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"Hey," said Huck. "What are we going to do about these two?" He looked at the women. "They can't show up at the manor like this."

"He makes a good point, ladies," said Harry. He opened a panel below his seat and retrieved several coils of rope. He tossed a few over to Huck. "It wouldn't be a real party at the manor if you two weren't tied up."

Smirking, Rebecca asked, "Is this going to be one of those times where you tease me, punish me and just generally drive me nuts for a while before letting me out of my belt?"

"You know me so well," Harry replied, kissing her and fondling her breasts.

Rebecca moaned, loving the decadence of being groped through her wedding gown. She also noticed that Harry's hand felt different because of the ring around his finger. It added a new dimension to the sensation as it pressed into her tender flesh. Rebecca's juices began to flow, thinking about how it would always be there during their play.

Change is definitely a good thing, she thought.
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The Kinky Inventor's Bound Bride

Rebecca had never felt so torn in her life. Her wedding reception had gone on for hours and hours, and it was a perfect night full of memories that she wished could last forever. However, she also wanted it to end, because she knew what waited for her when she could finally be alone with Harry.

Most of the guests had long since gone home. The party was down to her and Harry; Leah, the maid of honor; and Huck, the best man. Refusing to let the occasion end, they sat at one of the tables and drank champagne as they laughed, sang and kissed. Out of respect for the newlyweds, the band continued to play; the wait staff visited to refill their drinks; and the cleaning crew waited patiently to begin their work. They were free to take as long as they needed.

"How you doing, baby?" Harry asked his bride, looking down at her hips. Rebecca was a breathtaking vision in her glamorous dress, which was tight in all the right places. Despite this, and despite knowing wedding guests' tendency to shower their attention on the bride, Rebecca wondered how anybody could be watching her when Harry looked like a god in his tuxedo. She hadn't been the only one working out extra hard to look good for their big day: Harry had been training too, adding musculature to his already toned physique.

Rebecca smiled. "I'm fine," she said, inferring what he was really asking: Are you comfortable, considering what you have on underneath that dress? Can you stand it a little longer?

It couldn't be seen through her dress, but he knew the metal and neoprene belt was there. Knowing he wouldn't see her the day of the wedding, he locked it several days before. He knew she hadn't removed it, of course: he had the key. But even if she could open it, she wouldn't. Not without his permission.

The belt was somewhat tight, but it was designed to be worn indefinitely, if desired. Rebecca had endured its presence for far longer stretches. She even wore the belt during fittings for her dress, ensuring that its presence would not affect her appearance or comfort on the greatest day of her life, as well as his -- the look on Harry's face made it obvious that he'd never been happier.

Not that Rebecca didn't feel the same way, but her appetite for carnal fulfillment was deep; being deprived of stimulation for more than a day drove her to more than a little distraction. The closer she got to removing the belt and releasing her pent up desire, the more it claimed hold on her thoughts. But this was her wedding: she'd hold out as long as she had to.

Denial was an exquisite form of torment; both she and Harry enjoyed its effects on her. The decision to keep her belted for days before her wedding had been jointly made. They had compromised on the length of her ordeal: Harry wanted her deprivation to result in a wedding night climax worthy of the occasion, but he accepted that keeping her belted for a month would have prevented her from appreciating their special day, so he relented, and they settled on a matter of days.

"We'll save the month of chastity for sometime after our honeymoon," he'd said.

"Yes, sir," Rebecca replied, consenting to Harry's will.

She'd called him her colleague, her boyfriend, her fiance and now her husband, but he has always been her master. Following his commands brought her a joy few people would ever understand. Would a month of chastity prove to be unbearable? Perhaps. Did she want to try? Absolutely.

She loved challenges, and Harry's often proved to be the most difficult tests she'd ever faced, and thus the most rewarding. Nobody but Harry could devise such twisted games, or invent such cruel devices. At the same time, Harry had never met anyone like Rebecca: few craved restraint, torment and humiliation the way she did. Even fewer could withstand the kinds of punishment she regularly suffered; except Rebecca never considered it suffering.

So the two of them discovered their perfect compatibility first in the bedroom, and then everywhere else. They were perfect for each other in every conceivable way.

"I hope you're not too jealous," Rebecca said to Leah, who also looked gorgeous in her royal blue bridesmaid dress. "I know how much you've wanted to get away from it all the last few months."

"On the contrary," she replied. "You better keep a journal, because I am going to want to know everything about Tahiti. I want to know every dirty thing Harry does to you."

Rebecca laughed. Ever since Leah had discovered her own masochistic predilections, which rivaled Rebecca's own insatiability and depravity, the idea of boundaries went out the window. They'd played together, in the company of their various masters, on many occasions. Rebecca had never considered herself bisexual, but their similar interests had helped forge a deeper connection.

Rebecca had harbored concerns that her wedding to Harry would dredge up difficult memories for Leah: she'd been engaged, and it ended badly. To make matters worse, the breakup occurred just as Rebecca's relationship with Harry was growing serious. However, helping Leah get back on her feet gave the two of them a chance to bond, leading to Leah's true sexual awakening.

"If you say so." Rebecca took Leah's hand. "But are you sure you want to do this? Becoming a pet full-time? To somebody you barely know?"

"I'm sure, Becca." Leah shivered. "It's all I can think about. You know how it feels to be owned. I want that, and I don't want it to stop."

Rebecca felt her fluids collecting inside the chastity belt. "I get it, but you haven't found a suitable owner yet, and you've been trying for how long?"

How many weekends did Leah spend in training at BonDouleurs Manor, learning everything that would be required of a proper submissive? How many presentations had she participated in, showing herself off to potential owners? Dozens, for sure. Many men had declared intent to own her, but she hadn't been satisfied by any of them.

"I know what I'm worth," said Leah. "Huck tells me that somebody who's a really big deal is coming to tomorrow's Expo."

"That's right," said Huck. "Make an impression and you might finally get out of our hair."

She stuck her tongue out at Huck playfully. "You can pretend all you like, I know you're going to miss me."

Huck shrugged. "Yeah, yeah. I'll miss having somebody I can punish and fuck as much as I want and still have her ask for more."

Leah blushed, not from Huck's crudeness, but because she was reminded of the last time she'd been the subject of one of his training sessions. She'd been forced to stand in her cell for hours afterward; sitting down was not an option. "Don't worry," she said. "I'll make sure anyone who owns me agrees to take me to the manor for additional training. I'm sure he'll have business trips or something that he can't take me on, and I'll need something to do."

"And our doors will always be open to you," Harry assured her. "You're such a hit at our shows, I know many of our clients will be saddened to hear when you're chosen."

"Thanks. But what about you? Aren't you going miss training me and the other girls?" asked Leah.

Harry shrugged. "I've got the best girl the manor's ever seen. I'll be fine."

Rebecca hadn't demanded that Harry give up being a trainer at BonDouleurs Manor. His job meant disciplining other women, and being serviced by them, but Rebecca knew his true affection was reserved only for her. However, Harry took it upon himself to relinquish the role. Instead, he proposed a new idea for his company: a promotion to client liaison. In addition to inventing and fabricating cruel new devices for the company, he would also meet with clients and help them find whatever they needed: women, toys, residence in the manor or nearby -- anything.

The moment Harry told Rebecca of his new arrangement with the company, she shot out of her seat and wrapped him in a tight hug. She didn't mind that doing so caused the clamps on her naked breasts to brush harshly against his flannel shirt; she was too happy to flinch at a little pain. Harry took the initiative, spanking her bottom and nibbling her neck. As Harry plunged his rigid staff deep into her that night, Rebecca marveled as his continuing ability to surprise her. It had always been a part of the fun for him: first with his inventions, and then with his romantic gestures. She still wore the collar he gave her, taking it off for only a few specific reasons: doctor checkups, full-body tanning and having it get in the way of something else that Harry wanted her to wear.

"Anyway," said Leah. "Tell me when you get to Tahiti you're not just going to bang in your hotel room."

Harry laughed. "First of all, it's a luxury suite, and we're going to make proper use of it. I'm sure we'll get out though. We have a whole month."

Rebecca still could hardly believe it. Her friends were lucky to get two weeks off from work, but here she was, going away to paradise for thirty-one days. Time wasn't the issue for her: she had finished her first year of graduate school, and had off the month of July. Thankfully, Harry had accumulated enough goodwill with his company to take off such an important block of time: after all, not only did he bring in the best product tester the company had ever seen, by marrying her he'd ensured she would stay. Talk about going above and beyond the call of duty, Rebecca thought.

Of course, the length of the honeymoon was only the beginning: they had booked the nicest suite in the entire archipelago and had planned dozens of activities, though they left open ample time for open-ended relaxation.

Rebecca wanted to walk down the beach, feeling sand beneath her toes and rope between her folds. After a shopping trip to buy swimsuits for the honeymoon, Harry had gotten frisky seeing her try them on, so he tied her up while she wore a fiery red bikini. She'd paced back and forth in her apartment, hands against the small of her back, bound to the crotch rope digging the bikini bottom into her crevice. Harry had added to the experiment by caning the parts of her backside left bare by the skimpy bikini.

"Now imagine how this would feel if it were on the beach," Harry had said. Rebecca moaned, imagining how incredible the sun would feel on her skin as her backside was caned, or as Harry tugged on the leash he'd fastened to her collar.

"Luckily, I've made arrangements with one of our clients," Harry continued, grinning ear to ear. "He owns a private beach and bungalow, and he'll let us use it for one of the weekends."

Rebecca could have died, she'd been so happy. Instead, she sucked Harry off, imagining she was already on the beach. Maybe a boat going by would catch sight of them and their amused catcalls would echo off the water. Rebecca hadn't minded having an audience at the manor, so long as it was respectful of her privacy outside its walls. Truly being out in public... that was something she was a bit more hesitant to try. She and Harry had surreptitiously played in public before, but always in ways where they knew what was happening, but nobody else did. In fact, it had been one of Harry's greatest fantasies. Rebecca had little doubt he would arrange for something similar on their trip. Perhaps they'd shop in the Municipal Market of Papeete while Rebecca wore the Devastator, one of Harry's most punishing inventions, below her clothes. Maybe Harry would strap a magic wand between her legs, then bury her up to her neck in the white sands of La plage de Maui, subjecting her to orgasm after orgasm while helplessly stuck.

Rebecca felt the chastity belt through her dress, excited by the fact that all of these adventures were now just a day away. However, the time between now and then would be just as memorable. Rebecca loved thinking about the honeymoon they had so carefully planned, but, in truth, Harry was all she needed and she would have him all to herself very, very soon.

"Baby, you ready to head out?" Harry asked, stealing a peck on Rebecca's cheek.

"Whenever you are," she replied. She took his hand and drove her fingers between his. "This has been beyond perfect, but I'm ready... ready for what's next."

A sheepish grin crept onto Harry's face. "Baby?"

"Yes?" Uh oh, what now?

"We're not going straight to the airport."

Here we go. Rebecca was used to his surprises by now. She thought he might refrain from springing one on their wedding night, but she'd been wrong. Not that she minded his surprises, of course: they tended to end in her enjoying a series of mind-blowing orgasms. "So, where are we going?"

Harry grinned. "To the after party. Did you think we wouldn't have an after party?"

"Tell me it's at the manor," said Rebecca.

"It's at the manor."

Rebecca pulled Harry in toward her and kissed him. "Then I approve. But... dear?"

"Yes, honey?" Harry helped Rebecca into the limousine, holding her hand and lifting up the back of her dress so it wouldn't get caught in the door.

"Is this the last surprise you have?"

"No, dear." He shook his head, trying to keep a straight face, but his dreamy lips pursed and quivered in barely suppressed amusement.

"Okay, just checking."

---

Harry and Rebecca had dreamed about how nice it would be to hold their wedding at BonDouleurs Manor. If not for the work conducted there, the two of them never would have met. It had a grand reception hall perfect for a lavish reception, the grounds were gorgeous and they had all the right connections with the ownership.

Unfortunately, the manor had rules about secrecy, and inviting a couple hundred guests who had never been there before -- and had no idea what went on there -- was out of the question. They found somewhere else, and it was as palatial as BonDouleurs, but held far less sentimental value.

As a result, Rebecca was overjoyed to be on her way to the manor with her favorite people in the world; even Huck held a place in her heart, as Harry vouched for his best man's virtuous qualities. "Huck hides a lot of himself from others," Harry had explained. "But I trust him like a brother."

The venue for their wedding was an hour away from the manor, affording the four of them a chance to take the party on the road. By the time the limousine started moving, Harry had already uncorked a fresh bottle of champagne.

While they drank, Rebecca found herself looking into the opaque, glass partition between her and the driver. It reminded her of when she first started testing Harry's inventions. This limo always picked her up and brought her to the manor, back when she didn't even know what the place was called. Despite being shuttled back and forth dozens of times, she'd never caught a glimpse of the driver. Didn't even know if it was the same person each time. She liked to imagine it was a man, and that he would watch her through the rear view mirror, but she never knew for sure.

Staring at where she figured the driver's eyes would be in the mirror, she gave a quick nod. She didn't feel like she could play a naughty game, even if it was fairly tame, with a total stranger now that she was married. At least, not without Harry's permission. However, if the driver was watching, she wanted him to know she hadn't forgotten.

"Hey," said Huck. "What are we going to do about these two?" He looked at the women. "They can't show up at the manor like this."

"He makes a good point, ladies," said Harry. He opened a panel below his seat and retrieved several coils of rope. He tossed a few over to Huck. "It wouldn't be a real party at the manor if you two weren't tied up."

Smirking, Rebecca asked, "Is this going to be one of those times where you tease me, punish me and just generally drive me nuts for a while before letting me out of this belt?"

"You know me so well," Harry replied, kissing her and fondling her breasts.

Rebecca moaned, loving the decadence of being groped through her wedding gown. She also noticed that Harry's hand felt different because of the ring around his finger. It added a new dimension to the sensation as it pressed into her tender flesh. Rebecca's juices began to flow, thinking about how it would always be there during their play.

Change is definitely a good thing, she thought.

Harry let their kiss linger as his hand found its way around her body. When he reached her belt, he broke from their embrace, then turned her around. At the same time, Huck directed Leah to pivot. They began tying the women, eager to work with the challenge of making elegant, attractive ties around their dresses.

Huck bound Leah's arms behind her back, pulling them upward into a challenging reverse prayer. Before her months of training, Leah would have paled at the idea of maintaining such a position for more than a couple minutes, but now her flexibility was top notch. She sighed as Huck secured the ropes, looking down at her chest, which was now harnessed and accentuated by the bindings. The fine, white rope contrasted well with the shade of her dress.

Rebecca admired Harry's forethought when she saw the ropes he used: dark blue, very similar to that of Leah's dress, creating an inverted color scheme for the women. The cords being wrapped over Rebecca's gown would stand out perfectly, allowing her to show off how meticulously she'd been tied. Sadly, she wouldn't be able to dance very well: her arms were tied in a punishingly stringent, straight line flat against her back, and her legs were bound above and below the knees. Harry hobbled Rebecca's ankles with a short span of spun rope; her steps would be short and quick, though not too quick, lest she trip on the fabric of her gown.

"You're going to take pictures of us like this, right?" Rebecca asked.

"I can," Harry replied, taking out his phone, "But our best photographer will be there."

Good. She might not be able to show all her friends those pictures, but she wanted to have them, or her memories of the night would not be complete.

"Now, my darling wife, don't you think it's silly to have you all dolled up like this and not have a little fun?" Harry picked Rebecca up and settled her into his lap, putting her hands in the perfect position to feel the tent in his pants made by his erect member.

"Beloved husband, what do you have in mind?"

"Well, your lovely dress limits our options, but I was thinking you and your maid of honor could give your masters a little show. Something to warm us all up for the rest of the night."

Leah's face lifted into something wicked and carnal. "It'd be my pleasure."

Rebecca nodded, and Huck raised Leah from her seat and moved her toward her friend. Leah sat down next to Rebecca, then leaned in to kiss. Rebecca felt Harry's cock grow harder, encouraged by the blissful sounds the women made as their tongues danced in Rebecca's mouth. Rebecca could only hope that her pantyliner could absorb all of the fluids flowing from her sopping chasm; she'd hate to ruin her dress.

Leah and Rebecca didn't stop making out until Huck pried them apart. The windows had fogged up, despite the relatively large space of the limo's passenger cabin.

Their minds working in tandem, Harry and Huck both began unzipping their pants and taking out their massive, fully-tumescent rods. They spun their women around and placed them on their knees. Rebecca and Leah needed no encouragement: aroused and eager to serve, they brought their rosy lips to the tips of their companions' cocks.

Harry and Huck groaned as the women applied their well-practiced technique to their efforts, starting with deft movements of their tongues, followed by opening wide and burying the thick barrels deep into their throats. They worked rabidly, and sighed in gratitude when Harry had the presence of mind to turn up the air conditioning.

When Harry neared his climax, he started to grasp Rebecca's veil and hair, but stopped when Rebecca hummed her displeasure. He understood immediately: Not the hair!

"Sorry, babe," he said, gasping as his bride resumed her rhythmic motion. Her lips were sealed around his member tightly, and she sucked with abandon, totally lost in the act.

At the same time, Leah struggled to strike a balance between pleasuring Huck and keeping him from climaxing. A debate raged through her mind of whether she should try to keep him on edge until Rebecca finished, or get her man to come first; she felt that if Huck finished first, Leah would have overshadowed the bride, but if Harry finished first, it would insult his endurance. Then there was another small voice that tried to remind Leah that she was being neurotic, that Rebecca didn't care about something so silly, and that Harry's stamina was already the subject of numerous, non-exaggerated legends. Neither of their egos would be hurt or boosted, but all the same, Leah wanted the night to be perfect for them.

Fortunately for Leah, the four of them were so in tune to the sounds and feelings of everyone else, that she recognized when Harry was on the verge of his crescendo, and ramped up her work to bring Huck to his peak at the same time.

Normally Harry and Huck preferred to withdraw their rods before shooting their loads, but on this occasion the women kept their mouths firmly in place, eagerly swallowing each man's seed, determined not to let any get on their formal clothes. When the well ran dry and their juices ceased to flow, the women sucked one final time, cleaning their men completely.

Harry and Huck zipped and buttoned their pants, fixing their cummerbunds and straightening out their jackets. After a couple minutes, the only sign anything had transpired was the satisfaction on their faces. The women simply smiled, pleased with their work, knowing they had earned a future reward.

Saying nothing, Harry collected Rebecca back into his arms, sitting her down on his lap so that they could kiss quietly and tenderly. Huck, on the other hand, picked up Leah and laid her down over his knees so he could spank her backside and stick his hand into her dress. Leah squealed as his slaps stung even through the fabric, and his probing tickled her drenched crevice.

Much like the wedding reception, the limo ride to BonDouleurs Manor ended with none of the four wishing to leave. Harry and Huck felt too good to get up, while Rebecca and Leah were wound up like jack-in-the-boxes, a turn away from popping. But no pop yet, Rebecca lamented. Instead, the men helped the women drink cold bottled waters from the limo's mini-bar, and drank a few themselves.

"Come on," Harry said at last. "You girls know you want to be paraded around in this getup."

Rebecca agreed. "He's right. Let's go." She looked into the opaque glass of the driver's compartment and bowed her head. Goodbye, whoever you are.

The men helped the women out of the limo, cognizant of the dresses. Rebecca had to walk slowly, the ropes around her legs restricting her movement as much as expected. After a few steps, she turned and looked around at the limo one last time. As she did, the vehicle's headlights flashed once, then the car sped away. Rebecca smiled and felt a tear rolling down her cheek. She felt silly, but she didn't care. Laughing, she realized, It's about time he flashed me back.

Party music could be heard by the group well before they entered the manor. As they approached the grand hall, Rebecca could hear a DJ calling out their names, followed by raucous applause from a crowd. A drum roll sounded out. The second they walked in, a pair of spotlights concentrated on the foursome, followed by an orchestral rendering of Mendelssohn's "Wedding March."

Guided by Huck, the group walked -- slowly -- toward a dais set up for them. All of the party attendees stood, and many leaned out as Harry passed to pat him on the back or shake his hand.

When they arrived at the dais, Harry clasped Rebecca around the waist and boosted her up the short steps. She laughed loudly, enjoying being manhandled.

"Ladies and gentlemen, one more round of applause for our guests of honor, Rebecca and Harry," said the DJ.

Rebecca had given up worrying about her protecting her identity at Manor functions. She knew their security and secrecy was unmatched. None of the clients would violate her privacy, or they'd have Harry to deal with. She appreciated not having to go by fake names, or generic monikers like "Test Subject F." None of the wealthy businessmen in the room cared about a physics graduate student who, until a few months ago, still lived with her best friend. They cared about the uninhibited sexual adventurer who tested out Harry's various devices, who was also the masochistic muse for his sadistic imagination.

The crowd obliged, giving a long-lasting ovation that didn't end until the DJ resumed speaking.

"Most of you celebrating with us tonight know Harry and Rebecca through their work here at BonDouleurs Manor, but for those who are only just getting to know them, we've prepared a slide show that will give you an idea of how much they've shared in such a short time."

Rebecca rolled her eyes, but laughed anyway as the chandeliers dimmed. She would have to have a word with her husband: for a so-called "after party," the proceedings sure seemed to resemble a second wedding reception. Only this time, instead of showing photographs of the bride and groom as they grew up and their relationship developed, the pictures were all of Harry and Rebecca in their element: Harry, concentrating fiercely on a new design in his workshop; Rebecca, clad in a bikini at a water park on spring break; Harry, holding some prototype contraption with a proud look on his face; Rebecca and Leah, making obscene gestures in an instant photo booth on the boardwalk.

As the montage moved into their relationship, Rebecca couldn't help blushing: there she was being belted to a chair by Harry, or being suspended by rope as Harry flogged her hanging breasts, or bound at a party and balancing a tray of drinks from a collar around her neck.

The crowd laughed and cheered in support, and awwed when appropriate, such as when the presentation mercifully showed Harry and Rebecca sharing a more PG moment: the day he proposed to her in the very hall they sat in now. The lights brightened as the slide show ended with more applause.

"Thanks everyone," said the DJ. "Now, on behalf of the company, I've been granted the honor of presenting the happy couple with a handful of gifts."

Two members of the staff approached the dais with a large box wrapped in pink pastel paper and a bright, white bow.

"Want me to open it?" Harry asked.

"Fine," said Rebecca. "Just promise you'll untie me later so I can unwrap a few."

"Deal." Harry kissed his wife, then pulled the end of the ribbon until it unraveled. He lifted the lid of the box and his face lit up. He tilted the box so Rebecca could see inside at all of the very nice looking toys: premium leather floggers, bejeweled buttplugs, high-tech vibrators and more.

"They're very nice," said Harry. "And I know we'll get a lot of use out of them!"

The crowd laughed, and so did Rebecca. Harry wasn't wrong; in fact, she hoped that box would find its way into their honeymoon luggage.

"But hang on, there's more," the DJ said.

A member of the manor's staff brought out a shiny serving platter and presented it to Rebecca, while another held up a microphone so Leah could speak into it.

"Becca, Harry. I wanted to get in on giving the two of you something you could use, but I've been a little too tied up to go shopping," she said. The crowd laughed. "Instead, I thought of something and got Harry to make it for you. It's not as clever as one of this inventions, but he played along and put it together, so thanks, Harry."

The groom gave Leah a thumbs up as the lid on the serving platter was lifted, revealing the gift: it was a big, red rubber ball gag, except it didn't have a belt for fastening it behind the neck. Instead, the gag had a chain, which was metal on the inside but fully coated in thick rubber.

"I figured, if you were going to be somebody's ball and chain, you ought to have one of your own," said Becca.

Rebecca stuck her tongue out at her friend. She gave a sarcastic ha ha, but added, "I love it."

Now trained in walking in heels with her arms tied behind her back, Leah skipped over to Rebecca and kissed her cheek. "Love you, Becca," she said.

"Love you too, Leah."

---

"Very sweet, Leah," said Huck, taking the microphone. "That's very sweet. But I think it's time you resumed your regular role at the manor: a trainee who is here for our use. What do you think?" he asked, holding the microphone out to the crowd. Laughter and applause rang out in response.

Huck turned to Rebecca. "The crowd is ready, but it's your night, so you should get a say: can we steal your maid of honor so we can have back our filthiest whore?"

Leah smiled; Huck knew how to push her buttons, and a little name-calling was just the tip of the iceberg.

Rebecca pretended to have to think about her answer. "Seeing as how I belong to one man now, and he's not sharing me tonight, you should probably go ahead and do what you want with Leah."

The crowd roared, and within seconds Huck and Harry got to work untying Leah.

"Folks you're witnessing a first at BonDouleurs Manor," said the DJ. "Leah is being untied so that her very nice dress can be saved; normally we would just tear it off of her, but there will be plenty of that tomorrow, I assure you."

Rebecca had been to several of the manor's recent Expos, hoping to see Leah finally find a proper master. She would be sore about missing tomorrow's event if it finally happened, but such is life. At least Leah would no longer have her attention divided between her training and her maid of honor responsibilities.

As soon the ropes around Leah were untied, Huck helped her out of the dress. Men in the crowd whistled at the sight of her, taking note of the expensive, black, lacy lingerie she chose to wear underneath the dress.

She does realize she's never getting those back, doesn't she? Rebecca wondered.

Huck massaged her crotch. "Totally soaked," he announced. Despite all the many times she had been humiliated in front of an audience, Leah still blushed; it was part of what made her such a good pet.

"Somebody bring me my briefcase," Huck grunted. A staff member nodded, then ran off. In the meantime, Huck picked up the white ropes he'd just untied from Leah and reused them to form a loop around her waist. "Hold your hands up," he instructed. She obliged, keeping them out of the way while he worked. He fed the rope back through the loop he made and down between her legs. He lifted it up between her buttocks and pulled until it dug deeply between her folds. Leah moaned as her sodden panties were forced into her chasm along with the rope, which Huck tied off. "Hands behind your back," he said.

As soon as she obeyed, he bound her wrists using the rope running through her crotch, making sure to use every last inch of the cord so that any movement of her hands would help punish her sensitive clit.

"Feeling good, slut?"

"Yes, master," said Leah, her voice a mixture of defeat and desire. For all the pain she was in, she couldn't help smiling. Anyone who had seen her at an Expo knew, this is what she craved: total submission, complete subjugation by her master.

A manor staff member appeared with a large, black briefcase, which he set down on the table nearest Huck. He opened it up, then scampered off.

Tugging Leah along by the ropes at her hip, Huck stepped toward the case and retrieved a magic wand massager. He reached down and placed the toy in Leah's bound hands, positioning it so that Leah's could press the orb at its end against tender folds. "Hold this," he said. "You're going to pleasure yourself tonight."

"Thank you, master," she replied, her smile growing wider.

"But not without permission, slut."

"Yes, master."

Huck grabbed the cups of Leah's bra, pulled and snapped the garment in half. Leah whimpered as the remnants were torn apart and discarded, revealing her breasts and her erect nipples. Huck gave them a squeeze, pinching cruelly. Leah gasped, jaw agape, and looked toward the hall's crystal chandelier.

When he'd finished his fondling, Huck picked up another length of rope and tied a harness around Leah's chest, further binding her arms and making her breasts pop out. Finally, he took one last cord and tied it into the harness he just created. However, this rope he simply hung loose in front of her. Huck patted Leah's backside, then stepped away.

"Your turn," he said to Harry as he passed by.

The groom stood up and shook his friend's hand. Then he lifted Rebecca out of her seat. "Ready to mingle?" he asked her.

"Define 'mingle.'"

"Same as at the real wedding. Walk around and say hello to people. Only, this time you'll be tied up and dragging a naked Leah behind you."

"Oh all right," she said in mock exasperation. "I guess that sounds fun."

Harry finished what Huck started, connecting the rope left dangling in front of Leah to his wife's already bound hands; he then turned on Leah's vibrator. When Harry spanked Rebecca's backside, prompting her to walk, Leah was forced to follow. Keeping the humming device pressed into her panties proved challenging while moving, and the constant interruptions in the stimulation frustrated Leah time and time again.

Harry led the women around two circuits of the manor's grand hall, accepting congratulations from the guests in attendance. Men and women alike stood up to shake Harry's hand and give Rebecca a kiss on the cheek. As Leah passed, they happily smacked her ass and tugged on her crotch rope.

Several party guests asked about their honeymoon, and Harry was all too eager to brag about their month-long Tahitian getaway. He ended up taking notes on his phone many times, as clients who had been there recommended restaurants, activities and more.

Additionally, a few of the guests asked when they could expect Harry and Rebecca to formally present a new invention.

"Oh, it might be a while," said Harry. "Now that my tester is my wife, we might want to keep the tests private from now on."

This answer was inevitably met by understanding but also disappointment.

"But you never know," Rebecca teased. "I like being seen, so maybe sometime down the road, you'll see us again."

While they walked, Harry made sure to keep his hands on Rebecca's shoulders so she wouldn't fall. Every time she felt his strong fingers she felt the ache in her core grow more intense. She had little doubt that even the slightest contact could set her off, but until her belt was removed, even that little stimulation would be denied.

Her desire was only made worse when Leah screamed for permission to come.

"Granted!" Huck shouted from all the way across the room, eliciting hearty laughter from the crowd. Every time Leah built up enough steam to climax, Rebecca's longing grew. She wished she could also have her long-awaited release instead of having to wait, but she kept things in perspective: Leah's not going to Tahiti, now is she?

After they completed the second circuit, Harry brought the women back to the dais and released the rope tethering Rebecca and Leah together. He helped Rebecca back into her seat, then grabbed a microphone and brought it to Leah.

"Would you like to give a speech in honor of the bride?" he asked her.

"Now-whoa-oh!" Leah said as she squeezed her legs together and ripped another orgasm from herself.

"Yes, now," Harry said after a moment. He reached between Leah's legs and took away the vibrator. "That's enough for tonight. Save some of the fun for tomorrow."

"Yes, sir." She turned to face the bride. "Becca, I don't remember what I was going to say," she admitted, tearing up.

The crowd laughed; Rebecca did too, but tears of her own were starting to roll down her cheeks.

"I wrote it down, I practiced it. But I just I came a few times and it's gone."

"I know what that's like," said Rebecca. Just speak from the heart!

Leah cleared her throat. "The gist of it was that you've always been there for me. You've stood by me when I was down, and I wouldn't be the person I am today if not for you. Harry seems to have things together, but everybody gets down sometimes, so just keep being you, Rebecca. Someday when Harry's got it rough, you'll be the one he comes to, and he'll be fine as long as he's with you."

Rebecca wanted to put her hand to her heart, but instead she settled for a weepy nod.

"And likewise for you, Harry," added Leah. "I know you'll treat her right, but I'm watching you."

The threat would have seemed comical, with Leah being helplessly bound and nearly naked, but her words conveyed her protectiveness of Rebecca with patent clarity.

"O.K., that's all," she said. "Congratulations again, you two. Everybody who's not tied up, give a toast to the happy couple!"

The audience lifted their champagne flutes and drank merrily. Harry held a glass to Rebecca's lip so she could drink, then downed his own.

After Huck finished his champagne, he got up and picked out a few items from his briefcase. The first was a pair of scissors, which he used to snip in half the panties Leah still wore. He carefully pulled it loose from the tight rope wedging it into her crotch, causing her to moan and cry out. The noise was quickly muffled, however, as Huck stuffed underwear into Leah's mouth. She shuddered as she tasted her musty garment, mumbling in token protest, but she sighed as Huck wound bondage tape around and around her head, sealing her mouth shut with her shameful flavor locked inside.

"That's right, whore," Huck growled. "You're not a party guest anymore. You're a party favor." He dropped the tape back into his briefcase and took out several coils of rope.

Rebecca watched gleefully as Huck tied Leah in several places, forming several major knots in the rope. When he was ready, he linked those knots up to a series of ropes hanging from the ceiling. Using the controls from an app on his phone, he activated the individual pulleys in sequence, lifting Leah into a horizontal suspension.

Twisting in midair, her legs were spread, offering the crowd a view between them. Rebecca loved the way rope digging into Leah's crotch disappeared into her folds, putting constant pressure on her clit. Rebecca had experienced the sensation enough times to know how much fun Leah was having, at least below the surface: outwardly her face burned as she rotated, unable to control her spin or positioning.

Huck took out a flogger and proceeded to torment her hanging breasts and her open crotch. Rebecca squirmed in her bonds, wishing she could be enjoying the same treatment. Reminding herself to be patient was growing more difficult by the minute.

Huck made a good show of flogging Leah for the crowd. Rather than stepping around her to get better angles, he simply brushed her ankle, spinning her around. By the time he finished, Leah's chest was painted bright red; every time she felt the lashes against her tortured pussy, she bucked and jostled against her ropes. Some people might be afraid to struggle while suspended five feet in the air, but Leah trusted she was trussed up properly, and heaved as each smack scorched her skin.

So lucky, thought Rebecca.

"Had enough?" said Huck, stopping Leah's rotation so she could face him. She nodded, not bothering to attempt speech through her gag.

"What if you find a master tomorrow, and he disciplined you like this? If he wanted to keep going, would you want him to?"

Leah, who could be counted on for her honesty, nodded.

"So, is there a good reason why I should stop?"

Leah shook her head.

"No, there's not. But I choose to take it easy on you now because tomorrow you're gonna get it much worse."

Leah whimpered, tears welling up.

"Oh yes, much worse," said Huck, giving Leah another spin. Leah cried out as the room turned around her. She shut her eyes so she wouldn't get dizzy, but doing so intensified the pain radiating around her body. Every part of her throbbed, as much from the stringent bondage as the harsh punishment.

"All right, you stay here and think about how good you're going to be for your new master."

Leah sighed, nodded and shut her eyes.

---

Huck handed Harry the microphone, then took a seat. Harry got up, but bent at the knee so he could look up into his wife's eyes.

"Rebecca, you've made me the happiest person in the world today, and I will spend my life trying to make you feel the same way."

Fresh tears dropped onto Rebecca's cheeks. "You already have."

"You've been my muse and lover, my partner and confidant. Now I am honored that you will be my wife."

Harry stood up and looked out the audience. "Those of you here might have noticed the collar Rebecca wears. I gave it to her on the night she accepted my proposal. It's a unique collar that I made myself, and it came with a promise: its design is a secret, and I have not made another for anyone else, nor will I. To my clients, I'm sorry, but a promise is a promise. To my bride, I'd now like to make a couple more promises."

He turned around and lifted Rebecca up, then wrapped an arm around her, pulling her in close. "I could go on and repeat all the vows I made at our ceremony earlier, but this is the after party. Do you mind if I say all the dirty things I couldn't say before?"

"As long as we're getting to the part where you do dirty things and not just say them."

The crowd laughed as Harry grinned. He kissed her on the cheek and whispered, "Soon, baby. Soon." She kissed him back and trembled in anticipation.

"All right," he said. "I promise that for every punishment you suffer, the reward will be greater. I promise that if I challenge you to endure something painful, it will be a good pain; I will never ask you to do something you won't enjoy. Lastly, I promise that you will never stop being beautiful to me, and I'm going to want that ass of yours until the day I keel over. I love you, Rebecca."

Rebecca's sniffles went unheard as the crowd laughed and cheered. She nodded to Harry, eyes pointed at the microphone. When the audience quieted down, she said, "Harry, when we met I had the world's biggest crush on you. I felt like such a dumb girl, wanting my boss, who was totally out of my league."

"Nonsense," Harry said.

Rebecca smiled. "When we became more than inventor and tester, I wondered where it would go. You became my boyfriend, and then my fiance. Now you're my husband, and you've never looked back. You've put my needs before yours time and time again. So, I feel blessed every time I serve you. To the outside world you are my husband and the nicest, hottest, smartest guy you'll ever meet, but in this wonderful, secret world you've given me, you are my owner, and I am your pet. It will always be my pleasure to satisfy your desires, no matter how twisted or devious or sadistic. I promise that to you."

Harry and Rebecca kissed as the crowd erupted, standing during their ovation. The bride and groom drank deeply of each other, tasting the hints of sweet champagne on their tongues.

When the crowd settled, Harry broke from their kiss. "I have a couple of gifts for you that I think everyone here will appreciate. Although they might be mad that these are like your collar: just for you, and nobody else"

Rebecca fidgeted, her arousal peaking, excited by what Harry had in store.

"I wanted to get the plucky, innocent-looking physics graduate student something along that theme." Harry opened the smaller of two black boxes that had been left at their table. He pulled out some kind of jewelry set: there were two pieces, and they looked like necklaces. They each had a chain, as well as some kind of shiny, metallic ornament. However, the chains did not end in clasps so that the ends could connect; they ended in clamps. Rebecca's eyes widened in shock as she surmised their use.

"That's right. These are diamond-encrusted nipple and pussy clamps, but instead of a simple weight to hang from them, there are four ball bearings on a connected swing. Rebecca, since you're in your dress, would you mind if I demonstrated them on Leah?"

"Go ahead, dear," she replied, eager to see how they'd look.

Harry attached the nipple clamps to Leah's swaying breasts. He lifted the ball bearing at the end, then let it go. It swung down and connected with the other spheres, causing the one at the other end to lift up, then fall back down. This caused the original ball to pop up again, and so on.

"Most of you recognize this toy, known as a Newton's Cradle. It's meant to demonstrate what, Rebecca?"

"Conservation of momentum and energy," she answered.

"I hope you like them," said Harry.

"They're wonderful."

Leah moaned her approval as well. Huck lifted one of the spheres and let it go, giving everyone another demonstration. Leah whimpered as she heard the clacking of metal on metal.

Harry winked at her. "Good." He grabbed the larger box and opened it. "This next one is something I wanted to give you for those days when we can't be together. Maybe I'll have to go on a business trip, maybe I'll have the flu. If I'm going to deny you pleasure, I want it to be my decision, not something outside of my control. So I made a little something new."

He took out of the box two large, phallus-shaped objects. Both looked to be made of black rubber, and the only way Rebecca could tell them apart was that one had a matte finish and one was glossy.

"Now, you can use these the old fashioned way. They vibrate, they can deliver electrical stimulation, and so on. However, what makes them special is that they are connected via Wi-Fi and transmit haptic feedback to one another. If you stimulate one via pressure or heat, the other will respond in kind. This will allow you to satisfy your needs, as both a giver and a receiver."

"My dear husband, if you think I'm waiting for you to go away on business to try those things out, you're in for a rude surprise," said Rebecca.

Harry and the audience laughed. "As long as you let me watch the first time you try it, you can use it whenever you wish."

"Deal." Rebecca leaned forward and Harry kissed her.

Harry heard the excited murmuring from the crowd and shook his head. "Sorry, folks. These are just for Rebecca. If you want your own, you'll have to make them yourself."

"I love you, Harry," she said. "Hope your bosses don't get pissed about this."

"Nah," he replied. "The clients will get over it. There will be other inventions for them to sell. And I love you too, Rebecca. Now, would you like to dance?"

Rebecca looked down at the ropes criss-crossing her dress. "I'd love to, but how?"

Harry lifted her to her feet. "Just follow my lead."

Rebecca rolled her eyes, but let Harry lead her out onto the dance floor. The band stuck up a slow waltz, and Harry put his hands on her hips. She felt a little silly taking short steps back forth, attempting some form of box step, but she also realized their bizarre dance was perfect. They could never do something like this outside of the manor. How many dominants and submissives have had to keep their kinky instincts at bay during their weddings? She and Harry had done it themselves that very day for the sake of the outside world, but they had a place where they could be themselves.

The after party came as a surprise to Rebecca, but it turned a typical wedding into the one she never knew she wanted. Like the inventions she loved so much, only Harry could have planned it and brought it to life.

When their ersatz waltz ended, the music picked up and the doors to the grand hall opened. A dozen trainees from the manor entered the hall, dressed in elegant gowns but also bound with their arms behind their backs. Rebecca watched and laughed as they took the floor around them, followed by many of the party guests.

The band played something livelier, and the parquet floor soon became inundated with enthusiastic dancing. Harry showed off his moves while Rebecca and the other submissives bobbed in place as best they could. Most of the participants laughed at the odd sight, but nobody cared; they were having too much fun.

Through five songs the revelry continued, but for the sixth the crowd cleared away, leaving just Harry and Rebecca to have the last dance. Harry wrapped his arms around his bound bride, and they swayed and turned as downbeat rock guitar and staccato drums played a soft melody. When it ended, Harry continued to hug Rebecca for some time, the feeling too wonderful to let slip away. Eventually, however, they took their seats and found that a slice of wedding cake awaited.

"Hungry, babe?" Harry asked.

"You know what I want inside of me, husband," said Rebecca. "But a little cake would be nice too."

Harry picked up the piece fed it into Rebecca's open mouth. "Don't worry, honey. It's almost time." He wiped the smeared frosting from her lips with a cloth napkin. A waiter appeared with a second piece, but Harry waved it off. "Please wrap it up," he said. "Me and the missus have to be on our way."

"Of course," said the waiter, who trotted away and signaled to the DJ with a twirl of his fingers.

"Ladies and gentlemen, dessert is now being served," the DJ announced. "But first, please put your hands together for Harry and Rebecca!"

Cheering so loud it shook the room gave way to muffled screams as Huck untied Leah, starting with removing the nipple clamps. Harry took them and placed them back in their box. "Put these with our luggage," he instructed a member of the manor staff, who took the boxes and carried them off.

Leah had her feet planted on the ground for less than a second before her knees gave out, but Huck was there to catch her. Harry jumped in to help out, quickly stripping Leah of the rope that bound her, as well as her gag. She gasped in relief as her panties dropped out of her mouth and fell to the floor. Huck brought around a glass of water. "Sip," he instructed.

"Are you ready for tomorrow?" Rebecca asked her friend.

Leah nodded. "Absolutely. I just hope this time I find Master Right."

Rebecca looked around, taking mental pictures of all the people and activity around them. "Things have been working out pretty well for us lately. I have a good feeling about tomorrow."

"Me too," said Leah.

Huck returned and put his hand on Leah's shoulder. "Rebecca, your friend needs her beauty rest. I'm taking her to her cell, if you want to see it."

Rebecca looked toward Harry.

"It's fine by me," he said.

"Then sure."

"Cool. One thing though." Huck brought over his briefcase and shoved the various toys and restraints aside, pulling out something very large. As it came out Rebecca realized it was a straight jacket. Made of supple, black leather, it featured cutouts for the chest and a brutally tall posture collar. "Can't take an unrestrained slave down to the dungeon."

"It's so lovely," said Rebecca, admiring the way her friend's breasts poked out of the front. Stylish and practical! "Husband, think you could make one of those for me?"

Harry playfully poked his wife in her side. "Ask me again after you've opened the rest of your presents."

Rebecca giggled and twisted around, then flung herself into Harry's broad chest. "You're amazing," she said.

"Only because of you," he replied, kissing the top of her head. He and Rebecca watched as Huck put the jacket on Leah. Fitted specifically for her, the material clung to her figure like a second skin; once the sleeves were buckled together, the jacket was utterly inescapable. The hem ended just above her waist, leaving her bare underneath, but Huck made sure to fasten the pair of crotch straps that formed a triangle as they wove through her folds and up her backside. Leah whimpered as Huck pulled them tight, then smacked her rosy cheeks. She squealed loudly, twisting around to try to get away from her master, but Huck simply picked her up and slung her over his back. Leah whined, but she enjoyed being carried and reluctantly offered a smile.

"You two ready?" he asked.

Harry and Rebecca nodded, then followed Huck out of the hall and to the elevator in the lobby. When the doors opened, Huck set Leah down so she could walk. She whined, earning another spanking, but she stepped inside.

Despite all her time at BonDouleurs Manor, Rebecca had never really spent any time in its dungeon; the time commitment was too demanding. After grad school, she'd promised herself. Rebecca had loved having Leah as a roommate for many months, but she'd always wanted to experience being her cellmate.

When the elevator stopped, they walked through the block of prison cells. Separated by concrete walls and secured by thick, metal bars, each room differed in its furnishings. Some trainees slept on cots, and some in even smaller cages. Rebecca thought a cage inside a cell to be a bit much, but the cages did look pretty hot.

Right now the cells were all empty, as the trainees were at the party, but when it ended they would all be brought back and locked in for the night. Rebecca's fluids dripped at the thought.

Huck stopped at Leah's cell; inside there was a large, heavy-looking wooden chair. Dozens of leather straps had been bolted into the chair's thick, flat armrests and legs.

"Take a seat, slave," said Huck.

Leah obeyed, excited by the sight of the chair. All of those straps would bind her very thoroughly, and despite her punished backside, she knew it would be better to spend the night seated than standing or hanging.

"You're going to call me from Tahiti, right?" Leah asked as Huck buckled her into the seat, starting with her ankles.

"Of course," said Rebecca.

"Leave a message if I don't pick up. I might be a little..."

"Tied up," Rebecca finished. "No problem. I'll tell you when to call back if I can."

"Great." Leah paused. She sniffled as tears ran down her cheeks. "I'm really going to miss you."

Seeing her friend crying, Rebecca couldn't help but join her. "Nah," she said, trying to put on a tough exterior. "This time tomorrow some really hot guy is going to be spanking your ass into next month, so I'll be back before you know it."

"Thanks, Becca. Remember, when you return I want every... single... detail."

"You bet. And when you find your master, call me as soon as he lets you."

Leah laughed. "It's a deal."

Harry looked to Huck and pointed at the cell door; Huck nodded and the two men wordlessly stepped out.

Rebecca leaned in and kissed her friend on the cheek. Leah turned her head so that she could return the kiss, but on the mouth. Although Rebecca longed for her husband's touch, she treasured the special intimacy she shared with her best friend. She locked her lips with Leah's and closed her eyes.

Leah was the one who eventually broke from their exchange. "Go be with your husband," she said.

Rebecca nodded. "I'll see you soon."

"I know."

Harry came back in and picked Rebecca up, lifting her like she was lighter than a bouquet of flowers. "Ready?" he asked.

Looking deep into his eyes, she nodded.

"Congrats you two," Huck said as he inserted a black ball gag into Leah's mouth. She mumbled something happy, then swung her feet back and forth, mimicking a wave.

"Bye guys," Rebecca said as Harry carried her away.

---

Harry held Rebecca in his arms through the elevator ride down to his workshop. He was so strong, she imagined he could carry her all the way to Tahiti if he wanted. Instead, he kissed her as he brought her over the threshold and into the expansive room where their love originally germinated. Rebecca could think of no place more appropriate to consummate their marriage.

Rebecca smiled as she discovered the "bedroom" of the workshop now featured two beds. The original was a spartan queen-sized mattress covered by just a white sheet; though it was plain, it boasted a great deal of sentimental value. Next to it there was a proper bed: over-sized to the point that it must have been built inside the workshop, it was covered in a fluffy blanket and a veritable mountain range of pillows.

"I wasn't sure which you'd prefer," said Harry. "The old or the new."

Rebecca noticed that the beds had one thing in common: both were four-posters, and had custom-made backboards that would allow her arms and legs to be tied in every conceivable way.

"Why not both?" she asked

"I was hoping you'd say that." Harry set her down on the first bed and began untying the ropes that had bound her since the limo ride. She sighed and howled as the numbness that had crept into her limbs started to dissipate.

When Harry finished removing the rope, Rebecca sprawled out on the bed, the white sheet blending with her dress. Harry took his phone out of his pocket and snapped a few photos. Eventually she got up off the bed so Harry could take off her dress.

He was either demonstrating excessive caution with her gown or savoring the moment as much as possible, because the process of undressing her seemed to take hours. With every layer and piece that he removed, Rebecca felt cool air reaching her skin. The only place where the heat remained was underneath her belt.

"You look beautiful," said Harry as he hung her dress on a rack. He took off his tuxedo jacket and started removing his pants.

"So do you," she said. Lying down, she spread out her arms and legs, preparing to have them tied into her favorite position.

As soon as Harry had stripped to his boxers, he opened a large suitcase that had been left between the beds. He showed Rebecca the ropes he had prepared: golden and new, she had never seen anything so pretty.

Harry didn't have to say anything else as he bound her hands to the backboards. She whimpered as each loop tightened its grip and as every knot resolved, noticing that Harry was tying her extra tight.

"Just making sure you don't get away," he said, reaching under the bed.

"I'm not too worried about that."

"I'm not taking any chances." Harry held up a bottle of coconut oil and popped the top. "You might slip out if I'm not careful."

Rebecca moaned as Harry rubbed the oil all around her body. He covered every inch of her skin, except for what was covered by her belt and collar. By now Rebecca resigned herself to the fact that he would wait until the last moment to take off the belt, delaying her satisfaction and thus amplifying it as much as possible. Still, the slickness of her skin felt wonderful as she fidgeted on the bed, especially when Harry applied the oil between her thighs, along her belly and on her breasts. His touch electrified her, and the coconut scent made her think of the clear Pacific shores they'd soon visit. She tested out Harry's rope work, curious to see if she could get her oiled wrists free, but she couldn't even pull at her bindings: she was fully stretched out, and the cords were tied far too tightly to be loosened by a little oil.

When he was finished, Harry wiped off his hands, then fished through his clothes for a book of matches. He walked around the edge of the bedroom area, lighting dozens of candles; though differently shaped, they were all very thick, and Rebecca knew that they would burn for hours and hours.

The twinkling ring of candles glowed brightly after Harry shut the lights of the workshop. The setup reminded Rebecca of the night Harry proposed; that night had been as perfect as this one. She looked down at herself and watched as her oiled up body reflected the candlelight. She stared until she heard a jingle of something small and metal.

In his hand, Harry held the key she had waited to see for days. He climbed onto the bed and used his hands to find the lock on her chastity belt. He inserted the key and twisted it, popping the catch and unsealing the belt.

"Hi," said Harry.

"Hi."

"You've been very patient," he said. "I hope I can make the wait worthwhile."

"I think you'll do just fine."

Harry lifted Rebecca up by the waist, then eased the belt out from between her legs. Rebecca inhaled slowly as her core was revealed, and gasped as Harry wiped his hands all over her body, spreading the coconut oil to the parts he skipped earlier. In doing so, he massaged Rebecca's folds, and her backside, sending spasms of delight through her.

He reached down to the floor and felt around for a moment, then came back up. In his hands was a set of nipple clamps; it was difficult to see in the light, but Rebecca thought the chain connecting them was made of gold. She whimpered as the clamps settled on her erect nipples, drinking in the pain.

Harry gave the chain a playful tug, eliciting a yelp from his bride, then slid down her body until his hands pinned her knees against the sheets and his face hovered just above her waist. For a moment, Rebecca wasn't sure what he was about to do, and then she felt his tongue caress her lower lips with long, loving strokes. With so much pent up desire ready to break the seal and erupt, Rebecca immediately began to scream, fruitlessly fighting her bonds. When his tongue reached her clit, and began to make circles around it, Rebecca barely had to time to shout, "PleasemayIcome pleasemayIcome pleasemayIcome!"

"As much as you want, my love," said Harry.

Rebecca let go, feeling the rapture she'd been anticipating for so long. Her juices flowed freely, soaking the bed below her, but Harry kept going, further stimulating her clit. Relief rushed through her body like a river released from a broken dam. She writhed from overwhelming pleasure, trying to squeeze her legs together; she couldn't, thanks to Harry's hands and the rope, but it didn't matter: by the time the first orgasm reached its peak, the second had already begun building.

Rebecca howled as Harry's tongue drove inside her crevice, parting her lips and spreading her fluids all around. After what could have been several minutes or just a few seconds of heavy strokes, Rebecca came again. "Oh thank you thank you thank you thank you..." she mumbled, the words losing their enunciation as she repeated it incessantly.

To draw out her third climax, Harry began flicking his tongue, playing quick but tantalizing notes that kept Rebecca on edge. She moaned and panted as the days of denial were washed away by his nimble tongue. Just as she was at the border of foreplay and frustration, Harry grabbed the bedposts and pulled himself forward. He dropped his head down to kiss Rebecca, and their tongues danced passionately.

Then, at long last, Harry plunged his massive rod deep into Rebecca's eager chasm. Her inner walls clamped down happily as Rebecca shuddered and moaned. By this point, her orifice had been lubricated by more far more than just the coconut oil, and Harry slid inside as easily. He groaned as he felt her tight chamber squeeze his massive manhood, and started slowly thrusting.

As Rebecca's next crescendo coalesced, the line between the individual orgasms lost its distinctiveness, and Rebecca felt the lift into subspace Harry always produced. He squeezed her breasts, drawing forth fresh agony from the clamps and blasting Rebecca into euphoric oblivion. He throttled up his thrusting, pounding like a machine, untiring and flawless in repeating a singular motion. Rebecca sobbed as she was overcome by ecstasy.

Harry drove her into such a trance that it wasn't interrupted when Harry withdrew from her pussy, crawled forward and directed his cock into her open mouth. Acting on pure reflex, she sealed her lips on his member, sucking hard and enthusiastically. Despite moving on autopilot, she instinctively knew that she wanted to please her husband.

Her taste was thick on his shaft and she swallowed as much of it as she could, his tip penetrating her throat. Every one of Harry's pleased gasps invigorated Rebecca to continue; the sensation of having her mouth stuffed helped as well, as she'd gone the entire day without being gagged.

Rebecca couldn't tell how long she worked his shaft, feeling his testes bouncing off her chin, but Harry never seemed to peak: his unfathomable stamina had clearly risen to the occasion. She was certain she could get him to finish, if she kept going, but Harry saved her the trouble: he pulled out of her mouth and slid back down the bed.

He pressed a finger against her back entrance, causing her to squeal and shake. Harry retrieved the oil and poured out more, applying it liberally to his rod and against her tender bud. Rebecca shut her eyes and smiled, ready for the invasion she was about to feel. She gasped from the pain as Harry's cock began to dig inside; the familiar twinge added to the intoxicating soreness she already felt in her pussy and breasts. He continued to insert himself deeper, pulling out and thrusting slowly back, penetrating a little bit more each time.

Rebecca's joyous screams echoed throughout the workshop as Harry expended the remainder of his stamina pounding her tight hole again and again. When he finally came, Rebecca felt his hot seed spurting out inside her. Sensing that her own climax had plateaued, he yanked on her nipple clamps, which came off at the same time, and dropped them to the floor. Rebecca wailed, then cried and cried, blissed out beyond coherence.

Laughing gently and shedding a couple tears as well, Harry lowered himself so that he could kiss his bride, tracing a path from her breasts up to her lips. He didn't stop there, continuing on around her body; he was still going by the time Rebecca regained her composure.

"Harry," she said. "Thank you for the best night of my life."

"No, thank you," he replied. "I never thought I could be this happy."

"Me neither."

Harry sat up and looked into Rebecca's eyes. "There are times that I think about how lucky I am that we met the way we did. The odds of it all working out... I don't even want to imagine."

"No, I think it was destiny," said Rebecca. "We were meant for each other, so we would have met one way or another, because we had to."

Harry grinned and started untying Rebecca's arms. "I guess so," he said.

"I believe it. And Leah too. If we hadn't been roommates when you and I started getting serious, she might not have discovered her love of submission when she did, and would never have learned about the manor. It was fate."

Harry kissed her, and caressed her hair. "Then I will always be thankful fate chose for us to be together."

"Me too."

When he finished untying Rebecca, he ran his thumb over the indents in her skin left by the tight ropes. Then he collected his wife in his arms and picked her up. Rebecca didn't understand where they were going, but she didn't have time to wonder very long, as Harry set her down just a few feet away, on their new bed.

For a moment Rebecca felt bad about getting oil all over the new blanket and sheets, but then changed her mind. Screw it, there's going to be lots of other stains to go with it.

Harry gathered up all of the rope he'd used to tie Rebecca to the other bed, then began tying her up again. She stayed quiet, listening to him work and savoring the feeling of his hands on her flesh and he moved her limbs into position. He started with her arms, which he bent behind her back and secured with a comfortable but inescapable box tie. He moved on to her ankles, binding them together, but left her legs otherwise free. He secured her arms to her back with a harness that squeezed her breasts.

"On your knees," he said. "And spread 'em." As she complied, he stepped over to the nightstand and retrieved a flogger that had been waiting for him there. When he returned to the bed, he stood behind her, and grabbed her ass with his free hand. Rebecca felt her juices begin to drip again at his touch; Harry noticed it too.

"Darling, do you have any idea how hot your ass looked in that wedding dress?" he asked.

"Actually, Leah took a picture and showed me."

Harry laughed. "Tell her to send it to me. It looked phenomenal. I wanted to spank you so goddamn much, but I couldn't before. Now, though..."

Rebecca yelped as the lashes made contact with her backside, catching both cheeks. She sighed, absorbing the pain like a sponge. "Harder, sir."

Her husband obliged, landing a series of smacks on the same spot, using his forehand and backhand to deliver them rapidly, offering her no succor until he finished the sequence. By the end, welts were rising and the rosy hue of her skin could be discerned even in the low lighting.

"Thank you, sir."

"Your welcome. You enjoy being punished, don't you?"

"Yes, sir. Very much, sir."

"And though you are my wife, I like seeing you suffer. What do you think about that?"

"Pleasing my master... and husband... makes me happy, sir. I am yours to use as you wish."

"And if I wish to play a game where I torment your breasts and your pussy until you can't take it anymore?"

"I will happily play, sir."

Harry gave Rebecca quick kiss and said, "Love you, honey."

She grinned. "Love you, too... sir."

"Tell me when you want me to switch."

"Yes, sir."

Harry flogged her breasts gently at first, barely grazing them, but steadily increased the intensity. Rebecca tried to suss out the pattern of his routine, but he never seemed to develop one: he would focus on one breast completely, then alternate between them, then target both at the same time. Unable to anticipate what he would do next, Rebecca moaned and trembled until finally she called out, "Switch!"

Without missing a beat, Harry began flogging between her legs. His strokes were soft at first, but Rebecca's orgasms had made her pussy extremely sensitive; she gasped and wailed as the swings began to sting her tender flesh.

As before with her breasts, Harry's technique never settled on a predictable structure; he swung from the left and the right, from above and below. The only thing she could count on was that he'd smack her inner thighs if she tried to squeeze her legs shut, which she did, several times. By the time she reached her limit, an orgasm from the pain alone had smashed through her, and another was already building. Still, she called out for Harry to switch before the agony became too overwhelming.

They continued back and forth, Rebecca's resolve waning with each change. The skin of her chest and crotch seemed to glare, radiating heat like a furnace. Painted red from the abuse and glowing from the oil, Rebecca felt like a phoenix, burnt but guaranteed to rise from the ashes. She embraced her soreness, and the pain gradually subsided, leaving behind a satisfaction that only could be achieved from serving her master without hesitation, objection or complaint.

"Thank you, sir," she said, when she regained her composure.

"You're very welcome." Harry maneuvered her onto her back and said, "Now stay here. I have to get a couple things."

She watched as he traipsed off, using his phone as a flashlight. Happy to revel in her bondage and throbbing body, she waited patiently for her husband. Rebecca giggled when Harry returned a few minutes later; he looked exuberantly happy, but also somewhat silly. He was nude, lit by candlelight, and his erection cast comically large shadows around the workshop. He carried in his hands two glasses and a bucket; the latter was full of ice and a champagne bottle.

"Thirsty, dear?"

"Yes, my love," she replied laughing.

Harry set down everything but the bottle. He twisted the cork, holding on carefully, and when it popped it stayed in the palm of his hand.

"Here," he said, placing the cork between Rebecca's teeth. He held the bottle over her tormented form, letting the foam land all over her body. She sighed as the effervescent, freezing fluid chilled her smoldering skin, then shrieked in glee as Harry got on the bed to lick the sweet wine off of her.

His tongue danced across her body. The champagne's aroma enveloped her, and when he stopped, Rebecca felt a deep, new arousal.

Harry took a small sip from the champagne bottle, then looked to Rebecca. "Your turn," he said, grabbing the ropes running around her chest. He pulled her up into a seated position, relieving the weight on her arms, then rose to stand on the firm mattress.

Rebecca spied his cock standing at full tumescence, eager to be serviced. As he stepped toward her, Rebecca spit out the champagne cork, shut her eyes and opened her mouth, ready to accept his manhood. When she heard something dripping, she stopped and looked: Harry had the bottle tipped ever so slightly, creating a tiny stream of champagne that landed on his outstretched member.

Rebecca didn't need a second invitation: she widened her lips around his rod, filling her mouth with the intoxicating taste. Harry groaned and poured the wine as his wife sucked the liquid off over and over again. "Get it all," he said, setting the bottle down. "You're going to want my cock to be nice and clean."

Rebecca whimpered as she divined his meaning, and took his rod all the way in, lodging it in her throat for as long as she could. When Harry put his hand behind her head, she sealed her lips and rolled her tongue until all she could taste was his salty skin, then broke away, breathing deeply.

Harry hopped off the bed and reached into the suitcase. From it he retrieved a big, red ball gag with a full face harness. Rebecca's mouth still hung open, so he wasted no time in wedging the rubber gag into her jaw, forcing it even wider. She whined as he fastened the straps, feeling both humiliated and exhilarated by the elaborate gag. When it was set, he lowered her back down onto the bed, her head resting on the mass of soft pillows. He spread her legs apart and grabbed both her feet. Though slippery from the oil, he held onto them and pressed them back, using Rebecca's full flexibility.

Husband and wife moaned together as he plunged his staff into her sodden chamber. It gripped down on his tool, feeding the bliss felt by both. His accelerated thrusting filled each of them with spasms of ecstasy, and each fought the oncoming release to extend their joy as long as possible.

As if fused into one mind and body, Harry and Rebecca came at the same time, releasing their fluids and howling with abandon. A stampede of elephants could have barged into the workshop, it would not have broken their fixation on one another. He continued to thrust until every last iota of his seed had spilled and Rebecca's cream thoroughly soaked the sheets.

Fully spent, Harry fell onto the bed besides his wife. "That was incredible," he said, pulling her onto his body to cuddle.

"Mmm," Rebecca murmured in assent.

He draped one arm around her breast, while the other reached down to her lower orifices. Feeling around, he said, "You could keep going, couldn't you?"

Rebecca blushed, embarrassed by her utter insatiability.

"It's all right, baby. It's part of why I love you." He gave her a peck on the cheek. "We like making each other happy, remember?"

"Uh huh," she breathed. She squirmed in Harry's grip, grinding against his body.

"And you know me. I planned for this. I'll show you in a minute. For now, I just want to rest and feel your wonderful body against mine."

Rebecca moaned in happiness, happy to fulfill his request. He stroked her hair playfully, then gave her nipples a few pinches, causing her to wriggle and squeal.

Eventually Harry shifted Rebecca back onto the bed and got up. He brought the suitcase over, opened it and retrieved two generously sized dildos. Rebecca eyed the toys and laughed when she noticed they had switches at their bases. She spread her legs and lifted her knees, ready to have both of her orifices stuffed by the massive vibrators; if she knew her husband, they would have enough battery life to launch her into subspace with one explosive orgasm after another.

Rebecca quivered as the two plugs found their way home. Harry coated them in more of the oil, allowing them to glide in with minimal effort. Her backdoor proved slightly more trouble, but Harry coaxed it in gently, applying steady, even force. Rebecca focused on the way his toned biceps flexed as he urged the toy deep inside. Once they were in place, he grabbed a rope and tied it tightly around her waist and crotch, ensuring that the toys would not come loose. To finish off his work, he turned her over, then connected the ropes around her ankles to the those around her arms, pulling her legs up into a hogtie.

Bound, gagged and filled, Rebecca felt at ease with the world. She fidgeted in her bonds and found that though she was restrained, the position wasn't the tightest or the most challenging she'd ever experienced, not by a wide margin. The only reason for this, she assumed, was because she was going to be tied up for a quite some time; possibly the rest of the night. She shivered in excitement at the thought.

"Rebecca?"

"Mmm?"

"I love you."

"Uv -ooh -ooh."

Harry flipped on the vibrators, immediately sending Rebecca into a storm of stimulation she could barely process. Her senses flooded, and she howled and sobbed in transcendental euphoria. The waves of each orgasm crashed through her so quickly they felt more like a river, carrying her into a sea of pleasure and setting her adrift.

Just when she thought she would become insensate to the world around her, she felt a soothing chill on her back. She opened her eyes, and Harry was there, holding the champagne's bucket. He reached in and picked out another ice cube, then rolled it around on her back, running it around her shoulders and all the way down to her waist. The new sensation dissolved into the rest, and Rebecca quaked as her orgasms intensified further.

Harry jumped around to the other side of the bed; he continued to ice her back, and began kissing her along the paths he made with each cube. His wife thrashed and writhed, slammed by the energy erupting inside her. Yet, she didn't want him to stop, and he kept going until he ran out of ice.

When he'd emptied the bucket, he set it down and retrieved one of the champagne flutes. He poured it full, sat down on the bed next to his wife and drank slowly, watching her orgasm again and again. He finished the bottle after a few glasses, and so he lay down next to her in bed and listened to her screams.

Eventually the batteries in the vibrators exhausted their charges, and Rebecca fell silent. Harry saw in the candlelight that she was smiling.

"Uv -ooh -irr," she mumbled.

"Love you too."

One by one, exhaustion took them and both fell asleep.

---

Rebecca couldn't tell if she was waking up or just coming back down to earth. She didn't think she'd been resting for very long; a couple of hours at most. At some point Harry had untied her. The gag, ropes and vibrators were all gone. Her body felt used, sore, broken and absolutely perfect.

She looked around and realized the lights to the workshop were on; the candles were all extinguished. Harry was there, dressed casually in blue jeans and a tight, black short-sleeved polo shirt.

"Good morning, wife."

"Good morning, husband," she replied.

"You ready to go to Tahiti?"

Rebecca looked around for her clothes and saw only her wedding dress. Oh, right.

"No, not at all," she said. "I need to shower, I need to get dressed, I need to get my things, I-"

Harry put his finger to her lips. "Don't worry about any of that. Come to breakfast." He held out his hand for her to take, so she took it and let him help her out of bed.

Her legs felt like jelly, her head was still swimming and her skin was still slick with oil. She must have been sleeping very soundly, as she hadn't been woken by a table being dragged toward the bed or a pair of serving platters being delivered. Harry pulled out the steel bistro chair for her so she could sit; she felt profoundly grateful that someone had adorned the chair with a thick cushion.

Once Harry sat, he lifted the lids on their platters to reveal coffee kettles, glasses of orange juice, fluffy piles of scrambled eggs, toast stacks, bacon strips and chunks of honey dew. The delicious scents awakened Rebecca and Harry's appetites, so they ate ravenously, smiling at each other the whole time.

"Now can I go get ready?" Rebecca asked when they finished eating.

"Nope," said Harry. He grinned devilishly, the face Rebecca recognized as his Have-I-Got-A-Surpise-For-You face.

"No? Are we not going to the airport?"

"No."

"How are we getting to Tahiti? We're going to Tahiti, right?" The idea of staying in the workshop for a month and having more nights like their last had a certain appeal...

"We're going to Tahiti. Don't worry. It's all been taken care of. Now stand up so I can show you what I mean."

Intrigued, Rebecca scooted away from the table and got to her feet. Though sleep deprived, she felt much better after a solid meal and two mugs of coffee.

"We're going to be in a lot of public places in Tahiti, and you're going to be wearing a lot of swimsuits," Harry explained as he bound her elbows behind her back. "That's a lot of time for you not to be tied up on our honeymoon, so I figure every moment I can have you tied, I want you tied." He looped several cords around her waist, then secured her wrists to them, forcing her to keep her hands at her sides.

"I love it," said Rebecca as she tested his work. "I just don't get it."

"You will." Harry fed one last rope into the bands around her waist and secured it in the back. He brought the rope down through her cheeks and between her legs, then raised it up through her folds and underneath the rope at her waist again. He pulled the rope tight, and had several feet left over. He held onto it, tugging at it like a leash. "Let's go."

Smiling ear-to-ear, Rebecca followed Harry back to the elevator. As the doors opened, Harry took out his phone and sent a signal to turn off the workshop's lights. Rebecca watched with a twinge of melancholy as the space went dark. Even though she knew she'd be with Harry forever, leaving their true home behind for so long felt like leaving behind a friend, and she'd already been through that with Leah.

However, when the elevator doors closed and they began ascending, Harry's lips were pressed against hers, and all was right with the world again. The kiss lingered long after they reached the ground floor, but the lobby was empty, and they could make out in the elevator if they wished.

In fact, the entire building was eerily quiet. Maybe it was just too early in the morning, but to Rebecca the manor never seemed so serene.

"Hope you don't mind we're going for a bit of a walk," said Harry.

Rebecca felt the cord running through her legs digging deep; the tension was painful, but it was one of her favorite kinds of pain. "No, sir," she said.

Together they walked out of the building and marched across the grounds. Harry walked along a paved path, but advised his barefoot spouse to walk in the cooler grass. After several minutes, they rounded a wooded bend and found a tall building that looked like some kind of garage.

No way, she thought. Is it...?

Two sides of the building were lined with trees, forming a barrier between the front and rear. Harry led Rebecca to the building's entrance and held it open for her. As Rebecca had hoped she'd find, the interior was one large space, and before them was an airplane: a private jet. Out the other end of the building she could see daylight, as the hangar door was open, and a long tarmac extended into the distance.

"I don't understand," she said. "I've looked at the manor on satellite photos. I never saw this."

Harry grinned. "Those photos are out-of-date, babe. I got the company board to approve building this after we got engaged. They already owned the jet. It wasn't hard to convince them we should have our own airstrip. It really doesn't take very long to build a hangar and pave a runway."

Rebecca leaned her head against Harry's chest. "I love you. Thank you."

"You're welcome. I love you too, babe." He reached around and gave her backside a smack. She yelped and sighed, and raised her chin so Harry could kiss her.

"All right, let's go," he said after a while. "We're cutting this close. We've got a window where we're cleared for take off, and it's almost up."

Harry put the end of the rope leash in Rebecca's mouth, then picked her up and carried her up to the jet's stairway. He set her down on the bottom step, knowing he couldn't carry her through the fuselage door. Excited, she hurried up to get on board, with Harry following closely.

"Our luggage?" said Rebecca.

"Already loaded."

"Is there something around for me to wear when we land?"

"Of course. Everything's all set, babe. Look around, have a seat. Relax."

Rebecca took in the cabin and marveled at the black leather couches and recliners, the creamy carpeted floors, a minibar and a bed. To her delight, she noticed Harry's suitcase from the night before had found its way on board as well. Acting quickly, he opened a side panel and took out a magic wand, then stowed the suitcase in an overhead compartment.

Rebecca heard a tone play out over the jet's speaker system. Harry grabbed her arm and sat them both down on one of the couches. As he did, the plane started creeping forward, exiting the hangar.

Harry held up the magic wand. "It's time for takeoff," he said.

She spread her legs and lay back against the cushions. He pressed the massager against her folds and flicked it on. She immediately began to squirm, pleasure increasing as the whine of the engines grew. She imagined the vibrations coursing through her were being caused by the plane, and soon she found herself on the cusp of an orgasm.

"Sir, can I come?" she gasped.

"Not yet."

The plane began rolling down the runway, picking up speed.

"Please, sir?" She bucked and twisted, overwhelmed by the sensation between her legs.

"Not yet."

She moaned, frustrated by his denial. She couldn't hold it back much longer.

The plane was hurtling down the asphalt now. Rebecca looked out the window, seeing the scenery shoot by as a blur.

"Now," said Harry.

Rebecca came just as the plane lifted off the ground. As it rose higher and higher, she screamed and dripped her juices onto the leather couch. When she cleared her first orgasm, the plane was still climbing into the sky.

By the time they leveled off, Rebecca finished her second orgasm. Harry shut off the vibrator and pulled her into a tight hug. "I want you to know how happy you've made me," he said.

"I know, honey. I wish I could tell you how much I love you."

"You do, babe. You do." He held up the wand. "Now, do you want to take a break? Or do you want some more of this?"

Rebecca smiled. "More, sir."

Harry wrapped an arm around her shoulder and pulled her body into his; with his other hand he wedged the wand between her legs and flicked it on. "More it is."
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Harry led the two women through a set of doors at the far end of the grand hall and entered one of the performers' dressing rooms. "Leah, your enrollment officially begins now. I'm taking you to the BonDouleurs Manor training center, and you're going to enter it the same way as all of our new recruits: naked and suffering. This initiation is meant to test your resolve from the very beginning. If you're not cut out for what's ahead, better you know now. Is that understood?"

"Yes, sir," said Leah in a serious tone, respecting Harry's position as a master.

"Throughout the next two weeks you will learn how to act as a proper submissive. You will do as instructed, without question. When you break a rule, you will be punished. You will accept punishments without argument. Is that understood?"

"Yes, sir."

"For the next two weeks, your body is ours. Is that understood?"

"Yes, sir."

Leah's hardened nipples showed through her white, cotton tank top. There was no part of Harry's speech that didn't excite her.

Rebecca enjoyed it too. The more he spoke, the more she wanted to be the one enrolling in the program. You don't need any training. You're a natural, she thought, recalling what Harry told her that when she suggested joining Leah. Not that Rebecca really could take two weeks off from her Ph.D. program, but maybe between semesters...

"Good," said Harry. "Hands behind your back, Leah. Rebecca, why don't you do the honors?"

"Gladly." Rebecca stepped up to Leah and grabbed the neckline of her top, then pulled outward as hard as she could. The fabric separated with a satisfying tearing sound, and the shirt sheared in half, revealing the pink bikini top Leah wore in place of a bra. Rebecca lifted up the cups of the bikini, spilling Leah's perky breasts, then reached for her tights, but stopped when Harry put his hands in the way.

"Here," he said, holding a pair of scissors. He grabbed the waistline of the tights, pulled them outward and made a small cut in the fabric. "Now, go for it."

Rebecca quickly pulled the tights from the slash Harry made, splitting them down to the crotch. Leah laughed as her clothes were snipped and rent, the remains removed by Harry. When she was fully nude, he opened the dressing room's wardrobe, which contained no clothes, only toys and supplies. He selected a coil of rope.

"Rebecca, you should strip too. You'll attract less attention down there that way," Harry said as he began tying Leah's arms.

Rebecca smiled. Only in a place like this. Where else would a clothed woman stick out more than a naked one?
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"Tell me what you're thinking," said Phil as he shut the door behind us.

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

"Are you scared?"

I wasn't.

"Do you feel safe?"

I did.

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

I would.

"Then take off your blouse."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes."

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

"Yes, sir?" I said, unsure.

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

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

"No."

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

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

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

"Yes, doctor."

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

Every word he said shot me off like a rocket. I quivered in his grasp, not wanting to be let go. "Yes, doctor."
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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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