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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.

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


Table of Contents

“The Kinky Inventor’s Favorite Pet”

For Further Reading: “The Kinky Inventor” series

Sasha Rich's Mailing List & Free Bonus Story

For Further Reading: Sansa Rayne

About the Author/Acknowledgments


The Kinky Inventor’s Favorite Pet


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

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

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

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

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

But she was going to make it worth her while.

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

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

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

“Naturally.”

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

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

“Do you even have to ask?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hello, Harry.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Your usual?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s too big,” she said.

“You always say that,” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah,” Rebecca replied absentmindedly.

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

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

“Let’s do it,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Relax,” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Is that better?” Harry asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rebecca nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tight, right?” Harry said.

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

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

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

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

“The overnight?”

“Right.”

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

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

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

“Sounds good.”

“Follow me then,” Harry said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m OK.”

“Good. Kiss me.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir,” she said, playing along.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lie down on the bed,” he instructed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

“You had some pretty impressive orgasms.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rebecca nodded.

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

Again, Rebecca nodded to show her agreement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rebecca shook her head.

“That’s right. Thanks for watching.”

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

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

“Favorite,” said Harry.

“Aww,” said Rebecca, smiling.

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

“What do you mean?”

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

“Why does that sound like a bad thing?”

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

My dress!

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

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

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

“The Devastator?”

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

“You don’t need it?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How long?” she asked timidly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You will.”

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

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

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

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

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

Rebecca stepped into her bedroom and took a vibrator and a ball gag out of her sock drawer. She tossed the vibrator onto the bed and put on the gag. She made it tight, not wanting the neighbors to hear, and also because she loved the way it felt. Finally, she got into bed the same way she did the night before, slowly and carefully. She flicked on the vibrator and set against her pussy, then squeezed her legs together on it. She had some time to kill.
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Rebecca watched him bare his chest, a sight that always took her breath away. In response, she pulled her dress over her head and flung it aside. She knew she wouldn’t be putting it back on for some time.

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

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

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

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

“Thank you, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Harry took several more lengths of rope and looped them around her body in three different locations: below her breasts, at her waist and across her thighs. Though she was already thoroughly bound, Rebecca knew exactly what they were for. As soon as they were ready, Harry tied a long length of rope to each loop and secured them to the hooks hanging from the ceiling. He also attached the knots at her wrists and arms, and when he’d tested each of the knots and knew they were secure, he began pulling on one of the hanging chains…
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Mason carried me through the door and waited for his eyes adjust to the low light before setting me down on the bed. Once I was comfortable, he flicked the lights on and shut the door behind him, pushing it slowly so that I could see it closing.

He reached into his pouch again and pulled out a second pair of handcuffs and a small, metal key. He picked up my wrists and unlocked one of the cuffs, then reconnected the lock around the metal bar of my bed’s headboard. He set the key down on top of my nightstand, a stubby, wooden box that was barely big enough for an alarm clock and my phone.

My heart raced as I tugged against the cuff, but to no avail. Mason smiled devilishly as he fixed my other hand using the second set of cuffs, leaving my arms totally bound and spread. I’d been tied up before, but never like this; not naked, resting on an otherwise comfortable bed.

Any last remaining doubts I had about doing this disappeared when Mason pulled his tank top off over his head. His body could have been carved out of wood. After living on a farm for years, I’d seen men with all kinds of cut physiques, but they didn’t have Mason’s looks. He unbuckled his belt, and his pants fell to the floor; as he kicked them aside, I saw his tight, black underpants and the tent formed within. I blanched, realizing how big his manhood must be. Is this going to hurt? I thought. Then I felt silly, though, because of course it would. Then again, I liked things that hurt, so how bad could this be?

“Having any impure thoughts now?” he asked.

I nodded, barely able to speak, I was so excited.

“You’re very beautiful, Abigail,” he said, climbing onto the bed, and me. “Especially when you’re in bondage. I think I should keep you like this all… night… long.” He planted kisses on my breasts between words, and I gasped at the warm touch. My toes curled as he kissed up and down my neck, reaching my lips. As we kissed I felt his fingers sliding down my stomach, probing their way lower and lower until they reached my wet orifice. I shuddered as he made contact, massaging me until I couldn’t stop moaning. He laughed softly, kissing my cheek as my howls reverberated through the room.

When he stopped touching me there with his hands, I thrashed angrily, not wanting him to stop. In response, I felt a pinch on my nipple, as Mason squeezed it tightly. I shrieked, but settled down.

“I expect you to behave,” said Mason.

“I will! I promise!” Could he tell that I’d agree to anything he said while my nipples were being tortured? It hurt so much, but I would do whatever he wanted as long as he didn’t let go.

“You’re going to tell me what you like, and what you don’t.”

“Okay,” I agreed, though he must have been able to tell on his own.

“You know the difference between good pain and bad pain?”

I shook my head. I thought all of it was bad… and good.

“Good pain is the kind that I control, the kind I cause. Bad pain is unintended. You’ll know it when you feel it. I want you to tell me immediately if there’s any bad pain.”

“I will, thanks.”

I felt a smack against the side of my ass. I sighed, letting the air escape my lungs like I’d taken a satisfying first drag from a cigarette.

“Don’t forget, Abigail: I intend to cause you pain. If you’re mine, you’re going to suffer. But if you didn’t enjoy a little suffering, we wouldn’t be here now, would we?”

“No, sir,” I said…
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