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Rebecca and Leah got back into the car and shut the doors. “Let me guess,” said Rebecca. “You want to do it. You want to go in there and… perform.”

“Becca. You know how long it’s been since that cheating scumbag broke up with me.”

“Uh huh.”

“You know I have been dying to get laid for a couple weeks now.”

“Yeah.”

“You’re the one who told me it’s time I met somebody.”

“This isn’t what I had in mind.”

Leah shrugged. “Are the men in there going to be hot?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Are they going to want to… uh. Well. Do… the things… what you and Harry do.”

Rebecca grinned. To think, I used to be the squeamish one. Leah had tried her hardest to give Harry and Rebecca their privacy, but she knew what went on behind Rebecca’s closed bedroom door. Rebecca thought of all the times she tried to hold in her cries of pleasure, knowing her roommate was yards away. Okay, she has a pretty good idea, Rebecca thought. She said, “You mean, are they going to want to tie you up, spank you and have their way with you?”

“Right,” said Leah. “That.”

“Definitely.”

“Then I’m in.”

“Leah, are you sure? They’re not going to be asking what you want to do. They’re going to tell you what they want. What if they demand you service three guys at once?”

“Oh. My. God. That sounds amazing.”

She’s cock crazy, thought Rebecca. “What if they want to blindfold you and then have you pleasure one man after another? You won’t even know who they are.”

The scenario seemed to give Leah some pause. She considered the possibility, then asked, “Will they pleasure me in return?”
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The Kinky Inventor’s Secret Fantasy


“You’ve got it?” asked Rebecca.

Harry pulled a pair of blue jeans out of a shopping bag. “I think these will be perfect.”

Rebecca had been waiting in her apartment, in her bedroom, for two hours for Harry to return. “Was it busy at the mall?” she asked, “Or were you just taking your time?” She grinned, knowing with certainty the answer was the latter.

“You know, I wanted to make sure what I got was perfect. It’s one thing to know the size, but there are so many styles,” he replied. His tone said Scout’s honor but his eyes were lit with playful energy. “Plus I know you don’t mind waiting, do you?”

He’s got me there, she thought. “Not when you leave me like this, no.”

“I could come back later,” he offered, putting a foot out the door.

“Get back here, smart ass,” said Rebecca, unable to keep a smile off her face. Frankly, if he wanted to keep her tied to the bed, she wouldn’t object; she enjoyed every minute he was at the mall without her. But they had plans for today, and she knew that, for once, he would be impatient. They were going to indulge one of Harry’s hottest fantasies, and Rebecca expected he wanted to get started as soon as possible.

Rebecca had offered to go to the mall herself to pick out the jeans. She was the one who had to wear them, after all. But Harry insisted - it was his fantasy, so the job of making sure the details were just right fell to him. Additionally, he was intimately familiar with her dimensions. He’d made many things for her to wear. Not all of them were clothing in the strictest sense, but they required he know every detail of her form. He might even be more qualified to pick out her clothing than she was. Ironically, the jeans he bought wouldn’t fit her properly, but that was the point.

“Untie me so we can go,” she said.

“If I must.”

While Harry shopped, Rebecca passed the time eagerly anticipating their night. There was a time, only a few weeks prior, when spending a night with Harry was a special occasion. Now she saw him all the time. Fortunately, what hadn’t changed when they were together was their choice of activities. Today she knew only part of the agenda, but she knew it would be fun, thanks to Harry. Most likely they would wind up in his workshop, testing some new toy. He was always at work on something new there.

Yes, the workshop was still Harry’s. The company he worked for was uncomfortable at first with the idea of Harry, their star inventor, dating Rebecca, his favorite product tester, but the two had amply demonstrated their professionalism. Harry also made it clear to them that he and Rebecca were a package deal, and that the company would have an extraordinarily difficult time replacing either of them, so his job and their relationship was safe… for now.

Rebecca used to spend days waiting forward to the next time she saw Harry; a few hours alone in the comfort of her bed and his ropes was nothing. She wasn’t even truly alone: her roommate and best friend, Leah, had been watching television in the apartment’s common room the entire time. Both pretended the other wasn’t there: Rebecca, so she could better enjoy her isolation, and Leah, so as not to intrude on her friend’s privacy.

Leah had been living with her friend for less than two months; previously she’d lived with her former fiance. She was grateful to Rebecca for giving her a place to stay, but she was still recovering from the pain of her breakup; seeing a couple as happy as Rebecca and Harry was often difficult, but Rebecca had no doubt Leah would be fine, in time. Leah would take Rebecca up on her repeated offers to set her up with one of Harry’s friends; it was a matter of “when,” not “if.” After all, she assured Leah that his friends were all as handsome and kind as him; that kind of combination couldn’t be ignored forever. Rebecca had caught her checking out Harry’s toned body, which he developed through years of working with his hands on metal, wood and other hard materials. He was deceptively strong, but also gentle, having developed a keenly precise level of control; his work required it, as the quality of his inventions often depended on their being built to exact specifications.

Without question, Rebecca knew she had a catch in Harry, and he felt the same way about her. Volunteering to help fulfill one of his great sexual fantasies was an easy decision for Rebecca. Hearing about his plan, she knew she would enjoy it too. It would be confining, for sure; it would be painful, of course; but that’s what she craved. Submitting to him drove her wild, and every day she had chance to give herself to him was a day she treasured.

Wen Harry finished untying her, she rubbed her wrists where the ropes had imprinted on her skin and felt a sadness that they were gone. She loved the way they felt, especially when the hands that tied them belonged to someone she loved. It took skill to use ropes well, and creativity didn’t hurt; Harry had both.

Rebecca sat up and scratched an itch on her shoulder that had been bugging her since Harry left for the mall. She’d had a lot of experience lately in learning mind over matter. She stood up and walked slowly toward her closet, giving Harry a little time to admire her slim figure. He’d seen her nude too many times to count, but at the moment she wore a devastatingly sexy pair of black lingerie. “I’d rather see you in these than naked,” he told her once. “For a little while, anyway,” he added with a wink. The lingerie wouldn’t go with what they’d planned for later, so she traded it in for some plain panties.

“You ready?” he asked when she’d finished dressing. At Harry’s request, she’d thrown on a pair of yoga pants and her tight, white secretary blouse. She felt strange. Harry dressed impeccably, looking as striking in a flannel shirt and jeans as he did in a suit. Most of his clothes were custom tailored, or at least of the highest quality, so she tended to wear her nicest dresses and skirts on their dates. With Harry at her side, she felt under-dressed in such a modest ensemble, even though he just wore khakis and a long-sleeved, button-down shirt.

“Are you sure this is what you want me to wear?” she asked.

“Oh yes,” he assured her. “Trust me, you look great.”

She had to admit, the clothes certainly flattered her curves; the outfit would get plenty of attention when they were out in public. Is that what Harry wanted? “You’re looking to show me off, is that it?” The idea didn’t bother her, but she was curious if she’d cracked the code. Though it didn’t explain how the jeans factored in.

“No, not exactly. I don’t mind showing you off, if you’d enjoy it, but what I’m really after is for you to experience a new form of confinement,” Harry explained. “The kind that is dictated not by rules I make in private, but the rules that exist out in public.”

Rebecca shivered, titillated by the idea but also nervous. She’d never taken her love of bondage and submission outside the privacy of the bedroom. “Are other people going to see us… doing… anything?”

Harry smiled mischievously. “They will, but they won’t know it.”

Rebecca felt her knees shake as wetness dampened her panties. “I love it,” she said.

“I love you,” he replied.

“I love you too. I’m ready, let’s go.”

Harry grabbed the pair of jeans he bought at the mall, stuffed them back into the bag, and then they left. Rebecca hugged Leah before departing. Her friend knew the drill: Rebecca would not be back until the next day. “Promise me you’ll go out tonight instead of moping around,” said Rebecca.

Leah rolled her eyes. “Fine. But if some jerk picks me up and then never calls me again, I’m going to be really mad at you,” she said.

“No, you’ll thank me,” said Rebecca. “I guarantee it.”

Waiting for Rebecca and Harry on the street outside her building was Harry’s car, as well as its driver. “Good afternoon, Rebecca,” he said.

“Hi Russel,” she replied. The straight-laced blonde was always nice to her, not because she was dating his boss, but because she could tell he was as friendly as he was professional. He opened the door of the huge, black Lincoln Town Car he drove, Harry’s vehicle of choice. Rebecca preferred the limo that used to pick her up; she missed the game she used to play while riding to Harry’s company’s secluded headquarters. Someday I’ll have another chance, she thought.

Liking to keep the details of his plans a secret to amplify her anticipation, Rebecca didn’t know where they were headed; all she knew is that they would be in public.

Harry and Rebecca chatted throughout the ride, discussing his work, their standing with his company and Leah’s future. The idea of moving in with Harry was something they’d discussed, but neither wanted to pressure the other. In fact, Rebecca had never even been to Harry’s place. Apparently he owned a luxury penthouse somewhere downtown, but he spent more time at work. His workshop was more home than his penthouse; it even had a bed for him to sleep on, and he frequently did. Harry had offered to show Rebecca the penthouse, but had asked her to give him a little time: he wanted to equip it with as many of his workshop’s capabilities as possible, in order to give them a proper place to play. Sooner or later it would be ready; she couldn’t wait for that day to arrive.

When the car stopped, Rebecca was surprised to see they had arrived at a hotel owned by a major chain. What could possibly be here? Rebecca wondered.

“Thanks, Russel,” said Harry. “Feel free to relax, we’re going to be a few hours.”

“No problem,” the driver said. “Call me whenever you’re ready to go.”

Harry and Rebecca got out of the car and he pointed them toward the hotel’s entrance.

“Really, where on earth are we going?” she asked.

“Reception hall. You’ll see. This way.” Harry held her hand and quickened his pace, eager to reveal his plans. She could see the excitement in his face. She followed his lead through the lobby of the hotel until they reached their destination. When they got to the doors, Rebecca saw through them dozens of tables set up with men and women dressed in business attire. Papers, pens and pamphlets were everywhere. On an easel set up before the doors, Rebecca saw printed two words that explained everything and nothing: JOB FAIR.

“This is your fantasy?” Rebecca asked.

“No,” said Harry. “We’re not ready to go in yet. Come on.” Once again Harry led Rebecca, this time through the green-carpeted corridors of the hotel itself. Harry took a room key out of his pocket and opened one of the doors. “In here,” he said.

“Now I’m really confused,” said Rebecca.

Harry put down the shopping bag with the jeans and clearly more. “We’ll need some privacy to get you ready. Pull down your pants, then fold your arms behind your back.”

Finally, thought Rebecca. She was starting to wonder when their night was going to really begin. She was so used to their typical routine: going to the workshop, having a little fun - no, a lot of fun - and then testing out one of Harry’s new inventions. She didn’t mind a departure from the norm, but it had made things… unpredictable.

Harry reached into the shopping bag and pulled out a black, rubber plug. It was fairly long and thick, and it was shaped like a perfectly detailed penis. In fact, it looked exactly like-

“Is that… your cock?” said Rebecca, pointing at it. Just as Harry knew every square inch of her body, she knew his just as well - especially his magnificent member.

“It is,” he said, beaming. “I had replicas made. I thought you’d appreciate the likeness.”

“I know I will. Can I try it?” This new toy wouldn’t be the first Harry had given to Rebecca in the hopes that she would enjoy using it on herself, and she loved deriving pleasure from using something Harry had made specifically for her. They always say it’s the thought that counts. Harry’s gifts were always thoughtful, and usually represented hours of effort as well.

“Sure, go nuts. In fact, feel free to lie down and do whatever comes to mind.”

Rebecca smiled and pulled her pants and panties off all the way, then hopped onto the bed. The covers were cool and soft under her bare skin, but she could feel herself getting hotter.

She started playing with her new toy by gripping the shaft in her hand. It really feels the same width, she thought. She rubbed it vigorously to warm it up, then opened her mouth and set it on her tongue. Just like as with the real thing, she had to open wide to take in more than the tip. Harry watched with a grin as she played with driving the toy deeply in and out, running her tongue over it and sucking as hard as if Harry could actually feel it. Then she held the toy above her breasts, lowered her mouth onto it and worked her head up and down. She loved the way the act made her feel like a good, well-trained pet.

When she felt she’d serviced the toy as long as she normally would Harry’s cock, she took it out of her mouth and angled it down toward her crotch. Her pussy was sopping wet, and the thick rod slid in easily. She moaned in pleasure as it filled her, the sensation amplified by how well it reminded her of the real thing.

“This is incredible,” she said.

“I’m glad you like it,” he replied.

Rebecca began pleasuring herself with the toy slowly, gently penetrating deeper as she went. Gradually she accelerated, building up a sweat and breathing heavily as her exhalations became higher and higher pitched.

“Here, let me help,” said Harry. He took her free hand in his and tightened a loop of rope around her wrist, then tied it off to the bed frame. Rebecca already felt herself more aroused by being partially bound. Before Harry took her other hand, she drove the toy into her as deeply as she could, wanting to maintain the feeling it produced while Harry finished binding her. She was glad he’d brought rope with him: she’d hate to miss it on such a night.

When he was done, he reached down to Rebecca’s crotch and felt around the base of the dildo. To her surprise, the toy began vibrating.

“Ohhhhh,” she sighed. “You didn’t… tell me… it did… that!” She tugged at the ropes around her wrists, fruitlessly fighting her bonds. She loved doing that, knowing she wasn’t going anywhere.

Harry stripped off his clothes and got on top of Rebecca on the bed. He kissed her neck while she panted and gasped for breath. Tonight was supposed to be a night where she gave Harry the fantasy he’d always wanted, and yet she was the one enjoying every gift he had to offer. That’s the kind of guy he is, she thought proudly.

“You can come whenever you’re ready,” he said, as if he’d read her thoughts.

Rebecca screamed as she let the orgasm rip through her body, fueled by the vibrations, Harry’s motion with the toy, his lips on her skin and all of the other myriad sources of arousal in her mind. She shuddered in bliss, thrashing about and bucking against Harry and the bed. He held on, and when her orgasm reached its peak, he pulled out the dildo.

However, before her pleasure could fade completely, he pressed the toy against her tight bud. Rebecca laughed to herself as she figured out what was coming next. I should have known, she thought. He never stops after one. The dildo, slick from her own juices, went into her backdoor slowly but steadily, as she had been accustomed. The pain was sharp, but it only fed her desire. When he’d buried it down to the flat guard he’d fashioned at the end, he turned it back on. The vibrating inside her ass was intense, and already another climax was building.

“Ready?” Harry said as he pulled down his pants and kicked them away with his foot. Rebecca nodded. She opened her eyes long enough to catch a glance at his real package, which stood stiff and fully erect, and then Harry plunged downward. He slid into her inviting crevice easily, and the sensation of feeling both cocks inside her together made her scream in ecstasy. He hammered at her drenched pussy while the vibrator hummed with power. He massaged her breasts through her clothes, and soon her euphoria was complete. Her mind drifted into the subspace of pleasure she so regularly reached with Harry.

He continued to enjoy himself as well, groaning louder and breathing deeply, feeling the surge of pleasure growing until at last he was nearly at his breaking point. Quickly he withdrew his cock, stood up on the bed and stroked it until his seed burst out and landed on the Rebecca’s face. She gasped, roused from her reverie, but quickly sighed in happiness, enjoying how his hot, sticky mess felt against her skin. Harry untied the ropes around her wrists and set them aside so he could lie down next to her. He reached for her crotch and shut off the dildo in her rectum. Together they shut their eyes and savored their satisfaction.

—

“Go take a shower,” Harry said to Rebecca after a few minutes.

“What?” she asked, still groggy.

“We’re going to that job fair,” he reminded her. “You have to clean up first. Be quick, and blow dry your hair. And don’t let my cock come out.”

Rebecca twisted over onto her front and slid her way off the bed. While finishing undressing, Harry smacked her ass. “Hurry up,” he said. She yelped at the hit, which was all the more painful due to the plug. Once in the bathroom, she turned on the water for the shower and waited for it to get hot. Just as she was stepping inside, steam billowing out the stall, she saw Harry, still nude, in the bathroom mirror. “Get in,” he said, following her.

Together they cleaned each other off with playful jubilation. Harry helped her shampoo her hair, and also held onto the plug so it wouldn’t slip out. Rebecca felt his touch through the toy and her excitement grew once more. She wished they could stay in the hot water for so much longer, but after only a little while Harry turned off the stream and told her to towel off.

Harry was fully dressed and waiting by the time Rebecca finished drying herself and her hair. As ordered, she did not let the dildo slip out of her once, despite how thick and long it was.

“Now, this is what I’ve been waiting for all night. Put your clothes back on, everything you were wearing when we got here,” said Harry. He watched as she obeyed, listening to her grunting as the dildo made dressing more difficult. When she was finished, Harry took out the pair of jeans he’d bought for her. “Now put these on too,” he said.

Rebecca’s eyes went wide when she slipped her leg into the jeans and felt how tight they were. They were at least one size too small, though Rebecca imagined it was more. Wearing these would be very uncomfortable in the best of circumstances; having to wear them over her yoga pants…

This is so goddamn hot, she thought. She yanked and pulled on the thick fabric, incrementally lifting the pants up her thighs. I won’t be able to take these off by myself, she realized. The idea of needing help to do something as simple as remove an article of clothing filled her with dirty desire. And I’m going to be… like this… the whole time… She could hardly stand how filthy and ravenous she felt, especially knowing she’d have no relief, not for hours.

“Why are we going to a job fair, exactly?” she asked as she struggled with the jeans, though she was nearly finished.

“For the experience. I know you’ve got grad school up next, but getting a taste of the working world won’t hurt. You might be surprised by how many opportunities will be available to you. I know most of the men in the room are going to find you very fetching.”

He was right: she knew that a pair of jeans this tight would get plenty of attention. She had only one concern. “Does your… gift… show through the jeans?”

“You’d have to be looking very, very closely to tell,” he assured her.

“Good.” Rebecca went to fasten the button on the jeans, but noticed it wasn’t there.

“What’s wrong?” Harry asked, smiling coyly.

“There’s no button. It’s gone – there’s a hole where it should be,” she said. “They’re not going to come off though, they’re too tight.”

“You’re probably right. Just in case, though, let’s use this.” Harry reached into his pocket and produced a small padlock. “Hold up your blouse,” he said.

Rebecca’s heart raced. The combination of the jeans’ tightness and the lock would make the pants akin to a full-body chastity device. She’d be encased in her own clothes for as long as Harry deemed fit.

He crouched down and pulled on the jeans just enough to slip the thin curved bar of the lock through the button holes. When he sealed the lock, the audible click sent shivers through Rebecca.

“Let’s have a look,” said Harry. He took her to the bathroom, which had a set of facing mirrors so she could see herself from both sides. “Gorgeous,” he said. He clutched her ass in his hands. “This looks exactly like I had hoped. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” she said, checking herself out in the mirror. She did look stunning, though she knew only Harry could appreciate her state fully. Her blouse even hid the padlock.

“All right,” he said. “Let’s go get you a job.”

“Wait,” she said. “Aren’t you supposed to bring-”

Harry took a small stack of papers out of the shopping bag. “Resumes,” he said.

Rebecca took the papers and looked them over. It was the one she had sent his company when she first applied for the job of product tester. Harry had updated it to represent the term of her employment and the expected completion of her college degree. He’s thought of everything, as usual, she thought. “Thanks.”

“Out,” he said, motioning for the door. Rebecca slipped on her heels, then stepped out of the door.

Walking down the hall, she moved very slowly. Every step was an ordeal. She felt as though she were trying to walk through three feet of snow, all while a massive cock was lodged in her ass.

“Oh, here’s something else I forgot to mention,” Harry said, taking out his phone.

What now? she thought. Harry tapped his phone, and the toy inside her sprung to life, vibrating furiously, but only for a few seconds, then it stopped.

“While you’re in there, I expect you to pay attention, ask intelligent questions and generally act as though you’re not on one of our dates, or I’ll give you a little jolt. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” said Rebecca. Now at last it was all clear to her. She would be in public, but nobody would know what was going on underneath her clothes. The challenge would be not to act strangely. She could see why Harry would have such a fantasy, and also why he’d never been able to fulfill it. How many women would not only be willing to do such a thing, but be able to enjoy it? They say people have their limits; Rebecca expected this was true, but if she had limits she’d not reached them yet. I’m sick, she used to think while tied up, gagged and being flogged, shocked and fucked hard. Now she knew, I’m not sick, I’m just different. Fortunately for her, so was Harry.

Rebecca grew accustomed to her condition faster than she expected, and soon they were walking at almost a normal pace. She could feel herself sweating slightly, and of course her panties were constantly collecting her fluids. How long would it be before it started to show? Maybe Harry wanted it to…

When they reached the reception hall, Rebecca looked around at all the people present, trying to determine what kind of reactions to prepare for. She immediately noticed that many of the people appeared to be college age like her. Some men and women were dressed in expensive business suits, clearly determined to impress potential employers, but some were dressed more casually like her. The men and women at the booths seemed friendly, giving out business cards to everyone who asked and offering a variety of gifts emblazoned with the company logo.

“Here, this one,” Harry said, pointing her toward a booth marked for a local bank.

“Okay, but what does a bank have to do with physics?” asked Rebecca.

“That’s your problem.”

Rebecca approached the booth and tried to seem interested in a pamphlet she picked up off their table.

“Hi there,” said a bank employee, a young man who seemed fresh out of college. He was attractive, though not as handsome as Harry. He had long, shaggy hair that clashed with the rest of his professional grooming, but maybe that was the point. His name tag said “Philip.”

“Hey,” said Rebecca. She wasn’t sure what to do, or what to say.

“If you… uh… I could tell you… about the bank,” he stammered. Philip was nervous, perhaps struck by Rebecca’s beauty. Did he see my pants when we entered? she wondered. Was he amazed by how tight they look?

“Oh, no thanks,” said Rebecca. The words were barely out of her mouth when she felt the vibrator jump inside her. “Aye! I mean, sure, tell me about it.”

“What’s your background?” he asked, sounding encouraged.

“Phys- Physics.”

“Oh, uh huh. Well, you must have a solid background in math, right? Our loans department is always interested in people like that…”

Rebecca did her best to listen to the man, but the combination of her distracted state and her disinterest in banking made it difficult.

“Do you have any questions?” Philip asked eventually.

“No, not really,” Rebecca replied. Once again, the plug in her began to spasm. She gasped, then pretended to cough. “Actually, do you offer part time hours? I’m going to be starting grad school.”

Harry nodded, smiling to himself as he pretended to play around on his phone. He’d been doing so the whole time, ready to trigger the toy whenever he wanted.

“Thanks,” Rebecca said when Philip finished.

“What about your friend here?” he asked, referring to Harry. “Anything you’d like to know?”

“No thanks, I’m just here for her,” he said.

“Oh, no problem. Hey,” he said to Rebecca. “Have a keychain. It has our number. Call anytime, or go online to submit an application.”

“Can I have one?” asked Harry, pointing at the keychains and taking the loose padlock key out of his pocket. “I could use one of those.”

Philip looked at him strangely, but nodded. Rebecca blushed, thinking about the lock, the ersatz button, at her waist.

Harry led them to another booth, this time for an insurance company. Rebecca gulped, knowing how hard it would be to feign interest here. Harry clutched her ass cheek in his hand and pushed her forward. The sensation was stinging, and she nearly yelped loudly, but she was glad to be leaving the insurance company behind.

As they toured the hall, Rebecca collected pens and thumb drives and all manner of giveaways. Who needs all this junk? she thought to herself. She was trying to distract herself from just how uncomfortable she was. Breathing took a little extra effort due to how tightly the pants hugged her hips. It pressed on the toy inside her at all times, ensuring it would not escape. Her fluids were still dripping into her panties, even after all this time: she knew her arousal would only to continue to grow, due to the constant stimulation and simultaneous denial.

Harry apparently knew it too: she could see a bulge in his pants. While utterly failing to listen to a programmer describe a nighttime course for basic coding, Harry stood directly behind her to hide his massive erection. He stood so close that every time she leaned back, she could feel his knob against the small of her back, each time sending a jolt of desire through her.

After feeling the vibrator buzzing inside her several times during the programmer’s presentation, Harry finally took pity on his pet and led them away from the software company’s table. “How’s it feeling?” Harry asked her, whispering in her ear.

“Really good,” she said. “It feels so tight everywhere. It reminds me of your Enclosure.”

Harry nodded happily. “I’d hoped you might say that.” The Enclosure was one of his favorite inventions, and the night he tested it on Rebecca was full of fond memories.

“Good. Let’s go see the engineering group.”

Fortunately for the Rebecca, the engineers were of interest to Harry. Though he had found the best job he would ever have – it was hard to argue otherwise – and wasn’t looking to change careers, he used electronics in his inventions all the time. Learning about innovations in his field could come in handy. While he enjoyed the presentation, he failed to notice that Rebecca wasn’t paying attention until the engineers finished speaking and his focus changed back to her.

Rebecca trembled as the vibrator’s sudden activation shocked her again. This time she did let out a little squeal. She could feel the eyes on her, wondering what could have possibly caused her to make such a sound. Blushing, she started giggling, pretending Harry had said something incredibly funny. He laughed too, though his was a genuine reaction to her improvisation. In truth, she wasn’t fooling anybody. Something is off about those two, Rebecca imagined the others thinking. But what? She didn’t expect any of them would ever guess the truth.

“This way,” said Harry, quickly smacking her ass. It was just a light touch, and the impact was stopped by the jeans, but through the plug she felt it clearly.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“To see a video.”

“Seriously? On what?”

Harry looked at the map of the tables he’d picked up and checked it. “Compliance. You’d know a thing or two about that,” he said. “This will be perfect.”

Perfectly dull, she thought. Of course, that was the point. A job fair was a dull place to be, especially if you weren’t actually looking for work. It was the perfect place to test somebody in a game of not-making-a-scene. Everybody here was screaming inside for something interesting to happen, or to be somewhere else. Rebecca grinned, realizing that the joy of being with Harry was that no matter where they were, she was always in the place she most wanted to be. After all, she’d spent more time with him in a functional workshop than anywhere else, and it was not a place that looked welcoming if you didn’t know Harry.

By “compliance,” Harry had been referring to two completely different things. Rebecca lived to obey his orders and serve him, but that was not the same as ensuring a business operates in accordance to all the legal codes and regulations necessary. When she heard the video was a half-hour long, Rebecca shut her eyes and shook her head. This is just cruel, she thought.

Harry squeezed her thigh with his hand after they’d taken a seat. She whimpered when sitting down, finding out that with the plug in place it was a whole new punishment. At least while walking around the fair she’d been able to stand up.

As the video pressed on, Rebecca looked around at the handful of other people watching. Some were taking notes, not paying attention to her. However, one man was eying her impossibly tight pants. She tried not to think about him, and as her mind wandered she became aware of something moving. The plug had activated, but with just a fraction of the intensity as before.

“What are you doing?” she whispered to Harry.

“I’m watching the video,” he replied.

She punched his arm. “I’m serious! You turned it on again!”

“Oh, that. I set it to slowly get more intense. Let’s see how much of the video you can get through without making a sound.”

Rebecca hated that he’d offered her a challenge. He knew she couldn’t resist a challenge, especially an explicit one. She steeled herself, knowing the vibration was only going to get worse. She was even starting to hear it, a tiny buzz that was only audible because she was listening for it. She doubted anyone else would notice… for now.

Sweat began to roll down her forehead as the vibration continued. She tried to listen to the video, to focus on every single word, but it was impossible. She tried to steady her breathing, but she couldn’t help resorting to inhaling deeply as an orgasm grew inside. She looked to Harry, putting on the most pitiable face she could. Like a sad puppy, she thought.

“I want you to know,” he said, speaking directly into her ear, “that this is the hottest I have ever felt for you or anyone else, and when we get back to that hotel room, I am going to ravish you.”

“You promise?” she whispered.

“Definitely.”

By the time the video was almost over, the plug in Rebecca’s ass was shaking at nearly full intensity, and the sound was starting to cause people to look around in confusion, wondering what it was and where it was coming from. Oh, it’s just a cell phone, she wanted to say. But who’s? Why aren’t they answering it? She and Harry shrugged and pretended to look around in search of the source too.

Soon the speaker in the video was wrapping up with a short summary. “Using the information we’ve covered today, you should now be familiar with the latest changes made to the state-wide codes,” he said as Rebecca started to tremble. “Oh god,” she said. Oh god, they’re looking, she thought. “Oh god,” she repeated out loud.

“This was very enlightening,” Harry said, grabbing Rebecca’s hand and pulling her out of her seat. She followed him as he dragged her out of the convention hall as quickly as he could. She was in no condition to be running through a crowd of people, as the waves of pleasure emanating from her behind were overwhelming her. She was sobbing from the bliss by the time they reached the hallway, where a couple of older men in ill-fitting suits eyed them suspiciously.

“She just got hired after six months of unemployment!” Harry explained.

“Congratulations!” they shouted.

“Thanks,” Rebecca wailed as Harry practically carried her away.

Harry laughed to himself, giddy at his handiwork. Rebecca enjoyed the euphoria coursing through her, nearly to the point of being oblivious to the world. When they reached the room, Harry had his key card ready, and quickly they were inside. As soon as the door shut behind them, Rebecca let out all of the tension that had built up and screamed. Harry cupped his hand over her mouth, very aware that they were in a hotel, not his workshop, and that the walls were not as thick as he’d like. With his other hand, he reached for the shopping bag and took out a big, red ball gag. He pressed it into Rebecca’s already wide open mouth and then secured the buckle to keep it there. She continued to sob in ecstasy, and now also enjoyed the presence of the gag.

“Take off your top,” ordered Harry.

Rebecca did as asked, still present in the moment enough to know what he wanted, but she was falling back into subspace quickly.

Harry could tell this was the case, and so his next action was to attach a cruel set of clamps to her sensitive nipples. The pain briefly interrupted Rebecca’s ecstasy, but as it joined the experience she began to enjoy their sting. Harry tugged at them for a little while, then reached for the shopping bag. He took out three sets of handcuffs. They were not the fuzzy toys used by amateurs; these were serious, with only one chain link to separate the cuffs from one another. Harry pulled Rebecca’s hands behind her back and snapped on the first pair around her wrists. The second he placed above her elbows, forcing her arms together fairly tightly. The third and last he fastened around her ankles so she couldn’t walk.

“This is perfect,” Harry said as he took in the sight of his pet. “Just how I’d always imagined it would be. You make my fantasies come true, Rebecca.”

If Rebecca had been able to reply, she’d have said that he did the same for her. Of course, that was perfectly obvious at the moment. He devised fantasies she didn’t know she had, then brought her to them.

Although Rebecca had been restrained by tighter bondage in her work and play with Harry, and had been stimulated with the same techniques, she felt that each session they had was better than the last. It helped that he kept coming up with new inventions – truly, she inspired him creatively like nothing ever had before.

Harry opened the hotel’s minibar and picked out a tiny bottle of scotch. He poured it into a glass and sat down on the bed, watching Rebecca, savoring every sound she made as she shuddered through an orgasm that would not lose its intensity. He sipped his drink slowly, not wanting to change a thing.

—

When Rebecca regained her senses, she found herself lying face down on the hotel bed, her head turned and resting on a pillow. Her hands and arms were cuffed behind her back, and her legs were cuffed too. The dildo in her behind was still there, but it was off. She was grateful: her ass felt incredibly sore. The cock-shaped plug had been in there for a long time. She welcomed it, but knew she’d pay for it later.

She mewled through the gag to let Harry know she was back from subspace. He didn’t say anything at first, but she did hear him get up from the recliner. The next thing she felt was her heels being pulled off her feet. Her socks came next. When they were gone, she was surprised by Harry’s intention: he began tickling her feet using something incredibly soft. She laughed uncontrollably as he dragged it across her toes and below the bridges of her feet. As she bucked and fidgeted, Harry held down her ankles and tormented her feet with the surprisingly erotic source of stimulation.

“We don’t do this very often, do we?” he asked, showing her the white feather he was indeed using. “To be honest, it’s not really part of my fantasy, but I saw it at the store and thought, hey, why not?”

Rebecca hollered through her gag as the infectious laughter forced her to agitate the plug in her ass. Finally, when Harry was satisfied, he turned her onto her side and loosened the gag enough to take it out of her mouth. He let it rest on the wet bed sheet where her drool had soaked it thoroughly. Before she could say anything, he stuffed his cock deep into her mouth. Maybe it was her imagination, but it had never seemed so large to Rebecca. She liked to think Harry’s staff had grown more massive as a result of getting to live out his ultimate secret fantasy. Whether or not it was true didn’t matter anyway: the important part was that she give him the experience he craved. He had already brought her more sweet release than she had ever imagined, and it on a night that was supposed to be about him!

So she sucked his cock just the way he liked it, using all the strength she could to lift her head and plunge it downward. Harry groaned in utter carnal fulfillment, his bliss total. Rebecca was not surprised when it only took a little while for him to climax: he’d been building toward this moment for hours. She couldn’t imagine having that kind of self-control.

“Oh no… I’m not done,” he said between breaths. First he re-inserted the ball gag into her mouth. Rebecca whined, but she knew neither of them could resist the way she looked with it wedged firmly between her teeth.

Harry then picked Rebecca up in his arms and stood her up on the floor. He found his khakis lying by the bed and took from a pocket the key chain he received from the job fair. On it was the key to the padlock sealing Rebecca’s jeans. When she saw it, she felt the familiar cognitive dissonance: she would have relief from a constricting form of bondage, but also regret, as the comforting grip of the restraints disappeared.

He opened the padlock and set it aside. Of course, Rebecca’s jeans didn’t simply fall down: they were far too tight. Harry unlocked the cuffs around her ankles, then began yanking and pulling at the jeans, dragging them down her body a half-inch at a time. All the while, the sensation of the plug in Rebecca’s ass intensified anew, as the movement of the fabric jostled it again and again.

“This is a lot harder than I thought it would be,” said Harry.

What if he can’t get them off? she wondered.

“I brought a pair of sheers, just in case,” he said, anticipating her concern. “But it would be a shame to destroy such a nice pair of jeans. I was hoping we could do this again sometime. You know, go to the movies, walk on the beach. That sort of thing.”

Rebecca agreed, those all sounded like fun. Fortunately for both of them, Harry managed to remove the jeans, though the effort was laborious. Rebecca groaned in relief when they were at last pulled free. She spread out her legs and enjoyed how cool her legs felt; her underwear and yoga pants were soaked around the crotch, and the air around them was now producing a very welcome chilling effect.

“Wow,” said Harry, massaging her crotch through her clothes. “Did you have a good time, dear?”

Rebecca nodded enthusiastically, laughing through the gag.

“Good. I did too. And we’re not done yet. I’ve got a few more ideas. If you recall, I made you a promise during that video.”

Harry got up and put his hand’s on Rebecca’s waist. He kissed her cheek, and then with one quick motion, pulled down her yoga pants and underwear. He dropped to his knees and leaned forward to put his lips to her warm folds and let his mouth express his appreciation. Rebecca quickly found herself catapulted back into subspace; she had barely even left it.

By the time Harry’s tongue tired of stroking her swollen sex, she was already beyond words. When he stopped, Harry took a deep breath, then put his hand around the flat base of the dildo in her ass. “Ready?” he asked, and she nodded. Harry exhaled and pulled on the plug, which had no trouble coming free. Rebecca howled into her gag as it finally was removed. How many hours had it been? She hadn’t counted. Knowing Harry, the damn thing probably had a little clock built in that could tell. As much as she enjoyed having it inside her the whole time, it was quite a relief to have it out.

Harry put the replica of his member back into the shopping bag, then lifted Rebecca in his arms and set her down on the bed. He took off the handcuffs that were around her arms and wrists and tossed them aside. He opened the nightstand next to the bed and pulled out several lengths of rope. Tears of joy rolled down Rebecca’s cheeks as Harry tied her hands together to the center of the headboard. When he finished, he lifted up each leg until her feet could almost touch her head and tied each foot to the headboard as well. With her legs spread wide, she was totally exposed, her inviting crevice presented for Harry’s use. However, before Harry began to make good on his promise, he re-attached the set of clamps she’d worn on her breasts earlier, eliciting pained moans as each one bit down on her hardened nipples.

“I feel like these have gone criminally under-appreciated today,” he said while massaging her chest. “Well, we have the whole weekend ahead of us.”

Rebecca sighed, imagining two more whole days of this kind of treatment. Is it really possible to have too much of a good thing? she wondered. In her experience, no, no it wasn’t.

“I love you, Rebecca,” said Harry. “Thanks for making my dreams come true today.”

”-Uv ooh too,” she mumbled through the gag.

As she said it, Harry plunged his rock hard staff deep into her inviting chasm, slipping between her folds like a hand into a glove, his girth proving no challenge. Her pussy ached with desire, and eagerly anticipated his penetration. She marveled at his seemingly endless stamina; maybe she was projecting her exhaustion onto him, but she couldn’t fathom how he had the energy to plow her with such intensity after all they’d already done.

He must have been wanting to do this for a long time, she thought. And maybe thinking of what comes next is fueling his lust. Rebecca swooned, wondering about the remaining stages in his fantasy; what must they be like, if they were so powerfully erotic to Harry that he was fucking her like a machine. It was the last concrete thought she had before an orgasm exploded within her, rippling throughout her body and launching her into a state of unmitigated euphoria. Harry continued working his steely hammer deep into her chamber, sweat dripping off his biceps and down his chest. By the time he finally ran out of steam, Rebecca had lost all sense of time and duration.

The feeling of his hot, sticky seed falling on her belly, breasts and face woke her from her trance. As she regained awareness of her surroundings, she realized the ball gag was being pulled from her mouth, and then Harry’s cock was back inside her. She sucked on it instinctively while enjoying the glow she felt from her extended orgasm.

Despite her fatigue, she had more than enough strength left to offer for one last blow job, especially because Harry was making it easy by bringing his rod to her mouth, instead of making her come to it. Rebecca let him drive it into her throat, breathing through her nose; she was in a state of such heightened bliss that she didn’t feel concerned about gagging at all. When her honed oral technique brought Harry to climax, he deposited his load at the back of her throat, which she swallowed hungrily.

Harry turned over and fell in a heap on the bed, at last spent. He laughed as he caught his breath, and Rebecca laughed with him.

“This has been everything I hoped it would be,” he said. “It wouldn’t have been possible without you.”

“I’m… glad,” she replied between breaths.

“Hang on,” Harry said. He stepped aside, heading for the minibar. He took out a bottled water, twisted off the cap and downed half of it without stopping. He came back to the bed and held it up to Rebecca’s mouth. He closed her lips around it and let Harry gently tip it upward, helping her to drink until she’d finished the bottle. When she was done, he stood there and admired her. With her arms and legs still tied to the headboard, she looked impossibly enticing, all spread apart and restrained. She felt as available as she looked: if Harry wanted to continue to use her while she was like this, she’d happily do anything he wished.

“I know what you’re thinking, because I’m thinking it too,” he said at last. He ran one hand over her mound and with the other tugged on the chain connecting her nipple clamps. “We could keep at it for hours, couldn’t we?”

“Yes.”

“The question is, do you want to stay here, in this perfectly average hotel room, or head back to my workshop? Because we’ve got to take a break eventually, and why stay here when all the best toys are at home?”

“You don’t have to convince me,” said Rebecca. “I’m yours. I’ll do whatever you want.”

Harry kissed her hard, sliding his tongue into her mouth. He clutched her tightly in his arms. “You want to go home?” he said at last.

“Of course,” she said.

“Great,” said Harry. “I’ll call ahead and have dinner waiting for us, and then so much more. The best part is, now we get to do the last part of my fantasy.”

Harry sprung into action, untying the ropes around Rebecca’s wrists and ankles. “Relax while you can, babe. This next part is going to be crazy.”

While she collapsed on the bed, Harry opened the door to the room’s closet and took out a suitcase.

“Where did that come from?” she asked.

“I planted it here this morning. I put a lot of thought into this,” he said.

“Clearly.”

Harry unzipped the large, black piece of luggage. Inside it was empty, which Rebecca found surprising. Who comes to a hotel with an empty suitcase? She knew he probably hadn’t planned on staying overnight, but it still seemed odd.

Harry picked up all of the clothes and toys he’d scattered around the room during their session and placed them to the side of the case. He emptied the nightstand’s drawer of a few other things he’d planted earlier, including a flogger, a massaging wand and more rope. He took the rope and brought it over to Rebecca.

“You ready? Because I’m going to be using nearly all of it.”

“Bring it,” she said, holding out her arms.

Harry wasn’t exaggerating. Every tie he made, he used far more rope than necessary. First, he circled her waist with a length and fed it through her tormented ass and crotch to split her pussy. He pulled it tight and tied it firmly. Next, Rebecca’s arms were crossed and tied behind her back with miles of rope, which were also fed around her torso and chest. The ropes lifted and pressed on her breasts, and made any sort of movement with her arms utterly impossible. Next he tied up her legs, folding them at the knees and positioning them in front of her body. When they were secured individually, he added more rope to fasten them to her arms and torso.

The effect was to tie her in a ball. She loved being completely immobilized by his hand, but Rebecca didn’t fully comprehend his plan.

“Almost done,” he said. He picked up her yoga pants and fished the panties out of them. Before she could react, he twisted them up and used it like a rag to gag her. He tied if off behind her neck, so the fabric pulled back her lips and suppressed her tongue. Rebecca was both repulsed and aroused by the taste of it in her mouth. It had absorbed so much of her fluids, it was like a trophy of what she did for Harry today. What’s one more fluid? she thought as her saliva began soaking into it.

“All right,” said Harry. “I’m going to warn you now, this might be a little scary, but I’ll be here the whole time. If anything is wrong, just start making a lot of noise, and I’ll get you out. Okay?”

Rebecca nodded. I trust you, she thought.

Harry put his arms underneath her and lifted Rebecca into the air. He carried her over to the suitcase, turned her on her side, then gently set her down inside of it.

Oh, holy shit, she thought.

Harry folded up her jeans and yoga pants and placed them in the suitcase with her. The rest of his toys and her purse he quickly gathered in the shopping bag. As soon as he’d taken everything, he quickly dressed.

“You good?” he said to Rebecca, caressing her behind.

“Uh huh,” she mumbled.

“Good. See you soon.” With that, Harry shut the suitcase and zipped it up.

After only a minute of pure darkness, Rebecca had never felt so confined. Technically, she knew she was wrong: she may as well have been cast in lead the night she tested Harry’s Enclosure. However, while standing in that cage she’d not had her senses stripped away from her; if anything, they had been heightened by the intensity of the situation. Now, she could hear nothing except her own heartbeat. She saw nothing at all. She could smell and taste and touch, but those were all sources of pain and discomfort at the moment. She loved it, but realized she was in for quite an ordeal.

The worst part about it was that she was bereft of a sense of passing time. She knew that sooner or later she was going to start moving, first as Harry dragged her, and then by car, and she knew how long it would take to get from place to place, but without any clear cues, she couldn’t tell how long she’d be in her current state.

Just go along for the ride, she reminded herself. Enjoy it.

As expected, she soon felt herself being lifted up from the bed and lowered to the floor. She yelped as Harry lifted the suitcase up vertically, setting her down on her still-sore ass. This was followed by movement forward, as Harry extended the suitcase’s pull handle and wheeled her out of the room. She heard a muffled thud, which she assumed was the door shutting behind them. Then she heard Harry’s muted voice in conversation with an unheard participant. Calling the driver, she assumed. She heard nothing else until they reached the lobby, where the floor was tiled instead of carpeted. Now the sound of wheels rolling over the hard surface was evident. When they went over a bump, Rebecca realized they were out of the hotel.

“Make some noise if you’re OK in there,” said Harry. His voice sounded close, like he had leaned all the way up against the suitcase.

“Mmm hmm hmm!” she mouthed.

“Good,” said Harry. “Russel’s coming with the car in a minute.”

Rebecca soon heard the car pull up, and felt it too, through the vibrations in the ground. She heard the voices of both men. She could swear she heard the word “trunk” and then some laughter. You better not! she thought, though she knew he wouldn’t.

The suitcase rose in the air and was carefully carried into the car’s back seat. “I’m going to hold this steady the whole time,” Harry said. “Don’t you worry.”

Rebecca had no doubt he would. She heard the slamming of car doors and the powerful vehicle’s ignition. She shut her eyes and enjoyed the ride as the car rocked her gently. Eventually she became drowsy, wrapped in the embraces of rope and love. How else could she describe it? His greatest fantasy had brought her more pleasure than it brought him, at least from her perspective. Perhaps he felt that he had received more, simply because he had received so much, how could it possibly have been less? Having to agree to disagree on who had a better time was a good problem to have, she reasoned.

She then figured, Doesn’t Harry technically owe me one now? What’s my greatest fantasy? She could ask for virtually anything; Harry’s fantasies weren’t limited by what currently existed in the world. If he wanted to try something badly enough, he would figure out a way to make it real; likewise, if she wanted something, he would try to invent it for her. And ultimately, one way or another, whatever they came up with, they would both enjoy. But now she had to think of some great fantasy for him to fulfill.

We could do this together forever, Rebecca thought to herself as she started to fall asleep. The only limit is… our… imagination. On that thought she drifted off, ready to wake in Harry’s workshop, a place where waking up was how a dream began.


The Kinky Inventor’s Punished Pets

Rebecca watched the road carefully as she shot down the freeway. She hadn’t driven a car in several months, and it didn’t help that it was Leah’s car: a fiery, red Mustang. She’d never driven a muscle car before; she was lucky to have learned how to drive a stick shift at all. She felt woefully rusty at first, stalling couple times in the parking lot, but now she was starting to get comfortable. She wanted to practice before attending the concert, but never got around to it. Too many distractions, as usual.

“You know I totally would have driven,” said Leah from the passenger seat. She slouched moodily, wearing a dejected frown.

“Relax,” said Rebecca. “I’m getting the hang of it. It’s actually really fun.”

“That’s why I bought it,” Leah replied. Half an hour of no-incident driving and Leah was still nervous. It’s not totally unreasonable, but still, thought Rebecca.

She had planned on driving home from the concert alone, as Leah had decided it was time to find herself a man and have some fun. Months after her split from her ex-fiance, Sean, she still hadn’t taken her shot at a rebound fling. Tonight was supposed to be the night. She was going to find the hottest guy she could and have some guilt-free, Sean-free fun. Rebecca had even agreed she’d pick her up the next morning, or even that same night, if necessary. That’s what best friends do.

“You owe me five dollars, by the way. I told you this wasn’t going to work.” Rebecca tittered to herself. Leah’s plan had sounded good, but Rebecca saw it had one pretty serious flaw. She felt a little bad exploiting it, but then again, Leah refused to listen. “Seriously, sweetie? A Taylor Swift concert? How many hot, single guys did you expect to find?”

“Yeah, yeah,” Leah mumbled. “You’ve used your ’told you so’ already, OK?”

“I know, I’m sorry.” Rebecca laughed some more, unable to help herself. At least she’d enjoyed the show, not running around all night trying to find a needle in a haystack. But Leah paid for the tickets, so it was her night to do with as she wished.

With midriff bare below their cute, matching halter tops, and tight hips hugged by their tighter shorts, the women both looked fantastic. If Leah had found a hot, single guy at the concert, she wouldn’t have had any problems sealing the deal. Still, Rebecca was sorry it hadn’t worked out. Leah was clearly depressed.

“Hey, I have an idea. I don’t know if it will cheer you up, but you might think it’s fun.”

“What’s that?” asked Leah.

“I didn’t say anything on the way here, but we’re not far from where I… work. You know. Where I go with Harry.”

Leah sat up. “Oh yeah? The palace?”

“The castle,” Rebecca corrected. “But yes. The place where we first met, where he designs all of his new toys. All of it. The exit will be coming up in a few minutes.”

“Do you really think that’s a good idea?” she asked. “Aren’t they, like, really secretive there?”

Leah was right. The entire place was a mystery. After dozens of visits and months dating Harry, she still didn’t even know its proper name. She hadn’t admitted to Harry that she’d paid attention on her rides there, memorizing the route. Would it sit well with him? Maybe not.

“Yeah, you’re right,” Rebecca said at last. “But I think we could drive up to the entrance and then turn around. Just so you could see the place.”

“If you say so. I would love to.”

Rebecca eased into the right lane of the freeway so she could exit. “Great. You’ll see, it’s unbelievable.”

She pulled onto the nondescript off-ramp, barely spotting it in the darkness. There were no signs listing what towns the country road would lead to; no notices of gas or lodging for weary motorists. As far as the rest of the world was concerned, it was just another road that lead to nowhere of any importance. For the most part, this was true. There was nothing around the castle for miles. Its grounds sprawled across hundreds of acres, bisected by a narrow driveway that seemed to go on for miles.

If it wasn’t for the distinctive, though unmarked, gate that indicated they’d arrived, Rebecca might have driven right past it. Fortunately for her, it was open: she had wondered if she’d find it open or shut, but reasoned it would be the former. Something was going on at the castle tonight, something that required Harry’s presence. He had been cagey about the nature of the event, and had been thrilled to hear Rebecca would be spending the night either at a concert or waiting for a call from Leah.

As she drove, she realized in all her time visiting the castle, she had never once been driven to or from the site at night. Always it had been the late afternoon, early evening or even earlier morning. Actually, no, she remembered. There was one time she’d been brought there at night. It was the day she’d helped fulfill Harry’s secret fantasy. However, she hadn’t been able to see anything on the way there. Her vision, among other things, had been restricted.

Rebecca blushed thinking about it. His fantasy had been so hot; she enjoyed it at least as much as he did. Even though I was sore for days, it was unforgettable, she thought. It wasn’t just the sexual fulfillment both she and Harry had experienced: a deeper bond was formed that day. They had already felt so powerfully connected, but living out a dream he never thought he’d realize had brought them so much closer.

The fact that she had never seen the castle at night became strikingly clear as they neared their destination: it was all lit up, shining like a beacon. Lights strung along the hedges pointed every line of sight toward the building, which seemed bigger in the darkness. Its towers rose higher above the ground, its stone walls looked taller. What really surprised her was the line of vehicles she passed: all limousines, dozens of them, and when she slowed down she saw many had drivers waiting or sleeping in the front seat.

“This place is crazy, Becca! What’s going on?” asked Leah.

“I have no idea. I think this may have been a mistake.”

“Can you turn around?”

Rebecca looked to her sides, but the drive didn’t offer any extra space, especially with the line of parked limos. “Not really.”

“Reverse?”

Leah started to shift, but then looked in her rear-view mirror and saw a pair of headlights. “Can’t. I’ll turn around at the entrance, there’s a cul-de-sac.” Rebecca felt her anxiety rising; she really wasn’t supposed to be here, and Leah’s Mustang stood out sharply against all the limos. However, she didn’t know what else she could do but press on.

When she reached the end of the drive, Rebecca started to swing the car around as planned, but slammed on the brakes as the car behind her stopped at the entrance of the cul-de-sac, blocking her in. Instead of a limo like the rest, it was a black town car, which Rebecca recognized.

Uh oh.

Immediately, two men got out of the car, and as Rebecca expected, one of them was Russel, Harry’s personal driver. They walked up to the sides of the Mustang, and Rebecca rolled down her window. “Hi, Russel,” she said.

“You know this guy?” Leah whispered angrily.

“Rebecca. I don’t think I have to tell you, you shouldn’t be here,” he said. As usual, he sounded polite and professional, but this time she picked up an intimidating edge. She’d always wondered if he was more than just a driver; he carried himself with the careful movement of a fighter, and she always suspected the bulge in his jacket pocket concealed something for their security. “What are you doing here?”

“I’m sorry,” she said. “It was a spur of the moment decision to visit, and it was dumb of me. If you move your car, we’ll leave. No problem.”

“Maybe if it was just you, Rebecca, but you have a passenger. We have to make sure she doesn’t represent a threat to our confidentiality,” Russel explained. “Who is she?”

“This is my friend and roommate, Leah. Harry knows her.”

“Hi,” said Leah. “I’ve heard Harry talk about you, but he never said you were so handsome.”

Russel ignored the obvious flirtation. “I’ll call Harry. Hang on.”

The women watched as Harry’s man paced back and forth, speaking into his phone and nodding occasionally. Rebecca tried to hear his side of the conversation, but didn’t catch anything intelligible.

When he came back, Russel told them, “You’re going to have to go meet Harry. Head down that drive.” He pointed to a road that led deeper into the property. “You’ll see him.”

“Thanks,” Rebecca said. She rolled up the window and drove off, following his directions. Though her stomach fluttered every time she saw Harry, now it twisted into a knot. He was going to be mad at her. She’d never seen him mad before.

“There he is,” she said when she spotted him. Dressed in a tuxedo, he looked outrageously handsome, his toned, muscular body accentuated by the custom-tailored outfit. Though normally found with friendly smile, his classically attractive countenance bore a concerned frown.

Rebecca stopped the car and got out. “Harry, I’m so sorry. I had no idea the place was going to be like this. Normally when I’m here there’s nobody around. ”

He stared at her, not saying anything. His expression remained still as stone.

“I was just trying to cheer Leah up, show her where we go. It was supposed to be real fast. Just swing by and leave. That’s all.”

Still, Harry made no reply.

“I know this isn’t the smartest thing I’ve ever done. It might be the dumbest. I’m so sorry.”

Harry looked down at his feet for a second and shook his head. “I’m not mad, babe. I just wish you weren’t here. It causes some problems.”

“What do you mean?” asked Rebecca’s friend.

“Hi Leah,” said Harry. “There’s two problems, one for each of you. Rebecca, the people I work with have been fascinated by the woman who tests my inventions ever since you started. To them, you’re a legend. Now they know you’re here.”

“I don’t mind meeting your friends, Harry.”

“They’re not all friends; some are just clients. And they don’t want to meet you. They want a live demonstration.”

Oh, she thought. “What if I say no?”

“It puts me in a tough position. Unhappy clients means unhappy superiors. But it’s up to you,” said Harry.

“What about me?” asked Leah.

Harry’s features grew sullen and grave. “Your situation is worse. If our clients think you’re not here to participate in the event, they’ll wonder who you are. They’ll worry you’re here to spy, and they can’t have that.”

“What do you mean, participate in the event?” Leah asked. Rebecca realized her friend didn’t seem scared; she sounded thoroughly excited.

Harry sighed in exasperation. Rebecca interpreted his body language as a combination of anxiety and guilt. She’d never seen him so emotionally charged in a negative way. His life was one most people dreamed about: he got to invent, design and construct unique bondage and discipline devices, and he was paid very well to do it. She had never seen him unhappy because, well, why would he be?

He’s always happy because he’s with you, Leah told her once, and her friend was probably right. Still, he’d been friendly and upbeat since the day they met.

“You may have noticed all the cars,” said Harry. “Because tonight we’re having a special event, a party for our top clients. There will be girls, there will be alcohol and there will be sex. As for me, I’m here to present and sell my inventions.”

Leah blushed, thinking about what that entailed. She’d played around with one of Harry’s inventions once, not knowing what it was. The incident was funny, in retrospect, but at the time caused her quite a bit of distress. Now, Leah seemed to have one thing on her mind. She tried to put on her best poker face, but her tell was showing: a bit lip that said, Maybe tonight won’t be a waste after all.

“So, you’re saying I could participate?” Leah asked.

Rebecca rolled her eyes. “Could participate,” her friend had asked. Not, “have to participate.”

“That’s right,” said Harry. “Rebecca, what do you think?”

She wasn’t sure. Her experimentation and play with Harry had always been private. Harry only knew Leah because she was Rebecca’s roommate. Sooner or later though, Rebecca knew that would have to change. Their private love would have to be incorporated into their public life — but this was not how she expected that to start.

Furthermore, Rebecca had always enjoyed complete anonymity from Harry’s clients. She’d been filmed performing all manner of explicit acts, but always her identity had been hidden through use of disguises, confidentiality agreements, CCTV or plain old video editing.

“Can we wear masks?” she asked.

Harry laughed, his face breaking into the first smile she’d seen tonight. “Everyone will be wearing them. Clients and performers both.”

Rebecca shivered at the word performers. She’d never thought of herself in that way before. She didn’t feel insulted exactly — she knew she had been selling her body. She justified it to herself by remembering an important truth: she wanted the experience more than the money. She needed Harry’s sadistic punishments to be satisfied. Regular sex just wasn’t enough for her.

“Becca. Conference,” said Leah.

“Go ahead,” said Harry.

Rebecca and Leah got back into the car and shut the doors. “Let me guess,” said Rebecca. “You want to do it. You want to go in there and… perform.”

“Becca. You know how long it’s been since that cheating scumbag broke up with me.”

“Uh huh.”

“You know I have been dying to get laid for a couple weeks now.”

“Yeah.”

“You’re the one who told me it’s time I met somebody.”

“This isn’t what I had in mind.”

Leah shrugged. “Are the men in there going to be hot?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Are they going to want to… uh. Well. Do… the things… what you and Harry do.”

Rebecca grinned. To think, I used to be the squeamish one. Leah had tried her hardest to give Harry and Rebecca their privacy, but she knew what went on behind Rebecca’s closed bedroom door. Rebecca thought of all the times she tried to hold in her cries of pleasure, knowing her roommate was yards away. Okay, she has a pretty good idea, Rebecca thought. She said, “You mean, are they going to want to tie you up, spank you and have their way with you?”

“Right,” said Leah. “That.”

“Definitely.”

“Then I’m in.”

“Leah, are you sure? They’re not going to be asking what you want to do. They’re going to tell you what they want. What if they demand you service three guys at once?”

“Oh. My. God. That sounds amazing.”

She’s cock crazy, thought Rebecca. “What if they want to blindfold you and then have you pleasure one man after another? You won’t even know who they are.”

The scenario seemed to give Leah some pause. She considered the possibility, then asked, “Will they pleasure me in return?”

“If you’re good. It’s all a game to them. If you serve them well, you obey their commands, you’ll be rewarded.”

Ugh. Rebecca hated that what she said was the full truth. She felt like a drug pusher working to entice a potential addict into taking their first, little taste. Though, in this case, she didn’t have to push very hard: the drug sold itself just fine.

“I’m in,” said Leah. “What about you?”

Rebecca closed her eyes and thought about it. Agreeing would help two of the most important people in the world to her. She would no doubt have a good time showing off Harry’s inventions. She had never worried about her privacy before; she doubted anything that happened tonight would threaten it. You’re more likely to recognize them than they are to recognize you, Harry once told her about his clients.

Her decision came down to one last thing: the fun she recently had fulfilling Harry’s fantasy. He’d taken their play date out in public for the first time, and though she had been nervous, it turned into an extraordinarily satisfying experience in the way only Harry could deliver.

“Fine, let’s do this,” she said. “Hope you know what you’re in for tonight.”

Leah winked and then popped the door. When Rebecca opened hers, Harry put his hand on it and kept her from swinging it all the way open.

“Babe, are you sure about this?” he asked. “Other men are going to be playing with you. If that makes you uncomfortable, just say so and we’ll think of some other way.”

Rebecca started to object that there was no time, but she thought of Leah and realized, Maybe I have the wrong attitude about this. “Honey,” she said. “You get to play with other women all the time. I get that it’s for work, so it’s never been an issue, but…”

“But you want me to extend the same courtesy,” Harry said, finishing her thought. “I get it. Turnabout is fair play. I understand completely, just so long as it’s all right with you.”

“It is.” In fact, she thought, I might really enjoy this.

—

Rebecca listened to the bass beats thumping from the party hall and watched herself in the mirror as Harry prepared her for her first role of the night: serving drinks. Carrying a tray full of champagne glasses for those in attendance hadn’t sounded like a proper use of her talents, but then Harry showed her how she would be serving them.

Inside a dressing room connected to the party hall, Rebecca had stripped off her clothes and put on a black pair high heels before Harry began tying her up. She was pleased to have her hands tied behind her back with nice, tight ropes — Harry always indulged her love of rope — but it left her wondering how she’d serve the drinks. The answer came in the form of an elaborate device that started with a black, leather collar connected to a form of shoulder brace. Just seeing it gave her shivers. She loved the way collars made her feel: owned, controlled. A pet.

After he fitted it around her neck and shoulders, Harry attached to the front of the collar a thin but surprisingly heavy metal bar. It was maybe half a foot long, and two thick hooks descended from either end of the piece. Harry then linked another rope to her bound wrists and fed it downward through her ass cheeks and back up through her crotch. He pulled it loosely into her pussy, eliciting a dissatisfied whine from Rebecca.

“It’s gonna get tighter. Just wait,” Harry said reassuringly. He slipped the rope onto one of the hooks on the metal neck piece. He then retrieved the tray and showed it to Rebecca. Although it started off as a typical silver dish, Harry had made some modifications. Four metal rods had been driven through the tray at equidistant points around its circumference. At the top of each rod was a metal loop, and a pair of chains were fed through them, connecting the opposite facing rods. Where the chains crossed each other in the center above the tray, a padlock secured them to one another.

Harry took Rebecca’s crotch rope from the metal hook he’d placed it on and fed it over the second hook. With a smile, he then picked up tray by the padlock, inserted the rope between its bars and knotted it tightly. When he released the tray, the added weight pulled the rope deeper into Rebecca’s slit; it was enough to be uncomfortable, but still not as agonizing as Harry’s usual torments.

However, she then realized one last thing was missing: the drinks. Harry popped the cork on a champagne bottle, then quickly poured the bubbling beverage into a dozen tall flutes. While she watched, heart began to race at the immensity of the challenge being presented: she would have to walk around with the tray and the drinks on tray suspended in the air, swinging and swaying as she moved.

“What if the glasses fall over?” she asked. “I don’t want to make a mess.”

“The glasses are much heavier than they look, with a low center of gravity. As long as you’re careful, you should be all right. Plus, if you ask nicely, people will drink them.”

Rebecca discovered he wasn’t kidding about the glasses: she could really feel the increased weight of the contraption every time he placed one on the tray. When it was loaded up with all twelve glasses, the rope was buried deep beneath her folds.

Harry reached a hand down to her sensitive crevice and began massaging her; Rebecca moaned in pleasure and pain. Waves of stimulation coursed through her body, punctuated with sharp jolts as Harry smacked her behind. Rebecca heard the glasses clink as the impact transferred through her body and into the tray. The difficulty of the challenge fed her desire, and juices began to drip from her chasm, giving the rope a slick sheen.

“You really like this,” he noticed.

“Yes,” she moaned.

“You enjoy being in servitude?” He massaged her tender flesh even faster.

“Uh… huh,” she gasped.

“Tell me you’re going to be a good pet tonight.”

“I’m going to be… a good pet… tonight… sir,” Rebecca replied, barely able to speak, panting heavily as an orgasm began to coalesce.

“Say you’re only going to think of me when they’re touching you,” Harry said, and began kissing her neck.

“I’ll think.. of you, sir.”

“Only me.”

“Only you.”

“Good,” he said, and abruptly stopped massaging her. Rebecca bristled with frustration; she had been close to climaxing, but failed.

“Harry,” she whined. “I didn’t finish.”

He smiled sympathetically and kissed her on the cheek. “Sorry, honey. I can’t send you out there already satisfied. You’re being punished, remember? The guys are going to see your desperation. They’re going to smell it. They enjoy it as much as I do. That’s why I work here.”

He wasn’t kidding, she realized. I really am going to be shared. To her surprise, the idea of being the plaything of many was appealing. As much as she loved Harry, she had a carnal need to be used and degraded; a single man, even Harry, could only do so much. And being denied release just now would make her extremely sensitive to further stimulation.

Harry went to the table and retrieved the finishing touches of Rebecca’s ensemble. The first was the mask she had been promised: a black swan mask with what felt like real feathers arcing upward above her forehead. The second was a medium-sized, black ball gag: it was small enough that she could mumble words that could be understood, but large enough that it still felt like an implement of restraint.

“All right,” he said. “Off you go.”

He opened the door to the dressing room, gave Rebecca’s ass one last slap, put his hand around her shoulder and walked her out.

Rebecca was nearly deafened by the explosion of applause that cascaded through the room when the crowd spotted the two of them. Harry reached into his pocket and took out a tiny microphone and clipped it to his lapel. He thumbed the switch at the bottom and said, “Ladies and gentlemen, this is my esteemed colleague and the love of my life, Fiona!”

Fiona? thought Rebecca. Then she realized he was protecting her real name. She liked Fiona, actually. It seemed sweet, but tough.

Harry waited for the audience to finish clapping politely. “The first item she’s going to present tonight is just a little something I threw together, but it’s nice and punishing, as you can see.”

A spotlight fixed on the rope running through her pussy, illuminating it so everyone could get a good look. Rebecca felt her cheeks burn as she blushed; she felt obscenely humiliated, and it was arousing her deeply. She yearned to be degraded, and loved how she felt when Harry did it, but it took on a new dimension when it involved dozens of total strangers.

She turned to look at Harry, who was beaming with pride. He wasn’t looking at his invention, however; he was fixated on her eyes. Rebecca swooned, remembering one of the most important things about Harry’s inventions: he always made them with her in mind.

“I hope some of you guys are thirsty. That tray is connected to a basic pulley, and all of the weight of those drinks is being transferred to that crotch rope. Each drink you take from her will show a little mercy. And feel free to say hello to Fiona and tell her if you’ve bought a product she’s tested. I’m sure she’ll be thrilled to hear.”

Harry turned off the microphone and patted Rebecca on the ass, prompting her to begin. She started walking around the room, looking for men who weren’t currently holding a drink. 

As she looked around, she realized the event was both an elegant cocktail gala and an underground sex party. She was far from the only nude women there, and not the only one in bondage either. She could see several who were chained to walls, tied to chairs and suspended in the air. Many were being flogged by the guests, and others were pleasuring the men with their mouths and hands. One servant was surrounded by a half dozen other women, and who seemed to be both watching and waiting their turn. Like Rebecca, the performers were all pretty and young. They represented several diverse nationalities; Rebecca could only guess at their backgrounds and what brought them to this strange, incredible place. She wondered if she would spot Alexis, the girl she had competed against in a game she played for Harry. Rebecca also looked around to see if she could find Leah, but her roommate was nowhere in sight.

While the women entertained, the majority of the men present enjoyed the demonstrations, although some were uninterested. They conversed and drank, perhaps working out business deals. Maybe they had already seen to their libidinous needs and were just relaxing. Rebecca couldn’t even guess. 

Soon Rebecca spotted three men together and headed for them. Moving was challenging due to the need for extreme caution with the drinks, and the way the rope dug at her made every step a lesson in endurance. She couldn’t help but stare at the three men as she worked her way closer. They were watching her back, too. All were fairly young — around Harry’s age — they wore sharp, custom tuxedos with expensive Rollex watches and jewel-encrusted, gold cufflinks. They chatted with each other quietly while waiting for her, but when she was just a few feet away, they all turned around at once and headed for the bar.

“Ohh -ait!” she mumbled as they marched away. She heard snickering all around her, causing her to blush. The humiliation and anger boiled under the surface.

“You look adorable when you’re pissed, sweetheart,” a voice called out from the crowd.

Not cool! she thought, huffing angrily. Their trick was certainly vexing, but she couldn’t deny enjoying it.

She turned around, looking for somebody else who might want the wine. She began walking toward a middle aged man who was conversing with a woman close to Rebecca’s age. She wasn’t into older men herself, but she could see this one’s appeal: with a strong, thick jaw and kind, blue eyes, he was handsome in a warm, inviting way. His hair and beard still boasted much of its youthful darkness, and he moved with the energy of a man half his age.

“What have we here?” he asked as Rebecca approached.

”-Am -ain,” Rebecca mumbled.

“Oh, I’m sorry dear,” the man said. “Six years sober.”

The woman he was with — a voluptuous brunette with olive skin and pounds of jewelry — smacked his arm with her small, black purse. “Don’t be mean, Gerard,” she said. “He drinks plenty. Just not at these.”

“True, true,” he said, chuckling. “That was in poor taste. But Marlena here is right. None for me, but maybe she would like one.”

“She would.” Marlena picked up one of the glasses, easing some of the weight of Rebecca’s crotch rope.

“Ank -oo!” said Rebecca. She closed her eyes and gave a slight nod in salute.

“You’re welcome dear. You look beautiful, by the way.”

“Anks!” Rebecca blushed at the compliment. But she’d seen herself in the mirror earlier; she knew the woman was right.

Pleased at having dispensed the first glass, she headed back into the crowd looking for more to serve. She spotted two guys holding empty glasses who looked like they were ready for another round. They were deep in conversation, talking animatedly and not paying attention to their surroundings. When Rebecca closed in, they were both surprised to see her.

”-Am -ain?” she said, doing her best to sound like an ordinary, friendly cocktail waitress.

“Sure, thanks,” said the first man. He took a glass with his free hand, but then put his empty down in its place. His friend did the same thing. Rebecca barely noticed the change in weight, as the glasses were just as heavy than the drinks they contained.

Shit, she thought. This activity was going to be much harder if she had to carry around empty glasses. She shut her eyes and focused on the tight grip of the rope through her slot, embracing the pain but also renewing her sense of urgency to have the throbbing sensation relieved.

Rebecca resumed her mission, working her way back into the crowd, this time looking for men who weren’t holding any glasses. When she finished giving out all of the drinks, she heard a voice come on over the public address system. “Excuse me,” it said, “Would Fiona please make her way to the bar? And don’t come back without a tray full of empty glasses.”

Oh come on! Rebecca looked down at her tray: six glasses. She’d need to find a few more. As she turned around, she felt a tear of frustration sliding down her cheek. She trudged back toward the party goers, now looking for those who were either finished drinking or very close.

She closed in on three men, all of whom held an empty glass. They pretended not to notice her ambling over, which she did more quickly now that she wasn’t bearing any champagne. When she stopped in front of them, her pussy sore and her nipples painfully erect, she put the most pleading look she could into her eyes. ”-Eese,” she mouthed.

“Come on guys, look at that face. Those desperate eyes,” said one of the men. He turned to Rebecca. “It kills me that I have to take advantage of her like this. I can’t help myself.”

She looked into his dark, gray eyes; he smiled with bright, white teeth that almost looked like fangs. He looked to be in his late thirties, and he had a demeanor of a predator. Like a shark. She mumbled and stared at the glass in the hand of the man who spoke. Her juices dripped down her legs and her heart raced.

“Tell you what, little Fiona,” he said. “Let’s swap. I’ll give you a nice spanking, and you can have my glass.”

“Ass for glass, Ken,” snickered one of the other men.

The man ignored the joke. “What do you say, Fiona? Does that deal sound fair?”

“Uh huh,” Rebecca muttered, nodding. The desire she felt was becoming overwhelming. She wanted the pain, and to be subservient.

“Good,” said Ken as he handed his glass to his friend. “Turn around and bend over.”

She did as he asked, though she hadn’t yet attempted to bend down in this session. She found doing so pulled the rope running through her slit even tighter, but it was too late to back out now.

Ken practiced his swing in the air once, twice, and on the third made contact with Rebecca’s ass. She shook and squealed from the slap, which was harder than she was used to receiving from Harry. He let her tremble for a moment, but then began to spank her thoroughly, raining hits all over. When Rebecca opened her eyes to look, everyone nearby was watching.

“You make the hottest noises when you’re in pain,” Ken said to her, leaning in close so he could speak softly. “No wonder Harry fell for you.” He then reared back and landed a short volley of slaps to her already burning behind. Rebecca had nearly climaxed from the pain alone when he was finished. Finally, Ken took back his empty glass and placed it on Rebecca’s tray. His joker friend patted her on the head, then placed his glass on the tray as well.

The third and final man gave up his glass down as well, but then snaked two fingers around the rope holding up the tray and pulled on it. Rebecca fidgeted and whimpered as the rope dug deeper into her tender folds. “Harry’s never used the term ‘pain slut’ when he spoke of his favorite test subject, but we sorta figured.” He let go of the rope and then put both of his hands on her breasts. He squeezed her hard nipples, and Rebecca once again felt the surge of pleasure flood her system; she was so close to having an orgasm, if only he would just massage her pussy.

“Bill, you know the rules. Now move along,” said a familiar voice. It was Harry. Rebecca opened her eyes and looked up at him. He held three empty glasses in his hands.

“He’s not allowed to make you cum,” Harry explained. “Nobody here is. We’re saving that for later.” He put the glasses on her tray, and Rebecca shivered from the added weight. “Look. You see the bar?” he said, pointing her toward her goal. Strangely, there was nobody there waiting for a drink. Instead, she saw a female bartender in a tight dress setting out dozens of clean glasses on the bar. Next to them were four more bottles of champagne.

Oh god, thought Rebecca. She creamed herself, realizing they expected her to serve each one in the same manner as the first.

“Get moving,” said Harry. He kissed her on the cheek. “You’re doing great.”

—

Leah gripped the cold metal bar of the standing cage they put her in and kicked at it with her shoe. She was livid, fuming at her treatment. She’d been standing inside the extremely narrow cage for at least an hour, during which time she’d been left completely alone. As soon as she entered the building with Harry and Rebecca, a gorgeous but brutish man in a tuxedo named Huck separated her from her friends. He led her down a hallway and into a storage room of some kind. There the cage was waiting.

She had been eager to get inside, loving how kinky it was, and as soon as she was in, Huck shut and locked the door. However, he left without saying a word; the sadistic grin on his face as the lock clicked in place was burned into her vision. Huck was certainly attractive, his manner brimming with intensity. Leah thought of him as a well-groomed caveman: tough, crude and incredibly strong, but not talkative or kind. He was, admittedly, exactly what she had been looking for in a man for the night: not somebody concerned with feelings or a relationship, just hungry for hours of hot, passionate, kinky sex.

Sadly, Huck had simply left here there. He didn’t even strip her of her clothes. She was something worse than just angry: she was bored. She thought, This is not what I signed on for. At least if she were naked she could pretend she had been kidnapped. She didn’t know why, but the fantasy thrilled her.

However, now she had nothing to do. The only illumination came from a small window at the top of the room, which let in the glow of the exterior flood lighting. Of course, she’d left her purse in the car, which meant she had no phone to play with.

“What the hell, guys?” she shouted, hoping someone was listening. “This is bullshit!” She couldn’t even pace back and forth: the cage was just barely wide enough for a girl like her to fit inside.

She continued to stew in her rage for what seemed like an eternity, though she knew it was probably just a few minutes, until the door to the storage room opened. Huck was back, this time with Harry. He held a small dolly, which he put on the ground near the cage.

“Where the fuck have you been?” she growled.

“The mouth on this one,” muttered Huck.

“We’re going to the party now, Leah,” said Harry. “In a minute the last thing you’ll be feeling is boredom.”

“Be careful what you wish for,” Huck taunted. “Harry here tells me this is your first time being locked up.”

“Pretty much.” Leah thought of the toy she once borrowed from Rebecca and the resulting night of panic, pain and pleasure. If I’d known I wouldn’t be able to take it off… she thought to herself.

“Hold on tight to the bars,” Harry instructed. He pushed against the cage, tilting it a few degrees, allowing Huck to slide the dolly under the frame.

“You’re lucky,” said Huck. “Harry’s new invention is for newcomers. Not for people like Rebecca.”

Harry pulled the cage backwards, settling it on top of the dolly. “There is no one like Rebecca,” he said.

“Yeah, yeah, all right,” said Huck, rolling his eyes.

Leah let go of the bars; her excitement had returned as she could feel the slight motion of the dolly’s wheels. “I thought all of your inventions were for Rebecca,” she said to Harry.

“Well, she’d enjoy it as much as anyone else, but it was made with amateurs in mind.”

“Ahh.”

Harry held the storage room door open for Huck, who pushed the cage gently until the dolly’s wheels began to turn. Once out in the hall they both used two hands to simultaneously push the cage forward and hold it steady.

Now I know what it’s like to be a bag of groceries, Leah thought, grinning to herself.

When they reached the grand party hall, she immediately began looking for Rebecca, but there were too many people around, including other women. All the men sported gorgeous, black tuxedos, while the women — the ones who were dressed — mostly wore tight, slinky, figure-flattering dresses and skirts. The music playing was loud, but the hall was so cavernous that the buzz of conversation could still be heard. She felt a bump and looked down to see that the cage was now on the hall’s dance floor. They continued to wheel it until it was at the center.

Harry walked off and disappeared into the crowd. In the meantime, Huck took out a feathered, black swan mask from his pocket and slipped it through the cage’s bars. “Put this on,” he said. Leah did as asked, liking the way the mask looked, though it didn’t match her outfit at all. That won’t matter if I’m not wearing it, she remembered.

When Harry returned after a minute, Leah gasped. In his hand he held a leash, and at the end of the leash was Rebecca. Leah had never seen her friend, or anyone else, in such a state: she looked completely wrecked. Her nudity was not shocking to her, but she was struck by the red skin of Rebecca’s shapely ass, which had clearly taken quite a bit of punishment, and the tear-streaked eyeshadow running down her face. Her hands were still bound behind her back; some kind of black, rubber ball on a belt was half in her mouth, and she had a collar around her neck, as if she were some kind of animal.

With one look, Leah felt a tingling in her pussy and a dampness spreading through her panties. At first she was confused: I’m not a lesbian, so why am I so aroused? However, she thought about the way Rebecca’s arms were bound and the gag in her mouth and realized that those were the sources of her stimulation, not Rebecca herself. She didn’t want Rebecca, she wanted to be treated the same way. Though she had an inkling she possessed a kinky side, it had never expressed itself so clearly.

Harry fiddled with something on the lapel of his jacket, and then the music quickly faded out. “Good evening,” he said. His words echoed throughout the room. “I hope everyone is having a good time, however one defines that.” He gave Rebecca’s ass a smack, eliciting a whimper. The audience chuckled. Leah felt a surge of arousal and had to stop her hand from drifting toward her crotch.

“As kings of the business world, I’m sure you’ve all heard the old line about crisis and opportunity. I don’t know if it’s always true, but tonight it was. As most of you are probably aware, tonight we had a pair of unexpected guests, including Fiona here.” Harry massaged Rebecca’s pussy, causing her to twist and buck within his grip. She closed her eyes and looked skyward, causing a line of drool to escape her lips and run down her chin. Leah couldn’t help staring. It was as if she never even knew Rebecca. Or herself, for that matter.

“Although I am always happy to see the woman I love-” Harry paused to let the crowd collectively groan. “I am always happy to see her, but she was not invited tonight, nor was her friend. Everyone, say hello to Leslie.”

Leslie? thought Leah. Oh, right.

“Hi, Leslie,” they said. A few men whistled.

“As you can see, we’ve already punished Fiona quite a bit for their intrusion, but Leslie is not an experienced pet like Fiona. She’s new to all this. However, this provided me with a great opportunity. I’ve recently whipped up a new invention for training women new to bondage. I had planned to use it on one of our trainees, but we don’t have any right now who are newcomers. We had one lined up, but she backed out at the last minute. Thus, the demonstration wouldn’t have been as informative as I would have preferred.

“Thankfully, now it will be. So, let’s have a round of applause for Leslie!”

The crowd clapped politely, but Leah began to sweat. She felt all the eyes on her, a nerve-wracking sensation. She hadn’t realized she was going to be the center of attention tonight.

“We’ll need a few minutes to prepare, and then we’ll get started. Until then, my friend Huck is going to give Leslie a quick introduction to what the night has in store for her.”

A what now? thought Leah. She looked around and realized Huck had disappeared while Harry was speaking, but after a moment he returned, waving to the crowd perfunctorily. He had in his hands a black duffel bag, which he dropped on the floor when he reached her cage. He opened it up and immediately found what he was looking for: a heavy black chain with cuffs at either end, and a pair of scissors.

The chains Leah understood. But scissors? She wasn’t sure what those were for, and she worried she didn’t want to know.

Huck reached through the bars of the cage and grabbed Leah’s wrist. He snapped on one of the shackles, then lifted her arm up over her head. He pushed the remaining shackle through the top of the cage and over one of its bars, then brought the chain back down into the cage. Leah, guessing his intention and raised her other arm so Huck could fasten the remaining cuff.

“Look at this one,” he said. “So eager.”

Leah breathed in deeply, realizing he was right. Why had she volunteered her other hand? She was now shackled to the cage with her arms above her head; she was now effectively helpless. Excitement blossomed within her like a desert flower after a deluge. “Eager” was absolutely the right word to describe her.

As Huck picked up the scissors, Leah could feel her heart racing. She could hear the rapid thumps in her head. “Hold still,” he said. He reached into the cage, and with his free hand he grabbed the fabric of her top. Then he used the scissors to sheer right through the thin material, separating it from the halter. Leah looked down at her bra, a lacy number now visible to everyone in the room. She had hoped to have at least one man see it tonight, but this was not what she had imagined. Then the reality of what just happened dawned on her. “What the hell did you do to my shirt?” she said.

The audience laughed as if she’d just hit the pocket on a perfect punchline. Why is that so funny? she wondered.

Huck didn’t say anything. Instead, he snipped through the halter and tossed it aside. She watched as he moved on to her shorts, which required a bit more effort than her top, but still shredded quickly. She wanted to kick at Huck, but his words, Hold still, echoed in her mind.

Now Leah was just down to her underwear. Please don’t cut those off, she thought. They were really expensive. She smiled to herself: she didn’t object to having the undergarments removed, she just didn’t want them ruined.

“Turn around,” said Huck. Leah did as he asked, pivoting on her feet. The extra twist in the chains pulled her arms up a little higher, and she gazed up at her bound wrists in frustration. The position was starting to become uncomfortable. Then she heard a click, and the door to the cage swung open.

“Nice thong,” said Huck. He squeezed her ass, sending ripples of desire through Leah’s body. “Expecting to get some action tonight?” he asked.

“I was hoping.”

Another peal of laughter emanated from the crowd. Even Huck’s lips were curled upward in amusement. “So honest,” he said. “Don’t worry. You’re in for it now.” Looking over her shoulder, Leah saw him reach into his duffel bag and pull out a long black object that looked like some kind of whip. “Ever been flogged before?” he asked.

“No.”

With one quick movement, Huck flicked the flogger at her ass, connecting. Leah jerked as a ripple of pain arced through her. It wasn’t particularly intense, as Huck had not swung very hard, but it still stung.

“You’re new, so I’ll just tell you: when you speak to your master, you say ‘sir.’ Get it?”

“Master?” she said. What does that make me, a slave?

Huck swung the flogger again, harder this time. Leah bit her lip. Though her skin was still sore from the previous hit, and the second swing only amplified her pain, she enjoyed the way her skin seemed to burn and throb. She looked over to where Rebecca had been standing, wanting to see if she recognized herself in her friend, but Rebecca was no longer there. Where’d they take her now?

“I didn’t hear you,” said Huck. He flogged her again, this time targeting the other cheek, spreading out the stinging feeling.

“Yes, sir,” she said.

“Good. Enjoy that?”

“Yes, sir,” she repeated.

Huck flogged her ass again. Leah yelped and jerked around in the cage, but sighed as the pain subsided into a pleasant tingling.

“I’m kidding. I know you enjoyed it. You’re just like your friend.”

Leah shivered at the idea. Could it be true? Rebecca’s treatment seemed so… extreme. Is that what I really want?

“You like being flogged,” said Huck. “You like being chained up?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Thought so.” Huck turned around to look at the crowd. “You guys know we left her in the cage for like an hour before bringing her out?” He reached into the cage and swung Leah back around so she could see the audience. “Did you enjoy that too?”

“No, sir,” she answered. She decided to be honest: what would they do if they didn’t like her answer? Punish her? Yes, please.

“No? Why not?”

“It was boring, sir.”

“Boring? Is getting locked in a cage boring?”

The spectators laughed quietly. For a terse man, Huck knew a thing or two about showmanship.

“I was alone, sir.”

Huck nodded. “Yes, but you’re hardly alone now though. Lots of really big dicks in this room. That’s what you came here for, isn’t it?”

“Yes, sir,” said Leah. She blushed at his lewd question, but she loved the thrill of being completely honest about her carnal hunger.

“Fuck, I love your honesty,” he said. “Harry, you should’ve told me this one is such a freak!” he shouted.

“Don’t look at me, I didn’t know,” Harry replied through his microphone. The crowd turned to look at something, so Leah followed their gaze. Coming in from the hall’s main doors was Harry and a handful of other men who were helping him push something very large out into the room. A large tarp was draped over whatever it is they were pushing. A murmur rose up from the crowd, as the interest in Harry’s new invention was felt by everyone, including Leah.

Harry came over to the cage and looked her in the eyes. She expected him to take in her half-naked form, as he had never seen her in a state of undress, but instead his focus remained squarely above her shoulders. “Tell me, Leslie,” he said, remembering to use her false name, “How much do you know about bondage?” he asked.

“Not much, sir.”

“What comes to mind when I say the word?”

Leah thought for a moment. “Handcuffs, I guess, sir.”

Harry nodded. “Sure, people use handcuffs. What else?”

Her mind flashed an image of a damsel in distress, tied to the railroad tracks by a cartoon villain. “Rope, sir.”

“Rope! Yes. Do we have some rope lovers here tonight?”

A crash of applause reverberated throughout the room as members of the audience cheered.

“Wow, that’s a lot of enthusiasm,” said Harry. “Leslie, do you know why people like rope so much?”

“No, sir.” No idea.

“There’s a lot of reasons. It looks lovely when prepared by an expert. It binds very tightly, increasing a playmate’s helplessness. It requires a great deal of skill to use safely, but the results are so worthwhile. And there’s one more thing. Do you know what it is?”

She shook her head. “No, sir.”

“Rope can be used to tie you up in a million different ways. I could tie you into a ball, I could tie you to a chair. I could use it to hang you up in the air. How does that sound?”

Leah tried to think about each of the examples he gave, but found the wetness spreading through her panties told her all she needed to know. “Exciting, sir.”

The audience tittered at her response, though by now they were getting used to her frankness. “I thought you might say that,” said Harry. He turned to address the attendees of the party. “What if you wanted to try out some new positions on your pet, but you don’t have a lot of skill with rope? You might appreciate the art and technique of rope bondage, but if you’re a busy person, you don’t have time to learn how to do everything. If that sounds like you, get ready to write a check.”

Harry pulled the tarp off the device with one quick, theatrical movement. As soon as he did, the crowd quickly went silent. Leah looked out at them and saw confusion and disappointment on their many faces. What just happened? she thought.

—

Whatever the invention was, it didn’t look like much. It consisted of four long, metal bars that crossed each other at an angle, forming two Xs. An additional bar, thicker than the rest but also split into several segments, ran straight down from the center of the device to the base, allowing the invention to stay balanced standing upright. The bars had several grooves spaced out and at various lengths, making them appear to be segmented. At the end of each bar, Leah noticed a set of heavy, metal cuffs. At the center where all four bars connected was a large, black bulb with an illuminated, red LED. This is it? she thought. Had Harry overestimated his own creativity? 

“I know what you’re thinking,” said Harry. “What is this thing? It looks like a slightly more stylish bondage cross, nothing particularly out of the ordinary. However, you know looks can be deceiving. After all, when I met my sweet Fiona, she seemed so sweet and innocent. I never would have pegged her for a pain slut, a submissive willing to explore my filthiest fantasies. Yet, here she is.”

All the lighting in the room abruptly moved, directing the party’s attention across the room, where Rebecca was standing. Now in the spotlight, she began walking toward the center of the dance floor to join Harry, giving everyone a chance to appreciate her current state. Her hands were no longer bound behind her back, but were instead bound in cuffs attached to a yoke that included a collar around her neck. She could move her hands, but only at the same time, and only as much as moving her neck would allow. She still had a gag in her mouth, but instead of a ball, this gag used a metal frame of some kind to open her mouth wide. Leah knew she’d seen something like it before, but it took a second for her to remember: The dentist! But how is that supposed to keep her quiet?

Finally, Leah’s attention was drawn to Rebecca’s crotch, where she was wearing some kind of garment. All black and silver, it looked to be made of metal and some kind of composite, and it was attached to a belt that went all the way up past her hips, where it squeezed her skin slightly. On the front of the belt Leah noticed were two padlocks, though she had no idea what for. What the hell is that?

When Rebecca reached Harry, he pointed at the ceiling and motioned downward. In response, a chain dropped from the ceiling slowly, like an anchor being lowered from a ship. Leah noticed that something was attached to the chain: a long, metal hook with an orb at the end that looked about the size of a softball.

“I’d like to thank everyone at the party who did such a great job punishing Fiona earlier,” said Harry. “She might whine and squeal, but she enjoyed every second of it.”

Rebecca nodded vigorously, prompting a few chuckles from the audience. “I’d especially like to thank you all for your caution; thanks to you, poor little Fiona here didn’t get to cum at all.” Rebecca blushed and looked down at the ground, clearly humiliated. “Now she’s got this nifty chastity belt on to make sure it stays that way until we’re ready for later. However, we should still punish her until then, so I thought of using this.” He grabbed the metal hook out of the air and showed it to the spectators.

They cheered at seeing it. I guess they know what it is, said Leah. A member of the staff handed Harry a squeeze tube of something and twisted the cap off for him. Leah’s heart shifted into a higher gear when she realized it was lube. Harry coated the large, metal ball, which he then put in Rebecca’s hand. “Get it all over,” he said to her. She complied, using her fingers to spread the goop all over it, and didn’t stop until Harry pulled it away. He stepped behind her and began to press the orb against her bottom, spreading her cheeks so the metal piece could press against her bud directly.

Rebecca began to squirm and pant as the crowd went silent. Holy shit! thought Leah. She could imagine how much being penetrated by that thing would hurt. She remembered the incident with the invention Harry gave to Rebecca, which had spread her apart wider than she ever thought possible. The experience went from pleasant in an exceedingly dirty way, to being painful in an excruciating way, to being embarrassing in an egregious way, as she’d had to call Rebecca to help her take it off. Of course, that led to her and Rebecca fooling around a little, an experience they both enjoyed but hadn’t repeated.

When the hook Harry held finally found its way inside, Rebecca screamed and twisted in pain. She squeezed her eyes shut, and a tear rolled down her cheek.

“You all right?” Harry asked.

Rebecca nodded immediately. She opened her eyes and looked at him, and Leah swore she saw a smile in her friend’s eyes. Unbelievable, she thought.

Harry pointed up at the ceiling and waved his hand as if he were helping a friend back into a tight parking spot. Very slowly, the chain connected to the hook started to pull upward. Rebecca hollered when it began pulling on the hook embedded within her, forcing her to stand on her toes. As soon as her heels lifted off the floor, Harry stopped waving. The chain stopped, then dropped a tad to compensate. Harry flashed a thumbs up to whoever was working the mechanism, then slapped Rebecca’s ass. Her cry filled the room, as she wailed from the torment.

Maybe it was her exposure to being tied up and spanked, but Leah detected something in the way Rebecca reacted that she didn’t think she would have understood before. She couldn’t explain why, but she recognized Rebecca’s enjoyment of the sensation. Something in the way she moved, the tone of her voice. It was pained, quite clearly, but not in a scared, horror-movie kind of way. Sexual desire and fulfillment were both clearly an element of what Leah saw and heard.

“Huck, what do you think we should do with those?” Harry asked, pointing at Rebecca’s breasts. “Clamps or clothespins?

“Clamps,” his friend replied.

“Fiona? Clamps sound good?”

Rebecca whined something unintelligible that turned into a sob, then nodded. Harry leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. Rebecca nuzzled her face against his, but then Harry stepped away. He found Huck’s duffel bag and searched through it until he found a set of nipple clamps. He fondled Rebecca’s breasts briefly, then attached the clamps to her sensitive nips. Rebecca whimpered as the cruel clamps bit down, a string of mewling curses running together.

“What a sight,” said Harry. “Come on, guys. You wanted to see my pet, my woman, my love — this is her. Show her some appreciation.”

The audience broke out in raucous applause; Leah couldn’t help but smile. The room may have been filled with obscenely wealthy, powerful individuals with bizarrely filthy minds, but they were unfailingly respectful of Harry, Rebecca and her, so far. It was utterly different from what she expected. In some ways, it was even a tad disappointing: she wanted to be used, to be treated like a toy. Fortunately, she had a feeling this was going to happen very soon.

“Fiona is going to hang out here until it’s time for our grand finale. Until then, we’re going to show Leslie the ropes, except without using any actual ropes.”

As Harry spoke, Huck unlocked the shackles binding Leah’s wrists. Before she could really appreciate being freed from them, Huck nudged her toward Harry’s invention. Working quickly, he placed her wrists into the new set of cuffs, which locked simply by being shut. He then secured her ankles. Leah tried pulling her arms and legs, testing out the strength of the bindings. It came as no surprise that they were just as solid as the shackles she wore earlier. They offered no range of motion at all. The bondage was completely inescapable, especially with the addition of her ankles being restrained. A hot, burning desire coursed through her as the futility of her struggles created an ache she yearned to sooth.

“Barely bound for a minute, she’s good to go,” observed Huck. “Harry, you ever seen anything like this?”

“If I recall, Fiona was the same way. Weren’t you, babe?”

Though sobbing softly from the agony and ecstasy of her predicament, Rebecca nodded. She was doing her best to stand on her toes, but eventually her strength so would run out and she’d be forced to put her weight down on the hook.

“Leslie, are you willing to share with the crowd what you’re feeling now?” Harry asked. “I’m sure they’d really like to know.”

Leah took a deep breath. “I’m very, very turned on, sir,” she said.

Several in the crowd chuckled softly, but most were silent.

“Why is that?” Harry asked. “Is it the bondage?”

Leah nodded. “Yes, sir. But… also…” She stopped, unsure if she wanted to spill her sad life story.

“Share only what you’re comfortable sharing,” Harry said. “And remember, nobody here knows who you really are. They’re not stupid, they know your name isn’t Leslie. It doesn’t matter. What’s important is your experience: the what, the how and the why.”

“Sir, it’s been a long time for me. Sexually. I got out of a relationship a few months ago. I was cheated on and haven’t tried to meet anybody until recently. So I haven’t been… active… for a while.”

“Understood. Say no more,” he told her. Then he faced the crowd. “Earlier were talking about appearances being deceiving. It may not look like it, but this new invention will allow bondage amateurs on either side of the cuffs to try out a great variety of positions. These bars may look solid, but not only are they fully adjustable, they’re also fully automated. I call it the Handler. Lights, please.”

Except for a handful of spotlights, the room went dark. Rebecca, Harry, Leah and the invention were all illuminated, as was a white projector screen that slid downward from the ceiling. Somebody hidden in the darkness handed Harry a tablet device, which he powered on. The projector began displaying an interface that contained a depiction of Leah and the device.

“Through the help of some of our partners in the tech sector — you know who you are-” Harry said, pointing at the audience, “we’ve developed a control suite for the Handler that is safe and fully functional, including touch screen controls. You see on the screen a representation of Leslie here — using any touch screen device, you can manipulate the figure like a rag doll, and what you do will be performed by the machine.”

Harry selected a point on the body of the figure, then turned his finger in a counter-clockwise direction. However, nothing happened with the machine. Instead, an error message appeared on the screen.

“See that?” he said. “Rigid mode is enabled, meaning the bars will not move. OK Handler, enable handling.” Huck spun Leah and the device around on its wheels to show that the red LED on the center bulb of the device had turned green. Additionally, a message flashed on the projector screen confirming Harry’s command.

“It’s fully voice-activated, which will in fact allow for a single individual to play with the device on their own. Perfect for self-bondage enthusiasts who worry about having an accident. The device also has a time release mode for those interested, and new features can always be added with software updates.

“To ensure the personal safety of the user, the device has been tested extensively on stress dummies. The Handler will not allow you to accidentally break somebody’s arms or strangle them. This thing is as safe as any product you could hope to buy. Watch.” Harry again selected the figure’s torso and twisted, but this time tried moving it clockwise. The device buzzed an alert and refused to make the adjustment. “Impossible action,” Harry noted. “However, when we go the other way…”

Harry turned his fingers counter-clockwise, and this time the machine responded, bending Leah over at the waist. Leah shouted in surprise and twisted against the device, startled by the sudden change in position. The crowd hummed with a similar degree of amazement.

“Wave hello to the nice people, Leslie.” Harry touched the figure’s hand, then dragged it back and forth laterally. The machine mimicked the motion, moving Leah’s hand in a wave. The crowd laughed and began cheering.

“Now, there is one thing about using this device that I neglected to mention before,” said Harry when the noise died down. “Huck, would you help with Leslie’s clothes?”

Huck stepped into the spotlight with Leah, holding the scissors he’d used earlier. With two quick cuts, he snipped apart the straps holding her bra, then cut up the back. He tossed it aside, then did the same for her panties.

Goddammit, thought Leah. Rebecca’s paying me back for those, that’s for damn sure. Then she blushed, feeling the eyes on her nude form. She knew she was plenty attractive, but the idea of being seen naked by probably a hundred strangers… it was equally terrifying and intoxicating.

“For safety reasons, we recommend only using the device in the nude. Bizarre articles of clothing can introduce variables our design cannot accommodate, so please, always strip down before using the Handler.”

More laughter rose up through the audience.

“Now, in order to show you the Handler’s operation in all its glory, I need volunteers,” said Harry. “Anybody who wants to participate, just come on up. Form a line. Watch your step in the darkness.”

Harry walked over to Leah and crouched down next to her. “So, Leslie. You’re here. You’ve experienced bondage for the first time. You haven’t freaked out. You’ve done a marvelous job so far in helping demonstrate my new invention. I hope Fiona isn’t jealous, since this is usually her job.”

Rebecca murmured something, but seemed to be barely paying attention. Whatever she said was lost in the shuffle, drowned out by the sound of dozens of men getting up out of their seats and lining up by the dance floor.

“However, when she tests out of my designs, there is a phase of testing that is always crucial to determining if my invention is a success, or if I need to go back to the drawing board. And this phase is something I can’t do with you. Do you know what that is?”

She did. “Sex, sir,” she said.

“That’s right,” he replied. “Fortunately, judging by this line, we have lots of volunteers to take my place.”

—

Rebecca felt slack on the chain holding the hook. With a sigh of relief, she lowered her feet to the ground.

“You still with us, dear?” Harry said to her.

Indeed, she felt much better now that she could stand properly. The hook in her ass felt like a boulder attached to a telephone pole; it was dug deep and there was no way for her to remove it. Harry loved stuffing her ass, and she’d come to love having it stuffed, but his toys were always challenging. At the same time, her arms felt like jelly from being held aloft in the yoke for so long, and her jaw ached from the dental gag holding it open. Fortunately, a fresh surge of adrenaline had kicked in, and she was eager to see what he had in store next. She nodded to Harry and winked. Hell yeah, I’m with you, she thought.

“Good,” he said. “I wouldn’t want you to miss this. And if you want to try out the Handler, ask any time.”

Harry turned to the men in line and waved to the individual in front. “So as you folks can see, the Handler is propped up by a large, central post. However, it too is adjustable, allowing for nearly any configuration. You can also detach the wheeled base, if desired. What you probably can’t see from where you’re sitting is the central orbs. If you look close, you’ll notice it has additional sockets for more spokes to be added. Huck, if you don’t mind.”

Harry watched as Huck approached Leah and the machine holding two collars that were attached to bars matching the others on the machine. First he secured a collar around Leah’s neck and inserted its spoke into the central bulb. When it clicked into place, the display on the projector showed that the machine registered its presence. He then inserted the bar of the second collar into the device, and cinched its collar around Leah’s waist. He pulled it tight, causing Leah to wince. It would be harder to breath with this thing on, she realized. Not enough to cause her to panic, but enough that she would feel it.

“As you may have noticed, the segments on the spokes can be adjusted manually when not plugged into the machine itself,” Harry explained while Huck worked. “The default setting is not rigid. However, speaking of rigid…”

The crowd laughed as Harry stepped over to the first volunteer. He crouched down at the knees to examine the man’s pants, finding a tell-tale bulge at the crotch. “Looks like Phil is good to go. Why don’t you drop those pants and position yourself in front of Leslie here. Leslie, are you ready for the fun you’ve been promised?”

“Yes, sir!” she said.

Rebecca heard the enthusiasm in her friend’s voice and smiled. Thank god, she thought. It’s about time she gets some.

“Unbelievable,” said Huck. “Harry, how do you find them?”

Harry smiled. “Finding Fiona was tough, but that’s a story for another time. Now, our volunteer is ready, and our product tester is ready, so let’s get started. Everyone, watch this.”

Harry tapped on his tablet, and Leah’s body began to move downward, which effectively put Phil’s erect member directly in front of her face. Her eyes widened in shock. The crowd roared.

“Open wide, Leslie,” Harry suggested. She took his advice, and after a moment her body moved down again, resulting in Phil’s engorged cock entering her mouth. She sealed her lips around it and began to pleasure the man with her tongue. Harry gave her a second to get used to what was happening, then used the machine to gradually pull her body up and down, back and forth.

“Just so you know, if you want to move a person’s head, you must move their body. The Handler will not act directly on the neck. Too much risk of injury.”

If anybody present was disappointed by this, they didn’t show it. The cacophonous applause drowned out anything not being played over the hall’s speakers, including Phil and Leah’s activities. He groaned in pleasure as she and the machine worked, sending ripples of ecstasy through him. When he reached his climax, he expelled his load into Leah’s mouth. When he pulled out, his sticky seed dripped from her lips. She shut her mouth and sucked up what she could.

Rebecca felt wetness creeping down her legs. Judging by her response to the demonstration, Harry would no doubt have a lot of happy clients at the end of the night, in more ways than one. And hopefully a happy girlfriend too, she thought woefully, thinking about the ache she’d felt for the past few hours. The chastity belt made things even worse, as she didn’t have any hope of getting release while it was still in place. 

“Thanks, Phil,” Harry said as the volunteer pulled up his pants. “Now, since we used the Handler to use Leslie as a tool to give pleasure, it’s only fair that we do the opposite.” Harry used the machine to pull Leah’s body back upward so she was again upright. Using two fingers, he then tapped on the representations of her ankles and lifted. The machine responded by raising Leah’s legs upward into a split, causing her weight to shift to her wrists and waist.

“We’ve got a flexible one here,” said Harry. “If she weren’t so limber, the machine would have stopped when it met too much resistance. One more feature to keep in mind is that the Handler can store profiles for individual users. It has settings for flexibility, endurance, you name it. If you know you have somebody with a limited range of motion, or perhaps poor circulation, you can set artificial limits on the device’s capabilities. Now, can the next volunteer please step forward?”

Leah’s eyes nearly popped when she saw the next man in line: he was huge, incredibly tall and muscular. He had a shaved head and tattoos on his chest, but he wore a kind smile on his round face, like a gentle giant. When he removed his pants, Leah saw his rod was just as impressive as the rest of his body. She grinned and started laughing.

“Rick, I think you’ve got her excited,” Harry said.

Huck brought in a chair from outside the spotlight and placed it in front of Leah. “Have a seat,” he told Rick.

Harry tapped the controls of the machine and Leah’s entire body ascended a foot into the air. Rick adjusted the position of his chair, realizing what Harry intended.

Huck dipped two fingers into Leah’s sopping chasm. Leah moaned and her eyes fluttered as her body realized months of arousal were about to be released. When Harry pulled out his fingers, they glistened in the spotlight. “She’s ready,” he said.

Stating the obvious, thought Rebecca. Still, she was beyond excited for her friend. Harry had engineered sexual experiences so powerful she couldn’t hope to put into words how they felt. She’d wanted to tell Leah what it was like, but had no way of expressing it. Now Leah would see for herself.

With the press of a button, Leah’s body slowly descended. Rick held his cock in position so that Leah’s tender folds would fall right onto it. When their bodies met, she took in his staff hungrily, her inner walls squeezing down on it.

Harry then began a steady manipulation of the controls, lifting and lowering Leah slowly at first, but with increasing speed. Within minutes Leah’s first orgasm of the night exploded through her, encompassing her entire body. Her scream shook the room, a primal howl of joy and anger, as every trace of the enmity she felt for her ex-fiance completely departed her thoughts for the first time in months. She quaked in her bindings, her juices falling into Rick’s lap and in a puddle on the dance floor.

“Thanks, Rick,” Harry said. “Leslie, how do you feel?”

Leah moaned, still ensconced in afterglow. However, she did smile.

“Good. However, I do have to remind you that we’re also supposed to punish you tonight. So, can I get a volunteer who’s reliable with a flogger?”

Several of the men in line raised their hands, so Harry pointed at the one closest to the front of the line, a short, lean man who seemed eager enough. “Tyler, come on over.” Huck handed the volunteer a flogger, then stepped out of the spotlight.

Harry lowered Leah’s legs to the ground, though he made sure they were spread apart.

When she was ready, Harry nodded to Tyler. “Start off easy, then get tougher. You know what to do.”

“You got it,” said Tyler in a deep tenor that seemed out of place for a man of his diminutive stature.

As soon as the flogging began, Leah’s euphoric trance broke, replaced by the suffering brought on by the lashes that were directed at her tender breasts and pussy. She looked over to Rebecca, who met her gaze.

You got this, Rebecca thought, hoping the encouragement was received. Embrace the pain. You’ll love it.

Sure enough, as the flogging continued, mirthful sighs started to follow Leah’s pained yelps. Her body was quickly developing an association between pain and pleasure. She’ll be addicted to this in no time, Rebecca thought. She certainly knew what that was like.

When Tyler concluded his flogging session, Leah’s skin was red all over, and she trembled from the pain. She took slow, deep breaths, causing her ample breasts to heave. Her jaw hung open, but the rosiness in her cheeks indicated her satisfaction.

“All right,” said Harry. “We’ll punish her more during the grand finale, which starts after one final demonstration of the Handler’s capabilities. My last trick, as it were.”

Harry took a deep breath. To Rebecca, he looked like a poker player about to reveal a royal flush. He looked unstoppable. Part of her wanted him to stop everything and take her immediately, but she also really wanted to hear the rest of his presentation.

“As you have seen,” he said, “the machine doesn’t need to revert to any sort of default position before taking on a new one. Most positions can flow from one to the next, given a little transition. Fortunately, the software can handle how to make these transitions. You’ve seen the segments of the spokes bend at the joints, but they are capable of so much more. Most have telescoping sections built within them, allowing the segments to expand and retract as needed, meaning the device can be used on participants of nearly any height. The segments can also spin on an axis, giving them true universal flexibility.

“Why is this so important? Because the manual control is just one option for the device’s usage. What I think you will find much more useful is that bondage positions can be programmed into the device and saved, then applied whenever desired. The Handler will automatically move the user into the desired position.

“OK Handler,” he said. “Hogtie.”

The machine began moving Leah’s arms and legs, lifting her into the air briefly as the central column extended and then bent forward and down. When it put her on the floor, it began the process of bending back her arms and legs to take on the position that would be established if they were tied together with rope.

Rebecca watched as her friend’s body was contorted with awe and unmitigated lust. She hadn’t been jealous of Leah before, but now she wanted desperately to have that device used on her. Though she loved actual rope, the idea of being moved around by a machine was powerfully erotic. Being tied up was fun, but the setup could be slow and laborious. Like most machines, the Handler seemed like it could do in minutes what would take a man hours.

It’s the future of bondage, she thought, shivering.

When Rebecca looked out to the crowd, she could not spot one person who seemed even slightly indifferent. Every eye in the room was on Leah and the Handler as it moved her into position after position. It lifted her arms up in the air and sprawled her out. It lowered her into a ball on the floor. It turned her upside down and right side up. She was a plaything in its mechanical grip. The applause was so loud, the room shook as though it were in the midst of a seismic event. Harry took a bow and put his hand over his heart. He nodded to the crowd, thanking them, though no one could hear.

When the cheering finally died down, Harry stopped the Handler with Leah sitting down, her arms crossed behind her back and her legs splayed apart and upwards.

“Thanks everyone,” said Harry. “Production on the Handler has already begun. We have ten units available now. If you can’t wait to own one, we will have a silent auction later. Otherwise, place an order and it will be fulfilled as soon as possible. I’m overwhelmed by the response you’ve shown me tonight right now, I really am. You have my deepest thanks.”

Once again the crowd gave a resounding applause. Harry waved his hands to settle them, then continued. “I’m in a good mood. I think my poor, darling girlfriend has suffered enough, don’t you? She’s been so patient this whole time, while enduring quite a severe anal hook. So, for our grand finale, I’m going to give her all the release she can take. Huck, do me a favor and swap the gags?”

Huck nodded and dug through his duffel bag for a ball gag.

“Thanks, man,” said Harry. As Huck took out the dental gag and replaced it with the ball gag, Harry continued: “Throwing out all modesty, people who have seen me in action know that I’ve got some pretty serious stamina. Do you agree, Fiona?”

“Uh huh,” she said. The black ball gag she now wore was a relief from the dental gag, but still quite punishing on her jaw, and a line of drool began tracing a familiar path down her chin.

“Thanks, honey,” said Harry. “Some of you who have been around a while can problably guess what’s coming next.”

Harry extended his hand to the crowd, prompting those who knew to shout in unison, “Fuck-a-thon!”

“Yes,” said Harry as the crowd laughed. “I didn’t coin the term,” he admitted. “It’s crude, but accurate. I’m going to bang my girlfriend until neither of us can go a second longer, while all of our patient volunteers have a go with Leslie. Just once per person, fellas. We want this to be fair.” The volunteers chuckled and clapped. “Huck here will use the Handler to adjust Leah’s position as requested. However, if the Handler is in motion, I get to take a break, so in the spirit of competition, keep it simple guys.”

The audience laughed as the volunteers nodded and saluted Harry. Rebecca’s eyes lit up as he took a key out of his inner jacket pocket. He began removing the padlocks from her chastity belt, then took apart and removed the belt itself. Rebecca sighed as Huck took the contraption away, feeling the cool air of the room on her sopping wet crevice.

“All right,” said Harry as he removed his jacket and began unbuttoning his shirt. “Women, are you ready?”

Rebecca nodded furiously. Leah took a deep breath, then gave one full nod.

Harry bared his chest and tossed aside his shirt and cummerbund. “Volunteers, are you ready?”

The excited line of men cheered their assent.

“Then begin!”

Without a second of hesitation, Harry unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants and boxers. His hammer stood tall and ready, thick and throbbing. He plunged it into Rebecca’s eager orifice and put his arms around her. A moan escaped her lips immediately, as she felt his cock against the hook from the inside. She bucked and hollered as an orgasm quickly boiled up, the hours of denial having their intended effect.

At the same time, Leah had barely recovered from her previous orgasm when the first volunteer plowed into her deeply. Looking down the line, she could see the men were all studs: virile, youthful and full of energy waiting to be spent. Leah leaned back against the machine and enjoyed every thrust, grope and groan.

By the time Harry felt his first orgasm starting to reach its climax, five men had already dropped loads on Leah’s face, chest and stomach. Members of the audience cheered on Harry as though he were a heavyweight prize fighter. He continued to pound away at Rebecca, who had been reduced to a babbling, sopping mess as orgasm after orgasm propelled her to subspace.

She didn’t look to see, but Leah was in a similar state. Most of the men were entering her tight pussy, but a few requested Leah be lowered so she could pleasure them orally. Acting on instinct, she obliged them, lost in a sea of pure carnality.

Volunteer after volunteer groaned in blissful release while Harry pleased himself and his woman. Sweat poured from his temples and down his chest as he rhythmically penetrated her. As she neared another climax, Harry removed her nipple clamps and tossed them to Huck. Rebecca howled in pain, and put her head down on Harry’s shoulder. She sobbed and writhed as Harry increased the pace of his thrusting.

Soon the line of volunteers was beginning to dwindle. How many men had used Leah, nobody kept count. Then, one volunteer, a handsome man with a full-body tan and a built physique, made a bold move and had Leah almost completely repositioned. The machine played a tone, signally Harry to pull out of Rebecca, who moaned and trembled at the stoppage. They watched as Leah was turned over and lifted into a standing position. The machine bent her at the waist and pulled her arms upward in a strappado, then spread her legs. Huck handed him a tube of lube, which he poured into Leah’s ass cheeks.

“This work for you?” the volunteer asked. Leah nodded immediately. Do it, she thought. She felt as though something was being purged from her psyche throughout the course of the night, but they hadn’t finished the job until they invaded every last part of her.

“Just signal me if this is too much,” he said. He held his rod in his hand, which looked tiny next to his massive manhood. He pressed it against Leah’s tender bud softly at first, easing it in gradually. However, as soon as it was in, he began to thrust deeply.

Seeing that Leah’s action resumed, Harry drove himself into Rebecca with renewed vigor. The site of the few remaining volunteers gave him a surge of adrenaline and a second wind.

Feeling her ass spread and invaded, Leah lost all sense of time. She never knew she could enjoy pain so much, but as soon as one volunteer took her in her tight rear entrance, everyone else wanted to as well. She cried tears of joy and pain as each one entered her and reached orgasm, which happened seemingly more and more quickly.

Soon, only one volunteer was left. As he took his turn, Leah looked over to her friend. Rebecca and Harry were kissing passionately, her ball gag resting at her neckline. With one hand around her shoulders and another on her ass, he pulled her into him with all the affection in his soul. Rebecca drank it in like fine wine.

I am yours, she thought. Forever.

When Leah’s last suitor thrust for the last time, Leah felt a bliss she could hardly describe. It wasn’t just sexual fulfillment. It was a sense of purity, as though she been cleansed. The ordeal had been like a religious experience, both forgiving and majestic. It was a brush with nirvana, a oneness with the universe.

When she looked again, Rebecca and Harry were looking back at her, smiling with glee. Harry removed Rebecca’s yoke and let her body fall into his strong, muscular arms. He carried her over to the Handler and set her down on the floor.

Rebecca felt like every cell in her body was aglow. She could barely move, but didn’t want to. When Harry came back, he had the control for the machine. He pressed a button and Leah’s body was impelled into motion. After a minute, she was standing up, held on her feet by the machine more than her own strength.

“Come over here,” Harry instructed Rebecca, directing her to stand directly in front of Leah. “Put your arms around her.”

Harry worked the machine until the ends of its previously unused second set of spokes met Rebecca’s wrists, then locked her into the cuffs. He then directed Leah’s arms to close around Rebecca, bringing the two women together in a mutual embrace.

“Did I mention you can use this thing on two people at once, if you know what you’re doing?” he said.

Rebecca giggled and looked into Leah’s eyes. She blushed, but smiled radiantly.

“Do what comes naturally, ladies,” said Harry. “I think you both need another flogging or two, but it can wait for later. We have all the time in the world.”

Harry put his pants back on, but didn’t zip them or buckle his belt. He took a seat and sipped from a refreshing glass of ice water. He watched as Rebecca and Leah experimented with pecks on the cheek and short kisses on the lips, which grew longer and deeper.

Rebecca felt desire growing within her once again. She didn’t know if what was happening between her and Leah came from being drunk on euphoria, or if it was something deeper, but she didn’t care. Right now she was with the people she loved and everything was perfect.


The Kinky Inventor Challenges His Pets

Rebecca rolled her eyes as her friend fidgeted and watched the street. She knew Leah was nervous, but also excited. Last weekend was all she could talk about, and Rebecca knew it probably wouldn’t stop until she had another taste of what she’d experienced then.

So, this weekend, they were headed back to where they had so much fun, only this time they were doing it right: no more driving up there themselves, no more uninvited visits. This time a limo was coming for them the way it always did when Harry sent for Rebecca in the past.

For her, this was a familiar protocol, except for the part about standing on the street waiting for the past fifteen minutes. Normally it took her so long to get ready she barely managed to get downstairs before the car. Leah refused to let that happen. They’d been ready for an hour, and had stood on the street for a quarter of that. Rebecca thought they looked ridiculous, but Leah wasn’t leaving anything to chance. This weekend was too important.

The party they attended last week had been lots of fun for Rebecca: she’d been tightly bound, cruelly dominated and wantonly used. She was sore for days after, but she wouldn’t have it any other way. However, what was fun for her had been life-altering for Leah. Getting taken by so many men, one after another, most of them immaculate physical specimens… after wallowing in self-pity for months following the breakup with her fiance, Leah was due for a night of total sexual and mental release, and they gave it to her. She was grateful for each and every one of them, and she didn’t even know their names.

This weekend would be different though. Just her and Rebecca and Harry. Rebecca worried about a sophomore slump: what if the breakthrough and self-discovery of last weekend could only be achieved once in a lifetime? What if this weekend just couldn’t compare?

Worry about that later, she thought. “And you’re clear on the plan for the limo?” she asked her friend.

“Yes,” Leah groaned. “We’ve been over it. I know what you want me to do.”

“Thanks. It’ll be fun, you’ll see.”

“If you say so.”

Rebecca had a feeling Leah would appreciate the fun of her game a bit more once it started. And it was about to get underway: slipping around the corner, a black limousine turned onto their block and stopped at the curb before them.

“Ready?” asked Rebecca.

“Hell yes.”

Not waiting for an invitation, Rebecca and Leah opened the door and got inside as soon as the car stopped. Just as quickly it sped off, flattening the two women in their seats. Despite the ample amount of space in the passenger compartment, they chose to sit side-by-side in the back seat, facing the front of the vehicle.

When the car turned off the side streets and onto the main drive, Rebecca nodded to Leah, and the game began: both stared straight forward, looking at where the rear view mirror would be. They couldn’t actually see it: the glass partition between them and the driver was opaque from their side, and the windows of the vehicle were too darkly tinted from the outside as well. In all her months of dating Harry, Rebecca had never seen the limo’s driver. It might not even be the same person each time, but she liked to think it was.

She also liked to think that he watched her in the mirror when possible. In this case, there would be twice the temptation, as Leah followed Rebecca’s lead in spreading and stretching out her legs. If the driver was looking, he (or she) would be able to see right up their skirts. Rebecca’s was a cool, blue flared skirt, while Leah wore a fiery red pencil skirt that barely reached her knees. The designer garments had cost hundreds apiece, but Rebecca could afford to splurge: Her job paid fabulously, even though the “work” was something she would do for free: test Harry’s newest, most devious inventions. That’s how they met, how they became lovers and how their coupling had evolved into a relationship neither ever expected.

Of course, teasing a poor limo driver was not part of the job; Rebecca had merely hoped to provoke some kind of reaction. When she and Leah spread their legs, was there a subtle braking of the vehicle, or was that just traffic? Rebecca couldn’t tell. 

“Is it working?” Leah whispered.

“I don’t know,” Rebecca whispered back.

“You do this every time?”

“Mostly.”

“Can I stop?”

Rebecca sighed. “Yeah,” she said out loud. There was not much point in continuing if Leah was going to spoil the mood. And she had to admit: this was more fun when she first started the job. Now that she was in love with Harry, instead of just working with him, she didn’t need to play such a silly game.

“So you really haven’t told anyone else about this?” asked Leah.

“No. It’s hard to explain. Most people just think pain is pain. Not everyone enjoys it like I do.”

“Nobody likes it like you do,” Leah snorted. It was true: Rebecca’s tolerance for and fondness of pain was exceedingly rare. Harry’s inventions could be ferociously punishing, causing agony most would find unbearable, but she drank it in like an exquisite nectar. She loved to be bound tightly, inescapably; she craved to be gagged and flogged. Trying to orgasm without rope or cuffs around her wrists was like trying to fly by flapping her arms: she couldn’t get the same kind of lift. Leah saw this first-hand last weekend. She saw Rebecca’s treatment at the hands of Harry and his clients.

“Yeah, yeah. You’re right, but you liked what we did too. Have you told anyone?”

“No, I guess not. But who would I tell? You’re my best friend. I haven’t spoken to anyone else since then. Although I have been tempted to tell Sean I got plowed by… how many men was it?”

“You think I was counting?” Rebecca said incredulously. “I was a little busy.” She warmed at the thought of what Harry had done to her that night with so many people were watching… His endurance and stamina previously gained quite the reputation; now it was practically legendary.

“I’ll just tell him it was ten,” said Leah. “He’ll think I’m exaggerating.”

Both women laughed. Ten wasn’t even close to the real number.

“That’s the spirit,” said Rebecca. She was overjoyed to see her friend talking about her ex and laughing. She had been so despondent for so long after their split. She’d taken up residence with Rebecca until she could get back on her feet, and it looked like that time was coming. However, Rebecca knew her friend was still processing a lot of anguish, and she had no intention of kicking Leah out: her friend could stay as long as she wanted. And if she was becoming interested in Rebecca and Harry’s BDSM scene, then she would need a friend nearby from whom she could learn.

They continued chatting throughout the half-hour ride. Rebecca had to admit that it was more fun than sitting there silently, but she had kept her legs spread all the same.

“You know tonight is going to be a real test,” Rebecca said as the limo pulled onto the property of Harry’s company. “You remember the time you tried out my-”

“I know,” Leah cut in. Playing with a gift Harry had given to Rebecca made fo an embarrassing, painful night, though ultimately Leah had enjoyed herself. “I say bring it on. Last week I discovered a new side of me. Tonight I plan to expand it.”

“Be careful what you wish for,” said Rebecca. She sighed. “Harry’s not going to make this easy.”

“I’m ready,” Leah said half-convincingly. “Nothing Harry can do will be as cruel as what Sean did to me. Nothing will be as painful. And if this makes me stronger, then I want to do it. If I enjoy it, even better.”

“Good attitude.” Rebecca thought Leah’s cocky tone masked some degree of uncertainty, but Leah rarely backed down from a challenge. Something else we have in common, Rebecca mused.

Soon the limo arrived at the castle-like building and pulled into the cul-de-sac. As usual, Harry stood outside waiting. Rebecca smiled at seeing her boyfriend for the first time in three days. He had been hard at work preparing for this weekend, and she had played the good girlfriend in giving him all the time he needed. After all, everything he did was going to be for her enjoyment too.

“Hey babe,” he said, pulling her into a hug. He smelled of fine cologne and his hair was slightly damp, as if he’d gotten out of the shower in the past few minutes. He wore his work ensemble, a dark flannel shirt and cargo pants. “You look gorgeous.”

“Thanks,” she said. He never failed to compliment her appearance, and it never sounded perfunctory. She always loved to hear it, and could say the same about him too, whether he wore casual shirts and slacks or a custom-tailored tuxedo.

“Leah, you look nice as always. I hope you’re excited for what I have planned.”

“I am,” she replied. “Just don’t lock me in a cage in a dark room with nothing to do for an hour like last time.”

Harry chuckled. “No promises. Though I guarantee, if I put you in a cage, you won’t be bored.”

“Fair enough,” said Leah as the trio walked toward the building.

Rebecca stopped. Her eyes followed a trail of landscaping she’d seen a dozen times and saw something new: a sign made of carved granite had been installed at the end of a bed of pink geraniums leading to the entrance. It read, BonDouleurs Manor.

She gasped. “Is that the name of this place?”

“What? You didn’t know?”

Rebecca smacked Harry’s shoulder. “Don’t be like that. I’ve asked lots of times.”

“I was curious about that too,” said Leah. “Rebecca’s never been able to tell me where she went because she didn’t know what to call it.”

“What did you call it?” Harry asked his girlfriend as they stepped inside the building

“‘Your place.’ So, why reveal the name now?”

“Are they revealing it now?” Harry said cryptically. “Or did they just finally get the sign back from the engraver?”

“Fine, keep your secrets.” Rebecca pressed a polished, brass button to call the elevator.

“Where are we going?” Leah asked when they started descending. Rebecca smiled, remembering having the same reaction her first time.

“To my lair,” Harry said mischievously.

Rebecca laughed. It felt like one, sometimes. “It’s his workshop. It’s where he makes all his great inventions.”

“From start to finish,” added Harry. “I have sections for designing, fabricating and testing everything. And thanks to the performance you put on with the Handler last week, I’m due to receive a bundle of new funding to improve the shop. Imagine what I can do with an industrial 3-D printer…”

“Nerd,” teased Leah.

Harry smiled, then smacked her ass. She yelped and scooted forward out of the elevator. She turned around and looked at him, jaw hanging open in amused shock.

“You’re in my house now,” he said as the elevator doors closed. “If I don’t like your conduct, you will be disciplined. Understood?”

Rebecca felt wetness start to spread through her panties. She loved the way Harry could just turn on his dominant side, like flicking a switch.

“I get it,” Leah said, rolling her eyes.

In a flash, Harry spun her around, hiked up her skirt and smacked her ass again, this time on her bare skin. Leah cried out and tried to squirm her way out of Harry’s grasp, but her petite frame didn’t have the leverage. “If that’s how you’re going to address your master, you’re in for a rough night,” Harry said. “Am I being clear?” He slapped her bare bottom again and let her go.

“Yes, sir,” Leah said, massaging her stinging skin. She tried suppressing a smile, but Harry and Rebecca could read the upturned curl in her lips.

“Remember, ladies. You might be here for a good time, but this is still work for me. There’s a lot I can do with two product testers that I couldn’t do with just one, so we will be experimenting a great deal. Leah, my gracious girlfriend here understands that anything I do with you sexually is in a strictly professional capacity. You will both be compensated for your work.”

Leah looked to her friend. “Rebecca, you’re cool with this?”

“Of course. I know he’s mine. And if not for his work, we never would have met.”

“That’s right. Also, we’re perfect for each other in almost every way, particularly sexually,” Harry explained. “I need somebody to test my great new toys, and she needs to be dominated by them. It’s practically symbiotic.”

“Exactly,” Rebecca agreed. “We were made to be together.”

Harry put his arm around her shoulder and kissed her. She pressed back into him, unconcerned about her friend standing there watching. Leah was used to it: Harry and Rebecca had been inseparable the past couple months, and she was starting to see why.

—

Harry finally broke away from their kiss and asked, “How about we give Leah a tour of the workshop?”

“Sure,” said Rebecca.

“Good. Of course, I don’t want this to be some boring little stroll, so we’re going to do this the fun way.” Harry picked up one of several bundles of rope waiting on a table set up by the elevator. The women hadn’t noticed it when they arrived at the workshop, but now they saw it: three mountainous piles of rope, as well as a variety of toys and other restraints. If he used all of it, he could bind a dozen women. The sight of all of it made Rebecca’s head swim. “Take off your clothes,” Harry told her as he untangled the first rope.

“Yes, sir.” Rebecca smiled and started lifting her skirt up over her head. Leah looked straight ahead, shocked by her friend’s openness. She was used to Rebecca being the shy and innocent one, not insatiable and carnal. She might have thought Harry had awoken something new in Rebecca, turned her into something she never was, but since last week she knew better: it had been inside Rebecca all along, much like it was inside her. The desire to submit isn’t learned or taught; it can be guided and trained, but not planted. It has to come from within.

Rebecca laid her skirt carefully over the table next to the rope, and then removed her bra and panties. Harry spent a moment taking in the sight of his woman’s slim figure, her natural breasts and firm buttocks. He never tired of seeing her in all her beauty, nor did Rebecca tire of his lustful gaze. He reached down to her crevice and massaged it with his hand. Rebecca shivered at the touch, aroused by his strong hands and how he would use all that rope. She knew the typical amount needed to tie her up to the point of complete immobility, and he had more than twice what was needed.

“Hands on your head,” Harry commanded. Rebecca gave him an odd look, wondering what he had in mind. Normally he ordered her hands behind her back. Not that she had a preference, as long as the bondage would be tight and inescapable. He began tying rope all around her body, cinching her waist tightly, then moving to her hips and her upper thighs. He wound ropes all around her midsection, forming a harness that dug deeply into her skin.

During the process, Rebecca watched Leah’s reactions. Her friend initially just stole glances, but soon started to blatantly stare. If Harry cared, he didn’t make any indication. She was struck by the artistry behind the rope work, and enjoyed watching Harry wind, tuck and tie every last loop and knot.

Leah’s fascination only grew when Harry dragged the last of his first bundle of rope through Rebecca’s crotch and pull it deep into her slit. Though Rebecca moaned in pain, she couldn’t turn away. Harry fixed the rope into the harness so it couldn’t loosen, then backed up to enjoy his handiwork. “It’s a good start, don’t you think ladies?”

“Yes, sir,” they replied in unison.

Harry took another length of rope and started anew. He picked up where he left off, bringing another cord up through Rebecca’s crotch from behind, feeding it through the harness, and bringing it back down her slit and up the back. He tied it off as Rebecca squirmed, feeling all of the rope fed through her tender folds. Harry then tied several lengths of rope around her legs, forcing them together. He didn’t stop until they were bound midway down her thighs, above and below the knees and at her ankles. Each time the ropes were cinched together in the middle, making each loop as tight as possible. Rebecca couldn’t spread her legs even the slightest bit.

“All right, clasp your hands in front of you, elbows back,” said Harry. Using more rope he bound her wrists up against her body along her waist. He spun yards and yards of rope to form a secondary harness around her torso, keeping her hands in place in front of her. She could move her fingers, but reaching with her hands meant leaning with her entire body, which she couldn’t do with her legs bound or she’d lose her balance. Effectively, everything was out of reach. To finish off Rebecca’s elegant bondage, Harry tied her arms to her body above the elbow, securing them in position. These ropes had the added benefit of encircling her breasts, framing and lifting them.

“What do you think?” Harry asked at last.

Rebecca fidgeted pathetically in her bonds. “It’s super tight. I can’t move at all. I love it.”

“Good. Now, step over to the table and pick out a gag.”

Rebecca felt her fluids drip over and through the ropes in her pussy as she carefully walked, inching her way forward. She bent her whole body down to get a hand in reach of a blue ball gag she’d never seen before. Carefully, she waddled back to Harry and gave him the gag, which he immediately jammed into her mouth, wedging it between her teeth. He fastened its buckle tightly behind her neck, lodging the large, rubber ball in place. Rebecca felt her saliva start to gather around it, and knew within seconds drool would start to drip down her chin uncontrollably. The sensation was always utterly humiliating in the best way.

“Incredible. You look unbelievable,” said Harry. “Leah, did you know rope is her favorite way to be bound?”

“No. But I think I see why,” she answered, unable to take her eyes off her bound friend.

“You’re about to find out for yourself, actually. Now get undressed.”

Rebecca chuckled through her gag as Leah stripped down. She moved laboriously at first, not as comfortable as Rebecca had been about baring herself, but as soon as she was down to her skivvies, the excitement gave her more confidence.

Harry quickly got to work on Leah, replicating on her the same intricate pattern he used on Rebecca. For her, seeing Leah get bound in the exact same way was like getting tied by Harry all over again; she enjoyed every moment, feeling each rope around her own body as it was tied around Leah’s. She struggled against her bonds, trying to loosen them, not because she wanted to escape, but because the helpless feeling sent ripples of pleasure through her. Thanks to the harness, any movement she made traveled throughout the rope and ended in her crotch, pressing and rubbing against her sensitive clit. The stimulation was tormenting but also soothing.

When Harry finished repeating his work on Leah, he bid her select a gag as well. She carefully ambled forward, worried about losing her balance, but reached the table. She clasped the fingers of her hand around the straps connected to a red ball gag and brought it back to Harry. He planted it between her lips and fastened it tightly, then ran a hand down to her sopping chasm. He felt the ropes running through it and gave them a tug, evoking high-pitched squeals from Leah.

Harry brought his hand to Leah’s face. His fingers glimmered in the light, reflecting the sheen made by her juices. “Last weekend was no fluke, little Leah. You are very clearly into this, aren’t you?”

Leah shut her eyes and nodded. Drool ran down her chin too, and her cheeks blushed bright red, but she nodded.

“That’s what I thought. Anyway, time to start the tour of the workshop.” Harry quickly tied ropes into Rebecca and Leah’s harnesses, grasping the top knot connected to their crotch ropes, and began pulling them along. “Keep moving ladies, but be careful. I can catch you if you fall, but it’ll be difficult to get you both at the same time.”

Harry tugged at their leashes, jolting the rope biting at their tender flesh, motivating them to keep up the pace. They felt the workshop’s cold, smooth cement against their bare feet and heard their footsteps’ echoes reverberate between their anguished cries. Rebecca savored every step of the journey, letting the biting ropes punish her. Leah felt the pain savagely, and couldn’t listen to a word Harry said as he showed off each section of the facility. Soon she decided to stop and try to collect herself, causing Harry to stop as well.

“Are you not enjoying the tour?” he asked tauntingly.

Leah breathed heavily, trying to process the sensations barreling through her.

“Do you want to stop?” This time he sounded legitimately concerned.

She shook her head quickly.

“You want to continue?”

Leah nodded.

“Good.” Harry stepped behind her and slapped her ass cheeks several times. He then returned to Rebecca and gave her the same treatment. “What are you waiting for, ladies? Let’s go.”

Leah and Rebecca sprang into motion, inching their way forward again, sending more and more pangs through their throbbing pussies. By the time they reached the final stop in the tour, Rebecca was on the verge of an orgasm from the pain and bondage alone. Leah sobbed openly from the misery, degradation and rapturous bliss all rolled together. It was unlike any sexual experience in her life, including the previous weekend.

“You two are obviously cut from the same cloth,” said Harry. “Leah, you have a lot of resilience for a beginner. Don’t ever let anyone make you think you’re weak. A weak person would have bailed long before I even finished tying her up.”

Leah nodded and sniffled, enjoying a swell of pride and satisfaction.

“This is the bedroom, Leah. It’s where Rebecca and I often have our fun before we start testing my new products.”

She opened her eyes and surveyed the area, noticing the custom-made bed and an antique, wooden nightstand.

“The nice thing about my games, Leah, is that the suffering you endure always earns a proper reward. ” Harry took out of his pocket two small devices. They looked like electric toothbrushes, but at the end it had a small orb instead of a brush. Harry slipped them into the rope harnesses so that the orbs nuzzled in between their sensitive lips and on their clits. “Unfortunately for me, this bed is only made for two,” Harry jokingly lamented as he placed Rebecca down, face up, on the mattress. “So I’ll just let you two have fun for a while and come back when you’re done.”

Rebecca swooned as she was carried by Harry; she loved being reminded of how strong he was, how much power he’d developed from years of working saws, drills, sanders and all manner of tools. When Harry picked up Leah, and Rebecca saw what it looked like when he did that, she became a burbling mess on the bed. She could already feel a wet spot spreading beneath her.

“All right, ladies,” said Harry as he turned on the two devices. The orbs began vibrating as a loud buzz emanated from their sodden orifices. Both women immediately began bucking and heaving against their restraints. “Time to go,” Harry added as he picked up several lengths of rope that had been left underneath the bed. He wrapped them all the way around the bed, encircling the women several times around their chests and ankles. “I may be a while, but don’t go anywhere, okay? I’ll see you later.”

Rebecca and Leah writhed as the vibrator sent wave after wave of ecstasy through their bodies. Rebecca had been building up to an orgasm since they started the tour, and her first climax came within minutes. Leah built up hers more slowly, still adjusting to the way pain subsided to leave a pleasant stinging soreness in its wake. Once she started to enjoy this lingering ache, she found release. The women shuddered hard and screamed through their gags as their exuberance built more and more.

Before she started breaking into her subspace, her plane of pure bliss, Rebecca wondered how long the vibrator would remain on. Harry had a way of not always spelling out how long she would have to withstand a source of overwhelming pain or pleasure. She hoped Leah was learning to do what Rebecca knew was best: just enjoy the ride, and trust Harry’s judgment. It never steered her wrong.

—

The vibrators shut off on their own eventually. Neither Rebecca nor Leah could say how long it took; they had both been absent from the world, enjoying repeated orgasms until they transitioned into one sustained, unending climax. Maybe Harry shut the devices off remotely when he knew the women had had enough; his toys tended to be remote controlled, often through Wi-Fi, so it wouldn’t surprise Rebecca. At the same time, their run felt like such a long time, it was equally possible that the batteries had simply ran out. If Harry made the devices, he would undoubtedly know how long they could run on a single charge.

When they stopped, Rebecca and Leah spent their respite gathering their thoughts and catching their breath. Rebecca was the first to start laughing, as the stringent bondage continued to inflame her desire. Hearing her friend, Leah couldn’t help joining in, and soon both were howling through their gags.

Curse these gags! Rebecca thought. She loved the way they made her feel, but she desperately wanted to pick Leah’s brain at this very moment. She wanted to know how her friend was doing, and whether she had expected their night to start like this. To start! she realized. This was just the first thing Harry had done! What else did he have planned?

Together they laid there for what seemed like an eternity. Time was difficult to measure when in bondage, as Rebecca knew and Leah was discovering.

Bet this is more fun than standing in a cage, huh? Rebecca thought. She wished she could say it to Leah now. Her friend had complained bitterly about being locked away, bored, for such an interminable period last weekend. Rebecca knew she could spend an hour like this and enjoy it thoroughly, and… That’s exactly what Harry intends, she realized. He knew she would love it, but how would Leah? He probably wanted to find out.

So Rebecca settled in and squirmed in her bonds contentedly. She heard Leah moan in pleasure and figured her friend was having a good time too, which was encouraging.

Sure enough, it took seemingly forever for Harry to return, though he may not have actually left. He had a habit of remaining in the vicinity of his pets but staying out of sight. “You two are still here?” Harry joked when he noticed the women react to his return. “Sorry it took me so long, but I’m glad you waited. Did you like my new vibrators? A lot of punch in a small package, right?”

He reached behind Rebecca’s head and unfastened her gag. She gasped as the ball lifted out of her mouth, her jaw aching from being forced open for so long. Leah felt the same relief next, and Harry left the slick rubber balls draped around their necks. “How do you two feel?”

“Great,” said Rebecca.

“I… I… I can’t even,” Leah muttered, tossing her head back and forth. Harry laughed and petted her sweat-soaked hair. “It was unbelievable,” she said, choking back tears. “How can you feel so free when you’re totally tied up? It doesn’t make sense.”

Harry nodded knowingly. “It’s because you’ve given up control, which means you’re not responsible for what happens. When you submit to a master, you become their responsibility. And when you give that trust, and it is rewarded, you can enjoy it without the slightest sense of guilt. Does it make sense?”

“Yes, sir,” said Leah, remembering her decorum.

“Good,” said Harry as he reached into the drawer of the nightstand. He retrieved from it a long, thick, black dildo. “Pretend this is real, Leah, and show your master you appreciate what he’s done for you.”

Leah shivered in her bonds as Harry turned her head to the side and directed the toy toward her mouth, which she dutifully opened. She took in as much as she could, and wrapped her lips and tongue around the rock hard phallus. She moved her head as much as she could, and found she enjoyed having its presence creeping down toward her throat. She felt her arousal start to rise once again, and worked harder and faster, wanting to please Harry in the hopes he could turn her vibrator back on. He didn’t though: instead, he stopped working the dildo, and left it in her mouth.

“Hold that for me,” he said, and stepped around the bed. He quickly unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it away, then unzipped his cargo pants and pulled them and his boxers down, revealing his erect, upright cock. Leah first saw it the previous weekend, and remembered how massive it appeared. Seeing it again, and from closer up, did little to make her think she had exaggerated its size in her memory. He then slipped his package between Rebecca’s waiting lips. Leah savored the rubbery flavor of the dildo and listened to Rebecca’s efforts.

Rebecca had sucked Harry’s cock more than enough times to know her technique and how to respond to his cues. She poured into her effort all of the gratitude for how she felt at that moment, expressing it through devotion to her master. Before long, he was grunting and gasping pleased exhalations as her adept tongue coaxed out his seed. She swallowed what landed in her mouth, but Harry withdrew his cock in time to deposit most of his load on her face and chest.

“Oh my god,” he said. “Nice work, ladies.” He stood there for a moment, gazing at the two beautiful, bound women before him, then took the dildo from Leah’s mouth. “I know it’s time to move on, but goddamn I hate the idea of untying you. You just look so perfect. What do you think Rebecca?”

“You know me. I could stay here like this all day.”

“Don’t tempt me,” said Harry, smirking. “What about you, Leah?”

“I’m fine, sir,” she said. “But I’m also curious about what’s next.”

“Yes, sir, me too,” Rebecca added.

“All right. We’ll split the difference. I’m going to take you both to get cleaned up, but I’ll keep you tied like this until we get there.” Harry released the ropes going around the entire bed, set aside the vibrators, then opened up the nightstand to retrieve a Swiss Army knife, which he pocketed.

He zipped up his pants and then picked up both women, lifting one with each of his muscular arms. Rebecca cackled in glee as she felt herself being carried like a sack of potatoes. Leah fidgeted, though not out of discomfort: being handled so effortlessly by Harry had brought on a fresh surge of furious desire, and she could feel her warm juices soaking into Harry’s shirt. When she realized what was happening she felt completely mortified, but Harry simply gave her ass a squeeze and said nothing.

Harry carried them clear across the workshop, eventually coming to a tiled area with a garden hose and a drain in the floor. He set the women down on their feet and held their shoulders until both confirmed that they could maintain their own balance. Quickly he cut through their bonds with his knife, slicing the ropes near the knots so that they could be removed quickly. He freed Leah first, then Rebecca, knowing his girlfriend was more than happy to stay bound longer.

“Close your eyes,” he said when they were both free of the ropes. Rebecca shivered, for once knowing what was coming next.

Harry took the hose off the peg from which it hung, then twisted the faucet built into the wall. All three heard the rush of running water, and then it was spraying from the hose. Harry pointed it at the women, who shrieked as the cold water drenched them from head to toe. Leah put her hands up to try to shield herself, but Harry shook the hose to thoroughly spray her down. Rebecca chose an alternate approach, and held her arms and legs out, letting the cold torrent soak her completely.

Shutting off the water, Harry couldn’t help but laugh sympathetically at the women. “You poor things,” he said as they trembled from the shock of the sudden cold. “You look half-drowned.” Using two soft, fluffy, white towels, he gathered the women in his arms and kissed them both. His lips were hot against their cold cheeks, and they smiled at his affectionate touch.

When they were mostly dry, Harry led them to an area where a table and some chairs had been set up. Waiting for them was a pitcher full of ice water and glasses; a thermos of hot coffee, creamers and mugs; a plate of sugar cookies; a bowl of strawberries; and a box of chocolates. While Rebecca and Leah’s hair finished drying, they all snacked and refreshed themselves. Leah marveled at the marks in her skin left by the ropes, as they still hadn’t faded completely.

Finally Harry stood up and said, “Break’s over. Time for our next activity. Follow me.”

The women followed Harry through the workshop toward a tan-colored luxury couch and a pair of wooden stocks. They had visited the spot earlier on the tour, but neither had really been paying attention. Leah realized she still felt strange walking around naked in such an unusual place, with a man who wasn’t her boyfriend, and with her naked best friend beside her. She smiled with her tongue hanging out slightly, amazed at surreal quality of it all.

Harry opened up each of the stocks and beckoned for the women to put their wrists and neck into its openings. They complied, bending slightly at the waist, and Harry secured the devices, twisting the wing nuts until they were fully tightened, locking the women inside.

“First time in the stocks, Leah?” asked Harry.

“Yes, sir.”

“What do you think of it?”

“It’s a little uncomfortable standing like this.”

“It is. I bet when you first got into this you thought the hard part would be getting whipped, didn’t you? But the real hard part of stringent bondage is being tied tightly. The floggings are just a little extra spice. A temporary distraction from the real challenge.”

“Yes, sir.”

Harry stepped over to Rebecca and kissed her cheek. “How you doing, babe?”

“All good,” she said.

Harry fondled her breasts as he kissed her again. “Excellent. You two stay put. I need to go get a few things. Be right back.”

The women listened to his footsteps getting farther away, but to Rebecca’s surprise, they never faded completely. She was used to him disappearing for long lengths while he either prepared his next experiment or simply left her to suffer.

After a moment, his footsteps were replaced by a new sound: a rough scraping of metal against concrete. Slowly the noise gained in volume as it came closer. What the hell? thought Rebecca, cringing against the sound. She shut her eyes as if it would shut out the cacophony, which it didn’t, of course. It just kept growing louder until she was sure it was right up next to her, and then it stopped. Rebecca opened her eyes and discovered the source of the rough clamor: a table was now before them, and Harry had dragged it across the workshop.

He’d purposefully moved the table very slowly, not because he enjoyed the sonic torment it caused, but because the table’s surface boasted several items that would have fallen if he’d gone more quickly. The usual sex toys were present, but Rebecca’s eyes were drawn to the two professional-grade, high-definition video cameras and laptops. He wasn’t going to broadcast us over the Internet, was he? Rebecca wondered. He wouldn’t!

“Sir, can I ask a question?” said Leah.

“Go ahead.”

“What the hell is all this?” She squirmed in the stocks, growing nervous and uncomfortable.

“Relax,” said Harry. “It isn’t what it looks like. It’s a lot worse, I promise you.”

He woke up the dormant PCs and turned on the cameras. The monitors displayed the cameras’ live views, and Harry zoomed in with both until Rebecca and Leah’s faces filled their respective screens. He then activated a program that added an overlay to their images. It created blue rings that maintained alignment with the irises of their eyes, and it drew a red circle that extended part way up their foreheads and down their noses.

Well this is new, Rebecca thought.

“Now we’re going to test out one of my newest projects, meant to train submissive women with their focus,” explained Harry as he picked up a pair of metallic plugs and a bottle of lube. “I’ll be curious to see how a veteran like Rebecca handles it, versus a neophyte like you, Leah. I’m going to scale down the harshness for you, but the core experience will be the same.”

Leah’s eyes widened as she watched Harry spread the lube over the first plug’s polished surface. It wasn’t particularly large, but she’d never used a metal sex toy before. It looked cold, and she knew where it was likely headed. Of course, Harry used the first plug on Rebecca, who moaned as the toy was pressed against her tender bud. When it slipped inside she winced in pain but panted in pleasure. Leah struggled slightly more with hers, not being as accustomed to having her rear entrance penetrated, but soon it was in position up to its flared base, and she found she could tolerate its presence.

“The object of this exercise is to stay still and keep your gaze fixed on the camera while being punished.” Harry pressed a button on his remote, and a message flashed across the computer screens indicating the test was now active for Rebecca. “To demonstrate, Rebecca, please look away from the camera.”

Leah watched her friend’s screen as the blue circles over her eyes moved to the side, causing them to turn red. Rebecca shrieked as a jolt of electricity from the plug stung her.

“As you can see, you will be punished for failing to maintain your focus,” Harry explained as he deactivated the test. “Leah, you won’t get quite as strong a shock, but you’ll still feel it. If you can take more, I can always make some adjustments. Now this goes for both of you: normal blinking won’t get you shocked, but shutting your eyes for more than a second will. If you get shocked, you’ll have a little time to retrain your focus, but if you don’t you’ll get shocked again.” He picked up two pairs of panties from the table, which the women recognized as the garments they had worn earlier. “Whose is whose?” he asked.

“Mine’s on the your left,” said Rebecca.

With a dastardly grin, Harry took Leah’s pair and stuffed them into Rebecca’s mouth. Rebecca moaned, but let him poke every last bit of the sour fabric inside, relishing the degradation she felt. Leah swallowed her disgust as her friend’s underwear was stuffed into her own mouth, realizing she was more turned on than repulsed; the humiliation was tantalizing, and she almost wished there were more people here to witness it. Last weekend she’d been the center of attention of so many men; she longed for it again.

With a roll of duct tape, Harry completed their gags and sealed in their shame using more than dozen pieces of tape apiece, which he fixed across their mouths and cheeks.

Leah couldn’t believe how pathetic she felt with the tape all over her face. She whimpered in sweet misery, but the sound barely escaped her mouth. Rebecca felt wonderfully put in place, and lamented that Harry hadn’t used more tape in the past.

“You two look great. Like depraved, little sluts,” said Harry. He re-activated the test. “This is going to start off a bit easy but get progressively harder. For now just maintain eye contact with the camera. Oh, and don’t let those plugs come out, or you’ll truly regret it.” Harry patted the asses of his women, then stepped back and sat down on the couch and settled in to enjoy the show.

Of course, the show was fairly sedate to start: both women held still and looked at the cameras. Harry wasn’t surprised when Leah was the first to lose her concentration and look down at the ground, earning herself a shock. She squealed furiously and jostled against the stocks, but then regained her composure, preventing another punishment.

Harry gave them a few minutes to endure the predicament, during which time Leah received several little shocks, each of which stung less harshly than the last. Rebecca felt the jolts twice, but it was impossible to say whether she truly lost her focus or intentionally broke her line of sight, wanting to be punished.

When Harry deactivated the test, Leah sighed and slumped as much as she could, grateful for the reprieve.

“Don’t get too comfortable, Leah,” he warned. “This isn’t getting any easier.” From the table he chose a small flogger with short, black tendrils. He tested out his arm with a series of short, quick swings through the air. Leah squirmed in trepidation, but Rebecca sighed and listened to the drip drip drip of her fluids escaping her sopping chasm. She yearned for such challenges, and knew this was going to be particularly difficult.

“All right, here we go,” Harry said, re-activating the test. He stood behind and between the women, and then started swinging the flogger softly, gently tapping Rebecca’s backside. She moaned quietly, enjoying the pleasant contact, knowing her boyfriend was only getting started. Gradually the flogging became more intense, and the sound of hide slapping skin echoed throughout the workshop.

Rebecca could only hold out for so long, the rosy red skin of her ass burning as Harry painted every inch of it, and soon the rapid, heavy impacts of the flogger caused her to cry out in pain. She shut her eyes to blink back a tear, but that resulted in a shock that caused her to buck and heave against the stocks.

“Attagirl,” said Harry. He patted her ass and caressed the red patches he created, then continued the flogging. Rebecca had regained her resilience during the interruption, but the torment quickly resumed, resulting in two more shocks.

As soon as the last one caused Rebecca to writhe, Harry began to flog Leah. Though his sequence on her started without warning, he tailored the intensity to Leah’s level of experience, and kept the blows much softer. The first few she hardly reacted to, but soon she mewled as her tender skin was pummeled. She maintained her focus as long as she could, but soon the shocks started, sending her into a state of continuous suffering. Her juices freely flowed down her legs during the torment, and when the third shock ended the session, Leah was left trying to catch her breath.

“Leah, that seemed pretty trying. Are you all right?” Harry said after pausing the test.

Leah nodded. She was sore, but she was loving it. She remembered what she told her friend at the start of their adventure about wanting to expand this new side of her. The flogging and anal shocks had been exactly what she meant.

“Good,” said Harry. “I continue to be impressed by your toughness. Of course, there are still some more stages left in this test.” He picked up a few more items from the table and showed them to Leah. “You’ve never experienced nipple clamps before, have you?”

Leah shook her head, a hint of fear filling her eyes.

“I’m not going to lie, this is going to be unpleasant at first. I think you’ll grow to like them though. Rebecca enjoys them, don’t you?”

Rebecca nodded vigorously. In response, Harry stepped over to her and attached the first set of clamps to her sensitive nipples. She groaned as they bit down hard on her soft skin, then whined as Harry hung two weights from the chain connecting the clamps, pulling it downward. He then took out another set of clamps and affixed them to Leah’s breasts, causing her to yelp in pain.

“No extra weights for you, Leah. Not until you get used to having your nipples pinched by the clamps alone. We’ll get there.”

Leah gave a barely perceptible nod, focusing her vision on the camera ahead of her. Instead of fighting the agony emanating from her breasts, she chose to accept it and overcome it.

Harry reactivated the test and took position to continue the floggings. He gave Rebecca’s ass a few licks, but then adjusted his aim and began slapping her pussy, eliciting a surprised flinch, followed by a shock.

“Somebody let their guard down,” said Harry. “Let that be a lesson to you, Leah. It happens to the best of us.” He gave Rebecca a moment to collect herself, then resumed his work, targeting her folds over and over. Rebecca held out as long as she could, but after several lashes she lost focus and was shocked two more times. Once again, Harry turned to Leah and gave her the same treatment, targeting her pussy, though with less force than he used on Rebecca.

By the time Leah’s shocks were all delivered, she quivered from the pain and frustration. She had been brought to the edge of an orgasm from pain alone, but Harry had stopped just short of giving her the release she craved.

“Good work, girls,” said Harry. “Clearly this test is difficult, but you’re taking longer and longer to take your shocks, even though the punishment is getting harder. I’m going to keep the test going for this final round.”

He stepped up to Rebecca and lightly caressed the skin of her her inner thighs. He then reached under her arms and tickled her, causing her to immediately close her eyes and jerk around in the stocks, sending another shock to her ass. Rebecca moaned and whined into her gag as she calmed herself.

“Sorry, that was mean of me,” said Harry. “But I won’t forget how effective it was, so you both better behave. Now, get ready for the last round. It’s going to be a lot more unpredictable, so I want you both to marshal all the fight you’ve got. Leah, this is going to be like the nipple clamps. Better get your game face on.”

He retrieved two more sets of clamps from the table, then crouched on his knees until he was at eye level with Rebecca’s crotch. He attached one of the sets of clamps to her tender lower lips, causing his girlfriend to wail and mumble curses. Leah reacted more desperately, thrashing against the stocks’ wooden frame.

He began to flog their asses and pussies, but instead of focusing on one woman at a time like before, he alternated between them, keeping them guessing as to when each blow was coming. Thanks to his warning, however, they knew to expect the unexpected, and kept up their focus admirably as the swats alternated bodies and locations. Of course, as Harry’s swings got faster and harder, the resilience of the women wore down until they began receiving shocks. Instead of three, Harry let them receive a final five jolts before he ended the test.

As soon as he deactivated the cameras for the last time, he removed the clamps from Rebecca and Leah’s bodies, then massaged the areas that had received all the torment. The women moaned and sobbed as he soothed their skin, and when they’d had enough, Harry peeled off the tape covering their mouths and removed their panty gags.

“You two are real troopers,” he said. “For Rebecca this is no surprise, but I’ve been very impressed by you, Leah. For a relative newcomer, you’ve got quite the taste for punishment.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said, her voice dry and raspy.

“You’re welcome. You both deserve a big reward, so that’s what we’ll do next.”

Harry shut the laptops on the table, then picked up from the table a vibrating massager and a bundle of rope. He tied the rope around the end of the toy, then knotted the ropes around Leah’s thighs, placing the end of the massager firmly against her clit. He turned it on and immediately Leah started moaning, the pent up frustration quickly resolving itself into a massive orgasm.

While Leah enjoyed herself, Harry dropped his pants and plunged his rod into Rebecca’s inviting chasm, which flowed with juices, eagerly expectant of the reward she’d come to love so much. Harry’s thrusts were deep and energetic, his own desire roused by the impressive performances of the two women and the successful test of yet another innovation.

Rebecca felt his rigid member press into her and against the anal plug still inside her and lost control of herself, riding an orgasm that lit up every cell in her body with pure euphoria. Leah’s wild screams of equally blissful passion didn’t even register in Rebecca’s ears, she was so totally engrossed by her own world of all-consuming ecstasy.

By the time Harry reached his climax and shot his load, both women were reduced to incomprehensible puddles of pleasure, any futile attempt at counting their orgasms abandoned. He staggered over to Leah and shut off her vibrator, then collapsed onto the couch and shut his eyes, holding onto the lingering feeling of Rebecca’s sweet chamber clutching his rod. He drifted off quickly, a look of pure contentment on his face.

—

“Wake up, Harry.”

Harry’s eyes shot open and he shot off the couch. “Rebecca, how long was I out?”

“A while,” she said. “I thought you could use the rest.”

She and Leah were still locked in the stocks, and their patience had run out. They had whispered to themselves while he slept, but when their conversation ran out, they decided it was time to wake him. Though unable to see him, they heard his breathing and knew he was still there.

“Thanks,” he said. “The nap did feel good, though not as good as what we did,” he added, giving Rebecca’s ass a playful slap.

She bit her lip lustfully and struggled a little bit against the stocks, enjoying the feel of its implacable grip on her wrists and neck. Harry took the plug out of her ass, then did the same for Leah. The women gasped as the toys ejected, leaving behind an acute but satisfying soreness in their backside. Harry then pried the wing nuts loose and unlocked the stocks. He held onto Leah, who was wobbly on her feet, and set her down on the couch. He did the same for Rebecca, but sat down first and brought her down into his lap. He put his arms around both women and held them tight, and kissed Rebecca’s neck as she nuzzled against his chest.

They sat there silently for a while, enjoying the presence of their bodies together, the smell of their sex and the last remaining traces of their blissful experience. Eventually Harry got up and set Rebecca down in his place. “Keep it warm,” he said. He was gone for less than a minute, and came back with bottled waters. They drank them thirstily, then Harry found his pants and put them back on. Rebecca noted with gratitude that he didn’t bother locating his shirt.

“Are you two ready to move on to the last major activity of the night?” Harry asked at last.

“Yes, sir,” Rebecca and Leah said in unison.

“Good. Leah, are you starting to come around on enjoying pain?”

“Absolutely, sir.”

“Glad to hear it. Because this next arrangement is going to be pretty painful, although I… I have a feeling you’ll be able to take it.” He winked to Rebecca knowingly, who wondered what that meant.. “On your feet, girls.”

Harry led the group down to another area in the workshop where he had set up another table of collected bondage supplies, as well as something hidden under a white cloth. “It feels like a long time ago now that I introduced Rebecca to one of my favorite devices,” said Harry. “I called it the Devastator.”

Leah’s eyes opened in sudden recognition. That was the name of the toy she had used that crazy night, the one that was worn like a belt and locked with an electronic mechanism. It had her texting and calling Rebecca repeatedly, panicked that she couldn’t find a way to take it off, not knowing that you needed a remote, which Rebecca kept in her purse.

Harry removed the cloth to reveal two of the cruel devices. “Rebecca enjoyed using it a lot, and even experimented with it on her own, in fact.”

Rebecca smiled, thinking about it: the Devastator was an exceeding painful toy. The metal belt included a piece for the crotch that narrowed considerably in the front, causing it to ride up deeply into the wearer’s slit. That piece then passed through the base of an anal plug that dwarfed an average size cock. The plug could be removed or replaced by different-sized pieces, but Rebecca knew Harry preferred the original version. So did she. The feeling of extreme fullness gave her an adrenaline rush like no other. The pain it caused seared like a hot iron, but Rebecca lapped it up.

Leah recalled the night she mistakenly put it on. She grew to enjoy it after the initial shock of not being able to take it off subsided. When Rebecca rushed home to help her, it turned into the first time they had fooled around a little. It was a fun experiment, but not one they’d tried again until last weekend. Looking at the Devastator, Leah felt a hunger for its touch she’d been too scared to admit to since that fateful night, when she gained an inkling of curiosity about the forbidden pleasures Rebecca enjoyed so much.

“I suppose you know about what happened,” Leah said to Harry. “I know you and Rebecca share everything.”

“Everything he can, Mr. BonDouleurs,” said Rebecca.

“Nice try.” Harry rolled his eyes. “You know that’s not my name.”

“Whose name is it?”

“Give it a rest, dear.”

“Fine,” Rebecca pouted.

“Anyway,” said Harry. “Yes, Leah. I heard about it. As you know, I was there when Rebecca got your messages. She was very, very worried by them. We both thought it was something quite serious. After it was over, Rebecca wanted to assure me it was nothing to worry about, and she ended up telling me.”

“He didn’t pry,” Rebecca chimed in. “I decided to tell him.

“Hey, it’s fine,” said Leah. “I don’t expect two people who are in love to keep secrets.” She thought bitterly about her ex-fiance, Sean, who had told hundreds of lies and kept secret a dozen affairs throughout their relationship.

“Leah…” said Rebecca.

“I’m all right,” she replied. She smiled, thinking of how he’d react if he’d known how much fun she was having right now without him. How much fun she was having with her best friend. She saw the way he had looked at Rebecca, like she was forbidden fruit. Oh so tempting. He never had the stones to make a move, probably because he knew it wouldn’t go over well. He may not have understood loyalty, but he recognized it when he saw it.

“Sean can go fuck himself,” she said at last. “I had the time of my life last week, and tonight has been fantastic too. I’m happier now than I ever was with him, and no reminder of our relationship is going to change that.”

Rebecca stepped over to her friend and hugged her tightly.

“Thanks,” Leah whispered into Rebecca’s ear. “For everything. I love you, Becca.”

“I love you too,” Rebecca said, choked up.

“All right,” said Leah, letting her friend go. “Harry, please continue.”

“Sure,” he replied, smiling. “I didn’t want to interrupt your moment. It was very sweet. The timing was perfect, actually, because you two are going to spend the night together in very close quarters, and you’re probably going to be comforting each other. Now, ladies, please put your arms around another again and keep your hands together.”

Smiling excitedly, the women did as they were told. Harry quickly got to work roping their hands behind the back of the other, forcing the two of them to maintain a close embrace.

“Now, move your legs backward slightly to create some space between your waists.”

Harry picked up both Devastators and a bottle of lube. He set the first one down one the floor between their legs, then applied the lube to the first plug, spreading it around its entire surface. 

“Hold this,” he said to Leah as he put the belt into her hand. He then poured the rest of the bottle of lube into Rebecca’s ass cheeks, and spread it around. He wiped his hands off with a towel, then took the toy back from Leah.

“Ready, my pet?” he said.

“Yes, my master,” she replied.

Harry kissed her on the cheek and began pressing the plug up against her bud. It had taken a great deal of effort to get the plug in the first time he used it on her, and Harry found the task just as difficult now. Rebecca screamed as the plug penetrated her tight bud, still tender from being shocked over and over. He pulled the plug in and out a little, spreading the lube inside her, and allowing her to adjust every time it went deeper. When it finally found its way home, and the belt locked shut with an audible click, she sucked in her breath, trying to keep the pain at bay. She leaned her forehead against Leah’s shoulder, wishing she had a gag to bite down on. However, after a moment of rediscovering the feeling of such a large plug inside her, she wiggled her backside playfully and let herself be enveloped by the waves of pain.

“You good, babe?” asked Harry.

“I am.”

“Leah, are you ready?”

“I think so,” she said. She hadn’t tried using the toy again since that night. She didn’t know what she’d been afraid of; maybe it was discovering a bizarre, new sexual need, that intimidated her. It was so much easier to do when she was among people she trusted, she realized. It explained a lot.

“Now, I probably should have mentioned this earlier, but I had a fun thought on how make this a little more challenging,” said Harry. “There’s a reason I asked you two to spread apart at the waist.”

He removed the plug attachment from the second Devastator, then carefully moved the device into position between the two women. He fed the crotch piece of Leah’s belt down through the front of Rebecca’s. The piece was so thin it easily passed between Rebecca’s belt and her flat stomach. He then replaced the plug and let Leah’s belt hang from Rebecca’s.

He retrieved a second bottle of lube and applied it to the second plug in the same way as he had with Rebecca’s, making sure to be very thorough in his coating. When he finished, and he’d cleaned his hands, he slowly began forcing the plug into Leah’s pert backside. She screamed as it started making its way inside.

“How on earth did you do this to yourself?” he asked as he kept pressing.

“Much… more… slowly,” she answered. She screamed again as Harry plunged the plug in further, again working it in and out, probing deeper slowly and methodically. By the time he finished, he’d worked up a real sweat, but the belt’s lock clicked and he knew his task was completed.

“Oh, if you two could see yourselves,” he said, enjoying his labor’s result. Both women whimpered and panted pathetically, causing the bulge in Harry’s pants to rise rapidly. He picked up a flogger from the table and began swatting the girl’s asses, alternating between his girlfriend and her friend. Together they howled in rapturous agony. He walked around them in circles, over and over, flogging their asses and backs from every angle, careful not to accidentally connect with their hands or fingers. His well-practiced aim was impeccable, and he was feeling his top form. Each swing elicited yelps and cries like he was conducting a chorus of suffering. By the time he finished, both women were in the throes of an orgasm originating from the pain alone.

When Harry abruptly stopped the flogging, he ran to the table, picked up to vibrating wands, and brought them back to the women. He turned them on and held them against the clits of Rebecca and Leah, holding them steady as the women bucked and squirmed. Their tormented wails transitioned into blissful cries, though the sound itself wasn’t very different.

Harry drank in their blissful sobs as they climaxed again and again, both women leaving their senses behind as they catapulted into subspace. He waited patiently as the women trembled and their fluids spilled all over the floor.

When it was time to stop, as the women were totally worn out, he took away the vibrators and set them aside. He hugged the two women, making sure they stayed on their feet. With their Devastator belts linked together, keeping their balance would be difficult, and tipping over would not be particularly fun for anyone.

After several minutes of recuperation, Rebecca and Leah returned to their senses.

“Hi,” said Harry.

“Hey,” Rebecca replied. Leah nodded.

“Feeling all right?”

“Yes.” Rebecca smiled broadly and swiveled her hips. Leah gasped as the motion caused her hips to move as well. “Earth to Leah,” she said.

“Yeah, I’m good,” she said.

“Glad to hear,” said Harry. “Because it’s time to run the last stage of this experiment. Okay?”

“Yes, sir,” the women answered.

“Both of you have spent a night wearing these things. You were both alone when you did it. I’d like to know how a night of wearing them, but with company, affects the experience,” Harry explained as he untied the ropes binding their hands. “I also just think it will be hot as hell and want to see it. Now, carefully follow me.”

Rebecca put her arms on Leah’s hips, and Leah followed her lead, and together they walked with Harry, coordinating their steps as gracefully as ballroom dancers.

After a minute, they reached a large, metal cage that had been laid down on the ground. At the bottom, there was a thick, burgundy-colored mat.

“We’re spending the night in that?” Leah asked incredulously. “It doesn’t look big enough.”

“First time I’ve ever heard a woman say that,” Harry joked. “Seriously though. Trust me, you’ll fit. If it was just one of you in there, you would probably be most comfortable sleeping on your belly, but in your case I’d recommend resting on your sides.”

Leah looked at Harry still in disbelief. Rebecca licked her lips and tried to resist jostling their belts.

“Whenever you’re ready, ladies,” said Harry.

“Come on,” said Rebecca.

Together they moved toward the cage. They talked over their plan to get inside for a minute, then slowly started positioning their legs, stepping over the sides of the cage one limb at a time. When they were inside, they carefully lowered themselves downward, using the sides of the cage for support. Eventually they found their positions, on their side, as Harry suggested. Several times they winced and gasped as the plugs shifted inside them.

When they were both safely inside, Harry lifted the cage’s door and lowered it back down against its frame. He picked up a padlock he’d left by the side of the cage and slipped it into place to seal the cage.

“I told you I couldn’t promise not to cage you, Leah. But like I said, I don’t think you’ll be bored.”

Rebecca chuckled, then kissed Leah lightly on the cheek. Thanks to the cage’s cramped space and the connected belts, Rebecca and Leah’s bodies pressed up against each other. Rebecca put an arm around her friend and held her tightly.

“All right, girls. I’m going to go get some rest. I’ll be close by if you need anything. Feel free to enjoy the company of one another in whatever way feels right. Okay?”

“Yes, sir,” said Leah.

“Thanks,” Rebecca added. “And, I love you.”

“I love you too,” he replied.

He took out his phone and pressed a few buttons, and the lights in the workshop dimmed to near total darkness. He then turned on the phone’s flashlight app and walked away.

Rebecca and Leah listened carefully to his footsteps, which ended after only a few paces; they heard the creaking of metal springs and the zipper of Harry’s pants.

“I think he’s on a cot or something,” Rebecca whispered.

“That’s nice.” Leah winced, still trying to get comfortable with the plug.

Rebecca kissed her friend again. “Just give in to the pain,” she advised. “Want me to help you take your mind off it a bit?”

“Yeah,” said Leah, smiling. “Please do.”

Soon delighted giggling and contented moans escaped through the bars of the cage and echoed throughout the dark workshop. Their sweet music continued for some time, but eventually the women drifted off, bathed in their mutual warmth and love.
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If you liked these stories, you might want to learn how Harry and Rebecca first met. What was the deviously hot invention that brought Rebecca into the world of submission and pain? To find out, sign up for Sasha Rich’s mailing list. A free copy of “The Kinky Inventor's New Pet” will be given to everyone who joins, and this story will not be available anywhere else! To sign up, CLICK HERE or copy this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/b2GWuv
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If you enjoyed these stories, read the next parts in the series! Read on for a preview of “The Kinky Inventor’s Printed Prison” by Sasha Rich, which is part of the “The Kinky Inventor Extreme BDSM Bundle 3”. These and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich's Amazon page.

Under any other circumstances, being chained in a room like this would have been exactly the kind of stimulation Leah craved, but Maxwell’s imminent arrival made her too nervous to enjoy the moment. Fortunately for her, only a couple of minutes passed before the vault’s door opened once more.

Harry led the two women through a set of doors at the far end of the grand hall and entered one of the performers’ dressing rooms. “Leah, your enrollment officially begins now. I’m taking you to the BonDouleurs Manor training center, and you’re going to enter it the same way as all of our new recruits: naked and suffering. This initiation is meant to test your resolve from the very beginning. If you’re not cut out for what’s ahead, better you know now. Is that understood?”

“Yes, sir,” said Leah in a serious tone, respecting Harry’s position as a master.

“Throughout the next two weeks you will learn how to act as a proper submissive. You will do as instructed, without question. When you break a rule, you will be punished. You will accept punishments without argument. Is that understood?”

“Yes, sir.”

“For the next two weeks, your body is ours. Is that understood?”

“Yes, sir.”

Leah’s hardened nipples showed through her white, cotton tank top. There was no part of Harry’s speech that didn’t excite her.

Rebecca enjoyed it too. The more he spoke, the more she wanted to be the one enrolling in the program. You don’t need any training. You’re a natural, she thought, recalling what Harry told her that when she suggested joining Leah. Not that Rebecca really could take two weeks off from her Ph.D. program, but maybe between semesters…

“Good,” said Harry. “Hands behind your back, Leah. Rebecca, why don’t you do the honors?”

“Gladly.” Rebecca stepped up to Leah and grabbed the neckline of her top, then pulled outward as hard as she could. The fabric separated with a satisfying tearing sound, and the shirt sheared in half, revealing the pink bikini top Leah wore in place of a bra. Rebecca lifted up the cups of the bikini, spilling Leah’s perky breasts, then reached for her tights, but stopped when Harry put his hands in the way.

“Here,” he said, holding a pair of scissors. He grabbed the waistline of the tights, pulled them outward and made a small cut in the fabric. “Now, go for it.”

Rebecca quickly pulled the tights from the slash Harry made, splitting them down to the crotch. Leah laughed as her clothes were snipped and rent, the remains removed by Harry. When she was fully nude, he opened the dressing room’s wardrobe, which contained no clothes, only toys and supplies. He selected a coil of rope.

“Rebecca, you should strip too. You’ll attract less attention down there that way,” Harry said as he began tying Leah’s arms.

Rebecca smiled. Only in a place like this. Where else would a clothed woman stick out more than a naked one?


For Further Reading: “Dirty Therapist - Super Bundle”
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If you enjoyed these stories, check out Sasha Rich's “Dirty Therapist” series. Dr. Phil Birch has lots of patients in need of treatment, and he knows how to use domination, bondage and discipline to help them. Read on for a preview! The first four stories are available available from Sasha Rich's Amazon page.

“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.”


For Further Reading: “Submissive Professors: Pleasure Bundle”
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If you enjoyed these stories, check out Sasha Rich's “Submissive Professors” series. Very proper professors Victoria Lovelace and Penelope Henstridge, and a college senior, Cassandra Crane, have something in common: undiscovered submissive tendencies. All three find their carnal desires awakened, especially when they meet hunky jock Kevin Cross. His intoxicating dominance releases their deep-seated need to be bound, dominated and humiliated. Read on for a preview! The first four stories are available available from Sasha Rich's Amazon page.

“You have an exquisite figure,” he said, tracing along my thighs with his fingers. “You could have guys like me lining up whenever you want, and tonight, I’m going to prove it.”

“What does that mean?” I asked, not understanding.

“You’ll see. Now, I think it’s time for a warm up.”

He reached for my right wrist and pulled it behind my back. I felt something cold wrap around it, then a series of clicks. Did he just…? I thought. I started to pull my arm away, but he held it in place, then grabbed for the other wrist. He pulled it behind my back until both were touching, then he secured them, and I knew what had happened: I was handcuffed.

“What the hell?” I said, swinging my arms around, trying to shake off the cuffs.

“Relax, Vikki. It’s just some handcuffs. The really kinky stuff comes later. Now get down on your knees.”

Kinkier than handcuffs? I thought, incredulous but excited. I got down on the floor, intrigued to learn more. I quickly realized that despite my initial reaction, I liked the way the cuffs restricted my movement. The more I thought about it, the more sense it made: some weird part of me had liked obeying Kevin’s orders, as a part of me craved the feeling of submission. I was mentally bound by him; now, I was physically bound too. I didn’t have to understand it; I knew it felt good.
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“Bound and Spanked By My Hot Bosses”

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

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

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

“Teach My Man To Dominate”

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

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

“Kinky Katrina’s Double Date”

Katrina Rose has a problem: a single man has never been enough to satisfy her. She needs two lovers to truly feel the relief she craves, so she arranges to meet with both of her men to give them an ultimatum: share her for the night, or go their separate ways.

Ready and eager to fulfill her dirty desires, they agree to give Katrina what she needs, but ask for something in return: her complete submission to their will for the night. Satisfaction is reward she’ll have to earn. After a taste of domination and torment, Katrina learns that bondage, humiliation and subservience scratch an itch she never knew she had.

But will her night result in the carnal release she needs, or unleash an even darker hunger?
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