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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…
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The Kinky Inventor’s Printed Prison

Rebecca forced herself to smile and fought the temptation to strangle the life out of her best friend. Was Leah being purposefully cruel? No, Rebecca admitted. Leah had no idea that prattling on throughout their limo ride about her trainee enrollment at BonDouleurs Manor was causing Rebecca’s blood to boil.

If anyone was to blame, it was Harry. Rebecca’s boyfriend and master had instructed her not to tell Leah of her secret predicament. She acquiesced, keeping her best friend and roommate in the dark about the belt she wore under clothes, the kind that locked away her naughty parts so that no stimulation could occur. The neoprene surface of the belt gripped the skin above her waist tightly, a subtle squeezing sensation she’d endured now for ten days.

Continuous slight discomfort she could withstand without a problem, but not being able to pleasure herself, or receive it from Harry, was a torment so profound she began to question her own sanity. Hence the homicidal thoughts.

Am I addicted to sex? she wondered. Is it weird that ten days without it drives me up the wall? Or is that normal? She didn’t know. However, she did now know that she could survive ten days without satisfaction. She never shrank from a true challenge, and Harry had posed plenty. Every single one she’d bested, coming away with a greater appreciation for her own strengths and needs.

Of course, the secondary parameter of her task — keeping it hidden — ordinarily would have been impossible for such a long stretch. Leah would have noticed that Rebecca was refraining from walking around in her underwear in the mornings, or that she was always wearing loose, flowing dresses instead of tights. Fortunately for Rebecca, Leah had been out of town, vacationing in Aruba. The trip had been planned as a honeymoon before the breakup with her fiance, Sean. Still, the deposits had been paid, and the reservations made, and it was all in Leah’s name. She even offered to take Rebecca with her, but settled for going alone when Rebecca had to decline.

Naturally, Leah wanted to dish on all the men she’d invited to her luxurious honeymoon suite, and under normal circumstances Rebecca would have wanted every detail, but at the moment, she needed a distraction from thinking about sex, not an itemized rundown of every explicit encounter Leah could fit into a single week. To make matters worse, Leah’s recent sexual awakening had fueled an insatiable hunger for aggressive carnality, and Leah had made the most of her tropical excursion.

She giggled to herself. “I have to confess, I did something a little impulsive while I was there.”

Rebecca sighed, knowing Leah had to get it out of her system. “I thought all of it was a little impulsive.”

“Well yeah, but this is way worse.” She paused, inhaling deeply. “I texted Sean.”

“No!”

“Yes. But trust me, this was no drunken, weepy, ‘Why oh why?’ text.” She smiled, ready for her big reveal. “It was the day I met those three guys from the hotel gym.” Leah took her phone out of her purse and scrolled through a few screens, then showed it to Rebecca. She’d brought up a photograph of herself in a skimpy, red bikini, her skin a rich, golden tan. Surrounding her were three outrageously fit men in Speedos that left little to the imagination. All four smiled brightly beneath their sunglasses in the selfie, which appeared to have been taken from the deck of a catamaran.

Rebecca had a pretty good idea of what transpired once the sun set. “How’d he take it?”

Leah shrugged. “He didn’t reply, but he was probably pretty pissed. And it gets better, Becca. It gets better. When he called off the engagement, he canceled his vacation with work, and I just heard that since he was free, they gave him the Edmonton assignment!”

Rebecca laughed, her attention finally drawn toward something else. “How long is the assignment?”

“Six months, at least! Enjoy the frozen north, asshole!”

Asshole, indeed. She recalled overhearing their fights and the whispered rumors of his infidelity. She’d and put Leah up for several the nights when she couldn’t take it anymore. When their engagement ended, Rebecca took in her friend without giving the matter a second thought. She’d welcomed Leah to stay as long as needed, but what started as a temporary occupancy turned into a stable and enjoyable living arrangement. Neither saw any reason for Leah to go, particularly now that she was coming out of her funk, and in spectacular fashion.

Rebecca realized that thinking about Sean was starting to diminish the desire she’d spent ten days building. She’d wanted a distraction from her arousal, not to lose it altogether, so she directed her thoughts back to Harry, and the fun they could have in a week on an island paradise.

Oh, no, she thought as her juices started to flow. They dripped through the chastity belt and into the panties she wore on top of it. Too much. She’d over-corrected, and now all she could think about was Harry and that oh-so important key he held. Throw in a little sun, the open water, a soft breeze… Somewhere Leah was saying something, but Rebecca heard it as a distant murmuring.

She didn’t notice that Leah stopped talking as they approached BonDouleurs Manor, so when Leah spoke up again, she turned to her friend.

“What’s up with you? Why are you so out of it?” she asked.

“Just excited to see Harry,” said Rebecca. The answer was true, technically, obscuring the lie of omission.

Still, Leah saw through it. “Please. You’ve been dating for months now. I know the sex is mind-blowing, but you don’t get this way unless he’s got something special planned.”

“What, your enrollment isn’t special?”

“Come on, Becca. I know there’s more.”

She couldn’t deny it any further. She lifted up her dress, revealing the belt.

“Oh,” said Leah. “Another one of Harry’s gifts?”

“It was a gift, but he didn’t invent this one,” Rebecca explained. “This is strictly low-tech. He has the key, I don’t.”

Leah’s jaw dropped, comprehending Rebecca’s plight. “So I’ve been rambling about… And you’ve been… for how long?”

“Remember when Harry and I were helping you pack for Aruba?”

The blood drained from Leah’s face. “I’m so sorry.”

“Harry wanted it to be our little secret. He wanted me to endure this on my own.” Rebecca’s heart pounded, thinking of the way Harry kissed her after the last padlock clicked. She knew that it would be the last contact she’d have with him for more than a week, and to make matters worse, she suspected her forced abstinence meant Harry had something big planned. His newest invention, most likely.

“All right,” said Leah. “As long as it has nothing to do with my enrollment.”

“Nope. Your two weeks of training are all set,” Rebecca assured her friend. She wasn’t sure if Leah was insane, or if she was incredibly jealous. Two weeks of sex and bondage sounded fun, obviously, but this wasn’t like going to camp. BonDouleurs Manor’s training program taught pure obedience and submission, and used strict discipline. Harry had told her little about the program, but she knew his clients: they wanted women who would enjoy serving their masters, women who needed it. Like me, thought Rebecca. If she weren’t busy with graduate school, she wondered if Harry would recommend her for the program. It would be easy enough to get my application approved, she thought. Like Leah’s.

And though the women in the program were there because they wanted to develop their submissive tendencies and prepare themselves for such a lifestyle, Leah was not going to become some rich man’s full-time sex slave. Not right away, anyway. She just got out of an overly controlling relationship. What if that affected the way the masters treated her? Harry was one of them, which gave Rebecca some relief, but he wasn’t the only one, and he wouldn’t be watching over her all the time. Who knows what the others are like? Harry assured her they were responsible, but would Leah learn to trust them?

Furthermore, Leah’s leave from work, a month originally designated for her wedding, honeymoon and just some extra time for herself, would end right after the end of her training, and who knew what sort of state she would be in by then? What if she got back to the office but couldn’t think of anything but being bound and spanked? What if she called her boss “master” instead of by his name? What if she made any one of a hundred Freudian slips?

It’s Leah’s decision, Rebecca remembered. Leah was an adult and could choose to be bound, tormented and used if that’s what she wanted. Maybe after two weeks she’ll never want to leave; maybe she won’t last a day. She could drop out whenever she wanted, but her stubbornness wouldn’t allow for it, Rebecca knew. Her friend was in it for the long haul.

“I won’t say a word to Harry about your…” Leah pointed at Rebecca’s crotch.

“No,” said Rebecca as the limo pulled up to the entrance of the manor. “I don’t keep secrets from him. Besides, I lasted all but the final minutes. That’s good enough.”

“What’s good enough?” Harry asked as he opened the door and held out his hand for Rebecca to take.

Ten days of chastity came back to her in a rush when she saw Harry. Some men look hottest when they scowl and brood; some are breathtakingly gorgeous when they smile. Harry was the latter, and his face always lit up with a brilliant grin upon seeing Rebecca.

“You look nice,” she said, noticing that he was dressed in khakis and a white, button-down shirt that hugged his muscular torso, a more formal ensemble than the workshop clothes she expected. “What’s this for?”

“It’s for you,” he said, leaning in for a kiss.

When he put his arms around her, Rebecca fought the urge to tear off his shirt and slap him in the face. He knew that in her state, a long, lingering embrace was an act of both tenderness and wickedness. Her well of desire was threatening to bubble over and he was turning up the heat.

“You look lovely, as always,” he said, separating from her lips but not letting her out of his grip. Feeling her body against his, she started panting as he felt the chastity belt underneath her clothes. He looked into her eyes as he traced his finger around the waistband. Rebecca could feel the bulge in his pants growing and lowered her hand to-

The two of them jumped, startled by the honking horn of the limo.

“Excuse me,” said Leah, trying to push her way past Harry and Rebecca to get out.

As soon as she did, Harry shut the door and the limo sped away. He exaggerated clearing his throat. “Pardon me,” he said to Leah. “How was your vacation?”

“Satisfying,” she said, licking her lips. “Extremely satisfying.”

“God, Leah.” Rebecca rolled her eyes.

“What, Becca? He asked.”

“Yes, I did. I also asked, what was good enough?”

“Leah didn’t find out about the belt until fifteen minutes ago.”

Harry looked to Rebecca’s friend with clear side eye. “You pried?”

“Yup,” said Leah, unapologetically. “Thanks to you, I unwittingly tormented her for nearly an hour with tales of my Caribbean sexcapades. It wouldn’t have happened if she’d told me.”

“Sorry, babe,” Harry said. He pecked at her cheek and brushed her hair back. “You’re right, that was more than good enough. I’m very pleased.”

“Thank you, sir.” Rebecca looked at the sidewalk and smiled to herself. She’d served her master well; nothing else mattered.

The trio entered BonDouleurs Manor’s elegant lobby, past in leather couches, over marble floors and around the unusual decor: sculptures and paintings depicting women in restraint. Rebecca always felt a chill as she recalled the first time she entered this lobby and saw the risque art: intrigued and wary, she nevertheless felt welcome, due to Harry.

They continued through the entrance to the grand banquet hall, which Rebecca noted had been prepped for a serious event: dozens of tables had been set with dishes, cutlery and floral centerpieces. A maintenance worker busily buffed the dance floor, while a DJ hooked up his equipment.

“Another party?” Leah asked, thinking about the one she and Rebecca had crashed a few weeks prior. What started off as a disappointing evening turned into a revelation for her, as the “punishment” for dropping in uninvited opened her mind to the joys of bondage and being used in front of an audience. She’d been taken by more men in that one night than throughout the rest of her life combined. She didn’t know any of their names, and had never met a single one before or since. yet she’d loved every magnificent second of it.

“You bet,” said Harry. “Thanks to you,” he said, wrapping his arm around Rebecca’s shoulder, “live tests of my inventions has become a hot ticket. The company realized that watching a video of our tests is nowhere near as effective as seeing it live, in the flesh.”

“It’s my pleasure,” Rebecca purred. “As always.” While she enjoyed her intimate sessions one-on-one with Harry, there was also a place in her heart for being played with by others at Harry’s whim. As long as she was doing it for Harry, it made her happy. Although she wasn’t vain, Rebecca knew she was quite attractive, with a slim figure, natural breasts and a firm backside. Her outward shyness had kept her from being the center of attention, but now she’d discovered the unique rapture of being stripped, used and abused by a room full of handsome, powerful men.

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?

Harry bound Leah’s arms in a box tie, lifting her arms midway up her back; the tie was firm but could be endured fairly easily. Leah squirmed in the ropes, stimulated by the harness that crossed her chest and enveloped her breasts, gently squeezing and lusciously framing them. When Harry gathered her hair into a pony tail and knotted a short rope into it, Leah began to pant heavily, knowing the real fun was about to start.

Harry lifted an anal hook off of its peg in the wardrobe and selected a bottle of lube from the rack inside the door. He thoroughly coated the hook, then poured some of the lube between Leah’s cheeks. Using his hand, he massaged her tender bud, working the lube inside and all around. Leah moaned, set ablaze by Harry’s touch. Rebecca, now nude except for her chastity belt, felt the same reaction. She wanted to caress her folds, to soothe her burning hunger, but the blasted belt still stood in her way.

Once Harry had gotten the lube everywhere, he pressed the hook up against Leah’s back entrance, then slid it in slowly as she moaned. He took the rope dangling from her hair and fed it through the metal ring at the other end of the anal hook, then pulled the rope tight, digging the hook in as far as it could go. Leah gasped and craned her neck back to relieve some of the tension. As soon as she did, though, Harry pulled the rope a little more, then knotted it, ensuring that Leah would be forced to keep her head in the stringent position.

“Rebecca, hand me those,” Harry asked his girlfriend, pointing to what he wanted. “How’s that feeling, Leah?” he added.

“Uncomfortable, sir,” she replied.

Harry took from Rebecca a black, leather posture collar and fitted it around Leah’s neck. The collar was padded and didn’t impede her breath, but it did feature a metal ring on the front, which Harry tied a rope into. He then waved for Rebecca to give him the last piece he needed: a large, red ball gag.

“Open,” he said to Leah, who obeyed his command with a slight whine.

Settled between her lips, buckled behind her neck, the gag spread Leah’s jaw as wide as it could go. She whimpered, but Rebecca could see fluid dripping to the floor from between Leah’s legs. Rebecca was dripping too, the juices finding their way through her belt.

“How’s that look to you, babe?” asked Harry.

“Hot as hell,” Rebecca replied.

“I thought so too. What say we give you the same?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, her skin tingling at the thought.

Harry worked quickly, a lot more comfortable working on Rebecca. He knew her body better than his own: its exact shape, its tolerances and sensitive spots. He started with the gag and collar, getting them out of the way. Rebecca’s lips curled up in a smile as her jaw stretched to accommodate the gag. When he tied the rope into her hair, she closed her eyes and tried not to think of how badly she needed to be fucked. She knew Harry would keep that belt on her until he was positive she couldn’t take the torment any longer.

As if she weren’t aroused quite enough, Harry massaged what he could of her backside applying the lube. As intended, her sopping chasm was still barred from entry, but even the probe of a fingertip in her tight, rear hole was enough to make her spasm. Fed through a small opening in the belt, her hook dug deeply. Rebecca didn’t see, but she could have sworn it was bigger, and longer, than Leah’s. Maybe at some point she’d find out. As it settled into her, she could have collapsed from sheer frustration, were she not so well trained. When Harry connected it to the rope in her hair, she sobbed, wanting Harry to remove the belt so fervidly she could scream.

“You’re being very good,” Harry said to her, sensing her desperation. “Keep behaving, and the reward will be worth the wait.”

It had better be, she thought.

“Just think about how well trained you’ll be for when we do twenty days.”

She hoped he was joking.

—

Harry took in the sight of his two nude, bound women. “It’s like night and day,” he said. “Rebecca, you’re so pale. You’ve been inside, studying, doing your homework. Leah, on the other hand, is nice and crispy from her vacation.”

He gave Leah’s ass a smack, causing her to yelp and jostle. “Was it a nude beach? The roof of a building? Where did you go to get such a complete, full-body tan?”

“-Oat,” she mouthed through the gag.

“A boat?” Harry asked.

“-Esh.”

“Of course. I’m glad you had a nice time, but you realize the masters are going to be very unhappy? They like to see how red the skin gets after a spanking or flogging. They’re going to have to punish you twice as hard to get even a hint of pigment to show through that tan. And they will.”

Leah whimpered, but she shivered excitedly.

Harry picked out two black and red, suede floggers from the wardrobe. “In fact, I’ll give you a little taste of what to expect.” He tested out his swing a few times, filling the room with an intimidating swooshing sound. Then he began grazing the breasts of each woman, using one flogger on each, his well-practiced form flawless with both hands.

Normally Rebecca wouldn’t even flinch from the slight brush of a flogger during Harry’s warm-up, but in her state, she shook, eager for stimulation of any kind. Pain could offer her sexual fulfillment almost as satisfying as any intercourse, and as the flogging increased in intensity, so did Rebecca’s arousal.

Leah, though not denied from release like her friend, rose to an extreme state of arousal as well, the anticipation of two weeks in the training program providing all the lift she needed.

Though Harry began his routine focusing on Rebecca and Leah’s breasts, as he ramped up he moved on to their stomachs and backs, then found their thighs, buttocks and mounds, leaving the women quivering and sore. Their screams and moans filled the small dressing room. Harry circled the women, he stepped between them, he spun around in place and crouched on his knees, always finding new angles from which to strike. He swung the floggers in figure eights, landing an uninterrupted volley of agonizing smacks.

“Look at you,” Harry said to Leah, pausing to let the women compose themselves. “Rebecca’s red as a strawberry, but you… I mean, I’ll tell everybody that I flogged you thoroughly, but I can’t promise they’ll believe me.”

“-Esh… Irr,” Leah mumbled between deep breaths.

“Are you still positive you want to continue?”

“-Esh -irr,” she repeated forcefully. Reading her facial expression behind such a large gag was difficult, but her downward slanted eyebrows betrayed her tone clearly.

“Defiance,” Harry said. He put his hand underneath Leah’s chin and looked into her eyes. “It’s a good quality to have outside of these walls, but in here, you obey. If a master things you’re giving him attitude, he will discipline you for it. Is that understood?”

“-Esh -irr,” she said again, this time in a repentant tone.

“Good.” Harry slapped her ass three times, causing Leah to moan and shake. He moved to Rebecca and gave her a single, hard slap, but she merely sighed. “Did you come?” he asked her.

“-Oh.”

“No? Were you holding it off?”

“-Esh.”

“Incredible. I get it though. You don’t want to waste ten days of longing on some pain orgasm. You want my massive… rock hard… monster cock… buried deep inside you. Isn’t that right?”

Rebecca shuddered and nodded slowly, yanking her ass hook just a little. A tear rolled down her cheek. Harry kissed the trail it left, caressing her hip and backside.

“I love you, Rebecca. You’re perfect, you know that?”

She nodded, sniffling as another tear fell, but her lips curled up in a smile.

“Good. I’m going to reward your patience and your devotion in a manner befitting the sacrifice you made, but to do so, we have to head down to the training center.” Harry picked up the ropes dangling from the collars the women wore, holding them like leashes. “Come,” he commanded.

The three left the dressing room and walked down the hallway coming from the banquet hall. They smelled baking bread as they passed the kitchen and heard a chef barking orders at his crew.

As they moved, the hooks in Leah’s and Rebecca’s behinds jostled and shifted, prompting moans and squeals with every step. They tried keeping their heads back, but already the position was killing their necks.

Rebecca’s heart quickened, nearly beating out of her chest, as she imagined what the training center would be like. She’d always wanted to see it, but never had a reason to go. Most of her testing was conducted in Harry’s workshop.

The corridor ended at an elevator, which the three rode down while Harry gave their asses soft slaps. When the car stopped and the doors opened, the women were met a gust of cold air that sent shivers down their spines. They looked around and saw rows of barred cells on either side of them.

It’s like a prison, thought Rebecca. The only difference seemed to be that all of the cells were empty. Still, out of the corners of her eyes she could see that they all contained benches and with small, scruffy pillows. The lumps and indents in them most likely meant somebody was using them.

Harry stopped. “See this, Leah?” He pointed to one of the cells. “This is where you’ll be sleeping for the next two weeks. Does that bother you?”

“-Oh, -irr,” Leah answered without hesitating.

“Good. You’re very confident. We’ll see how well you back it up. Now let’s go, just a little ways farther.”

At the end of the block of cells, Harry and the women entered a second elevator, and this time traveled upward. The women grunted as they walked, the hooks growing as a source of constant irritation and stimulation. Rebecca felt her juices dripping down her thighs all the way to her knees.

The elevator doors opened into a long, dark corridor that was barely lit, though they could make out a bright light at the end of the hall. They walked slowly and carefully, though Harry assured them the path was totally clear and straight. They’d been relying on him to lead them with the rope leashes, but not being able to see at all made the trust they put in him all the more complete.

The women squinted as the light grew brighter, and as they neared the exit they could hear birdsong on a breeze, and realized they were going outdoors. The temperature outside was still plenty warm, the last claws of summer digging their way into the start of fall.

After their vision adjusted to the sunlight, the women looked around to find they were in some kind of courtyard: an expansive grassy field was surrounded by the the manor’s high stone walls, putting in perspective the true vastness of BonDouleurs Manor. Rebecca knew she’d seen only a very small part of it, but had never really contemplated it visually.

Once they got a sense of the area, Leah and Rebecca’s eyes were drawn toward a group of people waiting in the center of the field: all women, all apparently nude, rested on their knees. They all faced forward, and could have been statues, for all Rebecca and Leah could tell. They waited there, barely moving.

“You see that, Leah?” said Harry. “That’s the kind of discipline you’re going to learn.”

Leah said nothing, concentrating on keeping her footing in the grass. When they got close, she and Rebecca could see that these women were all lightly bound: their wrists were roped together behind their backs, and white cloth gags cleaved their lips.

Harry led Rebecca and Leah to the front of the assembled crowd. A black suitcase rested on the lawn before them, and Rebecca wondered what surprises he’d planned.

“Good afternoon, class,” he said to the women.

“Hello, sir,” they replied in unison. There were maybe twenty in the group, all young and pretty like Rebecca and Leah.

“I want you to welcome your new classmate. This is Leah.”

The class greeted her. If they were amused by the fact that she was already bound, gagged and hooked, they gave no indication.

“Despite appearances, Leah here is still a relative newcomer. She’s tough as hell, and loves this. Don’t you, Leah?”

She nodded.

“She’s going to train with you for the next two weeks. She’s a friend of mine, so I expect you to be respectful. However, that doesn’t mean she will receive any special treatment, and will be disciplined for her mistakes just as you have been. And this,” Harry said, putting his hands on Rebecca’s shoulders, “is our special guest. You don’t need to know her name, only that she’s a very important person, for many reasons. All you need to know is that she tests out all of my inventions, and she’s a pure submissive, isn’t that right?”

Rebecca nodded, savoring the attention being paid to her by all the lovely women. She couldn’t read the expression on their faces, which they purposefully masked, but she wanted to think they respected her. Or was it envy? All of the painful, confining and humiliating treatments they’d endured — Rebecca had experienced them first. However, she’d enjoyed them all, and found it hard to believe that all of these women were really like her. Surely some of them merely tolerated the treatment for the purpose of securing some other goal: a life of luxury, the man of their dreams. There were lots of reasons besides sexual curiosity. Still, Harry’s inventions could be very painful. If only they enjoyed being bound and used as much as Rebecca did, their training would be so much easier.

But they’re just like Leah, Rebecca reminded herself. They can leave at any time. Harry had assured her of this. Maybe they’ll tell Leah about themselves. I’d love to know what they say.

“As you can see, she has on a chastity belt, and has not had an orgasm for several days. She’s going to have one now, though, one worthy of her patience and her dedication to her master. Look at the way she’s shaking, anticipating how wonderful it will be. Any of you care to guess how long it’s been? Janet?”

“Seven days, sir,” said a brunette woman with green eyes and a sharp, mousy face.

“A week. What makes you say that?”

“It’s a long time, sir.”

Harry smiled. “Yes, for her it was an eternity. Especially since her friend here was cruising the Caribbean sucking every cock she could.” Harry slapped Leah’s ass, prompting a sound that started as a scream but ended as a sigh. “Believe it or not, ladies, she has had that belt on for ten days. Twice as long as her last experiment in denial. Do you remember how hard you came after that, dear?”

Tears rolled down Rebecca’s face from both the memory and how much it made her want for her sexual subjugation to finally end. Harry was drawing it out to the final seconds.

“That’s the reason I asked her to do this, class: sexual gratification is wonderful, but one can lose sight of this. Think of how wonderful a glass of ice water can be when you’re dehydrated. It’s the same idea. I want her experience the kind of rapture that can only be achieved after a long starvation.”

Because I love her, Rebecca filled in. The sentiment went unspoken, but she felt it in his tone, as if it were on the tip of his tongue and he had to hold it back at the last second to keep the others from knowing.

Fulfilling his promise, he retrieved a small key from his pocket. He untied the rope from her hair and took the hook out of her ass. She moaned as it slid out, and it only grew louder when she heard the belt’s padlocks click open. She shivered as the main pieces of the belt were removed, exposing her to the cool air, as well as the eyes of the class.

Harry ran his index finger from her belly button down to her crotch, caressing her clit and folds so gently she wasn’t convinced it was really happening or if she was imagining it. Still, she moaned as the sensitive skin tingled with anticipation. He grasped Rebecca in his arms and held his face up against hers.

Into her ears he whispered, “Almost there babe.”

Out loud to everyone he said, “As you ladies are going to discover, a proper master always rewards his slave properly. Extraordinary effort should be repaid in kind, so for this, I’m not simply going to fuck her brains out. Leah here is going to help.”

Harry opened the suitcase on the ground and pulled out a long strap-on dildo. He took it over to Leah, who was clearly smiling underneath the gag, and untied the rope holding the hook in her backside. She moaned as the curved metal piece was removed, then shook as Harry fed her legs through the strap-on, buckling it tightly. “Take her from behind,” he ordered Leah. “And don’t stop until I tell you.”

Tears of joy flowed freely from Rebecca now. This is it, she thought, more relieved than excited, like someone who’d just finished taking an impossibly difficult exam. That’s exactly what this was: a test. And I passed.

Harry lubed up Leah’s strap-on with a tube he’d left in the suitcase, then unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. He dropped them and his boxers to the ground, revealing his thick cock was hard as steel. Though he had other sources of release, ten days without Rebecca’s touch was difficult for him too.

He massaged Rebecca’s folds with his hand while nibbling at her neck. She pushed herself against his hand, unable to resist his touch. Several of the trainees gasped, recognizing the breach in the rules, but Harry waved them off.

“Leah will not receive special treatment, but this one here does. Plus, she’s suffered enough. Now Leah, get over here.”

Leah did as she was told and stepped up behind Rebecca. Harry grabbed the dildo and guided it toward Rebecca’s tender hole. As it penetrated, Harry eased his cock into Rebecca’s inviting chamber. The simultaneous entry caused her to scream and throw her head back, and the way her walls closed on Harry’s member told him how much she needed this to happen.

As Harry increased the pace of his rhythmic thrusting, Leah did her part as best she could, digging her heels into the ground to keep herself pushing forward. To help, Harry kept a hand in the small of her back, keeping her from disengaging accidentally. She grunted with the effort of pressing her hips forward, never having used a strap-on before. She and Rebecca had talked about whether they thought they were bisexual, or if it was simply a special connection between the two of them born of their shared love of bondage and discipline. The jury was still out, as far as they were both concerned.

For now, what mattered is that Leah’s efforts were part of the carnal forces bringing Rebecca to the most intense orgasm she’d ever experienced. Ten days of abstinence, the extensive flogging, the painful walk through the manor, the audience of trainees and Harry and Leah’s asynchronous thrusts had sent Rebecca careening into subspace as all of the frustration escaped her system. She felt both rigid staves delve deep into her, especially when Harry slapped Leah’s ass, eliciting a sharp drive and long moans from both women.

When the orgasm couldn’t be held back any longer, Rebecca didn’t mumble anything about getting permission; she was too far gone to even conceive of it. Even if Harry did have half a mind to deny her, it would be no use: she was coming whether he allowed it or not. With a scream that sent nearby birds launching off of tree branches and roofing shingles, Rebecca climaxed, shuddering hard and spilling her juices in the dewy grass.

“-Ank -oo,” she mumbled. ”-Ank -oo.” She repeated it over and over again, incessantly, as Harry continued his toil. He had plenty of stamina, and ordinarily could bring Rebecca to orgasm several times before he came. In her heightened state, Harry expected she would have far more than usual, though how many more, he couldn’t guess. By the time he was finished, neither of them would know for sure the final tally.

Removing Rebecca’s gag and tossing it away did nothing to make Rebecca’s babbling any more coherent. Harry stopped for just a moment to enjoy Rebecca’s musical glossolalia, as she writhed between his body and Leah’s, utterly blissed out on carnal satisfaction. When Harry at last reached his peak, groaning loudly and flooding her chamber with his seed, her eyes widened in ecstasy. Leah’s moans were just as pronounced, and even the well-disciplined trainees were fidgeting, unable to hide their arousal.

Harry put his arms around Rebecca, knowing her legs would be weak, and sure enough she slumped into his embrace, resting her head on his shoulder.

“Leah, to me,” he said, waving her over. Sweat ran down her bronzed skin from the effort she’d put in, but she obeyed. Using one hand, Harry unbuckled the strap-on she wore and let it fall to the ground. He did the same for her gag, which he let rest around her neck. “Take a seat with the rest of the girls,” he commanded.

“Yes, sir,” she said. She walked to the end of the row of trainees and carefully set herself down on her knees.

“Your instructor will be here soon, I’m sure, and they’ll begin your proving initiation.”

“My what?” said Leah. The other trainees grinned.

“You’ll see. All new trainees go through it, isn’t that right, girls?”

“Yes, sir,” they answered.

“Rebecca, say goodbye to Leah. You’ll see her later, but you won’t have a chance to talk.”

“Bye…” Rebecca whispered, barely conscious. She barely felt Harry’s arm reach underneath her knees and lift her up, as she already felt like she wasn’t touching the ground. She snuggled against his chest and shut her eyes, soothed by the warmth inside her and the steady motion of his gentle pace.

—

Rebecca woke to the sound of heavily running water echoing off the walls. Wrapped in a towel, she lay on a chaise lounge. Before her she saw a massive, free-standing bathtub. Made of dark stone, it appeared big enough for two. She looked around, finding she was in a spectacularly luxurious washroom. She didn’t recognize the location, but she imagined it had to be somewhere inside the manor, judging by the chains hanging from the ceiling and the metal rings on the marble walls.

She reached down to her folds and gasped at how sensitive she still felt. She closed her eyes and recalled how wonderful everything had been. Ten days was a long time, but the payoff had been more than worthwhile. She bit her lip, grudgingly recognizing that she wanted to do it again, though maybe not right away. She couldn’t deny it: she had never been so ravished. If taking off a week and a half was the only way to reach such a level of ecstasy, then that’s what she would do.

Of course, Harry would want her to try for fifteen days, and Rebecca knew she would agree to it. She sighed. At least I’m consistent.

Rebecca realized somebody must have turned on the bath water, and before the tub could finish filling or overflow, Harry walked into the bathroom wearing nothing but a towel.

“Hey, love,” he said, turning off the water. He dipped in a finger and smiled.

“Hi. Is that for me?” she asked, pointing to the tub.

He threw off his towel. “For us.” He helped Rebecca up off her seat and yanked away the towel around her. She spun on her feet as it unfurled, causing her to cackle and fall back into Harry’s arms. He lifted her up into the air, then stepped over the side of the tub and lowered them both in.

The water was cool, but not too cold, and Rebecca sighed at its soothing currents cleansed her sweaty skin. Resting on Harry’s lap, she leaned on his chest while he softly scrubbed her with a loofah. When he finished with her, he cleaned himself. Rebecca dipped her head under the water. When she came up, Harry shampooed and rinsed her hair. She turned around when he finished so she could kiss him. Bathwater sloshed around them as she put her arms around Harry, holding him tightly. His rod quickly hardened as she stroked the shaft, and when it reached full tumescence she guided it into her core.

It wasn’t often that Rebecca felt like having sex without being bound, but she knew there was more of that to come in the evening, with whatever Harry had planned. For the moment, Harry was enough. Once he knew what she wanted, he took charge, lifting and lowering her onto his cock, letting his full length drive deep inside her. By the time they were finished, half of the bathwater had spilled onto the floor, drenching the towels left at the foot of the tub.

Harry turned the bathwater back on to cool them off a little. They submerged themselves again, then came up gasping for breath.

“Okay,” said Harry. “It’s time to prepare for tonight.” He lifted himself out of the tub and reached for a fresh pair of towels. Rebecca watched the rivulets of water cascade down his muscular torso and sighed, then rose up out of the tub herself. “You trust me, right?”

“Of course,” she replied. “Why do you ask?”

Harry searched for the right words. “Well, what I have planned, there’s a slight element of risk involved.”

“Is it safe?” Rebecca asked, growing concerned.

“It is,” said Harry. “I’ve run gel dummy tests and there have been no accidents, but this next device involves precise measurements, careful execution and constant vigilance. I’ll call it off if at any time, should you become nervous or afraid. You won’t be gagged, you’ll be free to put a stop to the test at a moment’s notice.”

Rebecca thought of movies where the magician’s pretty assistant is plunged into a tank of water, her hands and feet chained up. The death-defying stunt is well-planned, and she frees herself and escapes the tank. The crowd cheers. Unless something goes wrong…

But Harry wasn’t a magician. He was an inventor. “If you say it’s safe, I believe you. Let’s do it.”

“Good. Because I’d hate to let this one go to waste. Are you ready to be bound in a way nobody ever has before?”

“Nobody ever?”

Harry grinned devilishly. “Never. Tonight we make history.”

—

Rebecca wore a silver dress that reflected brightly in the spotlight like a disco ball, throwing glowing squares of illumination around the room. She sat at a small table set for just Harry and herself, as if this was their wedding reception.

Almost, she thought sheepishly, testing the zip ties that bound her arms around the back of her chair. Harry fed her spoonfuls of lobster bisque and he sucked down clams while the crowd enjoyed the cocktail hour.

“We’re eating now,” he’d explained. “I’ll be too busy later, and you’ll be in no position.”

Rebecca wished Harry didn’t have to be so dramatic with revealing his great new toys, but she knew her honest reaction was part of the enjoyment, as well as the test. That was something she learned during their first experiment.

When they finished eating, Harry fixed a microphone onto the lapel of his black tuxedo and used an app on his phone to signal the DJ. The music quickly tapered off and the lights in the room dimmed. The crowd clapped politely as Harry stepped onto the dance floor and the spotlight trained on him.

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen, honored guests, valued clients and good friends,” he said. “Thank you for coming out once again. I am always humbled by how quickly these events are fully booked, by the overwhelming response we receive each time. We are infinitely grateful, and by ‘we’ I mean everyone at BonDouleurs Manor, including the one who everyone in this room knows makes this possible: the woman I love, the bravest, smartest and kindest woman I’ve ever met, the gorgeous and talented Rebecca!”

The audience erupted in cheers as one spotlight split from the rest and rushed across the room to illuminate Rebecca. She blushed and nodded to the assembly, unable to do much else. She’d consented to Harry telling them her real name — she knew her secrets were safe with them, just as their secrets were safe with her.

“Now, you may have noticed with some amount of confusion the length of this event on the invitation. Yes, my next invention is going to take a few hours to properly present. I assure you, there will be ample entertainment throughout the course of the evening. Trainees!”

The spotlight on Rebecca zipped over to the grand hall’s back exit. Two members of the manor staff held open the double doors as a procession started moving through them. The crowd oohed and ahhed as the trainees Rebecca had seen earlier were brought in. As expected, they were all still nude, but what really made their entrance truly breathtaking was the fact that they were bound to St. Andrew’s Crosses, as well as gagged. Each cross was wheeled in on a dolly by manor staff and set along the walls of the reception hall. Rebecca spotted Leah among them; not surprisingly, the man moving her into position was Huck, whom she recognized from the previous party she attended. He’s taken a liking to her, she realized. She wondered if it was mutual. Except for his powerful physique and brutal good looks, he was largely Harry’s opposite: crass and domineering, harsh and exacting, without any of the kindness.

“The ladies here will help fill in the gaps during the laborious work of my new invention, which will be ongoing throughout much of the night. Now, you’re probably wondering what the hell I’m talking about. Why will this thing take so long? Well, to do the job right, it has to be done carefully. This demonstration will use very precise equipment that has to be calibrated and tested to my satisfaction, or it will not go forward. Luckily, I’m confident that we won’t have any problems, and that the lengthy process will actually make it that much hotter. Team, bring it in.”

Several men working for the manor began wheeling an enormous device into the room. In the meantime, Harry made his way back to Rebecca. He retrieved a Swiss Army knife from his jacket pocket and used the blade to cut loose the zip ties binding her. He helped lift Rebecca to her feet, then led her back to the dance floor.

“Folks, I’m proud to say that today you’re going to see something special. Rebecca here is going to be restrained in a way that’s never been attempted on a living person. I’ve tested the technology extensively, of course, but have yet to see how a person responds to it, so this will be just as exciting for me as for everyone else. Perhaps more.”

The last of Harry’s men arrived carrying something very strange: a large slab of what looked like hard, blue plastic. The object looked to be at least six feet tall and almost as wide, and maybe six inches thick. The men raised it up over their heads as they neared the party guests, then brought it down to the ground when they reached the dance floor. When it got closer, Rebecca could see that there were several small holes in key locations around the block; she started to get a sense of how she would fit in, but still couldn’t grasp the whole picture. However, from the murmuring in the room, she realized for the first time that the audience knew more than her. Maybe rumors had spread, but she had a feeling that they recognized the mammoth machine waiting before them, which now rested firmly on the floor instead of the dolly.

“As some of you might be guessing, this is something that we don’t expect to sell. This will only be found at BonDouleurs Manor, and will only be used by our skilled technicians. Appointments can be made, however, for those who wish, presuming this test goes well. So let’s begin!”

A round of expectant applause rose from the crowd, but was quickly quieted by Harry.

“So, show of hands: who here likes to see their submissive bound to a wall or to the floor?” The spotlight panned across the room to show lots of raised hands and smiling faces. “Exactly. Now, there’s nothing wrong with some metal shackles or cuffs; they do a fine job, and are very aesthetically pleasing. But I had a better idea. I wanted to take this bondage principle and do it in a way that’s never been attempted. Some of you may recognize the device before us here as a 3D printer, and tonight I’m going to print Rebecca into confinement, literally creating her restraints on the fly. By the time we’re finished, that blue block will still be a single solid piece, but Rebecca will be fixed to it very, very tightly. My love, if you would please lie down. Huck, bring her a pillow.”

Rebecca got into position, extending her arms outward fully at her sides and spreading her legs slightly. The printer was turned on. The material shaper was connected to a heavy robotic arm, which swiveled back and forth, calibrating its movement. While Harry watched the system initialize and test its functions, Huck screwed restraints into place around Rebecca, fastening her to the block by her wrists, ankles, stomach and more.

“These are composite pieces designed to protect Rebecca from the high temperatures of the printed materials. You know the heat shield tiles on the space shuttle? These are made from a similar material, so they will be more than adequate. However, if even one hair on her body is singed, this test will be called off. Rebecca, are you ready to proceed?

“Yes, sir,” she said, smiling.

“That’s my girl,” he replied.

When the shields were in place all around her, the machine’s mechanical arm raised itself up, extended like a crane, then hovered just above her left wrist, where it began depositing material and onto the base and solidifying it with a laser. Slowly it built upwards until it met the composite shield. As Harry assured her, none of the heat of the printing process made it through the protective barrier. After several minutes of Harry describing the process and his invention, the first restraint was completed. Huck moved in and used a long screwdriver to remove the fastener securing the heat shield; Harry’s brilliant design made sure to leave a small cutout in the printed restraints so that the protective piece could be removed.

“How’s that feel, Rebecca?” he asked.

She attempted to twist her wrist inside the printed cuff, but couldn’t. The protective piece had left a little space between her wrist and the cuff, but not much. All she could do was flail her hand back and forth a little. “Very tight, sir.”

“Did you feel any discomfort during the printing process?”

“None that I minded,” she said, flashing a saucy smile. “May I ask a question, sir?”

“Of course,” he said as the printing arm moved on to her next wrist.

“Not that I’m nervous, but how exactly do you get me out of this later?”

Harry nodded. “I’m glad you asked. This printer has been customized with a laser cutting tool that will separate each piece from its base, ensuring that neither its beam nor the heated material are anywhere close to your skin. Plus, thanks to the density and low conductivity of the material, we can do this fairly quickly, especially in case of emergency.”

The crowd hummed approvingly, hearing the explanation. Rebecca felt relieved by it as well. She relaxed as the machine continued its work.

“Now, folks, this is going to take a while,” Harry announced while Huck installed yet more protective pieces around Rebecca’s upper arms, thighs and torso. “So let’s bring out the trainees for a little fun.”

Rebecca couldn’t see much from her vantage point, but she listened as the party continued around her. The machine worked on piece after piece, untiring, and Harry took over removing the protective plates one by one. In the meantime, Huck showed off the trainees, flogging them, spanking them and tying them up stringently for the crowd’s enjoyment. When he could do so safely, Harry bent down over Rebecca to kiss her and see to her needs. Occasional cheers went up from the crowd as one piece after another was completed, or when Rebecca tried struggling against her newly constructed prison.

Listening to the chorus of yelps and cries produced by the trainees, Rebecca was pleased to discover she could pick out Leah’s sounds from the others. Leah’s conveyed far more pleasure and contentment, and were always followed by a satisfied sigh.

She’s going to do just fine, Rebecca thought. Two weeks are going to fly by. She was happy for Leah, but more than a little jealous.

Indeed, as Harry had announced, the printing process took a couple hours to complete. He noted that this was actually quite quick for the scale of the project, but that the technology was always improving, and could go faster in the future.

“For now though, we have one completely imprisoned slave to enjoy.” As he said this, manor workers attached chains to pair of loops at the top corners of the block. Rebecca heard a motor turn on, and soon the chains went taught and the block started lifting upward into a vertical position. She gasped as she was elevated into an upright stance, and found she had no purchase with her feet. She was suspended a few inches in the air by the restraints, her weight supported by the pieces around her thighs, torso and arms.

Harry took out his Swiss Army knife and began carefully cutting apart Rebecca’s dress, making sure to saw outward and avoid her skin. Within a few minutes, he’d shredded it completely and pulled the tattered remains through the restraints and off her body, leaving her exposed for everyone to see. Rebecca was no stranger to exhibitionism and public humiliation, she but couldn’t help blushing as dozens of pairs of eyes concentrated on her nude form. The crowd cheered as they watched.

“Now, just imagine taking all this and fastening it to a wall,” teased Harry. “She’d make an excellent decoration, don’t you think?”

Audience members chuckled, though Rebecca could see many of the men shifting in their seats, clearly aroused by the idea.

“Rebecca, how would you feel about spending the night like this?” Harry asked.

“It would be my pleasure, sir.”

Harry walked over, leaned in and kissed her. She shut her eyes as her juices dripped to the floor. She struggled against the restraints, wanting to feel that utter helplessness that fueled her desire. She couldn’t move at all, as expected, and savored the sensation as Harry’s tongue danced with her’s.

“Good. Then that’s what we’ll do. We’ll make sure you aren’t bored, of course.” He reached into his pocket and retrieved a set of clamps attached to a thin chain. Rebecca moaned as they bit down on her sensitive nipples. “Now, dinner will be served momentarily. I invite our guests to stop by and inspect the Printed Prison up close whenever they feel. If you’d like to play with any of our trainees, speak to Huck and he will make arrangements.”

Party guests leaped to their feet, eager for a chance to see the invention up close. They started to bunch up as a crowd until Harry insisted they form a proper line. When they did, Harry happily let the men and women examine the restraints up close.

“One solid piece,” he said proudly. Indeed, there were no visible seams between the original block and the new pieces.

“Incredible,” said a woman with a French accent as elegant as her red dress. “Wonderful work, monsieur.”

“Merci beaucoup,” Harry replied with a smile and a slight bow.

“Harry, would your lovely product tester consent to being flogged for us?” asked one of the men in line. Several others added their approval of the suggestion.

“Of course,” said Harry. A manor employee, ever ready, rushed up to him with a flogger. This one had long, black leather lashes, and Harry wielded it expertly, clipping her tender folds, her inner thighs and her flat stomach. “The only disadvantage to this setup is no access to the backside,” Harry lamented. “Though perhaps in future designs there can be a cutout for this express purpose.”

Rebecca yelped and sighed as the smacks landed, loving how her body instinctively tried to shield itself, but having no means of doing so.

When he finished the flogging, the crowd applauded and started to return to their seats. The smell of roasted pork tenderloins wafted around the grand hall, tempting the guests to return to their seats for a dinner break. However, Huck stepped up and put his arm around Harry. “Hey, aren’t you guys forgetting something?”

“He’s right, dear,” Rebecca said lustfully. “You’ve got me here, unable to move. My legs are spread… And I still haven’t quite gotten over the last ten days.”

“Oh,” said Harry as he unbuckled his belt. “I see how it is.” He lowered his pants, prompting a hush to fall over the crowd. Within seconds the clanking of silverware stopped and the room’s attention focused on Harry.

“Unless anybody objects,” he said, “I’ve been asked to demonstrate the proper enjoyment of one’s submissive while she is in the confines of the Printed Prison. Would anybody mind?”

The crowd laughed, knowing everyone present enjoyed Harry’s performances. His virility and stamina had amassed quite a reputation, and neither he nor Rebecca minded showing it off. Harry tugged at the chain dangling from her nipple clamps and massaged her mound, eliciting a long, sustained moan. Being confined by Harry’s invention had kept her in a rising state of arousal throughout the past few hours, and she was eager to have him relieve it.

He could have plunged his rod into her any time he wished — her crevice was sopping — but he’d given enough presentations to know a little showmanship was necessary for the grand finale. Rebecca would enjoy it too, of course.

With the press of a button on his phone, the block lifted into the air a little higher, putting Rebecca’s crotch just below his eye level. Crouching slightly, he planted a trail of kisses starting at her calve and moving gradually toward her pussy. He tickled her feet, which she tried kicking quite uselessly, giggling and shrieking until he stopped. He lowered the block back down and reached his hand between her legs. Using his fingers he penetrated her hole and worked them in and out, teasing her with his digits until her juices were thick on his hand. Rebecca opened her mouth so he could slip his fingers between her lips, allowing her to eagerly suck them clean.

When she finished, Harry at last brought his cock to bear, guiding it into her and thrusting it in deeply. Rebecca moaned, relishing the familiar feeling of her man’s majestic package invading her. He kissed her neck as her jaw dropped open, the euphoria spreading throughout her entire body. “Love you, babe,” he whispered into her ear, thrusting faster.

“May I come, sir?” she asked, thinking about how often that phrase played through her mind throughout the last ten days. She’d been wanting to say it from the first minute of her chastity, but when the chance arose earlier, she hadn’t been able. Now she had the wherewithal and the desire to ask. Even when she knew Harry’s answer would be an obvious yes, she still felt the need to ask. She was his, and a true submissive always seeks her master’s permission.

“You may,” he said. “As much as you like.”

Rebecca let go of the pressure that had built up within her and the orgasm erupted. She quivered in her prison as Harry’s massive cock dived in again and again, ripping the orgasm out of her. He rubbed her clit as her second orgasm started to build, and Rebecca’s scream blasted through the grand hall. Harry didn’t stop until she’d had her third orgasm and the line between one and the next was starting to blur.

“Huck, get me a toy and some rope,” he said, and within seconds his friend brought over several items. Harry took a vibrating dildo from Huck and gently lodged it into Rebecca’s sodden orifice. He accepted the rope and quickly tied it around Rebecca’s waist. Feeding it behind her back took some effort, but he got it through, knotted it and brought it forward through her crotch, sealing the dildo in place. He turned it on, then took the last of the rope and wound it around her open mouth until the loops formed a lovely gag.

“All right, babe. Enjoy the rest of your night. I’ve got to mingle,” said Harry. He gave her one more kiss on the cheek,

“-Ank -oo,” she mumbled, drool dripping down her chin.

She watched Harry as he buckled up his pants, fixed his hair and began working the room. He shook hands, answered questions and accepted many congratulatory pats on the back. Rebecca beamed, loving to see her man’s success. She knew he would give her most of the credit, lavishing praise on his devoted tester and beloved pet. Who else can do this? he’d say. He’d told her this on several occasions. Maybe he was right: maybe she was the only one. Regardless, it wasn’t why he loved her, or why she loved him. Their connection went much deeper, born of an unbreakable trust. She knew he would safely free her from this prison in the morning, and she would beg him to let her stay in it a little longer.

Yes, he would have to release her from his wonderful prison; it was a sad but inevitable reality. She sighed, but remembered that she was his, and he would never let her go. Out of his prison and into his arms, she would always be within his grip, and knowing this made her happier than any invention.
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Harry opened the cabinet of the nightstand found next to the bed and pulled out several coils of rope. Rebecca’s cheeks burned seeing them, knowing what came next, so she swiveled her body off the bed and stood up. She slid the straps of her dress off her shoulders and pulled it down to the ground, revealing the lacy underwear Harry bought for her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s this all about?” Rebecca asked as Harry tied her elbows, cinching them together.

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

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


For Further Reading: “The Kinky Billionaire” series
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If you enjoyed this story, find out what happens to Leah! Read on for a preview of “Chosen By the Kinky Billionaire” by Sasha Rich. This and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich’s Amazon page. For updates on all new Sasha Rich stories, like her on Facebook!

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

“Hello, Leah,” he said.

“Maxwell, sir,” she replied.

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

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

“Thank you, sir.”

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

“Yes. I mean, okay.”

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

Leah nodded.

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

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

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

Leah nodded, moaning as he caressed her dripping crevice.

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

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

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

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

“Mmm hmm,” she mumbled.

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

“You would serve my needs, without expectation of reward, when and where I desire it?” He picked out a buttplug and a tube of lubricant…
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