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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.

“Quiet,” Harry ordered. “Spread your legs.”
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The Kinky Inventor’s Favorite Pet


The call came in at three in the afternoon on Friday while Rebecca was reading a chapter of her physics textbook. She looked at the caller ID. “Please, not today,” she said when she answered. “I have a test on Tuesday and if I ace it I’ll make Dean’s List again.”

“I have something special,” said the caller. “It’s custom made, just for you.”

She bit her lip. She wanted to resist, but knew she couldn’t. “Do you know how hard 300-level physics classes are?” she asked, putting up a token effort.

“Of course I do,” he said. “It can wait until next week if you like.”

Rebecca knew he was just using reverse psychology, and he probably knew that she knew. She didn’t care, and she suspected he didn’t either. The ploy was obvious, but effective: putting the idea of having to wait in her mind was like a narcotic. She didn’t want to wait, of course. If he’d invented something new and exciting, or made something with her in mind, she wanted to know what it was. She wanted it sooner, not later.

But she was going to make it worth her while.

“How long do you need me for?” she asked.

“Overnight,” he replied. “I’ll have to keep you for… observation.”

The way he said it made it sound so inviting. She understood what he meant. “You’re good for my usual payment?” she asked.

“Naturally.”

For her assistance, Rebecca demanded payment in two installments: one up front, one after. She’d receive cash at the end, but her first installment came in another form.

Rebecca smiled. “Be honest: is this one worth it?”

“Do you even have to ask?”

No, she didn’t. She knew the answer. Of course it is.

“It’s going to be unforgettable,” he added when she didn’t respond. “I’ve had this one in mind for a long, long time.”

“Really?” she said, starting to feel wetness creeping through her panties. “Why the wait?”

“It took a lot of work to create. And I wanted it to be worth the effort.”

Rebecca was convinced. Normally he was so eager: if he had a new idea, he wanted to make it real. Once he made it real, he wanted to try it out. The idea of him holding onto an idea for such a long time… she was overwhelmed by curiosity. “Send the car,” she said, and hung up.

She had less than an hour to prepare. Her ride was on its way, and keeping it waiting was not accepted, so she put the physics textbook down on her bed, stripped off her jeans and t-shirt and headed for the shower.

Steam from the hot water billowed up the shower stall door, and Rebecca felt as though she could stay inside forever. She had better places to be though, so she forced herself to hurry. Washing, drying her hair, getting dressed and applying makeup took forty minutes, barely leaving enough time to have a bowl of cereal and fly out the door.

Nobody was going to ring her doorbell or call her cell to let her know they were there: she wasn’t hailing a cab or a high-end car service. She was expected to be at the curb, ready to go when the limousine pulled up. As usual, this time she was. Wearing a tight red dress with matching lipstick and heels, she felt eyes crawling up and down her figure as she waited. She was an attractive woman and didn’t care to hide it, especially when she was going to see him. Soon enough, the long, black vehicle purred around the corner of her block and slowed to a stop as she stepped into the street. The driver didn’t get out to open the door for her: she got in herself.

As soon as she sat down the limo drove off. The driver didn’t say a word to her. The driver’s compartment was obscured by tinted glass, both inside the car and out. Some might be scared by the secrecy, but Rebecca always felt aroused. She imagined herself a clandestine courtesan of some kind, being summoned by her master.

In effect, this wasn’t far from the truth. Rebecca’s friends had no idea. Sometimes she’d make plans to spend time with them, only to cancel on them after getting a call from him. She’d say it was a man and they got the hint, but it didn’t explain how she always had money to buy the newest phones, or the expensive designer accessories, without a full-time job to pay for them. Since when do unemployed students from humble backgrounds have the scratch for such lavish couture? They probably assumed she had a sugar daddy, and she was happy to let them think it.

Rebecca would never admit it to anyone but herself, but the money was just a bonus. She knew the real reason she took these jobs. None of her boyfriends had ever been able to pleasure her the way he could. She’d asked them to experiment, but none had the skills or the temperament to treat her the way that sizzled her senses. The nice men were always too timid, too afraid of getting it wrong. Even when what he did to her hurt, or made her think she couldn’t take it, she enjoyed herself, in part because she knew that he was in control.

He wasn’t timid or afraid at all. He was nice, though, in his way. Debonair, yet good with his hands. She blushed thinking about his cut body, his toned muscles. He wasn’t beefy like a bodybuilder, but his strength was amplified by his precision. And, of course, there was his creativity. After all, he was an inventor.

The ride to their destination took half an hour. Rebecca didn’t say a word. She didn’t avail herself of the champagne, water or soft drinks in the limo’s stock. Instead she sat in the center of the backseat, her legs splayed apart. She stared forward, eyes trained on where the rear-view mirror would be if she could see it. She wanted to give the driver a show, to see if she could ever get a reaction out of him, to test his professionalism. It had never worked, but she liked to think about him desiring her, whoever he was. Did he look into the mirror and see her eyes seemingly looking back at him? If so, did it bother him, amuse him, titillate him? She had no idea, and suspected she never would.

When the castle came into sight, she felt the burning ache rise up in her. The hunger was starting to claw at her subconscious. The building wasn’t a real castle, of course, but if there was a better word to describe it, she couldn’t think of one. It had towers and high walls and acres of sprawling grounds.

As the limo slowed to a stop she saw him there waiting. He really must be excited, she thought. Normally he sent an assistant to meet her. Tonight is definitely going to be special, she said to herself as he opened the door for her.

“Hello, Harry.”

“Rebecca. You look lovely. Thank you for coming,” he said. Although she knew he looked stunning in a tuxedo or suit, she was used to seeing him as he was dressed now, in workman’s clothes: a flannel shirt and cargo pants. Still, he always looked handsome. “Come with me,” he said.

He led her inside the lobby, a palatial interior that could be mistaken as belonging to a five-star hotel, though it lacked a reception desk. She followed him to an elevator, which they rode down several floors toward Harry’s workshop.

Rebecca didn’t know the extent of his involvement with the company that owned the castle or his position within the organization, but she could tell he was important. His space was enormous, quite possibly taking up an entire floor. He had dozens of machines, computers and testing areas. Throughout the area were projects covered by tarps and sheets, secrets not ready to be unveiled. She knew from her work with him that he was skilled in carpentry, metalworking, electronics and design. From concept to prototype to product, he turned his dreams into realities like few men on earth, and all that work gave him his breathtaking physique.

“So, tell me about this special project of yours.” said Rebecca.

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

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

“Your usual?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.

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

Just like that, he was in the zone. He knew what she wanted: dominance. His tone changed from playful and loving to demanding and cruel. There would be no more tender kisses or smooth caresses, not for a while.

With her legs spread and her wet chasm exposed, Harry spooled out a length of rope and tied it around her ankle. He then drew the rope through the bed’s lower headboard and tied it off. Unlike the head and headboards on most beds, this one was custom made by Harry, and it was not a decorate piece of wood with posts on each end. Instead, it consisted of a series of inch-thick metal pipes that formed a grid of hollow squares. This allowed ropes and other binding tools to be fed through the board in a nearly infinite number of ways. Additionally, the contraption was adjustable, and could be lifted up or down, or detached altogether. Harry had also made three more of these boards, and they could be used on any side of the bed, in whatever number necessary. Normally only two were in use.

Harry finished with one ankle and then secured the other. “Hold out your arms,” he said. She did as asked, Harry repeated his bondage work on her wrists, spreading them wide and fastening them to the bed. Each time he tied a wrist, he pulled her forward as far as she could stretch, and he made sure there was no slack in any of the ropes.

Just as Harry described, the technique was simplistic, but as Rebecca pointed out, it was effective. The stringent ropes immobilized her completely, and exposed her sex to whatever pain or pleasure was in store.

Rebecca didn’t know why, but this was what she craved. Being made helpless aroused her like nothing else could. Submitting to the sexual whims of a man like Harry satisfied her on a level some women couldn’t even contemplate.

Harry picked up the ball gag. “Open,” he said. Eyes shut, she opened her mouth and let him put it in. He lifted her head and fastened the gag’s buckle, pulling it tight. Rebecca tested his work, attempting to spit out the gag, but of course this would have been impossible. She tested his rope work, but his expert ties were inescapable, as she expected.

His prep work finished, Harry climbed onto the bed and positioned himself on top of Rebecca. “Are you ready for your payment?” he asked.

She nodded, squirming in her bonds, ready for his cock. Already she could see he was good to go: his rod was hard as steel, thick and long. The thought of him cramming such a massive member into her tight, petite body always gave her a pang of panic, but she knew her pussy was wet and inviting. Despite his size, he never needed to use lube, though he had it available, just in case.

Sure enough, he slid his manhood inside without resistance. The sensation of his penetration rippled through her body, and she instinctively bucked against the ropes, but to no avail. Harry leaned down to kiss her perky breasts and suck her hard nipples. Then he began thrusting, eliciting wave after wave of pleasure inside her. Before long she felt an orgasm that seemed present throughout her entire body. She moaned, enraptured by bliss, a feeling that exploded in a powerful climax. She shook in her restraints, screaming through her gag from the intense pleasure. However, Harry was not finished, despite his groans. His continued pounding sustained her orgasm as it stretched out her tender sex. She howled from the overwhelming feeling, her mind escaping into a subspace of pure pleasure.

How long Harry took in reaching his own orgasm Rebecca couldn’t tell. She knew it couldn’t be as long as it felt like. When he finished, he collapsed onto the bed next to her. He slipped underneath her arm so he could lay down next to her without untying her. He turned over to face down, and draped his arm over her stomach and put his hand on her breast. He shut his eyes and breathed in contentedly.

—

“Satisfied with your payment?” he asked after a few minutes.

Rebecca giggled. “Mmm hmm,” she mouthed through the gag.

“Good. Give me a minute to rest, then I’ll show you my new invention.”

Despite the exhaustive orgasm she’d just experienced, thinking about what came next renewed her lust.

Rebecca understood that the idea of trying out a new toy on a paid test subject meant that she might not be in for a fun time, but that had never been the case in her experience. Harry’s devilish imagination led him to concoct devices of pain and pleasure; they could be simple or complex, their function obvious or less than apparent, but they were consistently enjoyable. Then again, Rebecca knew she wasn’t his only test subject. She was his favorite, though. His pet. Maybe he tried the less refined inventions on other girls. There were always dozens of women present in the castle, young and attractive and available. She didn’t know who they were exactly, but they weren’t there to change the sheets or dust the furniture.

After a few minutes, Harry got up and walked off, leaving Rebecca tied down, not that she minded. When he returned he was dressed and cleaned up. He carried a knife, which he used to cut through the ropes. “Take off the gag,” he told her when her hands and feet were free. “Then follow me.”

She did as she was told, leaving the gag on the bed. She felt sore, but the sensation was pleasurable.

Harry led her through his workshop to a space with a table that reminded her of the ones in her college’s physics lab. She wondered what that meant in terms of the invention. She knew it was about to be revealed, but every step she took her desire to know grew. The wait had been unbearable.

“At this point it is my ethical duty to remind you that this session is being recorded for the purposes of analysis,” said Harry. “If you object to this, please say so now.”

“No objection,” she said. Rebecca knew the videos were for his own purposes and no one else. Did he sometimes watch them for his enjoyment? Perhaps. She didn’t mind. If the videos somehow found their way onto the Internet, that would be over the line, but she’d searched for herself on thousands of websites and consistently came up with nothing. That is, nothing of herself. She found plenty she could enjoy.

He opened the cupboard below the table and pulled out a thick metal briefcase. “I call this one the Devastator,” he said. “You ready?”

Rebecca shivered, in part from standing around in the nude, and part from his choice of name. It sounded intimidatingly painful. “Yes,” she said.

With a click, he popped open the briefcase, then twisted it around so she could see. Inside she saw some type of belt made of metal bands. The band going through the crotch thinned to the width of a straw, and it passed clean through the base of a massive plug. From its positioning, she assumed it was intended to go in her ass. Indeed, the device looked as painful as its name sounded.

“It’s too big,” she said.

“You always say that,” he said.

He was right, Rebecca realized. She had made that exact complaint on many occasions, and each time the toy fit into her. The feeling was intense, but she always enjoyed it. Testing her limits, pushing herself, gave her satisfaction that in ways was more fulfilling than the usual sexual gratification.

“You’re sure about this?” she said. If he had any hesitation, maybe he would reconsider.

“I am,” he said. “And if I’m somehow wrong, that plug is detachable. It’s custom too, and I made a series of smaller ones I can replace it with.”

“I trust you,” she said. “Tell me about this thing.”

“The concept behind the Devastator was a device of pure punishment, suitable for harsh discipline. Or, in the case of a pain slut like yourself, an interesting evening. The hope is that it will be strong enough to introduce a large plug into the ass while also riding up the pussy for a deep split. The belt features an electronic, remote locking mechanism, meaning the wearer will not be able to remove it. There’s no place to put a key, as you can see.”

Rebecca stared at the device while Harry spoke, wrestling internally with a mixture of fear and fascination. Though she loved taking it in her ass - she did indeed consider herself a pain slut - she couldn’t help feeling trepidation. She remembered that Harry had booked her for an overnight stay… and observation. How long was he planning on having her wear this thing? She debated asking, but decided it would be better if she didn’t know. She meant it when she told Harry she trusted him. She’d never had to use her safe word with him, but that didn’t mean she wouldn’t if necessary, and he understood this implicitly.

“And this was made for me?” she asked.

“That’s right,” said Harry. “I used your measurements to determine the size and shape of the belt. This would certainly fit other women with a similar figure, but for somebody more than a couple inches taller, the fit would be all wrong.”

Rebecca guessed this probably meant the device had not been tested on anyone else.

“How long did it take to make? Is this the first one?”

“Once it was designed, just a few days. And it is the first.”

So there it was: he had never used the Devastator on anybody before.

“If I’ve somehow made a mistake in the design and it doesn’t fit, your night could be over very quickly. You’ll still get paid, naturally. But I don’t think I made a mistake. Obviously, I know your measurements perfectly by now.”

“Yeah,” Rebecca replied absentmindedly.

When a beat had gone by in which she didn’t say anything, Harry walked over to her. “Any more questions, or are you ready to begin?” he asked.

Rebecca took a deep breath, reminding herself that Harry wouldn’t let anything bad happen to her.

“Let’s do it,” she said.

“All right.” Harry reached into the briefcase and retrieved a small remote. “This controls the device, but I’ve also developed an app to allow it be controlled from a phone.”

“Neat,” said Rebecca. It means the belt could be controlled from literally anywhere, an enticing idea.

Harry put the remote back and shut the case. “Follow me,” he said. He led her through the workshop to a staging area. Waiting for them there were two sets of horizontal stocks built into to a pair of thick concrete columns: one for the wrists and neck, another for set for the ankles.

Harry set down the case and pulled out the front of each set of stocks. “You know what to do,” he said to Rebecca.

Nodding, she stepped forward and placed her hands, leg and neck into the restraints. Harry replaced the missing pieces of the stocks, then closed a series of locks to ensure they would stay shut. Out of habit, Rebecca tested the strength of the stocks, twisting her wrists and trying to shake them, but they were immovable. She was stuck.

“Beginning implementation phase,” he called out, presumably for his recording devices.

“I love it when you talk dirty,” Rebecca joked, trying to seem brave.

Harry picked up a pair of latex gloves he’d left at the base of one of the columns and put them on. Next to the gloves had been a tube of lubricant, which he picked up and began spreading over the plug. He made sure the plug was fully coated, then set it down. He poured more lube into the palm of his hand, then pressed it into Rebecca’s hole. When he made contact with her clenched hole, she flinched.

“Relax,” he said.

Rebecca realized she’d been holding her breath. She inhaled and forced herself to open up. Harry continued spreading the lube, using his fingers to get it inside her. When he was satisfied, he took off the glove that was coated in lube and picked up the Devastator.

“Here we go,” he said. Rebecca nodded.

The plug felt as big as it looked as it poked against her. Rebecca moaned as Harry slowly worked it inside her. His approach to the task was gentle but committed. Gradually he managed to insert it deeper and deeper. The sensation was beyond intense. Rebecca tried not to squirm from the pain, since it made Harry’s work more difficult, but she couldn’t help it.

Once the plug had significantly penetrated her ass, Harry redoubled his effort, pushing hard against the plug. He frequently picked up the lube and squirted more against the plug and between her cheeks. Soon, the plug began to slide more easily, and Rebecca cried out in pain, a howl that persisted until the plug finally came to a stop. When it did, Harry connected the tip of the crotch piece of the belt to the waist, only letting go when he heard it click into place.

Rebecca took took a deep breath, trying to sort through the sensations in her crotch. At the forefront of her senses was the massive plug, of course. Rigid as a rock, it felt like she had a dormant volcano inside her: there was a pressure so powerful it felt as though it couldn’t possibly be contained, but indeed it had nowhere to go. She had never had her ass stretched so widely, or had experienced such a total fullness. Making the matter worse, of course, was knowing the device was locked, and could not be removed by her. The feeling from her pussy was no laughing matter either, causing her a significant amount of pain. The thin band of metal, lodged deeply in her slit, felt like a saw cutting through her. Rebecca had experienced all manner of implements splitting her crotch - ropes, chains, even her own panties - but never had she felt one so tight or implacable.

“How’s that?” Harry asked, smiling and removing the other glove. The expended effort of inserting the plug had raised a sweat on his brow, which he wiped off.

Rebecca was sweating much harder, as she bit back the pain. “It fucking hurts,” she said.

“Good, I was worried,” Harry said sarcastically. “I know that was difficult. Would you like a reward?”

“Please,” she said, pleading. There was no question, the pain had aroused her tremendously.

“Then I’ll be right back. I need to get a few things, including a vibrator.”

Rebecca let out a whine as Harry walked off. Where is he going? How long will this take? she wondered. Am I really going to have this on all night? The thought scared her, though it was also exciting. She knew that as she became accustomed to the Devastator, she’d come to enjoy the pain.

Harry’s absence felt like hours, as Rebecca struggled in her stocks continuously, unable to stop herself. When he returned he had a messenger bag around his shoulder and a vibrating massager in his hand. He set the bag down on the ground and plugged the vibrator into a nearby outlet in the floor. He flicked it on to a low setting and held it up against her pussy, which was still sensitive from the sex they had just a little earlier.

Overwhelmed by the sensations, Rebecca instinctively intensified her struggling. Anticipating the reaction, Harry moved with her and kept the vibrator in position. Soon Rebecca felt an orgasm swelling within her. She let it build as long as she could, then let it surge through her in an eruption of pleasure. Juices gushed from her tormented pussy as she screamed and hollered. Her voice echoed throughout the workshop, and she imagined it could be heard for miles. When the furious energy of the orgasm was spent, Rebecca let her head dip, her chin resting against the surface of the stocks.

“Is that better?” Harry asked.

“No,” said Rebecca, sniffling. The device still felt incredibly painful. “But it was nice, thank you.”

“Are you sure you want to go on? If this is too intense, we can wrap it up.”

At first Rebecca wasn’t sure what to say. She had never failed to surmount a challenge placed before her by Harry, and the will to continue that streak was there. However, she knew this wasn’t the best reason to continue if she couldn’t stand the pain.

“I’m okay,” she said, comfortable with her decision.

“I need to test your reactions to a few other stimuli when combined with the Devastator. Some of it will be painful,” he warned.

“If I can… take this,” she said, breathing deeply. “I can… take… anything.”

“Very well,” said Harry. “You know what to do if you change your mind.”

With her continued consent declared, Harry reached into his messenger bag and produced a flogger. “I’m going to work you over with this just about everywhere,” he said. “You know what to expect.”

Rebecca nodded.

“Beginning stimulus phase,” Harry said. He then began flogging her lightly, giving her time to adjust to the intensity of his swings. She’d been flogged more times than she could count, of course, and many times while her body was in distress from pain or bondage, but none as intense as this. The hits landing on her breasts were the least difficult to absorb. The closer the impacts were to her crotch, however, the more painful they were, as the slightest movement brought fresh waves of sensation from the plug and crotch band. Fortunately for Rebecca, the pain slut inside her was now fully engaged in the punishment, and the more she let herself go, the more she relished the agony. As Harry increased his intensity, the flogger left her ass and pussy scorching with soreness and a wealth of welts. Her skin felt as if it were on fire, and she bucked wildly with each hit.

Eventually Harry stopped, having observed enough of her response to the flogging. Finished with the flogger, he placed it back into his bag.

“You’re really going to hate me for this next bit,” he said, producing several sets of clamps. Rebecca had no doubts about where they going. The fear rose in her, but she said nothing. Harry gave her a moment to protest, but continued when she remained silent. She used the time to brace herself.

Like the floggings to her breasts, the clamps that bit down on her nipples were painful but bearable. The pair that he attached to her pussy lips, however, caused her to scream like a banshee. Her lips were already quite sore from the flogging, and the strap running between them wasn’t helping.

Harry looked guilty attaching a series of weights to each clamp, intensifying the pain each caused. “I know this hurts he said. If it makes you feel any better, you look so fucking hot right now.”

I should hope so, Rebecca thought. It took all her willpower to stand still and not cause the weights to sway, which would only add to her torment.

“I need to see if this combination of stimuli can be tolerated for an extended period of time, so I’m going to leave you like this for now. If you need out, give a yell, I won’t be far.” Harry leaned in close and kissed her cheek. “You’re doing great.”

Rebecca nodded, not wanting to speak. All she wanted to do was concentrate on mitigating the pain. Somewhere in her mind she processed the sight of Harry walking away and feeling incredulous that he could disappear at such a time. The irrational worry - what if he doesn’t come back for hours? - infected her mind, despite knowing the ridiculousness of such a scenario. Everything hurt, and she could think of nothing else.

—

Rebecca opened her eyes when she felt the weights on her pussy lips disappear. She hadn’t even heard Harry approach. Did he say anything? She had no idea. For a moment there was a roar of agony from her released lips, as the sensation flooded back into them. After a solid scream she felt much better.

“How long has it been?” she asked, her voice quiet.

“Nearly an hour,” said Harry. “You didn’t say anything so I thought I’d come check in on you. I think you endured those long enough.”

“Those?” she asked. Not all of it? “There’s more?”

Harry kissed her, a loving, tender kiss. Rebecca lost herself in it, but snapped back to reality as the ache in her ass refused to stay far from the forefront of her senses.

“Yes, a bit,” he said. He then began unlocking the mechanisms that kept the stocks secured to the columns. “You ready to come out of there now?”

“Please,” she said. She couldn’t have been more ready.

Harry pulled out the removable pieces a few inches at a time, alternating between each part, allowing Rebecca room to move her extremities from the position they’d maintained for so long. Eventually the pieces were both free of the columns, allowing Rebecca to escape.

Getting free of the stocks, she quickly discovered, did not supply the relief that normally came from being let out of a difficult bondage position. Her movements caused her to experience the effects of the belt in a fresh way, as moving around with such a large plug in her presented its own challenge. To make matters worse, she instinctively tried fumbling at the belt to try and loosen it up. She hadn’t realized how tight the fit was around her waist: she’d worn looser corsets. Fascinated by the torture device, she traced its contours from front to back, which forced her to bend over slightly, though she was too interested in the Devastator to care about the added discomfort. Electric jolts struck her as she brushed her abused pussy lips, but she was more shocked by how wet she was. She had accepted the most painful assignment in her life, and so far she was besting it.

“Tight, right?” Harry said.

“Very,” Rebecca agreed. Now that she had a closer feel, she could appreciate that the craftsmanship that went into the device was exquisite. The metal was smooth and polished, strong and flexible, like a fine Samurai blade.

“Beginning ambulatory phase,” Harry called out. “Walk,” he said to her while retrieving his flogger. Rebecca complied reluctantly, shuffling forward as best she could, one step at a time. Doing so had the predicted effect: she grunted from the pain generated as the plug shifted inside her. The weights hanging on her nipple clamps, which Harry had not removed, swayed slightly, reminding her that not all of the pain was focused in her ass.

Refusing to be defeated, she soldiered on, walking through Harry’s workshop as well as she could. Satisfied by her pace, Harry didn’t use the flogger on her, though he did swing it a few times just to keep her from slowing down. The whole time she moved, the pain seemed to throb somewhere new. It had to have been her imagination, but she felt like the plug was somehow still delving deeper into her.

“Good,” he finally said. “Now comes the part I’m sure you’ve been dreading.”

“The overnight?”

“Right.”

Rebecca put her had on her poor ass, having difficulty imagining how she would feel after several more hours with such a gigantic plug locked inside. Hopefully she’d be able to sleep. She’d participated in overnight experiments with Harry before, and she’d managed to sleep during most of them.

“All right. How will I be spending the rest of the evening?”

“In bed with me. I want the Devastator to be thought of as a long-term punishment device, but also something a daring submissive and her partner can use for enjoyment.”

“Sounds good.”

“Follow me then,” Harry said.

Rebecca did her best to match his pace, but fresh pain from the belt made it impossible. He didn’t penalize her for it though; he simply waited at their bed. As she approached she saw that he was smiling and tapping his feet expectantly. He was like a pyromaniac waiting for the fireworks on the Fourth of July. When she reached the foot of the bed, she found out why: what could she do to get onto the bed without causing herself a great deal more pain? It was quite a puzzle.

She looked to Harry and pouted in frustration, knowing that he loved it.

“Sorry, babe,” he said. “Figure it out.”

She whined out loud, but Harry smiled and said nothing.

Figure it out, she thought ruefully. Sitting down normally was out of the question. She could try to get down on her knees, then climb up onto the bed, but how to get down? She thought about it some more, then settled on the best idea she had.

Slowly and carefully she bended forward toward the bed, putting her hands out onto the sheets. Carefully she inched them forward until her feet lifted and her knees rested on the bed, putting her on all fours.

“Perfect, stay like that,” Harry said. “Beginning endurance phase,” he called out.

Carefully, Harry slid in underneath Rebecca until they were face to face. “You doing all right?” he asked.

“I’m OK.”

“Good. Kiss me.”

She shut her eyes and leaned in, letting her lips find his. Making out with Harry was the first thing that distracted her significantly from the feeling the Devastator’s presence. Sometimes she laid awake at night thinking about her relationship with Harry. Sure, she was paid to be a test subject for his devious new inventions, but she wasn’t doing it for the money. Her heart leapt every time she saw his number on the caller ID, and she never had to wait more than a few weeks to hear from him. However, despite his intimacy with her, and his obvious fondness for her, he’d never inquired about seeing her outside their professional relationship.

Did he have the same feelings for her, and was he simply unable to express them due to his work? She knew that the nature of his occupation meant sexual contact with numerous women, and though she was naturally a bit jealous, she had known this from the start. She felt she could truly accept it. But what could she say? What could she do? What if she made the first move and he didn’t reciprocate, and then he never called her again? She hated feeling like she might be replaceable.

For now, though, she simply enjoyed the taste of his lips, the way his tongue felt against hers, the smell of him all over her. The doubts could come later.

Taking advantage of being on bottom - something rare for him - he used his hands to squeeze her ass cheeks, massage her pussy and fondle her breasts. All of it hurt, but she enjoyed the stinging and burning. Having Harry right there with her made the torment somehow seem more shared. She knew the idea was silly, but nonetheless was glad to have the sensation be pleasurable.

“You ready to serve your master?” he when they were tired of just making out.

“Yes, sir,” she said, playing along.

Harry slid himself backward and sat upward against the edge of the bed. The position left his stiff member where his head had been resting. “You know what to do.”

“Mmm,” Rebecca mumbled. She opened her mouth and brought it down on his rigid, engorged shaft, making sure to keep her eyes locked on his. Her pussy began dripping as she performed; she loved the sense of humiliation and submission that came with sucking off her man. She didn’t understand how her girlfriends complained about it being degrading - wasn’t that what made it fun?

Harry groaned and breathed in sharply as he neared his climax. He gathered up her hair in his hand and used it to push her head down farther onto his cock, lodging it into her throat. He held her there until she started to cough and buck against his grip, then let her off. His seed sprayed her face as his cock came out of her mouth. Before he could order her to, she leaned in and licked off all the traces of his cum.

“That was excellent, thank you,” he said. “Tell me, how has the Devastator affected you since we got in bed?”

“It’s still difficult. It hurts. But not as bad as when I was in the stocks.”

“Good. It’s time for your reward, and then to get some rest.” Harry slipped out from underneath her and got to his feet. He reached under the bed and pulled out another vibrator, as well as two sets of handcuffs.

He set them down on the bed, then reached underneath her chest and removed the nipple clamps. Rebecca gasped in pain at their disappearance; they’d been there so long, she’d almost forgotten about them.

“Lie down on the bed,” he instructed.

Carefully she let her arms extend until she was resting on her elbows, then continued until she was flat against the sheet. She flinched at the pain from her chest - her nipples were still so sore - but soon the roar faded into tingling that joined the rest of the pain in her system.

Harry took her left hand and snapped a cuff around her wrist. He then pulled her arm toward the metal grid headboard and fed the open cuff through one of the openings and back through from the other side. He secured her other wrist with it, then powered on the vibrator.

“Orgasm as many times as you like, Rebecca,” he said. “You’ve earned it.”

He placed the vibrator against her pussy and she shook furiously, screaming as she felt a surge of pleasure electrify her. All of the pain from the Devastator joined with her extreme arousal and produced an orgasm of staggering intensity. She came hard, convulsing and gasping. However, Harry didn’t take away the vibrator: he was waiting for her to say so. Quickly headed for subspace, she could barely think straight, and so the vibration continued.

“The stimulation is having the desired effect,” Harry called out. “Subject is able to experience multiple orgasms, despite pain caused by the device. Subject was able to satisfy her partner as well.”

Rebecca barely heard him, she was so overwhelmed by the ecstasy rippling throughout her body. She quickly lost count of the orgasms, and when at last she was spent, she felt like a puddle of sweaty sex. She shut her eyes and drifted off.

—

When Rebecca woke the throbbing in her ass was still there. The Devastator’s intruder was as firmly lodged as ever. Despite the pain, she felt rested: she must have slept for hours. She tried lifting her arms, but found she was still handcuffed to the bed. When she tested her legs, she found they were now bound as well. Rebecca shivered, newly aroused at the idea of having been bound this way overnight. Maybe someday she could see some of the video footage.

“Good morning,” said Harry. He sipped coffee from a porcelain cup and saucer. “How do you feel?”

“Sore,” she said. “But overall pretty good.”

“You had some pretty impressive orgasms.”

“Yes.” Her pussy still felt raw, throbbing.

“Are you ready to finish the experiment?” he asked as he unlocked her handcuffs. “There’s one last thing to do. It’ll be easy compared to the rest.”

“Sure,” she said, eager to be done and have the belt removed, although in the back of her mind, she worried about how easy it would really be. She knew Harry’s deviousness wasn’t limited to his physical inventions.

“I hope you don’t mind: I need to make a more direct video presentation for our clients,” he said, pointing to a tripod-mounted camera set up a few feet from them. “It will be short, and I can cover your face to protect your identity.

“It’s fine.” As long as they couldn’t tell who she was, she didn’t care. Even if they did, she knew it would be fine: His company’s clients were the richest of the rich, and knew how to practice discretion.

“Put this on,” Harry said, handing her a blindfold. It was shaped like a large pair of sunglasses, the kind movie stars wore in public, and would cover her eyes and much more around them. While she fitted it around her head, Harry put leather cuffs around her ankles. She didn’t feel him connect them to anything, so she assumed they were for show. He then took her wrists and put cuffs on them as well. He followed those up by fitting a matching collar around her neck, and completed the ensemble with a panel gag. She felt it against her cheeks and mouth, which was forced wide open by a ball attached to the inside of the gag. It smelled of high quality leather, an arousing aroma that always made her think of Harry and his workshop. Additionally, the panel would obscure much more of her face, and she imagined all that they could really see was her nose.

“I’m going to stand you up now,” Harry said. A moment later, Rebecca felt herself being lifted from the bed and set down, her feet bare on the cold cement floor.

“Fold your arms up behind your back,” Harry ordered. She did as told.

“Beginning conclusion and presentation,” he said. “As you can see, Test Subject F is wearing the Devastator, and has been for several hours. Isn’t that right?”

Rebecca nodded.

“It has been painful, and extremely challenging. However, I believe we’ve both enjoyed ourselves immensely.”

Again, Rebecca nodded to show her agreement.

“The device has been as tight as anticipated, based on F’s measurements. Anybody who hopes to get extensive use out of the device will need to place a custom order, with a minimum of two weeks lead time. For best results, orders should be placed more than a month in advance, and there will be a fee for expediting any orders requiring faster fulfillment.

“You can see from this angle that the belt splits the pussy very deeply, and this can be the belt’s sole function if you choose. F, please turn around.”

Rebecca turned so that the camera could see her ass. She imagined viewers gasping as they saw the device’s main draw.

“The plug in use here on F is the largest she’s ever had, and it is the largest I expected she could handle at this point. As you can see, the belt is strong enough to hold it in place without breaking. Of course, for your purposes, the custom plugs can be made larger or smaller, and you can order multiple attachments. All plugs can be removed for sanitary concerns, or simply for some variety. Vaginal plugs are also an option, as are battery-powered vibrating plugs.”

Rebecca felt her pussy dripping, imagining if the plug that had been inside her had been vibrating. It would probably make her teeth rattle.

“Finally, this plug sticks out because I like to see the girth, especially during testing, but plugs can be made that will be concealed during usage.”

Rebecca imagined this idea too: having a belt like this on underneath a pair of jeans, having it be completely undetectable… before she knew it she creamed herself. She hoped the video was picking that up; if Harry’s clients knew women who were anything like her, they would need little convincing.

“To schedule a fitting or to discuss an order, contact me at the number on your screen. I’m sure you won’t be disappointed. F here wasn’t.”

Rebecca shook her head.

“That’s right. Thanks for watching.”

Harry took a deep breath. “That’s it,” he said, exhaling. “Nice work, Rebecca. We nailed it in one take,” he said while removing the blindfold and gag.

“No problem. That part was fun,” she replied as he took off the cuffs and collar. “Tell me. What does F stand for? Fiona, Felicia, Frances…”

“Favorite,” said Harry.

“Aww,” said Rebecca, smiling.

The humor drained from his face. “And also Fucked.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, I had a fun idea while you were asleep. A going away present.”

“Why does that sound like a bad thing?”

“I’ll explain, but first…” Harry opened the belt’s briefcase and retrieved a folded, red garment.

My dress!

“Arms up,” Harry said. Rebecca lifted them suspiciously, but let Harry put her dress on her. He’s not taking off the belt, is he?

“What’s my present?” she asked, starting to get angry.

“You’re wearing it,” Harry said smoothly.

“The Devastator?”

“Of course. After all, it won’t fit anyone else as well as it does you.”

“You don’t need it?” she asked.

“I made two, and I can make more. You can have the case; the remote and your payment are inside.”

“Thanks, Harry, that’s very sweet.” She had to admit, she’d had a lot of fun. The pain was intense, but she was glad to discover just how much of it she could take. “But why can’t I take it off now?”

“Well, we didn’t have time to really do a field test, so you’re going to conduct it. I’d like you to call me later when you take it off and describe how it felt, as well as what it was like wearing it during the ride home.”

“All right,” she said. She could handle the plug a while longer.

“I hope you’ll feel like wearing it for your own enjoyment sometimes. I will mail you a few different size plugs, including the vibrating ones. The device can alert me when you’re using it, and when you take it off, so I’ll know if you have it on. The idea of you alone in your apartment, languishing in pain from this thing… it turns me on like crazy, regardless of whether you’re doing it for business or pleasure.”

“We’ll see,” said Rebecca, massaging her ass.

“Now, since this time it is business, I don’t want you taking it off right away. To make sure you don’t, I’ve programmed the remote not to respond for a while.”

“How long?” she asked timidly.

“That’s the fun part. I’m not going to tell you exactly. And, to make this even better, if you try to activate the release too early, it will add additional time.”

“What?” she said, incredulously. “How long?”

“Half of whatever amount of time is remaining,” he added.

Devious. She wanted to be angry, but she could feel the wetness clinging to the inside of her thighs. It was cruel, but brilliant. A serious test of loyalty and willpower. And she was the one who had fantasized about wearing this thing underneath her clothes. “Can you give me a hint?” she asked.

“At least a few more hours,” Harry offered. “It’s still very early in the morning right now.” He took her wrist and pulled her into a kiss. Her anger melted like butter underneath a blowtorch. She kissed him so hard it hurt, and wrapped her arms around him. Finally, their outburst spent, she broke their embrace.

“This was fun,” she said. “But I expect a huge thank you next time. Double up front payment.”

“Deal,” said Harry. “Now, your limo is waiting. Let me walk you out.”

Harry led her back through the workshop, to the elevator and eventually out of the building. Rebecca felt every step, but she’d become hardened against the pain for the most part. Her mind was on their night together, wanting to stamp the fun parts into her memory: the warmth of his hands on her body, their passionate kisses, the firm ropes. She knew she wouldn’t forget the Devastator any time soon, but she didn’t want it to overshadow the rest of the experience completely.

Outside, Rebecca felt the warm dawn light on her shoulders and took a deep breath of the fresh air. Harry opened the car’s door for her. “Off you go, F,” he said.

“See you soon?” she asked as she got in.

“You will.”

As soon as Harry shut the door the limo pulled away. She quickly found herself needing to find a position to settle on for the ride. She wanted to sit in her usual pose for the driver, but sitting down directly on the plug would make for a hellish half hour. Instead, she eased herself onto the seat on her side, buckled a seat belt and curled up into a ball.

She must have drifted off, still exhausted from her night, because before she knew it the limo stopped at her building. Adrenaline poured into her, knowing she was expected to get out of the car as quickly as she got in, and she snapped to her feet. When she shut the door behind her the limo peeled away and disappeared.

Rebecca reached to her backside to feel the plug. It protruded from her dress, and she quickly felt as though dozens of eyes were staring at it, even though at this hour there were few passersby. Look at me in this dress, she thought. Like the world’s most humiliating walk of shame. Not wanting to be seen any more than she already was, she bolted for her building, ignoring the pain from the belt.

Fortunately, she didn’t run into any of her neighbors, which would have meant spinning a lie far less interesting than the truth. Walking up three flights of stairs at such a slow pace might have confused anyone watching, but no one was awake to see. Once inside her apartment, she pulled off the dress, opened the briefcase and took out the remote.

What if Harry is just messing with me? she wondered. Maybe she could take off the Devastator right now. Then again, what if he’s not? She pictured him thinking about her pressing the button and panicking when nothing happened. She didn’t want to risk it. Not yet, anyway. She could always change her mind.

Rebecca stepped into her bedroom and took a vibrator and a ball gag out of her sock drawer. She tossed the vibrator onto the bed and put on the gag. She made it tight, not wanting the neighbors to hear, and also because she loved the way it felt. Finally, she got into bed the same way she did the night before, slowly and carefully. She flicked on the vibrator and set against her pussy, then squeezed her legs together on it. She had some time to kill.


The Kinky Inventor Cages His Pet

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

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

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

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

The second thing she could do was answer the phone.

“Harry.”

“Rebecca. How have you been? Did you end up making the Dean’s List?”

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

“I did, thanks.”

“Good.”

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

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

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

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

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

Harry didn’t answer at first. “I’m guessing you’re not asking for more money.”

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

“Tell me then, what you’d like. Anything for my favorite girl.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, come in!”

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

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

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

“It’s OK. I hope you don’t mind, but… I got the call. I have to go, and I have to get ready,” said Rebecca.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No overnight bag?” Leah asked.

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

“And when you get back you’re going to tell me all about it,” Leah said.

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

“He’s not married, is he?” Leah said, suddenly stern, realizing what their furtiveness could imply.

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

“We’ll see, Becca. If he doesn’t try to lock you up, he’s crazy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Rebecca,” he said. “It’s good to see you.”

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

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

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

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

“I can’t wait to see it,” said Rebecca. “If it’s anything like your last one…”

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

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

“You said a restaurant, right? Come inside, you won’t be disappointed.”

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

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

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

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

“Sure,” she said as the elevator stopped. “Lead the way.”

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

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

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

—

“You look pleased,” Harry said, noticing the bright smile on Rebecca’s face.

“I am,” she replied.

Harry began unbuttoning his shirt. “Then you just wait. I’ve prepared for quite a night.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

After she received her “payment,” of course.

“How’s that feel?” Harry asked.

“Incredible.”

“You look incredible. Though… something’s missing, don’t you think?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh?” she mumbled.

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

Don’t tease me! she thought, whining.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t catch that.”

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

“Oh, is that what you want to do?”

“Uh huh!”

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

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

“Were you trying to say ‘Please, sir?’”

“Yeshh, shirr.”

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ll be right back,” said Harry. “I didn’t want you to see this before you were ready.” 

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

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

“Have you tried one of these before?” Harry asked.

“No. I’ve always wanted to.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course not. You’ll put your dress on, and I’ve got a suit.”

“Oh, okay,” she said.

“Good,” said Harry. “I’ll go get cleaned up. Meet you back here in a few.”

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

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

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

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

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

“You look lovely,” he said, taking in her dress.

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

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

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

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

“What is this place?” she asked, amazed.

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

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

“I guess you could say it’s an amusement park for adults like us. Only with more money.”

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

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

“What was that?” Rebecca asked.

“I’m not quite sure, actually. Don’t worry about it,” he replied.

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

“Good evening,” he said. “I will take your order, if you’re ready.”

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

“Do you know him?” she asked.

“He’s a friend, yeah. He’s doing me a favor.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Harry smiled. “I’d like that.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Of course.”

“And it’s going to be for the rest of the night?”

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

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

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

—

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

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

She nodded. Here we go.

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

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

“So, you need to see if I fit?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m in,” she said. “Can I help you take this apart?”

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

“Sure,” she said, remembering her last visit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How’s that feel?” Harry asked, taking a step back to admire his finished project.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir,” she mumbled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh huh,” Rebecca mumbled.

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

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

What a night, thought Rebecca.

—

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

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

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

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

“Nuh uh,” Rebecca grunted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sorry, babe,” he said. “It’ll pass in a second. Now let me get you out.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Rest,” said Harry.

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

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

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

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

Hey, how’s the date?

Becca, text me when you have a second.

Hey hope you see this.

Rebecca scrolled through the messages, which got increasingly desperate.

I really need you to come home.

Please, I’ll make it up to you.

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

“Harry!” she yelled. “I’ve gotta go!” What was wrong? What could have happened?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

As soon as she entered her apartment she called out, “Leah! I’m back! Where are you?”

“Becca? I’m in here!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rebecca smiled and started to get undressed.
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Rebecca felt the neoprene cinching slightly above her hips and between her legs and shook her head. Focus, she thought, looking into the mirror. She’d picked out a lovely cherry lipstick and had been holding it in her hand for several minutes. She wanted to apply it and move on, but concentrating on anything but the night to come was proving impossible.

Having denied herself that sweet gratification, the happy heat of fulfillment, her desire had grown until it was overwhelmingly distracting. Tonight, however, would see her denial end, and she couldn’t be happier. Not just because of the pleasure she would experience, of course: but because of the man who would provide it.

Harry, she thought. Harry… is going to be here any minute! she realized. She took one last look in the mirror, grabbed her purse and left her room. She was ready for whatever Harry had planned. He always liked to keep the itinerary a secret, knowing the element of surprise elevated her anticipation. Fortunately for her, Harry knew what she craved, and how to deliver.

“Looking good, Becca,” said Leah. “Harry’s going to lose it when he sees you.”

“Thanks,” Rebecca replied. He’d better lose it, she thought, smirking. She’d gone to a lot of trouble to pick out such a nice, slinky, backless, black dress. It had to flatter her slim figure, but also be loose enough to avoid her… accessory… from showing. He knew she was wearing it, but nobody else should. This was important to him, to both of them. Even Leah shouldn’t know, he’d told her. As Rebecca’s best friend, Leah knew more about her relationship than anyone else, but Harry was clear about preferring to leave some details their secret.

“I can’t believe I’ve been living with you for a month and this is the first time I’m meeting him,” Leah said. “I can’t wait to see the kind of man it took to win your heart.” She choked up a little as she spoke, not out of happiness for her friend, but because it reminded her of her recent separation from her fiance. “I’m sorry,” she mumbled.

“Hey, hey,” said Rebecca, trying to comfort her friend. You’d think that after a month, I’d have figured out how, she thought to herself. “Someday you’ll meet someone who makes you happy,” she said, hoping it was what Leah needed to hear.

“I know,” Leah said. She stood up and paced the room, breathing deeply. “This is dumb. I need to stop feeling like this. All it’s gotten me…”

Leah kept talking, and Rebecca wanted to listen, but she couldn’t help herself. Her thoughts were drawn back to Harry. She didn’t want to say so, but Harry was the exact opposite of Leah’s fiance: warm and compassionate, tall and handsome… he was adept with his hands, but also boasted a keen mind, which is what made him such an ingenious an inventor. Leah’s fiance, Sean, was a slightly overweight litigator who peaked in college, when the two of them met. The only things Harry and Sean had in common was their wealth and how many women they slept with. Except, of course, Harry was honest about it.

Yes, he had sex with women other than Rebecca. It was part of his job, and Rebecca was well aware of it, considering they met through his job. Maybe, somewhere down the line, he would propose to her, and he would retire or find a new line of work. They’d hadn’t talked about it yet; it wasn’t an issue, for the moment. Rebecca knew Harry loved her; what he did with other women was strictly business, strictly professional, and nothing more.

“…Which is why I’ve decided to take that job with NASA and help colonize Mars,” said Leah.

Rebecca blushed. Busted. “I’m sorry. I wasn’t listening. I couldn’t help it.”

Leah smiled. “It’s okay. I just needed to vent. It helped, I feel better.”

“I’m glad,” Rebecca said sheepishly. “You know, when you’re ready, I could ask Harry about his single friends.”

“Maybe,” said Leah. She put a hand to her hips and shut her eyes. She had a little experience with one of the gifts Harry had given Rebecca. She’d tried using it not quite knowing what she was doing, and the result was clearly still fresh in her memory. She admitted to enjoying the incident, but it still came as quite a shock.

Additionally, the occurrence forced Rebecca to reveal the truth about her relationship with Harry, which Leah found even more astonishing. “No wonder you always have so much cash!” she’d said. “Who else could do what you do?”

Rebecca didn’t disagree. Few women would agree to be a product tester for Harry’s devious inventions: always painful, cruel and clever, they weren’t designed for the masses. Only a select few would really love them the way she did. They had to be tested on somebody, though, and Harry knew he and his company were lucky to have her. Perhaps that was why they tolerated Harry becoming romantically entangled with a co-worker.

Rebecca liked that the work paid her so well - as a college senior, she didn’t have a full-time job - but she didn’t do it for the money. There were few men who could give Rebecca the kind of pleasure she craved. She needed somebody who knew how to be cruel but in a completely loving way. She needed to know that when she was being punished, it was for her enjoyment. It was a difficult line to walk, but Harry was a true master. They were made for each other, and they knew it.

She could understand Leah being a bit apprehensive of Harry’s friends, however. “There’s no rush,” said Rebecca. “You’ll know when you’re ready.” Probably, she thought.

“How about I meet Harry first, then decide about his friends?” Leah teased.

As soon as she said it, the shrill electric sound of the apartment’s door buzzer sounded.

He’s here! Rebecca thought. She ran to the intercom and pushed the button to talk. “Hello?”

“It’s me.”

“Fourth floor, first door,” she said. She looked around the apartment, nervous about what Harry would think when he saw it. The space was modest compared to the luxurious settings he was used to. She realized she was being foolish, though: Harry wouldn’t judge her based on where she lived; they knew each other too well for that. He preferred women who were down to earth: he dealt with brats enough at work, he had no interest in dating one.

When Harry knocked, Rebecca was there waiting. She forced herself to pause a moment, then opened the door.

“Rebecca. You look spectacular,” he said, looking her up and down.

“Thanks, Harry. Come in,” she said.

“Thanks.” He took a look around. “It looks very nice.”

“This is my friend Leah,” said Rebecca.

“It’s good to meet you,” Harry said, shaking Leah’s hand. Is he nervous? Rebecca wondered. He knew about Leah’s incident. He must have felt bad about it.

“You too,” Leah said. “I’ve seen the way Rebecca acts when she’s going to see you, so I know you must be a really great guy.”

“And I’ve seen how much she cares about you, so I know you must be a really great friend.”

“Okay, Rebecca, I’m satisfied,” said Leah, smiling. “He meets my approval.”

“I’m very relieved,” Rebecca replied.

“Are you ready to go?” Harry asked.

“I am. Have a good night, Leah. See you… tomorrow, probably.” She winked at her friend and grinned.

“She seemed nice,” Harry said as they walked down the stairs. “That’s the one who was using…”

“Shh,” said Rebecca, giggling. “You’re not supposed to know. I didn’t tell her about that part.”

“Sorry,” he said. “At least she ended up having a good time.”

We both did, Rebecca thought. She had actually been quite surprised how much Leah had liked Harry’s gift - after all, it had been among the most challenging inventions she’d ever tested. Tight and more than a little painful…

When they exited the building, Rebecca was surprised not to see the usual limousine that always picked her up. Instead, Harry directed her toward a black Lincoln Town Car, a huge sedan that looked just as luxurious as the limo, but not as ostentatious. “What’s this?” she asked.

“My personal driver,” said Harry. “Works just for me. Except when he works for us.”

A handsome man who looked to be a few years younger than Harry and a few older than Rebecca got out of the car. He was thin and of average height, with a fair complexion and short, closely cropped blonde hair. “Good evening, you must be Rebecca,” he said as he opened the door for them. “I’m Russel.”

“Nice to meet you,” said Rebecca, shaking his hand before getting into the car.

Harry gave the driver a few minutes to get on the road before saying anything. Instead, he placed a hand on Rebecca’s thigh, then slowly felt his way in toward her crotch. Rebecca felt the dampness growing in her panties. When Harry’s hand arrived at the hard device she wore beneath her underwear, he smiled lustfully.

“How long have you had it on?” he asked.

“Since Monday morning, as you asked.” It was Friday now. She could hardly believe it: she’d gone nearly five whole days without any stimulation. Yesterday she had held her cell phone and trembled, wanting so badly to call Harry and beg for the key to remove the contraption, but she’d resisted. She was proud of herself for holding out; she knew it would make tonight that much better.

“That’s excellent,” said Harry. He pulled a small key from his pocket and dangled it in front of her. “Makes me want to release you from it right now.” He moved his hand from atop her dress and found the end of the garment so he could sneak his hand inside. He caressed her legs, tracing the contours of her hips until he reached the belt. When he did, he quickly withdrew his hand. “But I won’t,” he teased, putting they key away. Rebecca whimpered in frustration. “I’ve got a great night planned. Though, there is something important we have to discuss.”

“Oh?” said Rebecca. Harry seemed unusually concerned.

“The partners called me in for a meeting the other day for a discussion. About us, our relationship.” Harry took her hand in his. “They’re concerned that should it have… complications, that it would affect our work together.”

“That’s ridiculous,” Rebecca said immediately. It seemed like the thing to say, but she realized that it was a fair concern. Their work together revolved around sex; if there was a problem between them, how could it not be affected?

“Whether or not it’s ridiculous, the company wants to run a test. If we don’t do as they ask, I’d have to choose between our relationship and my job.”

Rebecca bristled at the idea. “That’s not fair.”

“Life’s not fair sometimes.” Harry leaned in and whispered in her ear. “If I have to choose, I choose you.” Rebecca assumed he didn’t want the driver to hear him say that, though maybe she was reading too much into it.

“I wouldn’t even be bringing this up if I didn’t think you’d enjoy the test,” said Harry.

“Tell me about it.”

“Well, it’s a kind of a game. It’s meant to be challenging, and punishing, and very painful,” Harry explained.

“Sounds good so far,” said Rebecca.

“Well sure, but here’s the part I’m not sure you’ll like: the game is competitive. It requires two players.”

“Oh,” said Rebecca. Harry was right. She wasn’t sure how to feel about that. “Meaning, me and another woman?” She didn’t have to ask, but she needed to buy some time to think.

“Yes, that’s right.”

“And whoever loses is punished?”

“Yes and no. I can’t really give away the details in advance. What you need to decide is, are you willing to take the test? It’s one thing for you to submit to me. Submitting to my bosses is not something I’m comfortable with if you’re not.”

Rebecca looked at Harry and thought hard. If he thought she’d enjoy the game, she could trust he was right. He knew how to turn pain into pleasure. The only real question was, how did she feel about there being another woman involved?

“Tell me more about the role of this other player. Is the point of this to make me jealous?”

“More accurately, it’s to see if you can be made jealous. At the same time, you will almost certainly get punished because of her, and my superiors want to see how I react. If I’ll let my feelings for you affect my judgment.”

“Do you think you will?” Rebecca asked.

“No. I’m confident that you can handle it, and if you’re fine, then I’m fine. As always, if you feel overwhelmed, you can stop the test whenever you want. It’s up to me to let you determine whether we continue, and not step in unnecessarily.”

Rebecca nodded. “And you know I’m not afraid to stop you if there’s a problem, so I agree, we should be fine there. But…” She hesitated, nervous about what she had to ask. “What if you find yourself drawn to this other girl?”

Harry nodded. “I’d be lying if I said I don’t enjoy punishing her. I do, because it’s what I like. But I’ve put her through many tests, and have been served by her on many occasions, and none of it caused me to have romantic feelings for her at all. Those I have only for you.”

Rebecca was pleased by his answer; she could hear the honesty in it. However, there was something else she needed to know: “Will I have sexual contact with her?”

“No,” said Harry. “You won’t physically touch her. You’ll be separated by a short distance.”

That’s good, she thought. “And who is this person?”

“Somebody who works for the company,” said Harry.

“Is she a tester like me?”

“No, she’s one of our full-time trainees. She’s proven to have a high threshold for pain, which is why she’s been selected. She even likes being bound and dominated as much as you, if you can believe it.”

As much as me? she thought. She couldn’t help feeling threatened by that. “How long have you known her?”

“A few weeks. She’s expected to be here for the summer.” Harry leaned in to whisper again. “She’s a spoiled rich girl. You’ve got nothing to worry about. She’s fun to torment, but I wouldn’t want to spend more than 10 minutes with her if it wasn’t my job.”

“Is that so?” Rebecca said playfully. Part of what made Harry so attractive was how much he loved his work. He’d truly found what he loved to do. She could understand enjoying the chance to discipline a spoiled brat, though she doubted that any brat could really enjoy pain and bondage as much as she did. “I’m not sure I believe you. Might have to see for myself.”

Harry smiled and squeezed Rebecca’s thigh.

“And we’re still going to have some alone time first? Before the testing?” Rebecca asked.

“Obviously.” Harry leaned in and gently put his hand to her cheek, then guided her face to meet his for a kiss. Rebecca shut her eyes and met his embrace, feeling the tingling in her warmth grow as Harry’s tongue met hers. She wanted desperately for release, but knew she had to be patient yet a little longer. At least she could enjoy this, she thought as they made out. They didn’t stop until they arrived at the restaurant for dinner.

—

Harry did his best during their dinner to spur Rebecca to talk. Providing her with subjects to expound upon while offering insightful comments gave Rebecca a distraction from her raging arousal. Rebecca knew what he was doing and was grateful for it. If he’d wanted to be cruel, he could have sat there and smiled at her mischievously, knowingly and invitingly, knowing there was nothing she could do with the belt keeping her chaste. There was a reason Harry always hosted their games in the privacy of his workshop; it wasn’t for the ambiance. Rebecca wanted nothing more than to pull off the tablecloth so Harry could hoist her onto the surface and tear her dress apart.

She made a mental note to ask Harry to arrange just such an opportunity for them.

Instead, she enjoyed Harry’s company, as well as the lovely dinner. Of course, as soon as they were back in the car she and Harry resumed where they left off, delving into each other with feverish intensity. Rebecca wished they were back in the regular limo, where they could have some privacy and go a little further, but knew if she’d waited this long, she could wait until they reached the castle.

Perhaps someday she’d learn what the place was really called. It had to be a Chateau Something or Somewhere Estate; something classy to match the way the place looked. With its luscious landscaping and opulent interior, the palatial setting was breathtaking. Much of the interior is equally ornate, especially the grand ballroom, but who would have expected that the inside held something like Harry’s workshop? Equipped for carpentry, metalworking, electrical engineering and more - including testing all of his wonderful inventions - the space was all function over form. No time was spent decorating the area - it was meant for one thing: devising, creating and testing inventions for binding women, inflicting pain and stimulating pleasure, usually all at once. Located underground, the walls and floors were mostly hard cement, causing sound to echo throughout the area, amplifying the noises of elation and suffering made during their tests. Whether that was for effect or a happy byproduct of the environment, Rebecca didn’t know.

After riding the elevator down to the workshop, Harry led Rebecca to her favorite part of the area, referred to jokingly as “the bedroom.” It featured a bed and a nightstand, and it was where they played, but the similarities to an actual bedroom ended there.

“Take off your dress,” Harry instructed. He took off the jacket to his suit and hung it over the bed’s headboard, which was a grid made of metal bars.

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

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

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

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

“Good,” he said. “Finish undressing.”

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

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

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

“Are these what I think they are?” asked Rebecca.

“Yes. Wouldn’t want you hurting yourself on the cement.”

“On the cement?” As in the floor? she thought.

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

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

Once she was in position, she understood why Harry had her don the pads: with her limbs bound, she was forced to use her knees and elbows to hold herself up and, if instructed, to crawl. Rebecca smiled: she’d never been tied in this position, and it was as erotic as it was challenging. Nothing made her feel quite as submissive as being on her knees and crawling.

However, Harry wasn’t done: he brought over three more items: a big, red ball gag, a set of nipple clamps and a thick, curved piece of metal. An anal hook, Rebecca realized.

Though the belt she wore protected her folds from intrusion, it left her back entrance free, or she wouldn’t have been able to wear it for five days. Now Harry was taking advantage of that fact. He held the hook up to her mouth. “Get it wet,” he said.

Rebecca opened her mouth and ran her tongue over the metal, coating it in as much saliva as she could muster. She spit on it a few times, then spread it until the entire surface of the hook was wet and slippery.

Satisfied with her work, Harry fed the end of the toy through the opening in her belt and inserted it into her tight bud. Working it in slowly, Rebecca forced herself to relax so the piece could penetrate. She enjoyed the pain and discomfort it caused, but always had to adjust to its presence. Harry gathered up her hair to make a ponytail. He then tied a rope through a ring on the other end of the anal hook and he secured the rope to her pony tail, pulling her neck upward and digging the hook in deeply. She whimpered from the pain, but found her predicament intoxicating: holding her head up put strain on her neck, but lowering her head to relieve that strain would pull on the hook.

Rebecca felt her excitement grow as Harry disrobed. The bulge in his pants told her he was ready to be serviced, and she was eager to please him. She knew that when he was satisfied, he would remove the belt and give her the release she so desperately needed.

When at last Harry removed his pants and revealed his thick, rigid erection, Rebecca waited for him to ram it into her mouth. Instead he sat down on the ground and spread his legs. “Come,” he said.

Rebecca knew he meant for her to test out her ability to crawl. Cautiously she lifted an elbow and inched it forward. Finding the pads kept her elbows protected from the hard ground, and that she could put her weight on it reliably without it sliding away, she began to move forward. Doing so jostled the hook, even though she did her best to keep her head steady, and she sucked in her breath at the unexpected twinge. She was glad when she was close enough to take Harry’s cock into her mouth, but realized she would be forced to pull at the hook in order to lift and dip her head. The setup was truly ingenious and inventive.

“I didn’t want to make things too easy for you,” said Harry.

Rebecca answered by inching herself forward until Harry’s cock was buried deep in her throat, where she could suck on it with as little neck movement as possible. She sealed her lips on his shaft and began to suck as hard as she could. She curled her tongue and rolled it against his hot staff, causing him to groan in surprised pleasure.

Didn’t know I could do that, did you? she thought. She’d never needed to work so hard with her tongue, but she was up to the challenge. However, Harry was the kind of man who got what he wanted: she gave an inch, but he took a mile. He used his hand to grasp her ponytail and pulled on it, forcing Rebecca to choose between driving his cock further into her throat, or letting the hook probe her more deeply. She ended up splitting the two, and found herself tormented by both. She moaned in pain and pleasure as she suppressed her gag reflex. She could tell Harry was almost at his peak, so she intensified her effort.

Just as Harry was about to climax, he backed himself up, taking his slick cock out of Rebecca’s mouth; he held it in his hands and stroked until he came, his seed shooting out onto her face. Both of them gasped, out of breath. Rebecca was thrilled by the sensation of having Harry’s warm love on her skin. She used her tongue to lick up what she could. To help her, Harry took his rod and rubbed it against her face, taking away his sweet juices only to offer it back; she licked it off his tongue and they continued the process until her face was clean.

Harry kissed her cheek. “That thing you did with your tongue,” he said. “Absolutely incredible.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Rebecca. “It was my pleasure.”

“Yes, it clearly was,” Harry said, rubbing his hand between her thighs. She was so wet, her fluids were all over the belt, her thighs and the floor. Contact with the belt would start to make her skin raw if he didn’t remove it soon, but she knew he would before that happened.

“You’re not quite done yet.” Harry twisted around and reached toward the night stand. When he righted himself he held the ball gag in his hand.

Rebecca obediently opened her mouth to receive it, though she was frustrated that her pleasure was still not next on the agenda. Please, she thought. I need to come!

Once Harry had secured the gag, tightening the buckle as hard as he could, he picked up the clamps and attached them to her sensitive, erect nipples. Rebecca moaned from the fresh pain, but she had to admit, her arousal was still rising. When it came to stimulation, Harry knew her better than she knew herself.

Harry stood up. “Forgot one last thing.” He reached under the bed - one of his favorite hiding spots - and pulled out a black riding crop. He swung it softly and connected with her rear. “Move,” he ordered.

Rebecca began crawling, advancing a few inches at a time. The movement caused every part of her to experience some kind of ache: though the skin of her knees and elbows was protected from the cement surface, the muscles in her arms and legs still strained to keep her balanced. Her breasts were stung by arcs of pain that shot from her nipples as the biting clamps swung in rhythm with her motion. The anal hook continued to burrow into her tender back entrance. Even her mouth was widened cruelly by the gag.

Harry directed her to walk for what seemed like hours. She barely seemed to be making any progress, having to expend so much effort to cover just a few feet. Harry’s use of the crop left the skin of her ass burning as he applied repeated smacks to the same targets over and over.

Throughout all of it, Rebecca was shocked to discover that she was on the cusp of an orgasm simply from the pain; if he kept on applying the same treatment, she wouldn’t need him to remove the belt. Of course, Harry was perfectly well aware of what was happening, he knew her body well. From her breathing alone he could read her responses like they were words on a page. Just as she was on the brink, he bid her, “Stop.” He dropped the crop and took a step back.

Rebecca howled in frustration. She’d been so close, and once again found release denied.

“I hadn’t yet given you permission,” Harry explained. “But isn’t it nice to know you could have achieved an orgasm from pain alone?” Rebecca moaned an affirmation. “I thought that was neat too. Now, stay here. I’ll be back in a minute. As promised, it’s time for your reward.”

Rebecca waited expectantly and listened to Harry’s footsteps get further away until she could no longer hear them. She thought about trying to turn around to see where he had gone - he could very easily be watching her from the other side of the workshop, letting her languish, extracting every last drop of anticipation from her. She opted to stay put. She noticed that they had stopped in another section of the workshop, and before her was a large, black trunk and something else; something tall. It was rectangular, but she couldn’t tell anything else, as it was covered in a tarp. She was reminded of the last invention she tested - a cage called the Enclosure - but that’s only because the object in front of her was also tall enough to contain a person. Maybe I’ll be using it later? she wondered.

Soon enough Harry returned. Rebecca giggled, seeing that he wore the same pads on his knees as she did. That was a good sign.

“You ready?” Harry asked, holding a key in front of her face. She shouted through her gag and wriggled around. “Good,” he said. He crouched down by her waist and felt around until he found the padlock that secured her belt. He twisted the key to unlock it, then removed it. Carefully Harry detached the front shield from the belt, then pried apart the waistband. Rebecca shuddered and moaned as the device was lifted off of her and set aside. Her skin was pale where the belt had been secured, sore and sensitive. Harry massaged her, which was painful but also felt quite good.

When he finished kneading her skin, Harry moved his massage down to her eager folds, dipping a finger in to stimulate her internally and externally simultaneously. Rebecca immediately started to spasm as the sensation started to release all of the tension and desire she’d been building up throughout the last few days, especially the last couple hours. She couldn’t recall ever being so overwhelmingly aroused, and knew Harry had used his considerable expertise to bring her there. She was grateful, or at least she would be, once he’d given her the full release she sought.

Sensing her desire, Harry at last set himself down on his knees, shuffled toward her and drove his rod into Rebecca’s inviting crevice. No lube was required: her pussy was sopping wet, aching to have something hot and thick plunge deep inside. “You have permission to cum,” Harry said. “As often and as many times as you like.”

Rebecca quickly began to orgasm as the feeling of Harry’s member and the anal hook combined. She was fully stuffed, just as she liked it, and with Harry working his shaft as fast as a motorized piston, she was losing touch with reality, drifting into the subspace of ecstasy she so often found when Harry put all of his skills to use. Within moments she was sobbing from the bliss she felt as days’ worth of desire converted to fulfillment. Her first orgasm was as explosive as it was rapid, her juices gushing to the floor. Harry paid it no mind, continuing to drive his shaft in and out. He had stamina to spare and intended to use all of it.

—

Rebecca hadn’t bothered to count her orgasms. She knew there was no point. Usually she needed a few to enter a trance of pure bliss, but this time the first was so intense she was almost instantly launched into the exalted rapture where multiple orgasms blended into one sustained euphoria. She quaked in her bonds and absorbed pain like a sponge, letting it feed her tidal wave of joy. When Harry’s energy was spent, he pulled out, letting his love drip out of her. However, he didn’t give her a chance to come down from her high; instead, he inserted a vibrator into her drenched chasm and turned it on.

“Enjoy yourself,” Harry said to her. “I’ll be back.”

Rebecca barely even heard him. The vibrator felt like an overloading reactor in her wet pocket. She had no control over it - no way to stop it - but fortunately no interest in doing so. She was in a world of beauty and love, oblivious to the world around her. Joy and pain flooded her system, but she could hardly tell them apart. Time had no definition: it could have been flying or it may have only been a matter of moments. There was no clock, no passing shadows, no source or reference.

How long had Harry been there, watching her? Did he just get back? Rebecca had no clue. She didn’t care. He brought a folding chair to sit upon as he watched. He had put on a pair of khakis, but to her delight, he hadn’t put on a shirt. She smelled something fresh, like deodorant or body wash. Had he been away long enough to shower, or had he just freshened up a little? Who could tell?

When Harry switched off the vibrator and gently pulled it out, she cried not for its return: she was too satisfied, too spent, to desire even another second of its turbulent stimulation. Likewise, when Harry removed the gag, and the clamps and the anal hook, Rebecca merely sighed contentedly. She felt a slight bit of remorse as he loosened the ropes that bound her arms and legs, but only because the ropes were so beloved to her. However, she knew she would feel their grasp and bite again soon enough.

When Rebecca was at last free of all the bindings, all the toys and the elbow and knee pads, and it was just her own limp, sweaty body, Harry laid her down in his lap and sat on the ground with her, his head resting against the canvas seat of his chair.

Eventually Rebecca came back down to earth and started laughing to herself. Harry perked up at the sound, having drifted off into a short nap. “How do you feel?” he asked.

“Like every part of my body just relived every single fucking I’ve ever had all over again at the same time,” she said. She reached down and massaged her ass, which was still fairly sore.

“Just imagine how much fun you could have if you wore the belt for ten days,” said Harry, giving her breast a gentle squeeze. “Or twenty days. Or a month.”

A month. The idea scared Rebecca, but it was also alluring. Why’d he have to say it? she thought. Once the idea of such a challenge was in her mind, she knew she’d have to someday try it. “Not right now,” she said.

Harry laughed. “No, for sure. A month without you would be just as hard for me,” he said.

Rebecca scoffed. “No it wouldn’t! You’ve got girls all over this place. You’d be just fine.”

“True,” Harry said. “I’d get some satisfaction, but it wouldn’t be the same. Plus, I’d feel bad for you, and wouldn’t want to enjoy myself knowing you weren’t.”

“Aww. that’s sweet,” she said.

“Okay, get up,” Harry said.

Rebecca carefully got to her feet, testing out her knees. She wobbled at first, but then found her balance. “Where are we going?” she asked.

“This way,” Harry said, taking her by the wrist and marching her through the workshop. Rebecca bit her lip, enjoying being manhandled. They walked to a corner of the workshop Rebecca had never been to, and noticed that the cement floor transitioned into tiles, with a metal grate inset between them.

“Stand right there,” Harry said, pointing at the grate. “Raise your arms.” He reached for a long rubber hose that hung from one of several racks lining the wall. He twisted a spigot on the wall, causing the hose to jolt as the water surged through it. Harry pointed the nozzle at Rebecca and squeezed the grip, unleashing a spray of cold, clear water at her nude form.

Rebecca shrieked and lowered her hands to protect herself from the frigid shower, laughing hysterically. She’d never been hosed down before. It was humiliating, but she’d felt thoroughly grungy and hot after her session, so she was glad for the cleaning. When Harry finished, Rebecca was shivering. Harry brought a towel over to her and proceeded to dry her off himself, clutching her in his arms.

“Are you ready to start the test?” he asked when she was dry. “The other participant has been waiting very patiently.”

“Do you have to call her down or something?” Rebecca asked.

“Come, I’ll show you.”

Rebecca thought he was going to lead her to some kind of dormitory area of the castle, but instead of heading toward the elevator, he brought her right back to where she had been bound and pleasured just prior.

He headed for the trunk and the large object covered with a tarp. Holding onto the end of the fabric, he looked to Rebecca like a magician about to pull away a curtain and reveal a trick. Rebecca felt an overwhelming combination of sickness and glee, as she guessed what she was about to see.

Harry tugged the tarp away to reveal it was a cage, approximately six feet tall, and inside of it stood a woman. Like Rebecca, she was nude. Gorgeous and young, similar to Rebecca in age, this girl had a tight, petite body. She had perky breasts and a pretty face, from what could be seen of it, as a blindfold covered her eyes. The slim brunette’s neck was collared, her arms shackled behind her back and a black ball gag was wedged between her lips.

“Rebecca, this is Alexis,” said Harry.

“Holy shit, you’ve been here the whole time?” said Rebecca. The woman nodded. Rebecca looked to Harry. “So she heard us…”

“She doesn’t care,” said Harry. “Do you, Alexis?”

She shook her head.

“You’re not upset, are you?” Harry asked Rebecca. “Believe me, everything she sees here is going to be kept strictly confidential.”

“It’s fine,” said Rebecca. She was used to the knowledge that Harry recorded his sessions with her. If he was going to show a demonstration of an invention to his clients, he’d put a mask on her to obscure her face. “Is she going to keep that blindfold on?”

“No,” Harry admitted. “Because there’s a psychological aspect to the punishment game, you two need to be able to look one another in the eyes. However, unlike our usual tests, this one isn’t being recorded. It will be watched live by my superiors on closed circuit camera. Nothing that happens will ever leave this facility.”

“All right,” said Rebecca. “I trust you.”

“Thank you,” he said. He stepped over to the cage and took a key from his pocket. With a clank, the cage unlocked and the door swung open. Harry reached in and slipped his index finger through a metal ring on Alexis’ collar, pulling her out of the cage. He removed her blindfold, but left everything else in place.

Rebecca had to concede the idea of standing in that cage for hours was not all that different from the time she spent in Harry’s last invention. The Enclosure was the strictest bondage she’d ever experienced, as the cage fit her body and her body alone. In comparison, Alexis’ cage had been positively roomy. For her to stand there alone, not saying a word, not making a sound, not knowing how long she’d be there… Harry was right. She really might be as much as a freak as me, Rebecca thought. Should she feel threatened by a girl as pretty as she was who could take the same kinds of punishment? Her paranoid brain told her she should, but her instincts overrode her doubts for once: Harry told her Alexis was a spoiled brat, and that he had no romantic interest in her. Rebecca believed him; when she said she trusted someone, she meant it.

Harry opened up the trunk and pulled out a set of shackles matching the ones worn by Alexis. “Your turn,” he said to Rebecca.

As requested, Rebecca put her arms behind her back so Harry could secure them with the heavy metal bindings. The full set of cuffs were used on her wrists, above her elbows and around her waist. Harry attached a long chain to the wrist cuffs on both women, but let it dangle on the floor. The chains were very long, and Rebecca knew they portended a nefarious purpose, but couldn’t tell what it was just yet.

“All right, ladies. If you’ll follow me,” said Harry.

As they trailed behind him, Rebecca was surprised Harry didn’t hold the chains, which he could have drawn through their legs to make for a very effective set of leashes. She would have enjoyed it. Maybe he doesn’t want to wear us out early?

When they reached the electrical engineering section of Harry’s workshop, Rebecca saw what was waiting for them but couldn’t even begin to guess what it actually was. A pair of mats were laid out on the ground a few feet apart from each other: each was divided into two different colored squares: blue and green on one mat, red and yellow on the other. Hanging from the ceiling above and between the two mats was a cylindrical metal object, like a film canister, only thicker. Two chains were dangling from the device, and a wire ran from the device to the wall. The wire was stapled in place all the way down to a power socket, where it was plugged in. A desk was set up nearby, complete with a desktop computer connected to two monitors, one facing the mats and the other facing the opposite direction.

“What is this?” Rebecca asked. Something about the mats though, it rang a bell…

“Do you two remember the game where you were shown a pattern of colors and tones, and then you had to repeat it back?”

“That’s right,” Rebecca said, recalling the game. Still gagged, Alexis just nodded.

“The pattern would keep getting longer until you got it wrong,” Harry continued. “Once you got it wrong, you had to start all over. My game is going to take a similar format. Now, Rebecca I’d like you to stand there-” he pointed to the green and blue mat - “and Alexis you stand on that one.”

As the two women took their positions, Harry picked up their chains and connected them to the chains dangling down from the cylindrical device. Once they were attached, Harry picked up a remote from the table that reminded Rebecca of a video game console’s controller: it had two short control sticks and a handful of buttons. She had little doubt Harry had built the remote himself. She smiled and bit her lip: his ability to fathom, engineer and construct his inventions always turned her on.

Harry unbuckled the gag in Alexis’ mouth and let it fall down to her neck. She moaned in relief, having had the gag in for hours, then looked up at Harry and nodded. “You ready?” he asked her.

When she nodded again, Harry pushed up on one of the sticks on the remote, causing the chain attached to her hands to be pulled inward by the device. As it was drawn in, the chain rode up between Alexis’ ass cheeks and into her warm crevice, splitting it just slightly.

Rebecca gulped, nervous but excited about the game they were about to play: being split there by a chain would be agonizing. She’d had such a treatment before, but usually it was done with ropes. The harsh, unforgiving hardness of a chain was much worse. Fortunately, she felt confident that her opponent would end up doing most of the suffering: she had a great memory, and she could handle a lot of pain. If anybody was going to find it to be more of a hindrance and a distraction, it would be the brat standing opposite her.

“These mats each have a pair of pressure sensors in them, so they can detect when somebody is standing on them, and on which section. Since you’re standing on the mat now, in order to ‘press’ the button you’ll lift your foot and then put it down,” noted Harry. “The screen here will show you a countdown depicting how much time you have to press in the sequence. To start you’ll have five seconds for each note. That time is adjustable, of course. The game can be made more difficult by reducing the amount of time you have.”

“Sir, can I ask a question?” Alexis said inquiringly. Obviously, she couldn’t raise her hand.

“You can ask.”

“What is the punishment for making a mistake?” she asked.

“Good question, but I think the test will go better if you both learn as you go along. Besides, the rules will vary from game to game anyway. Are you ready?”

The women nodded. Rebecca blushed, eager to play. You’re going down, she thought, looking at Alexis.

“All right. Remember to listen carefully and watch the screen. You’ll both hear and see the pattern.” Harry looked at each woman one last time, then pressed a button on his remote.

The pattern started: blue, blue, green, green. Rebecca listened to the tones, burning into her mind how each corresponded to one color. Then she put in the sequence, lifting her left foot twice, and then her right foot. As soon as she was done, she saw a check mark appear on the screen, indicating that she’d been successful.

Alexis received the pattern next - yellow, yellow, red, red - and entered it in as well. Smiling, she looked up at Rebecca. Does she think this is easy? Rebecca wondered. You don’t know Harry like I do, because we’re just getting started.

—

The patterns kept growing longer, but both Rebecca and Alexis entered them without making a single mistake. The slight pull of the chain against their skin was irritating, but both were conditioned to endure much harsher punishments. Still, Rebecca knew they’d both mess up eventually, and then the real pain would come.

It was Alexis who found this out first: on an pattern 13 notes long, she lifted her right foot one time too many. Instead of a check, a large, red X filled the screen.

“All right, congratulations, Rebecca. First round goes to you,” said Harry. “Alexis, you now have a choice of punishments.” He opened up a small chest that was on the desk, reached in and pulled out a handful of clothespins. “You can either have the chain lifted up, have your ass flogged, or have a few of these clothespins placed on your breasts.”

Rebecca tried to hold back her smile: she was excited to see how Alexis would respond to the pain, and she was also pleased by the choices for when she inevitably made a mistake of her own.

“Flogging, sir,” said Alexis.

“Very well,” said Harry. He reached into the chest and took out a short, black flogger. He swung it through the air a few times, practicing his technique, then he began targeting Alexis’ tight, little rear. He didn’t start off with soft swings either, and the noisy smacks against her skin reverberated off the concrete walls of the workshop.

Rebecca was impressed by the girl’s ability to absorb the punishment, as she didn’t start to yelp from the pain until Harry had completed most of his work. Still, it was obvious from Alexis’ shaking that she’d suffered. The skin of her ass was bright red in the spots Harry had painted. However, Rebecca saw Alexis’ trembling and recognized a similar response: arousal.

“All right, let’s continue,” said Harry. “Ready?”

The women nodded, so Harry activated the game. The flogging didn’t seem to affect Alexis detrimentally, as she entered in her patterns with renewed vigor, eager to put the pressure back on Rebecca. However, Rebecca was equally determined to prove herself. What exactly she was proving, she wasn’t sure - but she intended to win. Sure enough, she executed each sequence perfectly and Alexis soon made another mistake.

Again, Rebecca had to maintain an expression of relief, rather than triumph. Psychologically, she didn’t want Alexis to turn defeat into defiance.

“The round goes to Rebecca,” said Harry. “Alexis, would you like your next punishment to be the clothespins or a raise in the chain?”

“Sir, what about the flogger?” she asked.

“I’m afraid you’ve already had that. You have to pick something else.”

Alexis squeezed her eyes shut. “The pins, sir,” she said.

“The pins it is.” Harry scooped up half a dozen pins and placed three on each of her breasts, forming a triangle. Alexis sucked in her breath as each one bit down, but Rebecca recognized the acting; she knew her competitor could tolerate a few clothespins.

“Let’s continue,” said Harry. He was clearly enjoying himself, Rebecca realized. She wasn’t sure how she felt about it: this game wasn’t being played for his amusement; it would determine whether he kept his job, or his relationship, or both. Harry clearly loved his work; what would he do if he couldn’t do this for a living anymore?

Rebecca saw a red X go up on the screen and realized she’d lost the round. She made two mistakes: she lifted the wrong foot, and she’d lost focus, thinking about Harry instead of concentrating on the game.

“The flogging, sir,” she said before Harry could say anything. She was angry at herself.

“As you wish, but this is a warning: don’t speak out of turn again.” Rebecca nodded. Harry retrieved the flogger and proceeded to punish Rebecca’s ass with it. He applied as many strokes in her session as he had with Alexis, using the same technique. Rebecca had to admit, He’s making this as fair as possible. However, unlike Alexis, she was able to take the entire flogging without making a sound. I am a rock, you brat, she thought.

“Taken like a champ,” said Harry. He waited a moment, then began the next round.

Her motivation to win renewed, Rebecca gave all of her attention to the game, memorizing each pattern quickly. She was barely cognizant of the pain tingling from her behind. Alexis fought hard, entering several correct patterns with ease, but Rebecca’s drive was unstoppable, and Alexis at last faltered.

“That’s another round to Rebecca,” said Harry. “Sorry Alexis. Time for the chain.” He depressed a button on the remote and pushed upward on the stick. The machine responded by pulling on Alexis’ chain, digging it a little deeper into her folds. Alexis moaned as the hard metal links applied pressure to her most sensitive spot. “Now Alexis, this is a best of seven game, so if you lose another round, Rebecca wins.”

Alexis glared at Rebecca with a steeliness Rebecca was not expecting. Mad, are you? Now that she knew winning the game was within reach, Rebecca realized she had to keep her foot on the gas. Alexis was responding to the pain with unexpected resilience: she would be determined to fight her way back into the game.

When the round started, Rebecca saw how right she was about he competitor: Alexis was punching in the patterns quickly and confidently, refusing to give Rebecca time to comfortably memorize the notes. Was Alexis playing fast and loose, changing strategy in the hope it would throw Rebecca off her game? If so, it was working. Rebecca once again lost her concentration thinking about Alexis’ bold style of play, and made her second mistake of the game.

“The round goes to Alexis. Rebecca, your punishment?”

“Pins, sir,” she replied. Harry replicated the same grouping of pins on her breasts that he’d done with Alexis, keeping the punishments equal. Rebecca whimpered as they were placed, in part because they were painful, but also in an act of gamesmanship: if Alexis was pretending the clips were more painful than they truly were, she had to do the same.

“This is where we see what you’re made of, ladies,” said Harry. “Does the pain motivate you to shut it out, or does it cause you to break?”

When the next round began, Rebecca stared down Alexis; their eyes met and squinted in challenge. Both women played their patterns with speed and skill, rapidly increasing the length of the sequence. Harry watched transfixed, loving the spirit both women were showing, but kept up a mask of impassivity, not wanting to show any hint of preference.

When the pattern grew long enough that Rebecca worried she might lose, she decided it was time to take Alexis’ idea and adjust her strategy. When her turn came, she lifted her feet to enter the sequence the as usual, but when there were four left to go, she slowed down her rhythm significantly, timing each press to take all the time she could. Alexis looked up, surprised by the change in pace.

The gambit worked: with her concentration thrown, Alexis fouled up the order, stepping off of yellow too many times.

“Game, Rebecca,” said Harry. “Congratulations. The result of this round is that Rebecca will receive a reward. You have permission to cum as soon as you are ready.”

Harry reached into the chest and pulled out a battery powered vibrating massager. He held it against Rebecca’s sensitive lower lips, which were slick from her fluids. Though she hadn’t suffered much punishment during the game, the combination of the bondage and winning had awakened her core, and she ached for release. Harry activated the massager and let it soothe her desire, buzzing loudly against her. It barely took a minute for Rebecca to feel the euphoria swelling within her, and when it broke Rebecca screamed in bliss. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Ohhhh!” she screamed, not caring who heard.

As soon as her orgasm was spent, Harry took away the vibrator and shut it off. While Rebecca cooled off, Harry removed the clothespins from her breasts, then took off Alexis’ pins as well. He pressed a button on his remote, and the chain pulling Alexis up released a couple links, easing the pressure on her crotch.

“All right girls. I’m going to give you another minute to recover, and then we’ll start the next game,” said Harry. “Don’t go anywhere, all right?”

Rebecca kept her eyes closed. She told herself she was enjoying the afterglow of her orgasm, but in truth she didn’t want to risk Alexis starting a conversation with her. She suspected Alexis had much she could say about the time she’d spent training under Harry, the details of which Rebecca had no interest in knowing.

Not taking the hint, Alexis chose to speak; only, what she said was not what Rebecca expected. “How did you know?” she asked.

Rebecca opened her eyes. “Know what?”

Alexis shook her arms, showing off the restraints binding them. “That you like this stuff. How did you know?”

Oh, thought Rebecca. Never would she have thought Alexis was asking her a real question about their shared sexual proclivities. Rebecca wondered if it could have been a ploy of some kind, but seeing Alexis, she doubted it.

“I was watching a movie,” Rebecca answered. “There was a scene with a damsel in distress: she was tied up, pleading, the usual. I realized that I was wet. That’s all.”

Alexis nodded, looking away. It was clear her mind had moved into a very different space.

“What about you?” said Rebecca. “How did you find out?”

“It’s a long story,” she said.

“She’s not kidding,” said Harry as he returned. “But it’s privileged information, so you’ll just have to take her word for it. Now, are you ready for another game?”

“Yes, sir,” they said in unison.

“Good. Now, this game is going to have a slightly different set of rules, some of which I’ll tell you,” said Harry. “Firstly, you will no longer choose which punishment you receive for making a mistake. Instead, the computer will choose randomly. Secondly, the game will no longer be won by the best of seven rounds. Instead, the rounds will continue until one of you receives the same punishment three times. In theory, the game can be as short as three rounds, but in reality it will be much longer. The last change… you’re about to find out. You both said you were ready, so here we go.”

Harry activated his remote and the first pattern of the round began: red, red, yellow, yellow, blue, green, blue green.

Alexis was quick to tap in the first four notes, but Rebecca hadn’t realized what needed to happen next. Oh crap! she thought as the screen displayed an X. Too late she realized that the pattern no longer represented a turn for either player: it was now shared between them.

Alexis couldn’t help smiling at gaining the early lead. Rebecca rolled her eyes, hardly able to believe she’d been so slow-witted. Looking at Alexis, she thought, You’re lucky the pattern started off on your side.

The X on the monitor disappeared, replaced by a flickering image that showed chains, clothespins and a flogger. The screen cycled rapidly between the three images until it settled on the chains. Oh great, she thought as the chain was pulled upward and dug further into her. Focus! she thought, scolding herself. You do not want that to happen two more times!

“All right,” said Harry. “As you can see, this is a little different. You’ll have to work together to complete the sequence, but whoever makes the mistake will still be punished. Ready for round two? Good. Begin.”

A fresh pattern began, and indeed this time it started on Rebecca’s side. She put in the correct sequence with ease, as did Alexis. The intensity created by the new game rules became apparent immediately: the pace was faster, and the challenge itself was more difficult, as they had to memorize which notes to hit and which to skip.

After three rounds, the score was tied: Rebecca received a flogging on her second loss, while Alexis picked up a lift in her crotch chain and set of clothespins. However, for this game, the flogging went on noticeably longer, the chain lifted a little higher and Harry used five of the pins. The rising stakes were inescapably clear to the competitors.

During the next few rounds, both Rebecca and Alexis attempted to use the pace against each other, changing their rhythm suddenly to throw off their competitor. Having had it used against her before, Alexis was ready for it to happen again, and didn’t lose her focus. However, when she tried to implement the strategy, she waited too long to do her final press, and time expired just before she lifted her foot off the mat.

Rebecca couldn’t believe her luck. Backfire! she thought, unable to keep a smirk off her face. Alexis sighed and turned to the screen to see her punishment: a second set of clothespins.

I could be one win away! Rebecca thought. As Harry added another five pins to Alexis’ punished breasts, Rebecca realized something new: she wanted to win the game, but what was the prize for winning? Orgasms, she thought, But does winning the game even matter? Winning the game wasn’t the same as passing the test - and Harry was being tested too. They both had to pass. If that was the ultimate goal, did it actually matter if she won or lost the game?

What if letting Alexis win would be helpful for Harry? By losing, she would show the game was not geared toward her strengths and Alexis’ weakness. Backfire… What if throwing the game would be transparent to Harry or his superiors? It could completely invalidate the results. Without knowing what would happen, Rebecca realized the only choice was to continue to play it straight: play to win, and let the chips fall where they may.

Thinking about Harry and the test distracted Rebecca enough that she was next to make a mistake. The pinching of the ten clothespins stood as a stark reminder she needed to set aside all of her thoughts and stay completely in the moment. She was slightly relieved she hadn’t yet received a second helping of any one punishment in this game, but knew it was far from over.

When the next round began, Rebecca re-committed herself. The pattern grew long and complicated before the next mistake occurred. The floor mats and their pressure sensors had the effect of turning the game into a sort of dance. Every time they lifted a foot, the pull of the chain sent a new surge of pain through them, but it became familiar: a routine. It allowed them to memorize the sequence more easily: they could rely on sound, color and pain. However, the sequences could only get so long, and eventually somebody would make a mistake; it was impossible to predict who, though, as both women had become adept at the game. Alexis lost a round and was lifted a little higher by the chain, but then Rebecca lost next, resulting in a second batch of clothespins. By the time Harry was done placing them, her poor chest reminded her of a porcupine. The pain was breathtaking, and Rebecca was furious with herself.

Alexis’ luck in the next round proved both good and bad, as she lost the sequence midway through, but her punishment landed on a second flogging. Rebecca could hardly believe it: Alexis’ would have lost if she’d received either of the other punishments. However, it did mean that her next loss would end the game.

Recognizing the opportunity, Rebecca cleared her mind and began the next round with the finish line in sight. She played well, never hesitating - the pattern was ingrained in her mind, and sure enough her effort was rewarded and Alexis took her seventh loss. The chain raised again for her, causing her to whimper in pain.

“Congratulations Rebecca, you won a hard fought game,” said Harry. “As the winner, you now have a choice: you can either accept a reward, or you can give Alexis an additional punishment. Before you decide, keep in mind that in the next game, the rules will change significantly, and there will be an opportunity for payback.”

Rebecca didn’t have to think too hard: she took the reward. Alexis was clearly suffering from the punishments, despite how much she also clearly enjoyed them. Rebecca was happy enough to enjoy another orgasm. Harry used the massager to bring her to climax quickly, her pleasure enhanced by the discomfort caused by all of the pins and the chain. Harry didn’t lower their chains or remove any of the clothespins until Rebecca had finished, which came accompanied by a blissful scream that echoed throughout the workshop. When he finally relieved their punishments, both women sighed and breathed in deeply, savoring the reprieve.

As Rebecca and Alexis shook off the effects of the second game, Harry prepared for the next one. Rebecca wasn’t especially surprised that he produced two red ball gags and a second massager, but she was intrigued to see two sets of headphones. The headphones were the large, plastic kind that covered the entire ear.

Rebecca couldn’t help smiling at the possibility that Harry had conceived of a new form of bondage she had never even considered: could these headphones be meant to cut out external sound, eliciting sensory deprivation? She’d heard of such techniques being used, but had never thought to suggest them to Harry during their play.

Once the women were wearing their headphones and ball gags, Harry picked out a second set of chains. He looped them around the handles of the vibrators, then weaved the chains around their legs and locked them with padlocks. The setup allowed the massagers to be placed against their tender folds without getting in the way of the chain passing through them. Rebecca wasn’t sure whether to be excited or not: being stimulated with the vibration would feel great, but it could be extremely distracting.

“Can you hear me?” Harry asked the two women. His voice was muffled slightly by the headphones, but they could still hear him, so they nodded.

“Good,” he said. “This will be the final game. The changes in the rules are significant, so pay attention. For this round, instead of one pattern being played at a time, each of you will have your own unique sequence to play. Since listening is an essential part of the game, the headphones will be used, instead of the loudspeaker. You follow me?”

The women nodded.

“The amount of time you’ll have to input each note in the sequence has been reduced. That will keep the pace of the game quick and fair. Now, this next rule is very important, so listen carefully: at the end of the last game, the winner got to choose between a reward for herself or a punishment for her competitor. In this game, the choice will be presented after every round. Therefore, if you win a round and feel like making your opponent suffer, you can choose to give them a punishment. Of course, they can retaliate the next time they win. However, there is a third choice: you can take a punishment, if you desire, and your opponent will get a reward. Why would you do this? Maybe you gave her a punishment, she retaliated by giving you a punishment, and you wish to break the cycle. Your reasons are your own. Do you both understand?”

Again, the women nodded. Rebecca’s mind raced with potential strategies, trying to come up with as many as she could before the game started. However, their acceptance of the new rules meant one thing: it was time to begin.

“Since you’re gagged, after each round I’ll run through the reward or punishment choices with the winner, who will nod when I say the one they want. One last thing: if you both mess up your pattern at the same time, you’ll both be punished. Okay, here we go.”

Harry activated his remote control and the game began. He watched eagerly as the competition erupted in a torrent of notes and steps. Both Rebecca and Alexis were filled with adrenaline from the pain and pleasure, but fatigue from the previous games was starting to take its toll. To make matters worse, the game had only gotten more challenging.

Rebecca was the first to lose her nerve and make a mistake. She had to admit, she was truly impressed by Alexis’ will and endurance. She’d entered this competition thinking herself one of a rare breed in terms of her appetite for suffering, but clearly “rare” didn’t mean “unique.”

“Reward for yourself?” Harry asked Alexis, beginning the list of her choices.

She abruptly nodded. Rebecca remembered that, as the loser of the first two games, she hadn’t yet gotten the vibrator. When Harry turned it on, Alexis immediately began to twist and buck against her bonds, waves of bliss flooding through her system.

I wonder if that’s how I look, Rebecca thought to herself as Alexis seemed to orgasm with her entire body. When she was done, Harry switched off the vibrator and gave Alexis a little time to recuperate. When she looked at him and nodded, He started the next round.

Rebecca focused on the pattern coming in through her headphone. She noticed that both sequences appeared on the monitor, which would allow both competitors to see their opponent’s progress. However, looking at it too closely could be confusing, so Rebecca opted not to watch the screen. When she realized she was lifting her feet to put in the pattern but wasn’t hearing the corresponding tones, she realized she had won the round. Alexis, still coming down from the high of her reward, hadn’t mustered the strength to keep up.

Rebecca realized accepting the award would cause her the same reaction, and didn’t want it. She nodded when Harry said, “Punishment for her?” She tried her best to look apologetic as Alexis’ chain inched upward, digging into her savagely. Rebecca knew it would make Alexis mad, but it seemed like the best choice; if she wanted to avoid retaliation, she’d just have to keep winning.

However, this was easier said than done. The added pain broke Alexis from the reverie of her pleasure, and she held on to win the following round. Rebecca was not at all shocked when her chain rose up. She whimpered from the pain, but knew this game was going to be a battle from this point onward. They continued to trade rounds, each time opting to punish their opponent. Neither was willing to break the cycle, nor did they want to lose focus because of the vibrator. When the chains pulling on their crotches had been pulled as tight as Harry would allow, he began applying clothespins to their breasts in batches of ten. Before long, he ran out of pins, and resorted to flogging their asses. Both Rebecca and Alexis were roaring from the combination of agony and ecstasy, and the line between what was punishment and reward became hard for either girl to truly distinguish.

As the skin of her ass cheeks burned, Rebecca started to think enough was enough. When was this game going to end? Desperate to end the cycle, Rebecca poured her remaining strength into winning the next round at all costs. Lifting her feet to record the notes was beyond difficult with the chain riding up so high, but eventually the noise from the headphone ceased and she realized she had won.

“Reward for you?” Harry said. He was expecting Rebecca to choose another punishment for Alexis, so he was caught off-guard when Rebecca nodded immediately. “Oh,” he said. “Very good.” He activated the vibrator with a relieved smile.

Rebecca shut her eyes and tried to let the orgasm build as slowly as she could, wanting more and more time for both her and Alexis to recover from their ill-advised war. She couldn’t help herself though: the accumulated stimulation she felt from their game quickly brought her to the trance-like subspace she’d been so often able to reach thanks to Harry’s inventions. She felt free and at peace, even though now was not the best time to enjoy such a state.

When Harry turned off the vibrator, she felt much better, but knew the fogginess of her mind would was about to become a serious problem. Sure enough, when the next round started, the weakness in Rebecca’s knees made it impossible for her to lift her feet quickly enough. The round ended abruptly, and the choice went to Alexis.

Rebecca didn’t even bother to listen; she braced for another flogging to start. When the vibrator came back on instead, she thought Harry had somehow made a mistake: Alexis had chosen to give Rebecca a reward! She could hear Alexis moaning in pain as her ass was flogged.

What the hell is she doing? Rebecca wondered. Why take the punishment? But before she could think of an answer, the vibrator’s work brought Rebecca back to the brink of lucidity. Drool dripped down her chin and her juices ran down her legs as she came again, sobbing from the overwhelming euphoria. When the vibrator stopped, she tried to gather herself to try to win the next round: now she wanted to resume giving Alexis punishments, if only to give herself more time to recover. However, she was not up to the challenge: Alexis won and again opted for Rebecca to receive the reward.

When the vibrator came on again, Rebecca gave in to its power and abandoned all hope of returning to the competition in earnest. She was beaten, though it had come in a fashion she never expected. Alexis had tried a bizarre tactic, but it worked. Rebecca’s body hurt all over, but the pain was all static, drowned out by the torrent of pleasure carrying her off like a feather in a hurricane. She felt as though this state could be sustained as long as she wanted; the forces acting upon her seemed infinite. She shut her eyes and let the world take her away forever.

—

“Rebecca, wake up.”

Harry’s voice sounded distant but nearby at the same time. Rebecca opened her eyes, but everything was a blur. She tried to look around, but her neck was sore. She tried to lift her arms, but they hurt too. Everything hurt. She blinked a few times, realizing she was lying down.

She was on a bed that seemed familiar. She breathed in deeply through her nose and picked up the intoxicating scent of Harry and herself. It was their bed, in the workshop’s “bedroom.”

“Harry?” she said.

“I’m here,” he said. He had gotten dressed, wearing khakis and a nice, white button-down shirt. She felt his hand take her own. “Are you all right?”

Rebecca smiled, feeling the warmth radiating from her crotch. It hurt, of course, but the orgasms she experienced had shaken her to her core. “I’m great,” she said, wondering how long she’d been out. “What happened?” She realized she didn’t know how she had gotten to the bed.

“You passed out during the game.”

“I guess I lost,” she said. She never thought losing would feel so good.

“Yeah, but don’t feel bad about it. Alexis has been in our training program for a couple weeks now. She’s been doing things like this every day,” explained Harry.

Wow, Rebecca thought. Every day? “It’s fine. Where is she?”

“Back in her cell.”

Her cell? “What?” 

“It’s… I’ll show you sometime,” said Harry.

Rebecca heard a buzzing sound and realized it was coming from the pocket of Harry’s khakis. Harry took it out and opened the message he received.

“I have to go,” he said after reading it. “They’ve discussed the game and have made a decision.”

“How did it sound?”

Harry shrugged. “I think the game went well. I feel good about it. You showed how capable you are, I think I showed I’m fair in my work. Guess we’ll find out, right?”

“Yeah. Is this going to take a long time? Should I get ready to go?” Rebecca asked.

“I don’t think so. And you’re not going anywhere,” he replied, grinning. He fetched a few lengths of rope from under the bed and began securing her wrists to the bed’s metal backboard. Rebecca smiled, enjoying the adrenaline rush that being restrained gave her, especially if it involved rope.

“When I get back, we are either going to celebrate our successful test, or commemorate my time here with one last use of the workshop. And what better use could there be?”

“I can’t think of one,” said Rebecca, her wrists and ankles now tied to the bed, spreading her limbs apart.

Harry got onto the bed and kissed her. While their tongues danced inside their mouths, Harry fondled her breasts and Rebecca tugged on her ropes, enjoying the futility of struggling against them. She wished they could stay like this forever, but just as quickly as he started, Harry got off the bed. “I really have to go,” he said. “But first…” He took a ball gag out of a plastic bag from under the bed.

“I love you,” he said as he put the gag in her mouth.

“Uv oo too,” she said through the gag, her words mumbled but needing no translation.

“All right. Wish me luck,” he said. He planted one last kiss on her cheek, then walked away.

Rebecca twisted against her bonds happily and savored the taste of the rubber against her tongue. She desperately wanted Harry to come back, but in this state she could be patient. There was no other place she wanted to be.
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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…
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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.

“Hello, Leah,” he said.

“Maxwell, sir,” she replied.

He shut the door behind him and paced around Leah, inspecting her body closely. “Do you like what you see, sir?” she asked.

“I do,” he replied. “You’re a very beautiful woman.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“But I…” Maxwell stopped. He looked around the room as if checking over his shoulder for eavesdroppers. “Look, Leah. I want you to drop the ‘sir this,’ ‘sir that’ routine for now, all right?”

“Yes. I mean, okay.”

He came up to her, put his arms around her and pulled her into his body. He looked into her eyes. “I don’t like to act the way people expect me to,” he explained. “It gets boring. They think because of my wealth that I’m just like every other obscenely wealthy person they’ve ever met. Maybe I’m like them in some ways, but not in every way. One of those ways is that I don’t need to constantly be addressed like I’m the boss. I’d rather save that for when I’m actually acting as your master. Right now we’re just two people seeing if we like each other. You understand?”

Leah nodded.

“Great. So let’s talk a bit, play a bit, and we’ll see what happens. All right?”

“Yeah.” Leah had to admit, Maxwell had thrown off her expectations completely. She enjoyed addressing her various masters in a way that befits their position over her. However, she was comforted and intrigued by his relaxed, casual demeanor; she didn’t mind different, as long as it was a good different.

“Since this is going to be a primarily sexual relationship, I think the best way to start is to go through what turns you on,” said Maxwell. He took a step back and browsed the racks of toys and restraints. He picked out a handful of items, starting with a big, red ball gag, which he stuffed into Leah’s mouth. “You like being bound and gagged, I take it?”

Leah nodded, moaning as he caressed her dripping crevice.

“If I take you as my pet, you would live with me in my 60th-floor penthouse. When I’m not at home, or when we’re not playing, I’d keep you in a cage. Sound good?”

The contractions Leah felt inside gave her all the answer she needed. She nodded again.

Maxwell found a set of nipple clamps to his liking and attached them to Leah’s breasts, tightening them until Leah hollered in agony.

“I was extremely impressed by the flogging you took earlier. If you were my pet, you would accept that I would punish you?”

“Mmm hmm,” she mumbled.

“You would accept that sometimes when I punished you it was just because I get off on watching suffering?” He attached another set of clamps, this time to her tender lower lips. She squealed and shook as the clamps cruelly gripped her sensitive flesh, but she nodded.

“You would serve my needs, without expectation of reward, when and where I desire it?” He picked out a buttplug and a tube of lubricant from the toys; he popped the cap on the tube and squeezed its contents out into his hands.

“Uh huh.”

He ran his hands between her cheeks, spreading the lube all around. He poured out more from the tube directly onto her skin, then used a finger to guide some of the lube inside her tight bud.

“You would agree to respecting my word as law, and that you have no further say in matters to which you’ve already agreed.”

Leah moaned as Maxwell pressed the plug against her back entrance. She couldn’t be sure, but it felt like he’d picked the longest, largest plug available; not that she minded.

“Uh… huh!” Her mumbled affirmation turned into a howl as the widest part of the plug penetrated and the rest slid inside. She moaned as the sense of fullness compounded the pain she already felt.

“And you would accept that as my slave, you would not lead a normal life? You would not be free to leave my company without my permission. Unless you were planning to leave permanently…”

Leah nodded, though this was the part that scared her the most. She felt in her heart the need to submit, to be owned by somebody full-time, but actually making that leap would take a great deal of courage. The decision was made easier by a relatively sparse life outside of the manor. Most of her friends she had known through Sean, her former fiance. Following their breakup, she lost contact with them. Good riddance, she’d thought at the time, realizing in hindsight that they were all just as awful as him. For the same reason, she hardly spoke to her family. Rather than being supportive, like Rebecca, they had been furious about having to cancel a wedding at the last minute. And as far as her career went, she’d only recently graduated from college, and had only been at her job for a few months. She knew after the first week that she could take it or leave it.

Spending weekends in rope and chains at the manor, on the other hand, was something she found she couldn’t live without.

“Mmm hmm,” she replied, moaning from the assortment of sensations flooding her senses.

“Again,” said Maxwell. He cupped her face in his hands and looked straight into her eyes. “This is what you want?”

Leah nodded and didn’t stop until Maxwell smiled and let go.

“Good. Now, let’s get to some specifics. Did you enjoy having your breasts flogged earlier?”

“Uh huh.”

“And you like having them clamped?”

She nodded.

“Your pussy too?”

“Mmm.”

“And you like having your ass plugged?”

She laughed through her gag and gave a long, protracted nod as if to say, Yes, dammit. I like all of it!

Maxwell smacked her backside with his hand. The impact smarted, and it had the added bonus of jostling the plug within her and causing the chains connected to her clamps to shake. Leah writhed at first, then sighed. To her added delight, Maxwell began undressing…


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.


More Titles By Sasha Rich

“Dirty Therapist - Super Bundle”

Three books, now in one place for a bargain price!

Phil Birch’s methods are unconventional, but his results are indisputable. The handsome, young doctor knows how to use pain and pleasure to help his patients conquer their issues. While others talk and talk, Birch uses sexual domination, spankings and bondage to satisfy his patients’ every need. He’s not afraid to delve deep into his patients psyches while exploring their need to be punished.

Come find out how the only therapist in the city with a dungeon in his office manages to help his patients heal while also experiencing untold bliss. This bundle collects three stories: “Dirty Therapist,” “Dirty Therapist: Ginny’s Guilt” and “Dirty Therapist: Jenna’s Jacket.”

“Submitting to the Boss”

Have you ever had a boss so handsome and dominant that you’d do anything for him? I’d yearned for Harrison ever since we met, but he was married and never made a move. Divorce sent him in a tailspin: the company was struggling and stock prices were plummeting. He needed to cut loose, so I lured him to the office after hours for some hot, steamy action. 

Yeah, I played a naughty trick, I admit it. I didn’t object when my sadistic boss decided to punish me. I enjoyed being bent over his knee and spanked hard. I liked getting tied up and pleasured until I couldn’t take it anymore. I never knew how much I craved submission, or that it would bring me so much mind-blowing ecstasy. 

But would a night of carnal bliss break Harrison out of his rut? Could I handle all of his bondage and discipline? Find out in this scorching hot, erotic story!

“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.

Will this magnificent specimen of manhood be too tempting to resist, or can Colin prove he’s the only man she needs? Find out when dirty, new passions are ignited and first timers have a steamy encounter they’ll never forget!

“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?

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


About the Author

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

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

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