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

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

“Uh huh.”

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

“Yeah.”

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

“This isn’t what I had in mind.”

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

“Oh yeah.”

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

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

“Right,” said Leah. “That.”

“Definitely.”

“Then I’m in.”

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

“Oh. My. God. That sounds amazing.”

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s that?” asked Leah.

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

Leah sat up. “Oh yeah? The palace?”

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

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

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

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

“If you say so. I would love to.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Can you turn around?”

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

“Reverse?”

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

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

Uh oh.

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

“You know this guy?” Leah whispered angrily.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Still, Harry made no reply.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, she thought. “What if I say no?”

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

“What about me?” asked Leah.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Can we wear masks?” she asked.

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

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

“Becca. Conference,” said Leah.

“Go ahead,” said Harry.

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

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

“Uh huh.”

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

“Yeah.”

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

“This isn’t what I had in mind.”

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

“Oh yeah.”

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

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

“Right,” said Leah. “That.”

“Definitely.”

“Then I’m in.”

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

“Oh. My. God. That sounds amazing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You really like this,” he noticed.

“Yes,” she moaned.

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

“Uh… huh,” she gasped.

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

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

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

“I’ll think.. of you, sir.”

“Only me.”

“Only you.”

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

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

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

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

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

“All right,” he said. “Off you go.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

”-Am -ain,” Rebecca mumbled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“The mouth on this one,” muttered Huck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ahh.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Leslie? thought Leah. Oh, right.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I was hoping.”

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

“No.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir,” she said.

“Good. Enjoy that?”

“Yes, sir,” she repeated.

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir.”

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

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

“No? Why not?”

“It was boring, sir.”

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

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

“I was alone, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Not much, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, sir.” No idea.

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

She shook her head. “No, sir.”

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You all right?” Harry asked.

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

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

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

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

“Clamps,” his friend replied.

“Fiona? Clamps sound good?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

More laughter rose up through the audience.

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

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

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

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

She did. “Sex, sir,” she said.

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir!” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“OK Handler,” he said. “Hogtie.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The excited line of men cheered their assent.

“Then begin!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I am yours, she thought. Forever.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rebecca felt desire growing within her once again. She didn’t know if what was happening between her and Leah came from being drunk on euphoria, or if it was something deeper, but she didn’t care. Right now she was with the people she loved and everything was perfect.
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Harry finally broke away from their kiss and asked, “How about we give Leah a tour of the workshop?”

“Sure,” said Rebecca.

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

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

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

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

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

Leah’s fascination only grew when Harry dragged the last of his first bundle of rope through Rebecca’s crotch and pull it deep into her slit.

Though Rebecca moaned in pain, she couldn’t turn away. Harry fixed the rope into the harness so it couldn’t loosen, then backed up to enjoy his handiwork. “It’s a good start, don’t you think ladies?”

“Yes, sir,” they replied in unison…
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At last, Harry and Huck returned, swagger in their step and desire in their eyes. They each carried a black briefcase, which they placed on the table on either side of Alexis. They opened the cases and started displaying the contents: a collection of floggers, canes, paddles, dildos, metal clips, chains and at least a dozen condoms. They’re not going to use all of those? Alexis wondered, worry in her eyes.

Harry must have picked up on the alarm in her expression. “No, I doubt we’ll get to everything tonight. We just like to have options.”

“You want to go first?” Huck asked.

“Flip for it?” Harry replied.

“Sure.”

“Call it.” Harry stepped up to Alexis, retrieved a quarter from his pocket and flipped it up into the air.

“Heads,” said Huck.

The quarter landed on Alexis’ back. She bucked as if hit, causing a ripple of laughter to roll through the crowd. Alexis’ face turned as red as her gag. Mortified, she shut her eyes, but when she did pain shot across her ass cheeks. She looked at the screen and saw Harry holding a suede flogger. “Always keep your eyes open,” he said.

Alexis huffed in frustration and the sound of her indignation echoed through the chamber.

“Yes, you don’t know the rules,” said Huck as Harry swatted her bottom again. Alexis reeled. Harry had managed to target the same spot as the previous hit. “How can she be punished for doing something you didn’t know was wrong?” Huck continued. Two more lashes from the flogger now. “It’s not fair,” Huck added. Harry dealt two more lashes, now aiming for a single cheek at a time.

“If your father were present, he’d point out that even when you know the rules, you are loathe to follow them. So you’ll learn them as you go, okay?”

Alexis’ mind raced. How do they know what my father would say? How much did he tell them? She didn’t think about this for long, however, as Harry resumed his work with the flogger. Alexis moaned from the pain, which soon became the sole focus of her attention. Soon she lost perception of the room around her and the burning of the muscles in her arms and legs. To her amazement, the pain did nothing to diminish her arousal; in fact, it had steadily increased. Her desire grew like an inferno, and every hit was a bundle of kindling. And then, just when she thought she might climax, Harry stopped.

“Your turn,” he said to Huck.

Alexis thrashed helplessly, desperate for release, her cry muffled by the gag. She had been so close! Did he know to stop at that moment, or was it just luck? She suspected the former.

“I think we should give her a minute,” said Huck. Again, the crowd chuckled. Alexis continued to seethe, furious at being toyed with and mocked. You can quit at any time, her father’s voice offered. No, Alexis thought, drawing from a well of resilience she’d never tapped. I’m not quitting. Never.

“No,” she said, the word garbled but intelligible through the gag. She stopped writhing and took a deep breath.

Harry smiled mischievously, like a man eager to accept a challenge. “You heard her. She’s ready.”
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For updates on all new Sasha Rich stories, sign up for her mailing list or like her on Facebook!
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