you make a mistake, we start again. Understood?"

Rebecca nodded, steeling herself. I can do this, she thought. No problem.

Harry started by targeting one breast at a time, serving multiple strokes to the same side. The slaps were much softer than the ones he landed on her ass, but they added up. Of course, sticking to the same side made for easy counting, so Harry began alternating which breast he struck. Three hits on one side, two on the other, changing back and forth, but always delivered slow enough that Rebecca easily counted them. "Nine, ten, eleven, seven, eight, twelve, nine, ten, thirteen, fourteen, eleven, fifteen, twelve, thirteen..."

Harry smiled, pleased by Rebecca's proficiency; she didn't make a single mistake. When both sides reached twenty, he stopped, giving her a minute to collect herself. "Start counting again from one," he said. "We'll go to ten this time, but I'm going to go much faster."

"Yes, sir." Rebecca trembled in anticipation. Let's do this, she thought. She always loved a challenge. Harry waited until she'd mostly caught her breath, admiring the redness of her skin where he'd flogged her breasts already.

Then he began, striking her breasts quickly. "How many was that?" he asked.

"Two on the left... four on the right," she replied.

He nodded, then continued. After another series of swings, he repeated, "How many?"

"Five on the left, seven on the right."

"Incorrect," said Harry. He spoke in a monotone, betraying neither pleasure nor disappointment. He was in pure disciplinarian mode now, and as much as he loved Rebecca, he didn't let it show. Rebecca knew he enjoyed playing the role as much as she. Something about being controlled by a harsh authority figure sent swells of rapturous arousal through her.

Harry began the flogging again, but he didn't slow down. "How many?"

"Four on the left, three on the right."

He nodded, then continued, landing the paddle against her breasts so rapidly his arm was just a blur. All she could use to count was the flashes of pain, and determining their source was difficult when he moved so quickly. However, Rebecca put all of her focus into the counting, knowing it was only going to get harder, the longer the game continued.

"How many?"

"Six on the left, seven on the right."

"Good," he said. Harry continued, increasing his speed one more time, as well as the force behind each swing. "How many?"

"Nine on the left..." How many was it? She thought she knew the other, but wasn't positive. "Nine on the right."

"Correct," said Harry. "Last two. You ready?"

"Yes, sir," said Rebecca, relieved to have succeeded but preparing herself for the final hits, knowing they'd be tough. Harry looked her in the eyes, then wound back his arm and brought it to bear-

He stopped, just before making contact. Rebecca flinched instinctively, then choked out a laugh. Harry grinned, then delivered the two hits he'd promised, punishing her poor breasts with short but powerful swings. Rebecca hollered, teetering on her toes and breathing in short, rapid gasps, unable to breathe deeply because of the chains.

Harry wrapped his arms around Rebecca while she composed herself, planting quick kisses on her cheeks. After a couple minutes, he pulled back. "Ready to continue?"

"Yes, sir."

Crouching down at his knees, Harry examined Rebecca's crotch and marveled at her beauty. "Rebecca, I want you to promise me something."

"Yes?"

"Every time I gaze at your gorgeous body, I want you to remember that I never lose site of how it hardly compares to your inner beauty."

"Aww, you're sweet," she replied, her cheeks turning as crimson as her breasts and backside. "I know, Harry."

Hef brought his lips to her eager folds and kissed them gently, then leaned back and gave them a swat with the paddle. Rebecca jerked backward, but couldn't escape; she shrieked as Harry continued to target her pussy.

With every hit, her pleasure increased. The more intense the pain, the greater the relief she felt. She sucked in as much air as she could, rebuilding her resolve to accept all the punishment Harry deemed fit.

The last hit from Harry's paddle caused Rebecca to holler and buck against her chains, but she stood firm after the initial agony.

"Well done," Harry said. "You have taken everything I've inflicted like a truly devoted slave. Your master is very pleased."

"Thank you, sir," Rebecca said as Harry removed the spreader bar holding her legs apart. Gratefully she let her heels come to rest on the floor. The relief in her toes immediately helped ease her suffering.

When Harry stood up, Rebecca could see his cock had reached its full tumescence, rigid and long. He felt Rebecca's sopping wet chasm with his fingers, dipping them inside. He felt her inner walls clamp down on then, eager for more. He pulled them out, fingertips now glistening, and guided his cock inside.

Rebecca shuddered in bliss as Harry's package slowly slid inside. He grunted lustily and put his hands on her breasts, feeling them and the chains wrapped around them. She reared her head back, exposing her neck so he could nibble at it.

"Please," she whispered. "Fuck me hard." The soreness of her punished body crawled through her like a fire, but it faded whenever Harry thrust his member in and out of her orifice. She wanted to escape into the state of pure ecstasy and knew Harry could gladly bring her there.

He did: with the endless stamina that had earned him quite a reputation among his friends and clients, he drilled Rebecca tirelessly, pounding away at her until she was unintelligible, save for her orgasmic moans. Harry smiled as he listened to her wails and cries, and brushed away the blissful tears streaming down her face. Her voice echoed throughout his workshop, her rapture reporting loud and clear.

After her third orgasm, Harry began smacking her ass with his bare hand while he continued to drive his shaft into her. Rebecca exploded from the added stimulation, her fluids leaking onto the cement floor. Her screams got even louder, drowning out the smacking sound of Harry's hand on her ass. Were her wrists not chained to the ceiling, and had Harry not been holding her, she would have surely collapsed to the ground. Yet, when he looked into her eyes, she stared right back, euphoria and carnal hunger still raging within her.

Harry pulled his rod out of her dripping crevice and stepped around Rebecca. He pressed his soaked member against her tight back entrance. Rebecca moaned and wiggled her hips, instinctively inviting Harry to probe deeper. He obliged, lodging his tip into the tender bud. He spread her rosy cheeks with his hands, groaning at the pressure on his package, then gradually worked it in. Rebecca panted and shook, turning her head so Harry could sloppily kiss her lips from the side. Then, when he had driven himself all the way in, he resumed his work of thrusting.

The pain in Rebecca's rear from Harry's massive intrusion staggered her, but not in an unfamiliar or unwelcome way. The feeling of fullness brought about an immense sense of pride and fulfillment: few women could ever take in his length and girth like she could, and thus few could serve him as well as she. Knowing that gave her a warmth inside like nothing else.

When Rebecca's next orgasm came, she finally ascended into the coveted state of pure bliss. Harry kept his fingers in her pussy and a hand on her breast, giving his full effort to sustaining her ecstasy as long as he could. When he finally came, dropping his load into her, his growl reverberated almost as loudly as Rebecca's screams.

He hugged Rebecca for a minute, his face against her breasts, then stood up. He worked quickly, unlocking the chains around her chest and waist, then the shackles holding her wrists. As soon as he did, Rebecca slumped into his waiting arm. He picked her up and carried her away. Somewhere deep inside, Rebecca was cognizant of what was happening but, in the moment, all she wanted to do was savor the sensations going through her body before they ebbed away. She smiled, enjoying how ravished she felt, then shut her eyes and gave in to exhaustion's uncompromising call.

---

Rebecca woke feeling wet and warm, as though she were enveloped in a loose cocoon. She blinked and opened her eyes to find she wasn't too far off: she was in a large, stone bathtub, resting on a warm body she knew was Harry's.

"Hi," she said, looking around at the elegant washroom. She recognized it from her last visit to BonDouleurs Manor. The room wouldn't have been out of place at a top spa: fully stocked with every beauty product imaginable, equipped with floor-to-ceiling mirrors and decorated with fresh floral arrangements, it was a slice of the kind of life Rebecca imagined was enjoyed by movie stars and royalty.

Harry kissed her neck. "Hi," he said back. He opened the tub's drain, then turned on the water, letting a cool torrent out into the lukewarm pool.

"Feels good," she said as the tide soothed her body.

Refreshed by the cold water, Harry and Rebecca sat up in the tub. She turned around to face him, their legs resting against each others'. Together they cleaned themselves, washcloths and loofahs spreading soapy water across their bodies. Rebecca soaked her hair, then shampooed it thoroughly while Harry watched. While they worked they spoke energetically; Harry continued to get more and more excited.

Whatever he's hiding, it's coming soon, she thought.

When they finished bathing, they got out of the tub and toweled each other off. Harry then held open a white, silk bathrobe for Rebecca; she slipped it on, feeling how smooth it felt against her skin.

"You ready for what's next?" asked Harry.

"Of course," she replied. "I'm dying to know, in fact."

"Don't worry. You won't be waiting much longer."

Harry put on his own bathrobe and led them out of the washroom and into the ornate halls of the manor. He guided her to one of its many guest rooms, the best suite in the whole building. Rebecca scanned the room like someone who'd never seen the ocean visiting a beach for the first time. The extravagant decor and lavish furniture were nice, but the array of sex toys and binding tools was what really drew her attention.

"Come," said Harry. He took her by the hand and made for the bedroom closet. He opened the door to reveal two sets of clothes: a black tuxedo for him, and a brilliant blue strapless dress for her.

"Clothes? Are we going somewhere?" Rebecca asked.

"You hungry?"

"Yes..." Rebecca was actually famished. Her stomach rumbled loudly.

"Good. The manor's chef is preparing a gourmet dinner for us. Pâté, smoked salmon and veal risotto for you. A hanger steak and clams for me."

Rebecca's mouth watered, so she broke into action putting on her dress. Unsurprisingly, it fit her perfectly: Harry had known her size since they first started their relationship. It had been essential to fitting his inventions to her exact specifications.

"You look lovely," Harry said when she finished putting it on.

"No funny business until I take this thing off," she warned him. "I'd hate to stain this thing."

"Understood," he replied, winking. For a second Rebecca thought for sure he'd smack her ass, he looked so tempted, but he relented.

"Not too shabby yourself," she said to him after he finished tying his bow tie. The suit he'd worn earlier that day could have melted her panties right off, but his tux was even nicer. It probably cost more than she'd make in a year working in a science lab or teaching at a university.

When the two of them reached the grand hall, A path to the only table present was made by rows of rosebushes that had been brought inside. Harry held her hand as they passed between them and sat at the table, upon which were two candles that glowed brightly. Resting between the candles was a long, flat black box.

"What's all this for?" Rebecca asked, grinning ear to ear.

"Only the best for the woman I love."

"Seriously? Come on, Harry. Spill. What's going on?"

He looked at the box on the table. "I have two surprises for you tonight. There's the first. Open it up."

"What is it?" she asked, lifting off the lid.

"An invention. Sort of."

Rebecca brushed away the paper lining inside the box to reveal a collar. Thin and black, it looked perfectly sized to fit around her neck. However, she saw no buckle or clasp to open it. "How does it work?"

"Pick it up and run your finger down the length of it."

Rebecca did as asked. When she'd dragged her finger across a third of the length of the collar, a small break appeared, allowing the flexible material to bend outward.

"Oh!" she said, surprised. "How does it work?"

"The material is similar to that of a touchscreen. It can read your fingerprint. Or mine. Put it on."

Rebecca slipped the band around her neck and lined the ends together. When they connected, they sealed. Rebecca swiped her finger across it again, and the collar re-opened.

"Incredible," she said. "But why fingerprints?"

Harry smiled. "So only you or I can take it off. It's a symbol of our love. When you wear it, it tells others that you belong to someone, and nobody can change that but you."

Rebecca could have died; her heart felt like a thousand fireworks had gone off inside. She'd never felt such love, but she did have an important question. "If no one can change that but me, how come you can take off the collar too?"

He laughed. "That's just practical. We may want to take it off during sex sometimes, and if you're tied up, you probably won't be able to."

"I see," she said. It made sense to her, especially when she realized she couldn't wear it all the time anyway. "And when I shower, I guess," she added.

"Nope!" said Harry. "It's waterproof. It also has a few other things built in. It wouldn't be one of my inventions otherwise."

"I'm sure it will be a big hit."

"Actually," said Harry, "this collar is one-of-a-kind. I'm not making another. It's just for you."

Rebecca brightened immensely. For a moment, she'd felt dejected by the idea of others having one of Harry's inventions. She'd never been jealous of them before: it was his job to make clever bondage devices and help sell them. If not for this job, the two of them may not have ever met. However, this collar was made as a gift to her, not another company project. Having him confirm this made her happier than she could comprehend. She sealed the end of the collar. "I love it."

"I love you," he replied.

"I love you too." She smiled and took his hand when he reached out for her's.

When the waiter came, it was Harry's personal driver, Russel. He nodded to the couple but didn't say anything, setting down their first course and vanishing quickly.

The two chatted softly, mostly enjoying watching the other eat. She ate her bisque carefully, guarding the dress with her life. While they waited for their salads, Harry took out his phone and gave it to Rebecca. Loaded on the phone was a recording from one of the manor's camera feeds. It showed her friend Leah, who was tied to a chair with rope, arms behind her back and feet dangling in the air. She was gagged with duct tape, its silvery hue contrasting sharply with her very suntanned skin. A rope encircling her waist very tightly led down to and disappeared in her crotch.

"Oh, she looks good," Rebecca said.

Flogging Leah's breasts was Huck, Harry's friend and colleague, who was handsome and built, but also terse and often crude. Rebecca knew Leah well enough to see the look in her eyes was one of sheer bliss. The video had audio, and when Rebecca turned it on, Leah's delighted squeals rang out from the phone.

"This is what happens when they try punishing her," said Harry, shaking his head.

"Really? Surely they could think of something."

"They've tried. Some people just love it all. I think you'd be the exact same if you were a trainee."

"Probably," Rebecca agreed. "Are a lot of the trainees like this?"

"A few," he said. "You remember Alexis? She totally was."

Rebecca did remember her. She could tell at the time how much Alexis enjoyed being bound and punished. "So what do you do in those cases?"

"That's easy. You break out a bottle of champagne and celebrate. Speaking of..."

Harry got out of his seat. While walking toward Rebecca, he reached into the pocket of his jacket and pulled out a small, black box.

He got down on one knee and said, "Rebecca, the last few months have been the best of my life. Every day I feel the love you have for me like a raging river, overwhelming me and taking me and filling me to the point where you're all I can think of. I can only hope you feel the same way about me because everything in my life is meaningless if you won't be a part of it."

He opened the jewelry box in his hand, revealing a diamond ring. "Rebecca, will you marry me?"

"Yes, of course!" she said, taking the ring and sliding it onto her finger. Tears streamed down her face as Harry brought his lips to hers. They kissed for a time that went too fast for both, and when they parted, a round of applause rang out. Rebecca turned to the source to see Leah, Huck and dozens of the manor's trainees standing in a single row. Dressed in lingerie and leather collars, the trainees' smiles seemed genuine, even though none of them really knew Rebecca.

And who knows what they think of Harry? she thought.

"Congratulations, you guys!" said Leah.

Rebecca ran over to her and gave her friend a hug. Harry walked to Huck and did the same. When they finished, Harry hugged Leah as well.

Russel returned with several members of the manor staff. While Russel shook hands with Harry, the rest of the staff brought out a serving cart with bottles of champagne and lots of glasses. They poured the wine and passed around the glasses until everybody had one.

"To Harry and Rebecca," said Leah. As one, they drank.

When the trainees finished their glasses, Huck set to work tying their hands behind their backs. Harry and Rebecca accepted second glasses while the trainees were bound strictly, with rope tightly forcing their elbows together, as well as their knees, forcing them to hobble. While they watched, Russel brought out the main course of the dinner, allowing them to enjoy their meal as well as the show.

"Harry, I'm sorry, but there's no way this lovely dress is not getting stained," said Rebecca. Seeing all the trainees bound was setting loose her fluids, which only had a thin set of panties to soak through before reaching the dress.

"It doesn't matter. The most important thing is you said yes."

"I did." Rebecca looked at the ring on her finger. "So what does this thing do?"

"It makes you mine," said Harry, smiling devilishly.

"That's all?"

"What do you mean, 'that's all?'"

Rebecca laughed. "I'm just surprised."

When Huck finished tying up the trainees, including Leah, he bid them say good night. They were gagged with white cloths, but they mumbled as best they could. Rebecca waved to Leah and laughed as she was led out of the grand hall with the rest of the women. She knew she'd have lots to discuss with Leah soon enough.

When they were alone once again, Harry held Rebecca's hand and smiled.

"This has been perfect," said Rebecca.

"Almost," said Harry. "I think there's one last thing we need to do." He took her hand and led them out of the hall and to the lobby elevator. Rebecca knew where they were going: his workshop, where it all began.

---

The workshop's bed, normally fitted with a single spartan sheet and a pair of small pillows, was now covered in rose petals. A large, red candle rested on the nightstand, casting a dim glow throughout the space. Harry had turned the lights down throughout the shop, illuminating only their bed. It created the illusion that together they had the world to themselves, with nothing around to distract them from their love of one another.

Rebecca and Harry undressed each other slowly, taking their time. They placed their nice clothes on a rack set up by the bed for them. When she was naked except for her ring and her collar, Rebecca got on the bed and waited expectantly for her man.

Harry sat down next to her after collecting several bundles of rope from the nightstand. He stared at her lovingly as he tied her wrists to the metal frame of the bed's headboard. He didn't need to see what he was doing; his hands found the cords and moved expertly, securing her hands. When he finished with them, he moved on to her legs, spreading them apart by tying each ankle to the backboard.

In that moment, Rebecca realized that everything in her life was perfect. She was engaged to the man of her dreams, on her way to a rewarding career, loved dearly by her best friend and tied up in her favorite way, about to enjoy the greatest of carnal pleasures. Except, now when Harry laid into her, it wasn't as a colleague or a boyfriend; soon she would be more than just a product tester or a pet. She already belonged to him in her eyes, but making it official declared to everyone that their love was no delusion or mistake. She loved the idea of being his wife, of being his for the rest of her life. A day ago it had been just a dream; a far off possibility. Now that it was real, it was hard to believe it hadn't felt inevitable the whole time.

"Honey, tell me what you're thinking," she said to Harry.

He crawled on top of her, pinning her already bound arms underneath his hands. "I'm thinking about how a woman who accepts a marriage proposal is agreeing to the ultimate form of bondage. When you agreed to be mine and put on that ring, it was more binding than any set of handcuffs or any rope. Every time you get tied up, you eventually get untied. That doesn't happen in marriage, though. When you put that ring on, it's forever. And unlike cuffs and rope, I can't bind you with the ring. You have to choose it for yourself. It's the most powerful act of devotion there is."

Rebecca squirmed against her bonds and licked her lips as Harry spoke. When he finished he brought his lips to Rebecca's and kissed her deeply. The sheets underneath Rebecca grew damp as she attempted to flail her arms and legs.

"All right," he said, getting up off the bed. "Let's see how you did in keeping your dress clean."

He picked up her dress off the rack, but without looking at it, set it back down. "I'm kidding," he said. He took her panties off the rack and held them up for her to see. "It's way too dark in here to look for stains. This will work much better." He sniffed the panties, smiling as he enjoyed the scent.

"How'd I do?" Rebecca asked, though she knew the answer.

"You tell me," said Harry. He held the panties up to her nose, forcing her to inhale the musty scent of her juices. Harry put his finger between her lips, prompting her to open her mouth. When she did, he tied the panties into her mouth like a cleave gag, forcing her to taste them but not really preventing her from speaking.

"I think when I look at that dress later I know what I'm going to see," he said. "There's going to be a stain, don't you think?"

"Yesh, shir," she said, her voice muffled slightly.

"My bride-to-be should be punished, shouldn't she?"

"Yesh, shir."

"After all, someday soon you're going to be wearing an entirely different dress. And that one you're really not going to want to get dirty."

"No, shir," she agreed. Rebecca had imagined what her wedding dress would look like for a long time. Now she wondered, What on earth am I going to have on underneath?

"Now, just because we're engaged, don't think that I'm going to give you any mercy. I'm still your master, and my punishments will be harsh but fair. Is that understood?"

"Yes, shir." Rebecca shivered in anticipation. She was so happy, she knew she could bear anything he could dish out.

He reached under the bed and produced something Rebecca could barely see in the low lighting. When she felt it, though, she knew exactly what it was: A feather! She squealed and bucked, laughing uncontrollably as Harry caressed her all over, especially on her sensitive feet.

"I know, I know," he said. "This is very mean of me."

Rebecca couldn't reply; tears of laughter were streaming down her face, and she was breathing so quickly she had to force herself to slow down. As soon as she did, Harry went right back to tickling her with the feather.

"Yes, I agree, this is a rough way to start our lives as a real couple, but this is for your own good."

"Yesh, shir," she said, once she got her laughter under control. "Hank you, shir."

Harry tossed the feather aside and kissed her on the cheek. "So, remember when I suggested we take a vacation? The word I wanted to use was 'honeymoon,' but I didn't want to jump the gun. You understand, right?"

"Uh huh."

"Where would you like to go? Anywhere in the world."

"Ah-hee-ee?"

Harry grinned. "Was that supposed to be Tahiti?"

"Yesh."

"Done. Have you ever been there?"

"No."

"Me neither. Sounds lovely."

Harry massaged Rebecca's breasts, then squeezed her nipples, causing her to moan and roll her head around on the pillow. Harry then moved on from her breasts to her pussy, finding it warm and wet. He massaged her clit, then plunged his fingers inside. He worked them in and out, slowly at first but quickly gaining speed. Rebecca sighed and shut her eyes, enjoying the strength and skill in his dextrous hands and fingers. When he'd brought her as far as he thought he could using just his fingers, he crawled on top of her and slid his cock into her crevice.

Hungry for their first intercourse as an engaged couple, Rebecca opened her eyes and stared into Harry's. She smiled as Harry increased his pace, finding a steady rhythm for his thrusting. Rebecca growled, eager for him to go harder and faster, and Harry obliged. Soon his massive rod was driving into her like a jackhammer and she could feel an orgasm coming on.

"Ay I um, shir?" she asked.

"Yes, you can come," he replied.

Her request granted, she let go and shuddered as the orgasm spread throughout her body. The wave of pleasure seemed to light up every pleasure receptor in her brain, an all-natural rush better than any drug. As she came over and over, she realized that marrying Harry had been written the day she met him. She didn't know at first how hard she'd fall for him, but she did know that she wanted him. From day one, he had been caring and compassionate, fun-loving and adventuresome. She'd never had any reason to question his motives, to become jealous of him or to doubt him.

But was Harry going to continue to work in the same capacity at BonDouleurs Manor? It meant being sexually serviced by other women. She'd been understanding of this arrangement throughout their relationship, but should that change when they moved on to marriage? Should she want it to change? Rebecca wasn't even sure. She believed Harry would do whatever she asked in this regard, even if it would cost him his job. The company that owns the manor did not appreciate its staff attempting to dictate terms, but Harry wasn't the kind who liked being told what to do. His job was perfect for him because, with few exceptions, he had free reign to work on projects he wanted to. As long as his clients were happy, so were his bosses; thanks to his muse, who was now his future spouse, he had done so, exceeding expectations. What if that changed because of their marriage?

"Hey, what's wrong?" asked Harry. He pulled the panties out of her mouth.

"I'm just worried about what this will mean for your job."

Harry nodded. "It'll be fine. You know I've made quite a name for myself, thanks to you. BonDouleurs needs us as much as we need it. And if they have a problem, we'll go our own way. We're smart, hard-working people; we'll be all right."

"Good," said Rebecca, feeling reassured. Harry always knew how to do that.

"Now hush." Harry slid the panties back into Rebecca's mouth. She bit down and giggled, arousal returning at a rapid pace. To speed it along even further, Harry rubbed her clit while sucking on her breasts. When he felt her fluids start to drip again, he took his engorged member in hand and fed it into her sodden chasm.

Rebecca's sighs turned into screams as he penetrated deeply. In a way, Rebecca regretted the fact that soon she would be nothing but a bundle of activated nerves, flooded with pleasure, barely able to comprehend anything but euphoria. Harry always brought her to the ultimate state of bliss, and as much as she enjoyed going there, she wanted to stay in this moment: she wanted to remember every second of their first time together as future spouses. But what was she supposed to do? Turn down an unrelenting series of orgasms? She couldn't bring herself to do that. Who would?

So Rebecca settled in and felt the joy of being loved by the man she would marry. She tested her bonds and savored the tug of the ropes at her skin. She felt the light collar around her neck and the ring around her finger. She loved knowing that they would always be there, just like Harry. The ropes would always be temporary, a facet of their private world, but the collar and ring would be seen out in public. Something about that intoxicated her tremendously. She'd been out in public in forms of bondage, but none that were visible to the outside world; her true condition had been concealed under her clothes.

The collar, however, was something that people would see every day. They wouldn't know its true nature, but it would always be there, and if they thought about why, or asked her about it, she could say, "Because my husband gave it to me."

She played the phrase through her mind over and over again as Harry plowed away. He gave it to me, she thought as she erupted, her orgasm bringing tears of joy that flowed freely. She saw Harry wipe away a few of his own. He didn't stop his lovemaking though, he kept on going, fueled by love. He worked her as if every experience they'd had together was merely practice for this very moment, and it showed. Somewhere inside, Rebecca told herself, If this is blowing your mind, just wait for your wedding night.

By the time Harry finished, utterly exhausted and spent, the two of them were beyond the capacity for words. They didn't need them. In that perfect moment, all they needed was to be with each other.
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"Tell me what you're thinking," said Phil as he shut the door behind us.

"I... I don't know."

"Are you scared?"

I wasn't.

"Do you feel safe?"

I did.

"If I asked you to undress, would you?"

I would.

"Then take off your blouse."

I stared into his eyes as I slowly pulled my arms through the sleeves. Why couldn't I believe that this was really happening? I'd made an appointment with Dr. Birch knowing the rumors. If you're willing, the doctor will treat you He'll give you what you need. Is this what I needed? Judging by my drenched panties, it was. Underneath my bra I could feel my erect nipples and knew there was no going back.

He could tell right away, I realized. I was an open book to him.

With my blouse off, I felt the cool air of the room around my exposed skin. I wasn't shy about my body – I knew I was attractive and desirable – but baring myself to somebody new always made me nervous. If even half the rumors about Phil were true, he'd treated many, many women like me.

"You're a beautiful woman, Lacy," he said.

"Thank you." I blushed, enjoying the compliment.

"It's a shame the men in your life haven't given you the satisfaction you need. You deserve to be happy, and I think I can show you how. For a proper therapist/patient relationship to be effective, there has to be trust. Do you trust me, Lacy?"

"I do." I nodded, knowing I never would have walked into this room if I hadn't.

"I'm glad you think so, but we only just met. Today we're going to find out how deep into this process you're willing to go. Are you ready to begin?"

"Yes."

Phil grabbed my arm and spun me around. He slapped my ass again, this time harder than he had back in his office. "Yes, what? Is that how you address me?"

"Yes, sir?" I said, unsure.

He spanked me again, and I cried out as the pain gripped me.

"Sir? Did you just say 'sir?' Did you call me Mr. Birch when you met me?"

"No."

Again his hand met the rosy skin of my backside. "No, what?" he said measuredly.

"No, doctor," I said finally, a single tear slipping down my cheek. He had done it again; he'd shifted into a different self, like he was two different men: the compassionate, professional therapist and the cruel, exacting dominant. Phil made me feel comfortable, and cared for – much like Clark and Dmitri had. The doctor, however, made me feel something else entirely. And he called himself my master. What does that make me? A servant? The thought should have repulsed me, but I liked it for some reason.

He took both of my wrists in one of his hands and pulled them together behind my back. His other arm he wrapped around my chest, fondling my breasts. "I want you to understand, Lacy. While you're here, you will obey, or you will be disciplined. Is that clear?"

"Yes, doctor."

"If you are uncomfortable or want to stop, you tell me, and we'll stop. Otherwise, you do as I say. If I want you to serve me, you will serve. If I want to punish you, you will be punished. If I want to restrain you, you will be restrained. Understood?"

Every word he said shot me off like a rocket. I quivered in his grasp, not wanting to be let go. "Yes, doctor."
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"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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Will this magnificent specimen of manhood be too tempting to resist, or can Colin prove he's the only man she needs? Find out when dirty, new passions are ignited and first timers have a steamy encounter they'll never forget!

“Submissive Professor, Humiliated and Loving It”

When very proper professor Victoria Lovelace meets hunky college student Kevin Cross, something carnal and intoxicating awakens inside her: a deep, sexual need to be bound, dominated and humiliated. Fortunately, Kevin has some experience in giving women like her what they need.

Meeting at a seedy hotel in a dangerous part of town, Victoria discovers that the fear of being discovered doesn't just scare her, it excites her. She could lose her job if she's recognized, but that only makes her ache for release more desperately.

Little does Victoria know that Kevin has a thrilling, eye-opening evening planned for her, as he plans to show off her perfect body to an eager audience and expose her to the bliss of bondage and submission.

But will the experience fulfill her desires, or make her regret she ever gave in to temptation?

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

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

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

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

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

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


About the Author

Sasha Rich is a writer from upstate New York who just began taking a hobby and an imagination and making something for others to enjoy. Sasha likes rich men, submissive young women and a variety of BDSM practices. Most importantly, Sasha has a lot of fun ideas and hopes to share many more of them in the near future.

For fun, Sasha enjoys cooking, good movies and stepping inside a warm apartment after a chilly walk in the snow.

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