
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Kinky Pets: Bliss City

Copyright 2016 Sasha Rich. All right reserved.

Kindle Edition

All characters depicted are over the age of 18.

This book may not be reproduced in any form by any means, without the author’s permission, except for reviewers, who may quote short excerpts.

This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, locations and action come from the author’s imagination and presented as fiction. Any resemblance to real individuals, alive or deceased, as well as events or places, is completely coincidental.

This book features explicit depictions of sex and other material that may offend some audiences. Therefore, is intended for adults only.

The following story is a work of fiction, and the actions described should not be attempted.

Sasha Rich has a mailing list! Everyone who signs up gets a free story. To sign up, CLICK HERE or copy this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/b2GWuv


“Good afternoon, and welcome to Bliss City. If you’re here, it’s because you like pain as much as you like pleasure, because you get off on submission and because you’d risk a little public humiliation for the chance at having the time of your life.”

Maxwell massaged Leah’s shoulders. She smiled and thought about where else he would be touching her soon enough.

Stamp continued, “As far as I know, a game like this has never been attempted. So you’re not just going to enjoy a day of non-stop stimulation, discipline, punishment and orgasms — you’ll be making history.”

Rebecca elbowed Harry in the stomach. She smirked and rolled her eyes. Making history… Uh huh.

“Quiet, you,” Harry whispered, but he grinned in amusement as well. In another life, Stamp might have made a good circus ringleader. He certainly knew his way around a whip… thought Rebecca.

“Before we start, I want to thank the trainees who signed on for this without even knowing what it is exactly we’ll be doing. You’re tough and brave, and today I know you won’t disappoint…”
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The Kinky Pets: Bliss City


“And you two understand that your participation is strictly voluntary?”

“Yes, sir,” Rebecca and Leah answered in unison.

“It’ll be fun,” added Leah.

Dillinger Stamp nodded. “I understand. You don’t want to be left out. We’ve never done anything like this before. I don’t blame you.”

“Exactly.” Rebecca squeezed the hand holding hers, belonging to her husband, Harry.

“Consider this: if the manor’s top product tester has already tried it out, and now wants to do it again, that’ll send quite a message to the potential buyers,” argued Harry. As the client liaison for BonDouleurs Manor, as well as its famous product inventor, his request would almost certainly be granted, but Rebecca wanted to give Stamp a properly convincing proposal.

“And I’ve offered to pay for the whole thing,” noted Maxwell, who reclined in his seat, allowing Leah to sit on his lap. The billionaire owner of FrostGen could afford to run the entire event every year for the rest of their lives, and offered to do so, as long as his pet, Leah, could always be involved.

“Fine, fine,” said Stamp. “But you’re going to play by the rules. No using your positions to make things easier.”

The four of them laughed as one. Stamp wrinkled his lips, not getting the joke.

“Easy isn’t any fun,” explained Rebecca at last.

“Fair enough. In that case, see you all tomorrow.” Stamp got up and left his office. Harry and Maxwell kissed their pets and followed.

“It’s almost a shame,” Harry sighed. “That’s two weeks of chastity down the drain for you, babe.”

Rebecca whined, thinking about the belt locked tight to her midsection and crotch. She knew in her husband’s pocket was the key to her relief. Yet, she’d agreed to try and beat the record held by Leah. She’d made several attempts, but none ever managed to get to the fourth week. Eventually Rebecca or Harry became overwhelmed with lust and had to call off the attempt; sometimes a special event surprised them and interfered, as was the case now.

“I wouldn’t say it was a waste,” said Leah, who wore a belt of her own. In her case, however, it was because she and Maxwell liked for her to be belted. The sensation of being denied access to one’s own body held a special thrill for Leah, and the devotion she showed in wearing it proved her loyalty to her master. “It’s going to make tomorrow that much more rewarding.”

“Yeah, yeah,” muttered Rebecca. She was well aware of the benefits of chastity and self-denial; that didn’t make the waiting any easier. And she was still determined to someday take the record. Just you wait, she thought, grinning devilishly to herself. Rebecca and Leah were best friends — more than friends, in truth — and a little competition only deepened their relationship. Seeing who could endure the deprivation of bliss the longest was just one of many ways in which they tested one another.

Tomorrow, Becca, thought Leah, though she smiled sweetly. I’m going to win this, too.

Maxwell rolled his eyes, intuiting what the women were thinking. “You two realize that no matter what happens tomorrow, Harry and I are going to be the real winners, right?”

“Yes, sir,” said Leah, blushing. Her master wasn’t wrong: regardless of who was crowned the winner, Maxwell and Harry would enjoy putting their pets through one of their most difficult trials to date.

Nothing like it had ever been attempted. With Harry and his inventions, this was often the case. Once he had an idea for a kinky new game, he figured out how to make it happen. Fortunately, his wealthy clients could pay top dollar for his unique toys, which meant there was rarely a limit to his imagination.

“Speak for yourself,” said Rebecca. “I’ve been wanting to do this again ever since the test run. It feels like months ago.”

“It was just two weeks,” said Harry. He wrapped his arms around her body, holding her from behind, and cupped her breasts in his hands. She moaned, feeling her nipples harden immediately. “You should remember, considering that was the last time you came.”

“Please, don’t,” said Rebecca, who couldn’t stand the wait any longer and couldn’t bear to be teased. Harry let go of her chest, but relocated his hands to her hips. He traced his fingers along the outline of the belt, feeling it through her tight blue jeans. He kissed the side of her neck, and Rebecca could only whine sadly, entranced in complete arousal.

Leah reached her hand backward, finding the tent in Maxwell’s pants. She started to reach into them when a voice broke out through the room’s intercom. “Come on, not in my office. Get going,” said Stamp.

Leah shot to her feet, startled. “Geez, how did he know? There’s no camera in here, is there?”

Harry chuckled. “Educated guess.”

—

Together the four made their way through the manor into Harry’s workshop, a massive space underground. Though much of the room was used for design, fabrication and testing of Harry’s devices, a permanent space had been set aside for play: the “bedroom,” named because it had a bed, though it was rarely used for sleeping.

Ever since Harry and Rebecca got married, they used the workshop for their own amusement a lot less. They lived together now, and spent more time at home: Harry worked at the manor, as always, but Rebecca spent most days on campus, working on her Ph.D. in physics. She visited the manor occasionally, but Harry never failed to take the more entertaining parts of his job home with him.

Still, being back in the workshop brought back more fond memories than Rebecca could count. She and Harry celebrated their engagement in the “bedroom,” as well as their wedding night. Her juices flowed whenever she rode the elevator down, and tonight was no different. She whined wordlessly, knowing she would have no satisfaction until the following day.

Leah, on the other hand, was under no such restriction. Maxwell lifted off her sky blue crop top as soon as they stepped off the elevator. As disciplined as a pet can be, Leah froze in place and waited for her master to finish disrobing her, stepping out of her black yoga pants when prompted and slipping her hands behind her back when he was finished.

“What are you thinking about right now?” asked Maxwell as he scanned her body, which was bare except for the belt she wore.

“The key in your pocket, sir,” she replied. She spied the tent in his pants out of the corner of her eye, but she kept her gaze level and straight forward. Maxwell began unbuttoning his white dress shirt, though he left on his gray suit jacket.

“You’re not thinking about tomorrow?” he asked, curious about her frame of mind. Though they’d been together for nearly a year, he still found himself learning about his pet every day.

“I’ll do that later,” she replied, blushing.

“What if I told you I wasn’t going to get you off tonight?”

She didn’t flinch, frown or hesitate. “Whatever you wish, master.”

“You don’t wish to abstain in solidarity with Rebecca?”

“I would if she asked me to, sir.”

Maxwell nodded and circled around Leah. “I have no doubt.” There was little Leah wouldn’t do for her best friend, and vice versa. At some of the most trying times in her life, Rebecca had always been the steady rock Leah could count on for support. Now she had Maxwell too, but Leah would never forget the role Rebecca played in her finding happiness.

“Should I ask her then?” said Maxwell.

Leah smirked. “If you wish.”

Stepping up from behind, he spun her around by her shoulders and said, “Nah.” He pulled her in for a kiss, pressing her body against his. She sighed and shut her eyes, tasting his lips and his tongue as it slipped into her mouth.

Every time they kissed, Leah was reminded of how Maxwell never seemed to lose any of his passion for her. Though they spiced up their play by including others — particularly Maxwell’s other pet, Nora — it was Leah he desired the most. He hated to go a day without her, while she, too, felt similarly attached. Fortunately for both, the benefit of being a billionaire was getting to do what they wanted nearly all the time.

Technically, this meant doing what Maxwell wanted, but their interests aligned quite well. When not playing in their dungeon, Leah spent her time reading and learning. She could spend hours in her personal cage paging through the news on her phone, or studying the next foreign language on her list. She’d started with fluency in Spanish and Mandarin, then moved on to picking up French, Italian and Hebrew. She found the more languages she learned, the easier it became to start another.

Maxwell’s hands eventually descended down to her backside, and as he broke from their kiss he slapped her firm cheeks with his bare hand. Leah yelped, then inhaled deeply as the sting subsided into a pleasant ache.

At last, Maxwell reached into his pocket and withdrew a small, yellow key. He slipped it into the lock at the center of Leah’s belt and twisted, disengaging the mechanism. Pulling the belt away and revealing her drenched core, Maxwell smiled as Leah trembled in anticipation. Maxwell set the belt down with her yoga pants, then bid her to follow him deeper into the workshop.

“Harry was nice enough to set something up for me: a nice little predicament for you.”

Leah smiled, eager for a challenge. A predicament meant two things for sure: lots of pain, followed by an appropriate reward. Both excited her equally. Of the many things she learned since becoming Maxwell’s pet, first was that no pleasure is as blissful as the one that is truly earned.

Maxwell led Leah to a table where a variety of toys were waiting for them. He picked out the red ball gag first and slipped it into Leah’s obediently opened mouth. She sighed as he buckled the strap tightly.

“Try to spit it out.”

Leah pressed against it with her tongue, and tried opening her jaw wider to let it go, but Maxwell had fastened it too well. “Good,” he said. He grabbed her wrists and held them together with one hand behind her back. His other arms he drew across her chest, clutching her breast. She moaned as he held her tightly, then lowered his hand to find her wetness.

He probed a finger inside and found her g-spot. He teased it for a second, then withdrew his hand, leaving her gasping for more. He instead grabbed a bundle of rope and began tying her wrists. Once they were suitably bound, he moved up her arms, securing them at the elbows. With her arms fully restrained, he grabbed more rope and connected it to the cords at her wrists. He then looped the rope around her waist, and fed the cord between her legs. He pulled it deep between her folds, evoking a pained whine from his pet, then reached up with the end of the rope and tied it to a heavy metal ring hanging from the ceiling by a chain.

Leah looked at the chain and waited for it to ascend up into the ceiling, pulling the rope taught and forcing her to stand on her toes to relieve the pressure. After a moment the chain did rise, but only slightly. She started to lift her feet, but Maxwell pressed down on her shoulder, so she kept herself lowered on the floor.

“This predicament is going to be a little more complicated than that,” he chided.

“Mmm,” Leah mumbled, watching Maxwell as he picked a few more toys from the table. She recognized a nasty pair of clover clamps, and started to form a prediction of where they were going to be attached.

Maxwell crouched down in front of Leah and tapped the insides of her thighs, signaling her to spread her legs slightly. When she did so, he attached each clip to her sensitive pussy lips. She screamed as each bit down on her sensitive flesh, but knew her torment was about to get much worse. Her master grabbed a thin rope and fed it through the end of the first clamp, and then down to a hook sprouting from the floor. Like threading a needle, he drew the rope through the second clamp and then brought it back down to the hook in the ground. He tightened the strings until they pulled viciously on her clamped lips. Leah shrieked through her gag, drooling front the front of her lip.

“Okay, Leah. Here we go.” Maxwell pulled the chain lifting her crotch rope the extra inches she had expected before, digging the rope even deeper.

Now the predicament became clear to her: if she lifted up onto her tiptoes, she could relieve the pressure of the rope pulling up between her legs, but it would cause her clamped lips to be stretched. If she lowered herself, she’d trade one pain for another. She could attempt to find a happy medium, but standing on her toes would get tiresome, especially if she tried to only lift herself up partially.

Leah quickly found herself drifting into a state of masochistic bliss. The pain was extraordinary, but she drank it in happily. The look on her master’s face — pure delight — was worth the suffering.

However, Leah moaned when she saw Maxwell return to the table.

There’s more? she thought.

He came back with another set of clamps, which he attached to her nipples. Leah wanted to shake, but she steeled herself against the fresh pain. While she trusted that her master would not give her more than she could take, he was fond of testing her limits and pushing her boundaries. As tough as she’d become since she discovered her love of submission, she knew she could still become stronger.

In addition to the new set of clamps, Maxwell also picked out a small wooden cane. Though it was a foot long and no thicker than a drinking straw, Leah groaned when she saw it. Capably wielded, the stick could produce intense pain, especially if used on her most sensitive parts. 

“Where would you like to be caned first? Here,” he said, tapping her breasts, “Or here?” He touched the tip of the cane to her stretched lips. “Do you have a preference?”

Leah shook her head, content to let Maxwell decide. The sensations flooding her mind were overwhelming, and she wanted to have only one responsibility: withstand the torture. The more she embraced the pain, the better she handled it.

“Very well.” Maxwell started with her chest, tapping softly around her nipples. After a stretch of soft, rapid hits, he delivered a single, solid smack. Leah wailed as each heavy strike sent waves of agony through her body. They also forced her to move, adding to the discomfort coming from her crotch until she resumed whatever position she found least excruciating at that moment.

He switched back and forth between her breasts, working each one until Leah teared up. When she did, Maxwell gave her a moment to collect herself. He squeezed her ass cheeks and tugged at the crotch rope. Leah wobbled slightly on her feet. “Find your balance,” Maxwell commanded. Leah obeyed, lowering herself to the ground, shoring up her footing, and then lifted back up on her toes.

“All right. This is going to hurt, Leah, but then you’ll get a reward.”

She sighed thankfully, then took a deep breath. She looked to Maxwell and nodded. Do it. I can take it, she thought, though the notion existed in her mind as a feeling more than articulated words.

Maxwell’s taps with the cane were very, very light, but her pussy lips were just as sensitive from being pulled by the clamps. At the same time, her juices flowed liberally from her chasm, as she thrived on the pain. Her master switched from one side to the other, making sure to give each equal treatment. As he struck them, Leah forced herself to sink down to the ground, seeking whatever relief she could find for her abused lips. The crotch rope dug in harder, and Leah moaned as the torment became truly inescapable.

After what seemed like an eternity, Maxwell finally stopped the caning, tossing it aside. “You ready?” he asked. “On three.”

Leah nodded, tears running down her cheeks.

Maxwell counted off, and on “Three!” he opened the clamps on her pussy and took them off. He immediately started rubbing her vigorously, and Leah hollered as relief and fresh pain rolled in at the same time. As soon as he stopped, Leah lifted herself back up on her feet, giving some succor to her pussy. However, she didn’t have much time to stay lifted before Maxwell returned. Leah squeezed her eyes closed, so she didn’t see the vibrator until she felt it pressed against her.

Turning on the device, Maxwell held it firmly against her overly sensitive lips, and the strength went out of Leah’s feet, causing her to sink back down to the ground. She didn’t care, though: the euphoria spreading throughout her body was washing away the pain, consuming it and using it to feed her ecstasy.

“-Ay I -umm?” Leah mumbled through her gag.

“Yes, you can come.” Maxwell pressed a button on the magic wand massager, and it started vibrating even faster. Leah screamed blissfully as her first orgasm erupted inside of her. She thrashed in her bonds happily, and Maxwell stayed with her movements, keeping the wand in place. It didn’t take long for a second orgasm to develop.

As her pleasure continued to swell, Maxwell disconnected her crotch rope, allowing his pet to fall back on her feet and enjoy the vibrator. When she opened her eyes she discovered Harry and Rebecca had come over to watch. Rebecca looked understandably jealous, rubbing her chastity belt out of habit, though it brought her no relief.

Leah lost track of the orgasms as they kept coming. She felt as though she could keep climaxing without stopping, but eventually her bliss leveled off, and soon Maxwell turned off the wand and began untying her.

“-Ank -ooh, -err,” she mumbled.

“You’re welcome,” he replied, kissing her forehead. “Now, I think it’s time you and Rebecca got some rest. What do you say, Harry?”

“Tomorrow’s going to be a long day. They should get as much sleep as possible.”

Leah nodded, exhausted and ready to collapse. Rebecca huffed dejectedly; at her level of frustration, sleep would prove elusive. Still, she would try her best.

Maxwell picked up his pet in his arms and carried her, following Harry and Rebecca to the bedroom area of the workshop.

Quietly and quickly, Rebecca got undressed. She then got into the first four-poster bed; softer-than-soft and queen-sized, she fell into the airy mattress and smiled as Harry locked her wrists and ankles into the built-in cuffs.

“Comfy, babe?” asked Harry.

“Yes, dear.” She loved the sensation of having her limbs spread apart and her body accessible for the taking. She would have been much happier if Harry planned on taking off her belt and having his way with her — she bit her lip thinking of his massive cock and legendary stamina — but that would have to wait.

While Harry bound Rebecca, Maxwell did the same for Leah. Her bed was the same, as Harry enjoyed symmetry when he had two pets in his keeping. Of course, Maxwell had opted to not remove her gag, keeping his slave in a state of mild discomfort and arousal. She did moan when he slipped off her nipple clamps and proceeded to pinch her punished nips, but she was too worn out from their session to do much more than that.

“Okay, you two. Have a good night,” said Harry.

“Rest well,” Maxwell added. Then the two men turned and left, leaving the women to sleep. Leah drifted off immediately. Despite her worries, Rebecca followed not long after.

—

At some point in the night, somebody removed Leah’s gag and unbound both women. Rebecca woke to find she no longer wore her chastity belt either. I must have slept pretty heavily… she thought. The temptation to reach down between her legs and release weeks of pressure flashed through her mind, but she resisted. She hadn’t waited this long just to finger herself. Only Harry would suffice, and the game he planned for today would be his most elaborate yet.

“Do you remember my secret fantasy?” he asked. “The one you helped fulfill back when we were dating?”

“Of course,” Rebecca had said. She’d had a wonderful time, as had Harry: it was one of the many events that led to the two of them falling in love.

“Well, it’s going to be a bit like that. Only with many, many more participants.”

Harry hadn’t been kidding. Ten trainees from BonDouleurs Manor had been chosen to compete, and then Harry and Maxwell had convinced Stamp to let Rebecca and Leah join in, making it twelve. Then there would be one master for each pet…

“And that’s not all,” Harry said, “But the rest will be a surprise.” Rebecca later helped Harry with the test run, but even then there was still more he hadn’t told her. Of course, she was glad to not know everything: one of the many reasons she loved Harry was that he never ran out of ways to surprise her.

After getting up and enjoying a hearty continental breakfast, Leah and Rebecca made their way out to the manor entrance, where the other participants were gathering.

“Hello, pets.”

Together they turned to the voice, one they’d heard many times in the past.

“Hey Huck,” they said. As one of the manor’s most senior trainers, they’d submitted to him numerous times. Though sometimes crass and overly sadistic, he was still a friend, and his extraordinarily built physique made up for a lot.

“Who will you be dominating today?” asked Leah.

“Cassie. Met her?”

The women shook their heads.

“She’s still pretty new. I gotta go. Good seeing you.”

They watched as he left and found his trainee, a woman nearly as tall as him, with a thin frame and light, blonde hair. Gradually the rest of the teams arrived: the manor’s current trainees, who were all uniquely attractive; and their masters for the day, a selection of men so fit and handsome one would be forgiven for thinking they were brought in to shoot a designer clothing catalog.

Only a few of them were regular trainers at the manor like Huck and Stamp; the rest had been invited from around the country to join in. Leah took each one in lustfully, hoping that Maxwell would let her submit to them. Maybe the winner? she mused. Maxwell always appreciated learning from the best doms; even the best could always get better.

When the entire group had assembled, Dillinger Stamp called out for everyone’s attention.

“Good afternoon, and welcome to Bliss City. If you’re here, it’s because you like pain as much as you like pleasure, because you get off on submission and because you’d risk a little public humiliation for the chance at having the time of your life.”

Maxwell massaged Leah’s shoulders. She smiled and thought about where else he would be touching her soon enough.

Stamp continued, “As far as I know, a game like this has never been attempted. So you’re not just going to enjoy a day of non-stop stimulation, discipline, punishment and orgasms — you’ll be making history.”

Rebecca elbowed Harry in the stomach. She smirked and rolled her eyes. Making history… Uh huh.

“Quiet, you,” Harry whispered, but he grinned in amusement as well. In another life, Stamp might have made a good circus ringleader. He certainly knew his way around a whip… thought Rebecca.

“Before we start, I want to thank the trainees who signed on for this without even knowing what it is exactly we’ll be doing. You’re tough and brave, and today I know you won’t disappoint,” said Stamp. The women nodded together in thanks.

“So here’s how it’s going to work.” Stamp pointed to a line of black limousines parked along the driveway leading to the manor. “You and your masters are each going to be dropped off in the city. Every pair of master and pet will be brought somewhere different. Once the game begins, you will find your way to a set destination, and then another, and then another until the game ends.”

Leah looked to Rebecca, who already knew much of what Stamp was explaining; regardless, Rebecca showed as much excitement as anyone else. She had refused to tell Leah a word about what Stamp and Harry had planned, and now Leah had some idea of why.

“So it’s a race?” she asked.

“That’s right,” said Stamp. “But it’s much more than that. You’ll see. Everyone to their cars. You’ll find out the rest as we go along. Good luck, and may the best pet win!”

The crowd cheered, then split apart.

“Harry, care to make this interesting?” Maxwell asked as the four of them made for their cars.

Harry gave him a look that said, Are you nuts? He said, “You know I helped design this game, right?”

Maxwell shook his head and grabbed Leah around the waist, pulling her into him. “That doesn’t mean you’ll win.”

Leah moaned as her master’s hands reached into her extra tight skinny jeans. All of the women wore some kind of form-fitting pants for this game. It was the only apparel requirement placed on the participants. Leah figured she’d find out why soon enough.

Sighing, Harry looked to the heavens. “What do you want if you win?”

“Rebecca cleans my entire penthouse, top to bottom,” said Maxwell.

“That’s it?”

“While nude, plugged and gagged.”

Rebecca smiled; if Maxwell wanted her to do all that, all he had to do was ask. She took Harry’s hand and gave it a squeeze, telling him all he needed to know.

“Fine,” said Harry. “And if Rebecca wins, Leah has to endure two weeks of total chastity.”

Leah pouted, though inside her juices flowed. Two weeks without pleasure would make her impossibly horny, but she’d done it before.

“All right, you’re on,” said Maxwell.

“See you at the finish line,” said Harry.

The women winked at each other.

“Bye, Becca.”

“Later, Leah.”

—

Once in the limo, Leah and Maxwell found on the seats a pair of small, white jewelry boxes and a large, black duffel bag. They opened the boxes to find two cell phones. They turned on automatically, and Leah’s played a video.

“Welcome, Leah,” said a recording of Dillinger Stamp. “Maxwell has some instructions on how to prepare you for today’s challenge. Put down the phone and do as he says, but also listen to me for the rules of the game.”

Stamp paused for a moment, so Maxwell cut in to say, “Take off your jeans and panties.”

As Leah did so, the video continued. “Once we drop you off, it’s up to you to find your way through the city streets to each goal. You’ll know if you’re on the right track by receiving either a punishment or a reward.”

Maxwell opened the duffel bag and took out a chastity belt. Attached to the crotch piece was a pair of thick, black plugs. Leah moaned as she spread her legs apart and allowed her master to slide the already lubricated toys into her eager holes. He worked them in slowly, letting her adjust to their presence, and when they’d slid in all the way he locked the belt in place.

“You will keep this phone with you, and it will record the areas you’ve traveled and whether it resulted in a punishment or a reward. You can then use that to help find your goal. However, there is one rule you must remember: in this game, there will be no turning around directly. You can change direction at intersections, but you cannot go backward.”

Maxwell gave her bottom a light smack and said, “Put your clothes back on.”

“Oh god,” said Leah, feeling the fullness inside her as she dressed. Every move she made caused the plugs to shift around, and she knew they were likely to stay locked inside her for a very long time, if not all day.

As the limo pulled onto the road and began its trip to the city, Leah looked and saw a bulging tent in Maxwell’s pants. “This is going to be incredible,” he said.

“You mean because of how long I’ll be locked into this thing?”

Her master grinned. “Yes, but also all the other girls. To think of you all wandering around in search of a finish line you can’t even see…”

“And who knows how many other surprises,” Leah added.

She picked up the phone again and pressed a play button waiting for her on the screen. “You should now be on your way. As you make progress, you will be given new destinations until finally you reach the end. There will be time-outs called during the day for lunch and in the case of an emergency. If anything else comes up, we’ll contact you with these phones.”

Leah took Maxwell’s outstretched hand and squeezed it as the skyline of the city became visible.

“In the car with you should be a duffel bag. It has a variety of items selected by your master, as well as some I have chosen for everyone, including some basics, like snacks and drinks. The masters will carry the bags with them. If you need to stop and rest for anything else, you may do so, but remember: this is a race! Now, good luck, and have a great time!”

The video cut out and the screen went dark, so Leah pocketed the phone. Maxwell pulled her up against him and drew her into a kiss. Knowing they had plenty of time before they arrived in the city, they let the kiss linger.

Whenever she was about to try something new and extreme with Maxwell, Leah often thought about the life she almost had. Before they met, Leah was engaged to a man she thought she loved. Yet, after he left her, she realized how horrible he had been. She cursed how blind she had been, but she had made peace with it: if not for the way he treated her, Leah never would have moved in with Rebecca. It was there, by accident but in truth inevitable, that she learned of the hunger she harbored for submission and restraint. Then she discovered BonDouleurs Manor, and finally Maxwell.

I can’t really complain, she told herself during such kisses, as she comprehended what she would have missed had her fiance never let her go.

As if reading her mind, Maxwell said, “That’ll never be us.”

“I know,” said Leah, nodding. She knew Maxwell would never leave her.

“Good. Now let’s think about how we’re going to play this game.”

Leah enjoyed every moment of the drive, and her panties were thoroughly soaked by the time they arrived. She hoped that she’d have a chance to change along the way.

When the car stopped, they got out and Leah felt a slight buzz from the plug inside her pussy. She gasped happily. “I think I know what the reward will be, sir.”

He chuckled. “I’m not surprised. So, which way?”

Leah took out the phone and flipped it to the map. She saw a blinking dot where she and Maxwell stood, surrounded by the map of the city. They had been dropped in midtown, and from there they could go anywhere.

“I think to start we just have to pick a direction. Let’s go south.”

Maxwell nodded. “Very well.”

They started walking, and Leah sighed as the motion went straight to her filled orifices. She looked around at the other pedestrians and grinned. They have no idea, she thought. At least for now. Leah was surprised at first to feel nothing rewarding or punishing about heading south, but at the halfway mark to the next block, it began. Subtle vibrations emanated from her pussy, causing her to freeze in her tracks in surprise.

“Hey, watch it,” said a heavyset man in a business suit as he brushed past her.

“Sorry!” she called out, then stepped aside.

“What is it?” asked Maxwell.

Leah groaned and squeezed her legs together. “We’re going in the right direction.” She took the phone out and zoomed in on their location. Sure enough, the block had turned green.

“How intense is it?”

“Not very, but it hasn’t stopped. We should keep going.”

Maxwell put his arm around Leah’s back and clutched her against him. “I’ve got you.”

“Thank you, sir.”

They moved on, Leah whimpering and groaning as the sensation tickled her. At last they reached the end of the block. “Let’s… keep going… south,” she said.

“All right,” Maxwell replied. He watched the traffic and helped Leah to cross when the signals changed. “You know, it’s been a long time since I’ve walked anywhere in this city,” said Maxwell. As a billionaire, he was used to being driven or flown from place to place. If he walked anywhere, it was usually down a beach or up the side of a mountain.

“It’s not usually this fun,” Leah replied, whining softly as the motion in her core surged. Another green line appeared on the map.

By the time they reached the next corner, all Leah could think about was the vibrator and the orgasm building inside. Instead of making a conscious decision to keep going south, she simply crossed the street. However, this time the vibration ceased.

“Oh no,” Leah mumbled. She looked at the map: a yellow line had now appeared. “What does that mean?”

“Maybe it’s a warning. Want to test that theory?”

“Sure.”

At the next corner, they kept going south. About a third of the way down the block Leah discovered the result: a sharp pain in her backside, as the buttplug emitted a slight shock.

She yelped sharply and grabbed her cheeks. A few individuals turned to look, and Leah blushed. “I almost tripped,” she said meekly. “I’m okay.”

Maxwell laughed. “Nice recovery. Was that pleasure or pain?”

Leah rolled her eyes. Both, of course. “My ass got shocked, sir.” She took out the phone and looked at the map, which now showed a red line on their current block. “Is this what you were expecting?” she asked.

“It is,” said Maxwell. “Come, let’s go. We’ll turn at the next corner and see what happens.”

“Yes, sir.”

They continued, with Leah receiving a fresh shock every few yards until they reached the end of the block.

“Okay, which way?” asked Leah.

“East.” As soon as they crossed the street, the shocks ceased, the vibration resumed and a new yellow line appeared. “All right,” said Maxwell. “Let’s go.”

—

Rebecca snaked her way through a throng of pedestrians, panting as the sensation between her legs grew more and more intense. Rebecca knew how to play the game from her test run, but knowing the rules didn’t really give her an advantage. Finding her way to the first destination was as much a matter of trial and error for her as it was for everyone else.

However, after two weeks of chastity she was desperate for release, and the powerful vibrations for which she hungered would only come from reaching the first destination. This meant working her way through the street quickly, forcing Harry to keep up with an amused grin on his handsome face.

“Come on!” she called, closing in on the next block.

“Yeah, babe,” he replied, putting a kick into his step.

Wanting relief wasn’t Rebecca’s only motivation: there was Harry’s bet with Maxwell. Maybe if he hadn’t taken the bait, Rebecca wouldn’t have minded pacing herself a bit more. Now, however, she wanted to win.

After another block the vibration in her core had risen to point where Rebecca didn’t think she could hold out much longer; the last thing she wanted was to lose the energy she built up by taking a wrong turn. She remembered from her test run that the path to the first destination had been relatively straightforward, with just a few turns. She didn’t know that this would be true again during the real game, but she planned on it being the case, and so far was rewarded. So, at the next block, she turned to go west.

Rebecca shrieked as she felt a stinging jolt in her ass. The vibration ceased all at once, leaving Rebecca on the brink of tears. No!

Harry stopped, seeing the look on her face and guessing the cause. “Sorry, babe. Do you need a minute?”

She shook her head. “No, let’s go.”

“I promise you’re going to come soon,” said Harry. “And a lot.”

“I know,” she replied, smiling and breathing deeply. She took out the map and noticed that a red line had appeared. I must be close, she reasoned.

Having made a wrong turn, Rebecca knew she would have to circle around to get back on track. She adopted an energetic pace, doing her best to ignore the frequent jolts punishing her ass. Moaning softly as each spark hit, she didn’t stop until she’d returned to the block where she’d taken the wrong turn.

Once back on the correct path, the map created a blue line, lighting up Rebecca’s eyes: they’d reached the block with the first destination. To her even greater delight, the vibrator in her pussy sprang back to life. The sudden explosion of stimulation nearly caused her knees to buckle, but Harry was quick to hold her steady.

“Almost there?” he asked.

Rebecca nodded, barely able to think straight. The euphoria erupting between her legs was taking her to the edge.

“Come on, find it. I don’t want you to come until we get there.”

Moaning desperately, Rebecca forced her feet to move, taking wobbly steps as she fought to keep her orgasm at bay. She searched the street carefully. If she walked by the destination, she’d have no choice but to complete another circle around the block, costing her precious time and pain.

Fortunately, as she walked she started to feel a second source of vibration: the ass plug had also begun to hum, although very, very softly. With each step she took, the intensity grew. Rebecca examined each door for some kind of signal, but kept going. When the second plug reached the same level of activity as the first, Rebecca looked at the building in front of them.

“Is… this… it?” she asked Harry. Before the game began, Harry assured her that none of the destinations she’d visited in the test run would be used during the real game, preventing her from having a truly unfair advantage over the other participants.

“You know I can’t say. It wouldn’t be fair.”

Rebecca groaned. “I’m going to come!”

“Then we better go inside, don’t you think?”

Rebecca practically flew through the entrance of a red-brick apartment building. For a second a cold chill ran through her, fearful she’d chosen the wrong location. Hunting for a clue, she scanned the registry. Then she saw it: in unit 1B, a resident listed as B. Manor.

BonDouleurs Manor! she thought. It can’t be a coincidence. She pressed the buzzer, and a moment later the interior door opened. Harry pulled Rebecca through as bliss enveloped her.

“Oh, can I come?” she asked.

“Not yet. Get to the room.”

Staggering through the hall, the humming of the vibrators now clearly audible inside the quiet corridor, Rebecca knocked on the door to 1B with a fist. The door opened, but no one was there. Rebecca didn’t mind, though: she drove her way inside. Within the small apartment awaited a bed so large it took up nearly the entire space. Rebecca let herself collapse on top of it and then at last let go.

She screamed at the top of her lungs, writhing on the bed as the orgasm cascaded through her body. She held her hands against her crotch, twisting around on the bed. As usual, the long chastity and abstinence resulted in an orgasm worth the wait. It was as if all of the ecstasies she would have enjoyed throughout the week came out at the same time, blasting her mind into a state of utter carnal satisfaction.

Harry climbed onto the bed and held her in his arms until the vibrations inside Rebecca ceased and she was left totally spent. He brushed her hair gently for a while, giving her time to catch her breath and come down from the afterglow of the intense orgasm.

Rebecca’s ass and pussy throbbed, a sensation that was slow to dissipate, but she soon collected herself, enjoying the pulses of residual pain and pleasure. “Is that… going to happen… each time?” she asked. Nothing she experienced during the test run had been that intense.

Harry shrugged. “Well, I can’t promise it will all be like that, but there’s plenty more stops to make. And they’re going to involve more than just a nice bed to rest on.”

Rebecca nodded, though this was one aspect of the game she didn’t quite understand. “So there are more apartments like this for the other competitors?”

“No,” said Harry. “Everybody is going to the same destinations, but in a different order. This was your first, but it will be somebody else’s second, and another’s third, and so on.”

“I get it,” said Rebecca. So that was how the game could support several players. “We should get moving.”

Harry leaned in and kissed the side of her neck. “Relax, babe. We got here fast. We have time.”

—

“I think… this is… it,” Leah said, her voice hollow from panting. The vibration from the plugs had grown steadily as she made her way down the block. Checking out the various shops, searching for the exact destination, Leah scanned one side of the street while Maxwell checked the other. But now she stopped, staring at a storefront that couldn’t not be the goal. Maxwell grinned as he peeked through the glass. The placard above the door read “Ariadne’s.”

“It… figures,” Leah mumbled, making her way to the door. What she found inside would have set her fluids flowing, had they not been already: shelf after shelf filled with exotic, expensive sex toys. The store was a study in contradiction: though the products cost a fortune, they rested on green, wire racks more suited to a gardening supply warehouse. Heavy metal music played in the background, but its vocals were high-pitched and operatic. Classical pieces of erotic artwork decorated the walls above shelves full of porn DVDs.

“Oh I was hoping it would be you two!” said the shopkeeper, a woman Leah and Maxwell knew as Ariadne X. Any novelty store could stock fur-lined handcuffs and cheap, plastic gags; Ariadne ran the most well-stocked shop for high-quality, kinky toys in the entire city. Usually Maxwell had her bring her best new products to his building; he had never actually visited her store’s real location.

“Hello, Ariadne,” he said. Leah nodded, trying to speak, but the plugs were still vibrating at full power, pumping her with fresh waves of pleasure. “You look gorgeous, as usual,” added Maxwell.

Dressed in a skin-tight, scarlet, latex catsuit, her svelte body was on full display. Her face was uncommonly pale, drawing attention to her fiery lipstick, which matched the suit. Of her numerous piercings, those in her ears, tongue, nose and lips were plainly visible, and many of the others could be spotted as bumps in the otherwise smooth contours of her outfit. Still others couldn’t be seen without a very thorough examination of the woman.

“Thank you. You too,” she complimented.

Leah ignored their exchange, focusing on the orgasm that had broken free inside her. The plugs shook wildly within her, but then abruptly stopped, leaving her intoxicated by the release, but still hungry for more.

“So, what happens now?” asked Maxwell, taking Leah’s shoulders to stabilize her.

Ariadne licked her lips and sashayed over to Leah. In the past, Leah had not been fond of the her. Fortunately, they’d patched up their relationship, and the tension between them was in the past. Leah had even grown to like Ariadne’s style: though she could never see herself pierced and tattooed, she thought Ariadne was sexy as hell, especially in the form-fitting suits she always wore.

“Now little Leah here makes me come,” said Ariadne, who lifted from the shelf a large gag with a dildo on the end.

“Right here?” asked Leah, looking back through the door. Somebody could come in at any moment. Not that she expected a lot of people to be shopping for sex toys in the middle of the afternoon on a weekday, but this was the city, and it could definitely happen.

Of course, Leah didn’t mind having a public audience — she thought of Maxwell’s massive dungeon: at nearly sixty stories up, its floor-to-ceiling windows offered quite a view for any peeping tom lucky enough to be looking in the right place at the right time. However, a billionaire like Maxwell Frost might not be as eager to be seen in a sexually compromising situation out in public.

“Aww, she’s worried about me,” said Maxwell. He kissed the back of his pet’s neck and gave her breast a loving squeeze. “Can we lock the door?” he asked Ariadne.

“Oh all right,” she said, scowling. “But not because we go way back. You asked nicely.”

Maxwell winked, then latched the door and flipped around the “OPEN” sign.

“On your knees, slave,” said Ariadne, pressing down on Leah’s shoulders.

Still savoring the soreness inside, Leah complied, lowering herself to the floor and clasping her hands behind her back. Ariadne slipped the bulbous, black gag into Leah’s open mouth, then buckled the straps to lock it into place. Leah turned her head, getting a feel for how tightly it had been secured, as well as the weight of the dildo sticking out in front of her face.

“Does this gag look familiar to you?” Ariadne asked as she unzipped her catsuit.

“Mmm…” Leah mumbled, shaking her head. I’ve seen plenty like it, she thought. But this one specifically… She couldn’t recall.

“It was made by your friend Harry. Did you know that?”

“Nuh uh.”

Ariadne chuckled. “It’s more than it looks. The dildo vibrates, but only if you suck on the gag. Give it a try.”

Leah applied pressure to the gag with her tongue and then heard the buzz as the dildo shook.

“That’s fantastic,” said Maxwell. “Remind me to get one of these for you and Nora.”

Leah nodded and moaned. Ariadne slipped out of the catsuit, revealing her naked body beneath. She stepped up to Leah, spreading her legs, and lifted Leah’s chin.

“The faster you get me off, the faster you get on your way to the next goal, okay?”

“Mmm.” Leah’s eyes narrowed confidently, feeling a touch of her old rivalry with Ariadne. We’ll see which of us enjoys this more. As much as Leah loved being rewarded with impossibly powerful orgasms, nothing brought her the same fulfillment as serving her master — which included pleasuring somebody else at his behest.

Leah eased the dildo into Ariadne’s dampened crevice, though it slid in without resistance. Ariadne grabbed a fistful of Leah’s hair, holding her head so she couldn’t back away.

“Maxwell, make yourself useful and… tie Leah’s hands, please. In my excitement… I forgot.” Ariadne began to pant as Leah drove her head back and forth, all the while sucking hard on the gag.

“With pleasure,” he replied, picking a set of cuffs off a rack and slipping them around Leah’s wrists. His pet sighed happily as the cuffs clicked shut, relishing the restraint.

Spurred on by her own arousal, Leah worked harder and faster, quickly throwing Ariadne into spasms of euphoria. She threw her head back and closed her eyes, drunk on bliss and domination.

“Just like that,” she said. “Keep going.”

Leah moaned, a smile curling up the ends of her lips. Concentrating on driving the rubber cock and sucking the gag at the same time wasn’t easy, but Leah had trained for many months at BonDouleurs Manor. By the time she and Maxwell chose each other as pet and master, she had more experience than any trainee the manor had ever seen. The task of pleasuring Ariadne required focus and stamina, but she possessed plenty of both. Soon enough, Ariadne trembled as her juices gushed.

Leah drove the dildo deep into Ariadne’s core, and could feel the heat radiating from Ariadne whenever she got close. She responded best when Leah first penetrated deeply, then sucked the gag to make it vibrate, so Leah stuck with that method until Ariadne couldn’t hold on any longer. She screamed as she came, holding onto the store’s racks for balance. 

As per her training, Leah kept on going until Ariadne instructed her to stop. Leah sighed in relief, exhausted by the effort. Between her legs she ached for her own release, as serving her master and being bound had excited her anew. She whined as Ariadne removed the gag and Maxwell unlocked the cuffs.

“Thank you, Leah. That was excellent.”

“It was my pleasure to serve,” Leah replied dutifully.

Ariadne chuckled and pinched Leah’s cheek. “So well trained! Maxwell, I can’t tell you how jealous I am.”

He grabbed Leah and clutched her in his arms. “If there’s a more perfect pet in all the world, I haven’t met her,” he said, kissing the top of Leah’s head. She blushed and leaned into her master, hungry for satisfaction but content to serve for now.

“I hate to cut this short, Ariadne, but we’ve got a race to win,” said Maxwell.

“Hang on,” she cut in, stepping in between them and the door. “You don’t know about trades, do you?”

“Trades?”

“If Leah here wants to suffer a little more, you will be rewarded with some help in finding your next destination,” Ariadne explained.

Maxwell grinned. “I think Leah can handle a little extra pain. What do you think, pet?”

“Oh yes.” Leah shivered excitedly. “You know me, master.”

Maxwell nodded. “What are our options?”

Ariadne brought over a small display case with a handful of toys. “See these nipple clamps? They’re low profile, so you can hide them under her shirt, but they’ll still hurt. For them you get to see the first three blocks of the next part of the maze.”

“Leah, lift up your shirt and bra,” Maxwell instructed, taking the clamps.

“Do I have to keep them on all day?” Leah asked.

“No,” said Ariadne. “Only until your next destination. Then you can take them off; but as long as you keep them on, you’ll always get the first three blocks for each goal.”

Ariadne continued. “This collar will give regular shocks, regardless of whether you’re in the right direction.”

“Pass,” said Maxwell as he attached the nipple clamps to Leah’s breasts. His pet winced in pain as they bit down, but kept her focus straight forward. “She’s already wearing a collar and I’d like to keep it there.”

Leah smiled, thinking of the leather collar around her neck, a gift Maxwell had given her after a very difficult struggle in her sexual awakening. “Thank you, sir,” she said.

“This paddle,” Ariadne said, “has a variety of sensors and transmitters. It’s connected to her belt, so it will know if you give your pet a proper smack on the behind. Spank her hard enough and enough times, and it will point out the general direction of your next destination. But it does mean you have to use it-”

“-In public,” Maxwell finished. “If I take it, do I have to use it?”

“Once, here, for calibration purposes. After that, no.”

Maxwell laughed. “Calibration purposes,” he muttered. “Okay, give me the thing. Leah, bend over.”

Leah obeyed, then cried out as a sharp smack landed on her bottom. Even through her jeans it stung, particularly as it impacted the chastity belt she wore.

“Harder,” said Ariadne.

He swung again, and Leah howled at the blow, drawing all her willpower to keep from staggering forward.

“Perfect. All right. That’s all for here. Other destinations will have more. You’re welcome to stay and rest if you need to, but-”

“Thank you, Ariadne,” said Maxwell. “I’ll be in touch with you soon. If we win this race, I’m going to have need of some nice new toys.”

Leah thought about their bet with Harry and Rebecca. Either way, one of us is going to be on the receiving end of something very nasty, she thought. Hope you’re ready, Becca.

—

“What are you thinking about, babe?” Harry asked.

Rebecca had been finding her way through the maze of streets practically on autopilot, enjoying the building vibrations whenever she found the right path, an enduring the shocks when she made a mistake. She tried to keep her expression even and to blend into the crowd, but sometimes she panted and drew amused looks from strangers. You can get away with almost anything, provided you don’t block the sidewalk, Rebecca mused.

“Tormenting Leah during her two weeks of chastity,” Rebecca replied with a smirk. Other than a quick stop so they could drink bottled waters, they’d kept moving.

“You might have to eat those words later,” said Harry. “This could go either way.”

Rebecca shook her head. “I think we got this.”

Faster than the eye could see, Harry landed a slap on her bottom, causing her to grunt and lift up on her heels. “Hope you’re right,” he said. “I’m not sure I’ve ever lost a bet to Maxwell. I don’t want to now.”

“Yeah, that would be embarrassing,” Rebecca agreed.

“Not as embarrassing as having to clean his penthouse, naked and plugged.”

“Oh yeah. His penthouse is really big…”

Harry rolled his eyes, but laughed at the part that bothered her. “I love you, babe.”

Rebecca winked. “I know- OH!”

Absentmindedly they’d crossed the street; Rebecca checked her phone and found a blue line had appeared. “We’re almost there.”

Although her orgasm at their first destination had been beyond satisfying, after such a long break Rebecca found plenty of hunger for more, and now the vibration was starting to overwhelm her once again. “Let’s go,” she said.

Seeking the goal and enraptured in stimulation, Rebecca stepped forward tentatively. When the vibration grew as intense as it had when they arrived at the apartment, Rebecca turned and saw they had reached a nightclub named Dillinger’s.

“I guess… this… is it,” she said.

Harry nodded, then held the door open for her.

It was too early in the day for there to be any business at the bar, so the place was mostly empty. A bartender sliced up lemons and loaded them into a metal tray while a man sitting in a booth typed on a laptop. The computer screen’s glow illuminated the man’s face in the dark club; quality wooden chairs were turned up on the tables and light jazz played softly through the speaker system.

“Hey, Stamp, the next couple’s here,” said the bartender. The man in the booth got up and grinned when he saw Harry and Rebecca.

“That was pretty fast,” said Dillinger Stamp.

“This place… yours?” asked Rebecca.

Stamp shook his head. “Nope. But I convinced the owner to let us rent it during the day from time to time.”

The vibration in Rebecca’s core reached a crescendo, causing her to scream blissfully. She braced herself against one of the tables and squeezed the plugs inside until all of her energy was once again spent.

When it was finished, and the plugs turned off, she inhaled deeply and wiped sweat from her brow. She felt like a mess, hot and sticky, and wanted desperately to get cleaned up.

“There wouldn’t happen to be a shower in this place?” she asked.

“Actually there is. This club has all kinds of performances at night, so there’s a dressing room with a stall. You want to use it?”

Rebecca nodded. “Do you mind?” she asked Harry. “I’ll make it really fast.”

“Sure, honey. Go for it. Come on, I’ll help you get undressed.”

Harry got directions from Stamp and then led Rebecca through the club’s staff areas. As soon as they found the dressing room, Rebecca started to strip.

“This is going to feel so good,” she muttered.

Harry pretended to look hurt. “The orgasms weren’t good?”

Rebecca rolled her eyes. “Yes, honey, they were very nice.” She turned on the water and tested it with her hand. While she waited, Harry opened up his duffel bag and pulled out a fresh pair of panties and set it with the rest of her clothes.

“Thanks,” she said.

“Of course, babe. Now spread your legs.” Harry swiped around on his phone, and after a second Rebecca’s belt clicked, opening slightly. Harry applied downward force to the belt, easing the plugs out of Rebecca’s sensitive holes. She moaned loudly as they slipped out.

“Oh yeah. Those were in for a while, huh?”

“Uh huh.” I’ve gone longer, she thought. Though probably not with that much walking around.

Rebecca massaged her ass while Harry cleaned off the plugs and prepared the belt for later. Once the water in the shower reached a comfortably hot temperature, she slipped inside. As she grew accustomed to the temperature, she gradually lowered it, adjusting until the stream was chillingly cold. She was so worked up and exhausted, she needed the refreshing, icy torrent to feel energized anew.

“I know you’re having fun in there,” Harry called over the water, “But try to wrap it up.”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

A few minutes later she was out and dripping; she whined when she discovered Harry had taken all the clothes and her towel. “Hey, what the hell?”

“Come on out,” said Harry.

Shivering, Rebecca obeyed, When she returned to the lounge area, Harry and Stamp were waiting. The bartender was gone. “Why’d you take my things?” she asked.

“Expedience,” said Harry, who brought over the belt; the plugs glistened with oily lubricant. He tapped her thighs so she would spread her legs, then positioned the dildos up to her entrances. “You ready?” he asked.

Rebecca nodded; though the shower had cooled her off on the outside, inside her core she never stopped burning. Her juices still ran hot, and her chambers hungrily accepted the matching dildos as they dug back in. Rebecca moaned happily.

“Over here,” said Stamp, pointing at a table. “Face down,” he added.

Rebecca obeyed, lowering her chest onto the table. She grinned as Harry grabbed her arms and arranged them behind her back, then sighed as he roped them together in a box tie.

“Open,” he said when he was finished.

Rebecca chuckled, thinking dirty thoughts. “Legs or mouth?”

“Both.”

Harry held up a pair of panties, the pair Rebecca had worn earlier, and stuffed them into her mouth.

“Mmm!” Rebecca protested, repulsed by the still sodden garment.

“Hey, if you hadn’t taken them off, I wouldn’t have to do this right now,” Harry argued. “Had you forgotten that rule?”

“Mmm,” she muttered regretfully. She vaguely recalled him mentioning that rule during the test run.

“Don’t worry. It’s just until the next goal,” said Harry, poking at the panties until they were fully in her mouth and concealed by her shut lips.

Rebecca grunted, then nodded.

Harry and Stamp worked together to tie her body to the table with long lengths of rope, immobilizing her quickly and effectively. When they were done, they each produced a flogger. Not wasting any time, they began pummeling her ass with the long, leather lashes, stinging both cheeks at the same time.

Between the shower and being nude, Rebecca’s skin had grown fairly cold, but the flogging scorched her bottom until it radiated heat from every square inch. Swinging at a steady rate, the force behind each strike grew stronger as they went along. During the session they coordinated their timing, spending half the time flogging her cheeks simultaneously, and half the time in succession, creating a blistering, unpredictable punishment. Rebecca howled and shook, writhing in pain. The plugs filling her added to the torment, as they jostled every time she reacted by trying to move.

However, when the sound of slapping was all she could hear outside of her own screams, the plugs suddenly started vibrating, releasing the well of endorphins she’d built up during the flogging. Though her ass burned harshly, ecstasy flooded her senses and drowned out the agony.

Harry and Stamp laughed as Rebecca’s screams pivoted from fury to bliss.

“Like clockwork,” said Stamp.

“Nah. Clocks are fragile,” Harry replied. “My wife takes a licking and keeps on ticking.”

Rebecca groaned at the joke, or maybe it was the orgasm breaking through; she couldn’t tell. She didn’t care though: all that mattered was the joy blasting her from seemingly every cell in her body. She bucked against the rope, loving the futility and helplessness of being bound. The cords crisscrossing her back, the loops around her wrists — paradoxically, they felt freeing. She could experience whatever came naturally to her without fear. In bondage, she was safe, and she was loved.

“All right, that’s enough,” said Stamp, throwing a towel onto Rebecca’s limp form. “You two should get going soon. If you hurry, you can get in one more stop before lunch.”

Rebecca moaned, then shook her head, knocking off the towel. She wanted to spit out the panties in her mouth, but figured the penalty for doing so wouldn’t be worth it.

This is insane, she thought. I should have taken the two weeks of chastity side of the bet. After a whole day of this, I’ll be set for a month anyway.

“Rebecca,” said Stamp. “I have a trade available, if you don’t mind a little extra discomfort.”

“Uh huh. Oh -ay.”

Stamp grinned. “You don’t want to know what it is first?”

“Nuh uh.” Wanting every possible advantage in winning the race, she didn’t care what devious punishment Stamp had chosen. How bad could it be?

“All right. Come here.”

Untied but still nude, save for her belt, she sauntered over, aroused and eager to move.

“Spread your legs,” Stamp instructed. He took out a jar with some kind of white cream. “This is something I whipped up myself,” he said, taking out a wooden tongue depressor and dipping it into the jar. “Have you ever used a heat rub? A capsaicin cream? Menthol?”

“Uh huh…”

“Well, this is like that, only much worse. It’s going to sting like crazy, especially if you’re sweating.”

Rebecca moaned, but nodded. It’ll be worth it, she figured. Additionally, using ointments was something she usually did to relieve pain — not cause it. She appreciated the irony.

“Will it feel good once the stinging wears off?” asked Harry.

“It won’t be stinging anymore, so in that sense, yes.” Stamp dabbed the cream using the long, flat stick, managing to get it between her skin and the belt. The cool substance gave Rebecca a tickle as it was pressed into her sensitive skin. Within seconds she could feel the burn start to rise. “All right, you’re good to go. The first five green blocks will be marked on your map.”

Rebecca dressed as fast as she could, wincing as the plugs inside her jostled and as the cream continued to get hotter as the chemical reaction developed.

“Good luck,” said Stamp.

She waved to him, then held out her hand for Harry to take. This game was getting harder, she realized; she would need him if she was going to win.

“I’ve got you,” he whispered in her ear. “Let’s go.”

—

“I admit,” said Maxwell. “I haven’t seen you so motivated in a long time. This game really is bringing out the best in you.”

“Yes, master,” said Leah, smiling to herself. At their last stop, a coin-op public photo booth that had been marked “Out of Service,” she’d been tasked with pleasuring her master using her mouth, all while snapshots were being taken. Maxwell laughed as he collected the lengthy string of pictures, then folded them into his pocket.

“A nice memento from the event, for sure.”

The small booth had smelled of sex; Leah knew other competitors had already came and went. She was glad that stop had come early in their journey.

At the moment, however, Leah was staring at the map. The application on their phone was starting to look fairly colorful, as dozens of blocks had been explored and marked, establishing proper paths and boundaries. Leah could ignore the soreness of her clipped nipples easily, focusing instead of the blissful vibrations emanating in her core.

However, that pleasure was starting to elude her on their current stretch of the maze. After making a wrong turn, she received a severe shock: the path changed from green directly to red, and surely enough the plug in her ass gave off a nasty jolt.

“Oww!” Leah hissed. “What the fuck?”

“That’s weird,” said Maxwell. “Come on, let’s move.”

They circled around, passing through yellow blocks until getting back on the green path. When they reached the corner where green changed to red, they opted to turn east instead of pressing forward to the north.

“Oh, oww!” Leah screamed. Pedestrians turned to look. Wincing, Leah hopped on one foot. “Stubbed my toe, it’s okay,” she said. She took Maxwell’s hand and looked again at the phone. “It must be the other way,” she said.

“I guess.”

They circled around once again, and when they reached that corner they turned west.

Maxwell looked to his pet and saw a single tear streaming down her cheek. “What’s wrong?”

Leah trembled. “This isn’t it. My ass…”

“Okay, come on, we’ll figure it out.”

Leah sniffed and gasped until they returned to a yellow block and finally back to the green path. Looking at the map, the green line of the maze simply seemed to end.

“I don’t get it,” said Maxwell. “Where are we supposed to go?”

Leah swiped around the map, looking at the names of the businesses for any sort of clue. Seeing nothing, she shoved the phone in her pocket in frustration.

“Maybe we could call Harry or Stamp, see if there’s a problem with the app?” suggested Maxwell.

“No,” said Leah, as a smile broke out on her face. “I think it’s time you used that paddle.”

Her master smiled, retrieving it from the bag. “Almost forgot about this thing!”

“Do it quickly, sir. People are going to see us,” Leah requested.

Maxwell looked back and forth, then gave her backside a smack. Leah grunted softly. She checked the map, but found nothing. “Again, please, sir.”

Though he wanted to step back, wind up and deliver a proper slap with the paddle, he instead stayed close and worked his wrist. He delivered a series of rapid blows; after five of them Leah moaned, and her phone beeped. Wincing from the fresh pain, she opened up the map and spotted a dot placed right in front of them. She took slow steps until she and the mark aligned and found herself at the foot of a stairwell leading to a subway platform. The sign for the station listed two active lines: B and M.

“Of course. BonDouleurs Manor,” she said. “That’s got to be it.”

Maxwell hugged his pet and kissed her forehead. “You’re a genius. Let’s go.”

Eagerly they rushed down the stairs, and Leah’s plugs gave a slight vibration, confirming they’d figured out the right way forward. Leah’s phone rang, startling her, but she picked it up.

“Please find the door marked ‘BM Maintenance,’” said a recorded, male voice. “Find the package that belongs to you and open it.”

“There,” said Leah, spotting the door. Inside they found a series of large, white boxes with the participating pets’ names. There were only 11, Leah realized, though she spotted hers and Rebecca’s.

Leah found her package was lighter than expected. She opened it up to reveal something made of tan fabric with long, white cloth straps; she needed only a second to figure out what it was. “A straightjacket!”

Underneath the jacket, she found a note. It read: “Put this on, then continue to the next room.”

“Help me into this thing, please,” she said to Maxwell.

He took the jacket and held it open. Excited by whatever was coming next, she shivered as she fed her arms into the sealed sleeves. The jacket fit very snugly, and she assumed it had been custom-tailored to her height and shape. Once her arms were strapped and buckled, she felt completely bound. She could walk, and talk, but anything else would be out of the question.

“Okay, that’s it,” said Maxwell. He took hold of Leah’s hips, helping her keep steady, though she had plenty of experience walking in a straightjacket.

They made their way through a series of rooms, following arrow signs that had been posted. Finally they were led to a musty stairwell, where Leah was happy to accept Maxwell’s firm grip heading downward.

“This is kinda creepy, don’t you think?” she asked as they descended numerous stories underground.

“Little bit,” Maxwell agreed. Ancient lighting fixtures flickered and Leah nearly jolted when she heard something scuffle along the floor.

“Did you know about this?” she asked.

“Of course not.”

When they reached the bottom, they passed through another door, then emerged into a chasm of complete darkness.

“Hang on.” Maxwell opened his duffel bag and took out an LED flashlight. He shined it around and watched as shadows played around the open space. “I think this is an abandoned subway station.”

“That’s great,” said Leah. “What the fuck are we doing here?”

“What’s the belt telling you?”

Leah moaned, registering the steady vibration inside her. “We’re on… the right track.”

Laughing, Maxwell scanned the area and stopped when he found the next arrow. It hung over one of the subway tunnels, and it pointed inward. “The right track,” he repeated. “Get it?”

“No fucking way.” Her voice echoed through the darkness and sent chills down her spine. The entrance yawned like a bottomless pit. Leah never thought of herself as timid — at least, not since her engagement ended and she awakened sexually — but this scared her more than any stringent bondage or cruel torture device.

“Let’s just get close to the entrance and see what the belt does.”

“What if a train comes through while we’re in there?”

“The station is abandoned,” said Maxwell. “And I trust Harry not to lead us to our deaths.”

“You’re sure this is where we’re supposed to go?”

“That’s what the belt will tell us.”

Leah sighed. “All right.”

They found their way through the empty platform; Maxwell used the flashlight to show the ground ahead of them so they didn’t trip and fall. As they approached the entrance to the tunnel, both plugs inside Leah activated and hummed strongly.

“Oh… yeah, this is it,” she said.

“If you don’t want to do this, we don’t have to.”

Leah stared into the void, listening for an oncoming train. She heard nothing but her and Maxwell’s breathing. “Could you… snap your fingers… master?”

“Sure.” He did so, making a loud crack. She heard it echo again and again.

“All right,” she said at last, taking a deep breath. “Let’s go.”

With one hand on her hip and another pointing the flashlight, Maxwell led them on. As they walked, the plugs shifting and shaking inside Leah, the jitters faded away. They walked between the ancient rails, which were long since rusted out. Occasionally they passed areas where water dripped and tiny stalactites had started to form.

Leah’s thoughts turned to Maxwell, who smiled so proudly every time she looked at him. Her heart pounded joyfully at how happy he seemed; serving him meant everything to her. A march through a freezing, underground tunnel, surrounded by darkness and bound tightly in a straightjacket — she rarely felt so vulnerable and so protected at the same time. She gave Harry credit: he may not have invented this challenge for her specifically, but it meant more to her than she would have ever imagined.

“It’s amazing when you think about it,” said Maxwell as they marched. “There are lots of places like this in the city that most people never think about.”

“Any idea… how long…” Leah muttered, enraptured by the increasing stimulation inside her.

“The tunnel? No idea. It could go on for miles. If you need to come, go ahead.”

Leah moaned, shaking her head. She did need to come, of course, but knew if she did she’d have to stop. Though she did feel safe with her master, she preferred to keep going until they were out of the tunnel. Grunting, she pressed forward, forcing her master to pick up his pace too.

“You’re not… scared… at all?” Leah asked after a while.

Maxwell shrugged. “Not really. I trust Harry, and I’ve been caving before. This actually feels a lot safer than that. Plus, when I’m with you I always feel like I could die happy.”

“Aww,” Leah purred, blood rushing to her cheeks. She felt the same way about him. “Thank you… master.”

He pulled her in for a kiss and didn’t let go. Leah panted, apprehensive about standing still in the tunnel but loving the source of the delay. She knew Harry’s game would challenge her, but she never imagined that she’d be where she was then; appreciating unique circumstances and challenges was something she’d learned in her time being a billionaire’s pet, and in truth this was no different. At the same time, if Harry’s inventions had taught her anything, it was that a little fear made the pleasure that much sweeter.

“Sir,” she said, breaking off the kiss. “We should keep going.”

Suddenly, Maxwell covered her lips with his palm. “Shh,” he whispered into her ear.

Leah’s heart started to race; she heard it too. Something was coming from up ahead. It sounded like… A voice? Maybe two? She couldn’t tell where it was coming from, but she definitely heard it.

Maxwell pointed the flashlight directly at the ground, limiting the amount of light given off. “Slowly, let’s go,” he whispered. 

They walked once step at a time, careful to lay their feet down carefully and not make a sound. After a minute, which seemed to stretch on for hours, Leah made out a light ahead of them.

“Hello?” A female voice bounced off the walls of the tunnel as if from miles away.

“Is someone there?” a male voice added. “We’re from the manor.”

“Oh thank god,” muttered Maxwell. “Who’s there?” he shouted.

“It’s Huck!”

Leah exhaled a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding. Relieved, she started marching forward once again. “You… asshole!” she shouted. “You scared… me shitless!”

“Is that Leah? Sorry, sweetheart.”

Maxwell and Leah hurried along until they could see another flashlight’s glow up ahead. Huck waved to them, then shone the light on a woman sitting on the floor.

“Sorry for the scare. Cassie here got a little overwhelmed,” Huck explained.

Still wearing her straightjacket, she had her eyes closed and was taking deep, measured breaths. “I’m okay,” she said. “Just a little… claustrophobic.”

“You were very brave to attempt this then,” said Maxwell.

“Thank you, sir. Huck, can you help me up?”

Huck lifted Cassie to her feet. Leah recognized the tall, blonde trainee from earlier. Cassie was very pretty; with proper training, she would be eagerly sought by potential masters.

“You can walk… with us… if you want,” offered Leah.

“Thank you, miss.”

Huck laughed. “You can just call her Leah. She’s a pet like you.”

Cassie shook her head, tossing her hair. “No, she’s… a legend.”

Maxwell smiled. “You’re damn right she is.”

Cassie shook in her jacket, clearly agitated by the plugs still working inside her. “I’ve heard… a lot… about you… Mr. Frost,” she said. “It’s… an honor… to meet you.”

“And it’s a pleasure to meet you. I think you’ll make a wonderful pet someday.”

“Thank you… sir. There is something… that would make me… feel better.”

“What’s that?”

Cassie smiled. “I’d like to… suck your cock.”

Huck laughed, a loud hoot that echoed in the dark tunnel.

“You have to ask if Leah minds,” said Maxwell.

Cassie turned to the billionaire’s pet. “Please, miss? Then we can go.”

Leah sighed. “All right.” She didn’t mind the idea of another woman pleasuring her master; it happened all the time, just as she was often pleasured by other men. However, the last thing Leah wanted in the tunnel was a long delay. I have a race to win, but if I were in her shoes…

“Make it quick, please.”

“Of course,” said Cassie.

“And you have to do me next,” Huck added.

“Yes, sir.”

“All right then.” Huck helped her down to her knees, and Maxwell unzipped his pants, revealing his thick, hardened cock.

Cassie immediately set to work while Huck and Leah watched. She could tell that Cassie had experience, but still hadn’t trained thoroughly. She gagged as Maxwell’s cock attempted to penetrate deep into her throat. She took in his shaft as far as she could, but Leah could tell her master was used to going in further.

“Leah, get over here,” he said.

Happy to serve, Leah obeyed and carefully lowered herself onto her knees. She was surprised by how cold the ground felt through her jeans, but she didn’t mind.

“Cassie, suck as hard as you can for as long as you can, then let go,” he instructed.

The trainee did as told, her soft lips tight around Maxwell’s cock. When she couldn’t suck any longer, she opened wide and turned her head aside, desperate for air. Maxwell wasted no time, jamming his slick package into Leah’s mouth.

Relieved to feel her master inside her, Leah worked Maxwell’s cock exactly as she knew he liked it. She tasted his salty skin as she rubbed her tongue along his impressive length.

Then Maxwell withdrew and drove himself back into Cassie’s mouth; he continued to alternate between the two, leaving each pet gasping until finally he reached his peak. He pulled out of Leah’s mouth to spray his seed, swinging back and forth to make sure both women received some of his load.

“Thank you, sir,” said Cassie to Maxwell.

“Do you feel better?” he asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“Good, I’m glad.” He helped Leah to her feet while Cassie turned to Huck for his turn. Maxwell said to Leah, “Do you want to come before we continue?”

Leah squirmed, blissed out by the potent vibrations, but she shook her head. She considered it: as Cassie was working on Huck, she figured she’d have time. Yet, she could wait to come; leaving the tunnel was still her top priority.

Fortunately for her, Huck finished surprisingly quickly. He shrugged as he zipped up his pants. “What can I say? I like it when their scared.”

Leah rolled her eyes. Sadist.

“All right then. Let’s go,” said Maxwell.

As a group they resumed their journey, the women moaning as the plugs vibrated harder and harder, the men laughing and keeping the path ahead illuminated.

“Did you know about this little adventure?” Maxwell asked Huck.

“Nope. Might have been Harry’s idea, maybe Stamp’s. I dunno.”

“I’m sorry… we’re going to… lose the race,” said Cassie.

“We’re only on our second goal,” Huck explained.

“Don’t be too hard on yourself,” Maxwell told Cassie. “You don’t know how bad or good everyone else is doing.”

“True,” Huck agreed. 

Finally, at long last, they passed a bend in the tunnel and noticed a light up ahead. Leah had expected to arrive at another station, but instead the tunnel simply ended. Maybe it had continued on in the past, but now the path before them was bricked up solid. The light came from a bulb above a door marked “Surface.” Maxwell opened it up, and to their great delight they found it led to a lift.

Though it appeared old, it seemed sturdy as they got on. When Maxwell pressed the up button, the car started to rise without any difficulty.

No longer fearful, Leah screamed, a massive orgasm ripping through her as all of the built-up energy burst. She fell into Maxwell’s arms, still bound in the stifling jacket, and jerked and twisted as euphoria gripped her being.

Cassie quickly followed suit, weeping openly as relief flooded her body. As the elevator ascended, the dildos vibrated more fervently, rewarding the pets with intense pleasure. Besting a unique challenge further enhanced their bliss and, for Leah, trusting her master had once again proven fully rewarding. She opened her eyes and looked at him as a fresh orgasm caused her to spasm. Beaming with pride, Maxwell held her close until she could no longer feel one orgasm lead into the next.

Lost in subspace, Leah cried, feeling weightless. Perceiving only her pleasure, pain and her master’s tight embrace, she sobbed joyously for what felt like hours.

Eventually the lift stopped, and she felt herself being lifted and carried away. Maxwell’s muscular, sculpted arms held her with ease, and finally she was lowered to some kind of couch. She felt the straps of the straightjacket loosening, and then it was gone.

“We’re keeping this,” Maxwell said, unzipping his duffel bag.

“Okay…” Leah mumbled, starting to come out of her reverie. Her eyes shot open suddenly as Maxwell he removed her nipple clamps, Leah screamed in pain from the returning sensation. Maxwell quickly planted his lips on one nipple and his hand on the other, sucking and massaging them until Leah composed herself. 

“Better?”

“Yes, master,” she said as her phone rang. Maxwell fished it out of her pocket gingerly and answered.

“Good afternoon, everyone!” said Stamp. “I hope you’ve all been having a great time. This message is to officially inform you that we are pausing the game for lunch. Wherever you are, your location has been marked. Be back there in no less than 90 minutes to resume the game. Until then, feel free to eat wherever you like. It’s on us!”

Leah laughed softly.

“You hungry?” asked Maxwell.

“I could eat,” she replied.

“Care to join us?” he asked Huck and Cassie.

“Why not?”

—

Rebecca had asked Harry to find the biggest salad money can buy in the city and, as usual, her husband didn’t disappoint. The cafe didn’t look like much on the outside, but its dining room was packed. Thankfully they didn’t have to wait long for either a table or for their food to arrive.

Famished from half a day of intense orgasms and walking more blocks than she could count, Rebecca dug into a bowl of fresh greens, tomatoes, grilled chicken and more. Harry ordered a veggie omelet and toast.

“So do you know if we’re winning?” she asked when she was starting to feel full.

“No, but Stamp does. He’s got his eyes on everything,” said Harry.

“And he’s not telling.”

“No.”

Rebecca singled out the last tomato and ate it. “Who do you think he’s rooting for?”

“He’s not taking sides, babe, I promise.” Harry spread two packets worth of apricot jelly on his toast.

“Really? He doesn’t want to see his star inventor take home the prize of his own game? Or maybe have the billionaire benefactor take the trophy? Or maybe some pet he’s got his eyes on for… personal training?”

“Nope, not today. Stamp wants us to have fun and tell everyone just how great this was. It’s all about prestige for the manor.”

Rebecca nodded. “He wants to impress the board, and maybe secure a contract extension.”

“Exactly.”

That seemed fair enough to Rebecca, though she felt Stamp had nothing to worry about. He was well-liked at the manor; he did a good job. Then again, he had a cushy position; just because he was doing well, it didn’t mean someone wasn’t gunning for his seat.

“And if for some reason this ends in disaster…” Rebecca started.

“He gets the blame,” Harry finished. “It’s a gamble, technically. But we’ve done our diligence on this, and I don’t think he’s got anything to worry about.”

Rebecca nodded. “It’s a smart move. Back in college I read that true businessmen have to be willing to take chances that could get them fired, or they’ll never get ahead.”

“Like marrying my best product tester?” said Harry, winking.

“I think I was worth the risk.”

“Absolutely.”

They finished their meals and paid, but didn’t leave right away. Rebecca’s feet hurt a little, so they sat and rested them. Of course, with the plugs still buried inside her, sitting took its own toll.

At their last stop, an art gallery featuring a show of medieval torture devices, she had been offered a trade: the location of their next destination in exchange for an upgrade to the plugs attached to Rebecca’s belt. Thicker and longer, they would enhance her discomfort when not vibrating, but the idea of having their next goal marked on the map and easy to find had been too tempting. Rebecca didn’t even consult with Harry: she agreed to it immediately. However, taking a seat during lunch hadn’t been easy; she shifted around often, unconsciously trying to find a more comfortable position. If her feet hadn’t hurt too, she’d have insisted on a standing lunch at a food truck instead.

Whatever, she thought, massaging her backside. It’ll feel much better when I’m crossing the finish line first.

After eating, they left with just enough time to get back to their previous position, which was handily marked on the map for them, just as the game resumed. When it was time, Rebecca’s phone rang.

“Hope everyone had a nice lunch. If you’re getting this message, it means you’ve returned to your last position in the game and are cleared to continue. Have fun!”

“All right, babe,” said Harry. “Lead the way.”

Rebecca opened up the map on the phone and zoomed out until the destination was in sight. She still had to find the right path through the maze, of course, but having the general direction would no doubt help.

“This way,” said Rebecca, pointing west. She groaned as the vibration started for the first time since lunch; the bigger plugs were already having the desired effect.

They worked the maze for several blocks, finding the green path and navigating backward whenever they hit a yellow or red zone.

“Looks like we’re getting close to the park,” said Harry.

Rebecca looked at the map. “Yeah. The goal is on the other side of it, in fact. That should be nice.”

The last block before they got there, however, flipped from a green path to a red zone without the yellow intermediary.

“Oh, freaking gah!” Rebecca growled as the shock punished her ass. “Come on!” she said, cursing under her breath.

Walking south, adjacent to the park, Rebecca swore through another red area, and then another as she turned back east to find the green path. Relieved by the end of the shocks, she opted to go south again, hoping to find the maze would direct them through the park from another entrance.

Rebecca tried to shift westward into the park three more times. In each case, she found nothing but red, like the park had been walled off.

“Harry, what the fuck?” Her voice dripped frustration and confusion.

“Honey, you know I can’t say anything,” he reminded her. Wearing a sympathetic expression, he rubbed her shoulders and kissed her forehead. “I know you really want to win this thing, but if you’re not having fun…”

Rebecca sighed. “It’s not that. I’ve been having a great time. More orgasms than I can count. But you’re not fooling me, husband: I know you’ve put together some dirty trick here, and I’m going to figure it out.”

Harry grinned. “Dirty, maybe. Trick? I don’t know. That’s all I’m gonna say.”

Rebecca nodded, then looked at the map again. Running south along the park she noticed two solid lines had formed: one red, one green. She’d walked so far south, their destination on the other side of the park was even further north than when she first tried to enter the park.

“All right, let’s go,” said Rebecca. She chose to go further south along the green line; each block continued to turn green as they went, and the vibrator in Rebecca’s pussy roared to life. After five more blocks, Rebecca ducked behind a bus stop, covered her mouth with her hand and let loose the most explosive orgasm she’d had since the first of the day.

“You all right?” asked Harry, cradling her in his arms.

“Yeah,” she said, smiling sheepishly. The anger from earlier had been neutralized by how incredible she felt. Additionally, she was confident that she had her answer. “I know you can’t confirm or deny my theory, but here it is: I’m guessing the park is a wall of red cutting the city in half, and the green alongside makes a complete circle. By putting the next destination on the other side, I’m forced to choose between walking all the way around the park and have a great time doing it, or cut through the park and get the shit shocked out of me.”

“An intriguing theory, Holmes,” Harry teased.

“Look, I want to win this damn game, so I’m going to jog through that park as fast as I possibly can. It’s going to hurt — I know — but it’s either that or walk, like, forty extra blocks.”

“If your theory is correct, that’s forty blocks and who knows how many orgasms.”

“Right, which will take even longer. And I’m sure there will be orgasms when we reach the destination anyway,” Rebecca argued.

“Honey, if winning is more important to you than getting off, that’s your call. But your ass is going to hurt a lot. You know the shocks aren’t on a timer, right? They go by distance.”

The blood drained from Rebecca’s face. “Oh.”

“Yeah.”

“Shit.”

“Yeah.”

Rebecca took a deep breath. “Well, at least now I don’t have to run.”

Harry looked to the heavens in disbelief. “You still want to go through the park?”

“Does that mean I’m right about what will happen?”

“I can’t tell you. But you think you’re right, and that’s what you’re saying you’re going to do.”

Rebecca stopped. She put the numbers together in her head. Forty blocks… an orgasm at least every five blocks… walking a block every few minutes… Or go through the park… occasional stops to recover from the shocks…

“The park is faster,” she said at last. “A lot faster.”

Harry nodded. “All right, at least you’ve thought about it. We can always turn back if it gets too painful.”

“Not a chance,” she said.

At the first opportunity, Rebecca turned west. She winced at the first shock, but was ready for it, and pressed on. They entered the park to a refrain of, “Oww… fuck… oww… fuck…” as Rebecca tried to withstand the shocks.

“Regretting this decision yet, babe?”

“No… fuck… oww. No, I’m not.”

Whenever they came close to pedestrians and tourists Rebecca covered her mouth. Every few hundred feet she stopped and rubbed her backside as surreptitiously as she could.

“I’d feel terrible if this ruins the park for you,” said Harry. “We’ve always enjoyed coming here.”

“Honestly, Harry, did you really think I was going to go all the way around? You know me.” Rebecca gasped and moaned as a particularly potent shock seemed to travel through her entire body. She blinked away a single tear.

“Sorry,” he said. “I didn’t think this would become so competitive. We’re not even real participants in the game. This is just supposed to be fun for us.”

“It’s okay.” Rebecca stopped and held her arms open for Harry. He returned the hug and together they embraced as the city strolled by. “You know that I’d do anything for you.”

Harry nodded. “And I’d do anything for you.”

“So if I asked to be let out of the game…”

He snapped his fingers. “Like that, we’d be out.”

Rebecca kissed Harry’s cheek. “That’s what I thought. But I can take the shocks, and the bondage and whatever else you’ve got planned.”

“As long as you want to do this, I’ll support you,” said Harry.

“I know you will. I love you, honey.”

Harry squeezed her in his arms and kissed the top of her head. “I love you too.”

They held onto each other another minute, then Rebecca urged them onward. Harry tried to distract her from the pain by telling her about some new ideas he had for inventions, but she couldn’t concentrate. Her ass throbbed from the repeated shocks, and she found herself needing more time to recuperate than she estimated. The path through the park still saved them a great amount of time, but not as much as she’d hoped.

“What do you think Leah is going to do?” she asked. “Think she’ll cut through the park too?”

Harry nodded slowly. “Unless Maxwell tells her not to. But she loves pain, so she probably won’t think twice. Is that why you’ve been pushing yourself so hard?”

“Oww… no. Well… maybe.”

“Are you… jealous?”

Am I? Rebecca wondered. “I thought I was doing this for you, but now I don’t know.” She had never envied Leah’s decision to become a full-time slave; she was happy for Leah, but wouldn’t want that kind of life for herself. As much as she liked being bound and used, it was a part of her life, rather than the whole of it.

Maybe I am jealous. Leah can be content just by serving her master. I’m the one who needs more.

“I don’t think — oww — I’m really jealous of her. But I feel like something’s missing.”

Harry held her shoulder and kissed her tenderly. “If you’re thinking about having-”

“No!” Rebecca laughed and punched his arm. “No, not that. Not yet.”

“Oh. But if you want to talk about having-”

She interrupted him again. “Another time.”

They continued on, and the longer they went, the more Rebecca steeled herself for the shocks. Soon she began to consume the pain, rather than letting it strike her, and her winces and yelps turned to sighs and groans.

“You’re amazing,” Harry said as she laughed off another shock. “Do you think you might feel competitive with Leah because she learned this from you, but now is taking it even further?”

“What do you mean?” she asked, checking the map. They were almost out of the park. She pressed her legs together, eager to feel the vibrations resume. After so much pain, she knew how incredible it would feel.

“Well, Leah discovered her sexual needs long after you did, but now she’s reached your level, if not gone further. Maybe you see this contest as a way of asserting that you’re still the original submissive.”

“I don’t think so. It’s not that she’s beyond me, I don’t care about that.” She paused, replaying her husband’s thoughts, mixed with her own. “But maybe…”

She stopped as if struck by lightning.

“What is it, babe?” Harry held her hips and stared into her eyes.

“I used to feel like I was teaching her. It was as if she were my partner. Like, if we were cops, I was the seasoned detective and she was the one who’d just been promoted; together we would have our little fun, but my experience would help me guide her.”

“I see.” Harry drew her into a tight embrace and rubbed her back. “Are you saying you want something like that?”

She nodded. “Yeah, I think so. It was great.”

“And now Leah doesn’t need that anymore. She’s no longer the student.”

“Yeah,” Rebecca sighed, a tear dripping down her cheek.

Harry laughed. “Babe, there’s an easy answer to this problem: find a new student.” He took her hand and started pulling her along toward the park’s exit.

“But, who? Oww oww oww!”

“We’ll figure it out later. But wouldn’t it be great to come to the manor, where we first fell in love, and help some fresh trainee learn the ropes?”

Rebecca grinned. Literally, learn the ropes. “I guess so.”

“And I could probably think of some fun inventions that need two testers,” added Harry.

“Now you’re talking,” replied Rebecca. “Oww. Okay. I’ll think about it.”

She smiled and held Harry’s hand tightly all the way out of the park. When they crossed the block surrounding the park, the shocks stopped and the vibration began right on cue. Moaning audibly and unable to stop, Rebecca buried her face in Harry’s rock-solid chest until the explosive orgasm passed. The throb of the shocks added a spice to the pleasure that left her sore and unsteady on her feet, but the warmth in her core gave her all the relief she needed.

Some people eyeballed Harry and Rebecca as they passed by, but Harry flashed them a thumbs up as Rebecca’s moans turned to joyful sobs.

When they were ready, Rebecca opened up the map and they found their way to the marked destination.

“Honey, I could swear this thing is telling us to go down into the subway.”

Harry rubbed his hands together. “Then lead the way.”

—

Leah’s backside smarted from the flogging she received at the hands of her master and Dillinger Stamp, but they were moving again and the vibration had resumed. She didn’t even mind having to keep her musty, used panties in her mouth. The taste just reminded her of how much fun she was having, and the shower was worth it.

Maxwell had laughed hard when Stamp revealed that Rebecca had done the same thing.

Well of course she did, thought Leah. Who could resist a shower after everything we’ve done today? She fantasized about the voice-activated, multi-headed luxury shower system in Maxwell’s dungeon; after today’s game she knew she could spend hours in its soothing streams, cleansing herself.

Lunch with Maxwell, Huck and Cassie — a delectable bowl of steaming pho — hit the spot after marching through the ice cold tunnel. She and Maxwell wished the others good luck as they resumed the game, and then started off to the next destination feeling renewed and determined.

Leah had whined fearfully as Dillinger applied his heat rub cream to her sensitive flesh, but she wanted to keep up with Rebecca. The ointment took several minutes to build, but after half an hour Leah was biting back tears with every step she took. However, she couldn’t deny that the experience was potently arousing: just like any other form of bondage, part of the fun lie in the fact that there was nothing she could do about it. She would simply have to endure the pain until it stopped. And when it eventually did stop, she sighed in relief and savored the vibration of the plugs deep inside her.

The pleasure persisted as Leah navigated the maze, occasionally losing the path, but always finding it again. At last they reached a street that turned blue on the map, and Leah spotted a display of scary-looking antique chains, yokes and shackles.

“Pretty sure this is it, master.”

“Even if it’s not, we’re checking this out,” said Maxwell.

As they stepped inside they spotted another trainee from the manor with her master. The woman, a petite redhead, wore a pained expression as she massaged her backside. She gasped and gritted her teeth, pounding her foot on the floor.

“Do you need it taken out?” her master asked.

“No. It’s fine,” she said. “Oh, hey,” she added when she spotted Leah and Maxwell.

“Hello, Ashley and sir,” Leah replied dutifully. “Enjoying the game?”

Ashley nodded. “This one was pretty painful though.”

The master, who Leah hadn’t met, smacked his pet’s bottom, evoking a high-pitched shriek. “What did you forget?” he asked.

“Sorry, sir. This one was pretty painful, miss.” Ashley blushed, but Leah could tell the act of submission was stimulating her pleasure responses.

“Well we won’t keep you,” said Maxwell. “See you later.”

“Thank you, sir. Good luck, sir,” Ashley replied as they headed out. She ambled with a hitch in her step Leah recognized.

This is going to hurt, isn’t it?

“Good afternoon, Mr. Frost and Ms. Gold,” came a deep, booming voice.

Leah turned to see who spoke and found herself looking upward. At nearly seven feet tall, he could have been mistaken for a giant: burly and bald, he towered over Leah and Maxwell. Though her master was plenty muscular, he looked like a Lilliputian next to this man.

“I’m Tor,” he said. “Where would you like to start?”

Leah looked around to see classical torture devices, restored and ready for use, waited for her. “What is this place?” she asked.

“It’s my gallery. I’m a collector of torture devices.”

Confused, Maxwell asked, “How have I never heard of this place? This sort of thing is right up our alley.”

“Mr. Frost, I hope you will forgive that I purposely never reached out to you. I have heard of you, of course. I felt if we met, you would seek to purchase my collection for your personal use.”

Maxwell nodded. “Yeah, I would’ve. Does this mean you’re not selling?”

“Correct. I keep this gallery open so that members of the public can visit and enjoy my treasures. If you owned them, very few would get to partake in their unique pleasures, and only on occasion.”

“I understand and respect that,” said Maxwell. He opened his wallet and took out a business card. “If you ever have two of something, please give me a call.”

“Of course. Now, if your pet would undress, we can get started.”

Leah slipped off her shirt and breathed heavily. She’d met so many handsome, muscular men since she became a full-time pet at the manor, but she’d never met one who exuded so much pure power. She hoped beyond hope that Maxwell would consent to her being used by him.

“Let’s start with the rack.”

Tor retrieved a remote from his pocket and pressed a button, causing Leah’s belt to open. Moaning, he slipped it off of her, careful to let the plugs slide out slowly. He set the device aside while Leah massaged herself.

“If you don’t mind,” said Tor, gesturing toward the device, a long, wooden table resting at a slight incline against the wall. At both ends was a metal bar with two cuffs attached. On its side was a wheel, not unlike one found on an old boat, that was connected to a set of ropes that were in turn tied to the metal bars.

“It’s a lovely piece,” Maxwell observed.

“I could say the same,” Tor replied as Leah got in position, offering her arms and legs to be locked in the cuffs.

Maxwell chuckled. “Lucky for you, I’m willing to share.”

Tor seemed surprised, “Are you asking me to torture your pet? Most of the other masters have done the honors themselves.”

“Oh, I can tell little Leah here would like to see what you can do.”

Leah shivered with excitement as her limbs were locked up. “Thank you, master.”

“Very well,” said Tor. “I trust you’ll stop me if it’s too much.”

“Yes, sir,” said Leah.

Tor turned the wheel slowly, and as he did Leah’s arms and legs were pulled at the same time. She whined as her limbs were stretched outward, pulling her body tight as a drum.

“How is that?” he asked.

“It hurts!” Leah whined, gasping.

Maxwell laughed. “That’s the idea.”

Tor opened a small cabinet along the brick wall of his gallery and took out a set of nipple clamps. Leah groaned as the massive man fixed the clamps on her erect nipples. He added two sets of heavy weights to each clamp, tugging harshly at her breasts. Then, to compound her misery, he took out a flogger and began to thrash her breasts and pussy.

Shrieking and twisting against her restraints, Leah endured a withering session of sadistic punishment. Tor’s bulging biceps gave him more than enough strength to wallop her with each swing, but the experienced dom’s strikes were perfectly precise. He landed swat after swat on her chest, missing the clamps on purpose. His routine was creative too, taking her by surprise as he shifted from her breasts to her pussy, resulting in pure agony as Leah couldn’t predict what would happen next. She closed her eyes without meaning to, a testament to how furiously she was punished.

“Very impressive,” Tor said when he finished. “You have an incredible tolerance for pain, Ms. Gold.”

“Thank you, sir,” she replied, sniffing.

“And thank you, Mr. Frost. I enjoyed that.”

“So did I,” Maxwell replied. “Now, what’s next?”

“The stockade.” Tor released Leah from the rack, but her freedom was very temporary, as she was promptly locked into a sturdy steel device. It forced her arms behind her back stringently tight, and even had a collar for her neck. With the addition of cuffs for her ankles, the device was utterly inescapable. To make matters worse, Tor never removed the nipple clamps, so her breasts still ached. With every little movement — every breath — she felt the weights swing and pull.

“Mr. Frost, your turn. I insist,” said Tor.

Maxwell unzipped his pants, which were tented from his enormous erection. “Sure, I could use a little relief.”

“It’s my pleasure… sir,” said Leah, opening her mouth.

He stood close enough to Leah so that she had to lean forward as far as she could just to lick his tip. She lashed her tongue over his cock and moaned happily as Maxwell stepped forward and let her take his full length. She loved feeling his hot shaft in her throat, and sucked hard as he pulled in and out.

Maxwell groaned contentedly and placed his hand on her head. His touch stoked her feeling of total submission, causing her juices to drip. Between the day’s new experiences and the closeness she’d shared with her master, she hadn’t felt so insatiable in ages. Even after a day of extraordinary orgasms, she longed for more.

When he reached his peak, Maxwell gasped and shot his load into Leah’s throat. She swallowed hungrily, then held out her tongue so he could deposit the last drop. “That’s it,” he said. “Get it all.”

“Yes, master,” she said after licking the tip clean. “Thank you.”

Without a word, Tor began unlocking Leah from the stockade, smiling to himself.

“You seem excited,” said Maxwell.

“We have one device left for your pet,” explained Tor. “And it’s my favorite.”

Beckoning them onward, Tor led Leah and Maxwell to a device they both recognized: a wooden horse. Leah whined softly as she thought about her tender pussy, which would make sitting on the triangular device rather painful.

What made this version of the horse unique was a metal post with cuffs for the arms and neck. The cuffs for her ankles were not near the base of the device, as expected, but knee-high. Leah moaned as Tor helped her up onto the horse; he fed her arms through the cuffs and locked them up. He secured her neck, then lifted her feet to bend them at the knee. This allowed him to cuff her ankles.

“How does that feel, Leah?” asked Tor.

“It’s very painful,” she said blankly, wearing a strong face that would have concealed her suffering if not for the tear rolling down her cheek. “My body knows it can’t maintain this position for very long, but also that it can’t get out.”

Tor nodded. “That’s why it’s called torture.” He picked up a dental spreader from a nearby table and set it between Leah’s teeth, then adjusted the gag until it forced her jaw as wide as it could go. Leah moaned through it, and a line of drool crept over her lip and dripped in front of her.

“Beautiful,” said Tor. “Mr. Frost, I thank you for giving me the chance to bind this one. If these devices are art, surely she is their muse.”

“You’re welcome,” said Maxwell. “I’ve commissioned devices from Harry Ellis just for Leah, but she has inspired me in many other ways as well.”

“I’ve no doubt,” said Tor. “Ms. Gold’s reputation has reached me. Multilingual, knowledgeable in science, well-versed in current events. You’ve shaped her into a splendid pet.”

“She’s made me very happy, and very proud.”

“Mmm,” Leah mumbled. She bowed her head as best she could in her restraints.

“Care for a cup of tea?” asked Tor. “We can let Leah enjoy herself a little while longer, and then I have a trade to offer you. It’s a rather nasty one, but I think you’ll want to take it.”

“You okay to wait here?” Maxwell asked, kissing Leah’s taut cheek. She whined softly and gave a slight nod. “You be good,” he added.

—

“Harry?”

“Yeah, babe?”

“This was amazing.”

Harry kissed the back of his wife’s neck as he unbuckled the straps of her straightjacket. “Thanks,” he said. “It’s something I’ve wanted to do for a while. The trick was getting permission from the city.”

“I guess being the manor’s liaison has its benefits.”

“For sure.” He helped her out of the jacket, then folded it neatly before stowing it in their bag. “We can come back here another time, if you want.”

Despite the race, Rebecca couldn’t help taking her time as they navigated the empty tunnel. She marveled at the classical architecture and nuzzled up against Harry in the darkness. Maybe it was their time spent in his workshop, but she felt at home with him in an underground space — though his workshop was far more hospitable than the abandoned tunnel.

Her disappointment at reaching the tunnel’s end and having to return topside disappeared when she saw dusk had fallen and the city was aglow in streetlights. She loved the way the city looked at night, shining like a beacon of power against the darkness. Like a heartbeat, it never stopped — the city never slept, as they say.

“We must be getting close to the end of the game,” Rebecca realized.

“Hmm,” Harry hummed.

“I know, I know. You can’t say. But there can only be so many destinations.”

Harry reached into her pocket and took out the phone. “Let’s go,” he said. “You didn’t get your ass zapped clear through the park to not win this thing.”

Grinning mischievously, Rebecca swiped the phone out of Harry’s hand and pulled up the map. As she zoomed out she noticed that all of their past destinations had fallen within a well-defined chunk of the city. None of them strayed too far away in any direction, and within this region, only a few areas remained unexplored. Scrolling around and remembering where they’d been, she could see how the destinations were connected to one another.

“This way,” she said, pointing west. “I bet our next goal is around there.”

Moving swiftly, they covered ground quickly. Rebecca had come hard back in the subway: the intimacy of being alone with Harry, bound and forced to make her way in the darkness… it had been too much for her to endure without releasing one climax after another. The journey left her needing more and more stimulation to grow her arousal again, and to do so she tried to move faster through the streets.

She came again when they reached the photo booth. Huck and Cassie were using it when they arrived, but Rebecca was happy to wait: inside her, the plugs vibrated furiously, as they were so close to their destination but unable to go inside.

Huck came out of the booth smiling with satisfaction, holding Cassie’s shoulders as she panted from her work.

“How are you guys doing?” asked Harry.

“Really far behind,” Huck replied.

“I see. Cassie, are you holding up all right?”

“Yes, sir,” said the trainee. “It’s very challenging, but I’ve never felt like this before.”

“How do you mean?” Rebecca asked, her interest stoked.

“Well… I think this is where I belong. I’m not being judged for liking what I like, and every challenge I face makes me want another, even if it is hard.”

“She’s learning,” Huck admitted. “Lot of potential with this one.”

“Well, we shouldn’t keep you,” said Harry. “Good luck with the rest of the game.”

Huck clapped his friend on the back, and Rebecca gave Cassie’s hand a squeeze. Stepping inside the booth, Rebecca couldn’t stop thinking about the young trainee.

The photo booth required that she pleasure her master with her mouth, which Rebecca was happy to do, although Harry’s interminable stamina meant she had her work cut out for her. She tried to keep her mind focused on Harry and her love for him, but she instead thought about Cassie and Huck. She’d sucked off Harry enough times to have a proven technique for pleasing him, so her mind wandered past her control.

Huck was not a bad man, but his sadistic streak could prove daunting for trainees. In a good cop, bad cop situation, he was definitely the latter. Leah hadn’t minded learning from him at the manor, but she also loved the pain and humiliation Huck liked to dish out most.

What if Cassie could use the support of a fellow submissive? Somebody who would more openly show compassion and encouragement. As the idea blossomed in her mind, Rebecca felt herself getting more and more excited, and thus worked harder and harder on her husband’s cock, sucking and licking as the cameras flashed.

Harry gasped and jerked in pleasure as he came unexpectedly, spraying his seed across Rebecca’s face. “Holy shit,” he said, his head thrown back in disbelief. “That was amazing, babe. I’m blown away.”

Rebecca licked up the remainder of his mess and swallowed it. “What do you mean?”

“You were really going at it,” he said. “Not that you’ve ever lacked in effort before, but that was really something. Where did that come from?”

“I had an idea about my future at the manor. I guess it lit my fire a little.”

“I’ll say.” He grabbed the line of photos waiting for them and pulled up his pants.

Rebecca used a towelette to clean off her face. “We can discuss it later. I think you’re going to like it.”

Kissing her forehead, he replied, “I know I will.”

—

Leah languished on the wooden horse for what seemed like hours. She knew that it hadn’t been anywhere near that long, but every second she was bound in it was time lost in the game. She remembered that Tor no doubt had a timer ticking in his head, and he would release her after no more time than any of the other participants in the game. She just had to wait it out like the rest.

The pain didn’t make that easy. With all of her weight focused on her most sensitive flesh, the torment was excruciating and constant. She’d have enjoyed it more if she wasn’t attempting to beat the clock, or if Maxwell was at her side, watching and teasing. Instead he was off with Tor, no doubt taking pleasure in knowing that she was suffering.

Back when they first met, he told her up front that he loves to bind or confine his pet, then leave her in place. Knowing she was there, alone and in distress, gave him a powerful erotic charge. She liked it too, and was happy to serve her master in this way, but that didn’t make it less of a challenge.

To make matters worse, Tor presented a trade they couldn’t refuse: the location of their next goal in exchange for bigger plugs for her belt.

“We can’t have that many destinations left,” Maxwell reasoned. “So you won’t have to wear them for very long.”

Leah agreed, and took the plugs. She appreciated that Maxwell resisted mentioning that Rebecca no doubt did the same; they both knew it.

As they headed for the next goal, which appeared would take them through the park, Leah thought about what it would mean if they lost the bet. Two weeks in chastity for her would be trying, but she’d suffered through worse. Plus, after two weeks off, she’d be capable of a truly mind-blowing orgasm.

Maybe it’s not that important if I win, she realized.

“Master?”

“Yes, Leah?”

“How disappointed would you be if we lost the game?”

Maxwell looked confused. “Do you think we’re losing? I thought we were in pretty good shape.”

Leah moaned as the vibration inside her intensified. They’d been skirting the park, hitting one green block after another, and like a winner at the craps table, Leah was content to let it ride.

“We’re probably doing just as well as anyone else. Sir, can I be… oh god… totally honest?”

“Of course, pet.”

Leah took a deep breath as waves of bliss swept through her body. “I don’t care… if we win… or lose. Do you?”

Maxwell held Leah’s hand and didn’t say anything for a minute. “No, I suppose not. What matters is that we’ve enjoyed ourselves.”

“Oh yes… I mean… Yes, sir. Oh… That’s what… I want… too.”

“Leah, can I see the map?” he asked.

She gave him the phone and leaned against a fire hydrant. Her ass and pussy throbbed from the steady stimulation, and another orgasm was coming on even faster than the one before.

“Have you noticed we’ve been going around the park instead of through it?”

“If you… say so… sir.”

Maxwell suggested they turn, but as soon as they cut toward the park, the vibration ceased and Leah felt a sharp shock in her ass.

“Ohhh,” she moaned, lamenting the loss of the vibration.

“Sorry, pet. We’ll go back,” Maxwell promised.

As they turned around and found the green path, Maxwell looked at the map again. “Leah, I think I know what’s going on here.” He explained the choice of circumnavigating the park, or cutting through. “And we both know…”

“…That Rebecca went through the park. Of course, sir.”

“Leah, it’s up to you what you’d like to do.”

“No, master,” she protested. “I serve you, and will abide by your decision. If it pleases, we can cut through the park.”

“What would please me is if you chose,” said Maxwell. “But I want you to think about it first.”

“Yes, sir.” Leah stopped in her tracks, and considered the options.

Rebecca probably cut through, so if we don’t, they’ll win. But if we don’t care about winning, why not go around?

Leah didn’t mind the pain, but she stared at the map and realized how many orgasms she would have if the entire way around the park was green. However, something else occurred to her.

But if we go around we’ll probably lose, and we know it. What if Rebecca thinks we threw the race on purpose? She wants to win for real, and if she had any doubts that we let her have it… Hell, she’d rather lose honestly than win because we gave it to her!

“Sir, I think we should cut through the park,” said Leah. She explained her reasoning to Maxwell, who nodded as he listened. “She wouldn’t feel like she truly won if I didn’t give it my all.”

“All right, if that’s what you want to do. I support your decision.”

“Thank you, master. Can we turn around if it gets too painful?”

“Of course,” said Maxwell. “That would certainly be honest, wouldn’t it?”

“I guess so, sir.”

“Good. Then let’s go.”

—

Rebecca massaged her breasts, attempting to alleviate some of the pain caused by the nipple clamps they’d accepted at Ariadne’s store. Though she’d met the woman in passing, Rebecca never had an opportunity to get to know her. She seemed nice enough, though by the time they reached her she seemed fairly worn out from the day.

“I’ve never had this many orgasms in my store,” she told Harry. “And you would not believe some of the things I’ve done here.”

“I’m honestly not sure if that’s a complaint or a compliment,” said Harry.

Ariadne winked. “The next time you throw one of these games, think I could be a player instead of a host?”

“You’ll have to talk to Stamp, but I think that can be arranged. You’ll need to find a master though.”

“How about me?”

Harry and Rebecca turned around to see another woman had entered the shop. They recognized her immediately.

“Nora, nice to see you,” said Harry.

A former trainee at BonDouleurs Manor, Nora had desired Maxwell and had envied Leah greatly. They’d reconciled during a competition months ago, and she had lived with Maxwell and Leah ever since.

“We were wondering about you,” Rebecca added.

Nora nodded. “I didn’t want to put Mr. Frost in a difficult position, since this game calls for one master and one pet at a time. I told him to take Leah, of course, and that I’d spectate for this one.”

“That’s very noble of you,” said Harry.

“Thank you, sir,” she said. “But also, to be honest, I wasn’t sure whether I’d enjoy this game more as a master or a pet, so I wanted to watch and see,”

During her training, Nora had discovered she liked to switch roles: with men, she preferred to submit, but with women she dominated. This had made her perfect for joining Leah and Maxwell, as she could serve both roles, depending on what was desired.

Nora and Harry had watched excitedly as Rebecca served Ariadne. Rebecca had clearly enjoyed herself, aroused by Ariadne’s bold style. Tattoos and piercings had never crossed Rebecca’s mind, though not because the pain scared her. She’d always liked looking sweet and wholesome on the outside, while having the dirtiest of desires on the inside. She enjoyed the secrecy and the way others treated her when they didn’t know the truth. In her years at the university, she’d learned to suppress her amusement very, very effectively.

When Ariadne was satisfied, Rebecca had accepted the nipple clamps but passed on the rest. She didn’t think the paddle would be needed: the map had grown so filled in, she suspected the next — and possibly last — destination would be relatively easy to locate. The shock collar seemed unnecessary as well.

However, when they stepped out of Ariadne’s shop and Rebecca looked at the map, shock and dread spread through her.

“What’s wrong, babe?” asked Harry. He tried his best to sound sincere, but she heard the crack in his voice.

“The map. It’s gone! What did you do?”

“Wait just a second.”

She watched him, waiting, and then the phone rang.

“Congratulations!” came Stamp’s voice. “You’re on the last leg of your journey. The map has been reset, as have the routes of the maze, but the game is the same: find your way through and collect your reward. We’ll see you at the finish!”

Rebecca hung up the phone and calmly stuffed it into her pocket. She wanted to be angry about losing the map, but instead felt pumped. This is it! The final stretch! “You ready to win this thing?” she asked her husband.

Harry gave her a kiss. “Let’s do it.”

—

“This feels so good, sir.”

Maxwell laughed. “Amazing, isn’t it?”

Together they lay in bed, resting blissfully in the apartment marked B. Manor. Leah rested on her stomach, not wanting to sit on her extraordinarily sore backside. The walk through the park had redefined agony, but it did amplify the relief she felt when they reached the apartment and her plugs vibrated the pain away. Now she was content to relax, and if not for Maxwell she would have shut her eyes and slept.

Laying beside her, on his back, Maxwell kissed her neck and stroked her hair. He mentioned wanting to rest his aching feet, but Leah suspected the dominant billionaire was secretly savoring the quiet tenderness of the moment. She didn’t mind.

“I wish I could just go to sleep now, sir,” she whispered.

“But then we’ll lose, and you’ll have walked through that park for nothing.”

“Yeah, yeah.”

“I promise, I’ll let you sleep in tomorrow — as late as you like.”

“Thank you, master. Just put me in my cage and I’ll be fine.”

“It’s a deal,” said Maxwell. “Now come on, let’s go.”

Leah’s weariness wore off quickly once they stepped outside and the cool evening air reached them. It smelled smoky and piquant, and it awoke more than one of her hungers.

However, what really jolted her was receiving the call from Stamp, and finding the map erased. The fresh new challenge — as well as the thought of the finish line — sent a charge of adrenaline through Leah and, as soon as she hung up the phone, she and Maxwell were on the move.

They half-walked, half-jogged for half a dozen blocks, finding the path tough to follow now that they were starting from scratch.

“Master, use the paddle please.”

He grinned. “Good thinking.” He took it out and gave Leah three hard swats on her backside. Leah yelped and moaned, not caring who was watching.

“Thank you, sir,” she said. Looking at the map, a beacon appeared. “This way.”

They continued on, and though they made progress, the maze was windy and unpredictable. Leah would enjoy several blocks of vibration, only to lose it all and then get shocked. She felt like a Porsche stuck in rush hour traffic: ready to soar, but constantly having to pump the brakes.

When they at last found themselves closing in on the beacon, Leah had a sinking feeling that something was wrong. She imagined that they would arrive at some place important for the final goal, something worthy of the finale. Yet, there was nothing special at the site of the beacon. Reaching it, and finding the street green but not blue, Leah let out a frustrated grunt. Then the phone rang.

“So you tried to use the paddle on the final goal? Naughty naughty,” said Stamp. “You’re on the right track but you’re going to have to keep it up!”

“That figures,” muttered Leah.

Maxwell took out the paddle. “It’s your call, pet.”

“Do it, sir.”

He looked around quickly for anyone looking, then gave Leah’s bottom a harsh smack. She kept her lips together to stifle the pained yelp. On the map, a single green block illuminated.

“That’s it?” said Leah. For the punishment she’d just endured, she felt due more than just one block. She sighed. “Please, sir. A few more.”

“They’ll have to be quick…”

“Yes, sir.”

Maxwell nodded, then swung hard, using his forehand and backhand to lay two savage swats on each of her cheeks. Leah gasped as the pain radiated through her body. Each impact could be felt through the plugs locked inside her, and then everywhere else. However, as hoped, four more blocks appeared on their map. Three of them were green, but one was blue.

“Look, there it is!” Maxwell said.

“Come on, sir!” said Leah, breaking out into a sprint.

Despite the blissful sensations reverberating from her core, Leah flew through the next few blocks, following the map to the blue block and their destination.

“Wait… what’s this?” she asked when they arrived at the last block. As soon as they got there, another ten blocks suddenly lit up on the map. More than just blue, the lines shimmered and twinkled. “You’ve got… to be… kidding.” Leah panted and moaned as the already strong vibrations amplified even further.

“Final stretch, Leah. Let’s move.”

“Yes… sir.” The plugs were quaking, and Leah could barely think straight. All she could do was put one foot in front of the other and rely on her master’s hands on her shoulders to guide the way. The streets were growing thick with pedestrians as the day wound down, and Leah’s agitation was drawing several onlookers. Fortunately they kept going, following the map through each twist.

On the pulsing, bright path, Leah came again and again, breathing through her nose as she fought to stay as quiet as she could. Her pants felt wet but hot as her juices flowed from each climax. The sounds of the streets became a muted white noise as pleasure overwhelmed her senses. She’d visited subspace more times than she could count, but never had she done so while walking out in public, rather than in restraints in private. She didn’t care who was watching, or what they thought of her — she felt the strength in her master’s grip and never wanted him to let go.

The feeling lasted all the way until the last step, which came at the entrance of a building Leah had never seen before. Modern and opulent, she saw inside a concierge desk, bellhops and beautiful marble statues.

“What is this place?” asked Leah.

“Oh wow,” said Maxwell. “This must be it.”

“Sir? Must be what?”

Maxwell smiled from ear to ear. “BonDouleurs Hotel.”

“Hotel?”

“Harry asked me a few months ago if I’d like to invest in a real estate project with the Manor. I didn’t have a reason not to, so I wrote him a check.”

“Sir, I’m confused. You didn’t realize this was where we were going?”

Maxwell shrugged. “I may have let my mind wander during my meeting with Harry. I didn’t need to hear his pitch. If he felt it was a good idea, I was behind him. So I didn’t know where the building was, just that it was going to be a hotel.”

“But why does BonDouleurs Manor need a hotel?” asked Leah as they stepped inside.

“That’s a good question.”

Leah and Maxwell turned to see who spoke, but they recognized the voice.

“Hey guys,” said Harry. Rebecca stood next to him, arms outstretched.

Leah ran toward her and grabbed her in a tight hug. “Congrats, Becca,” she said, blinking away a tear.

“Thanks,” her friend replied, her voice breaking. “We only got here a few minutes ago. This was very close.”

“That’s nice. Rematch?”

Rebecca laughed and hugged Leah tighter. “Anytime.”

While they embraced, Maxwell offered his hand to Harry, who returned a firm shake. “Congratulations, Mr. Ellis,” said Maxwell. “And I love what you’ve done with the place.”

“Thank you, Mr. Frost. Wouldn’t have been possible without your support.”

Harry turned to the women and waited for them to separate. “To answer your question, BonDouleurs Hotel will be a great way for us to serve our clients, but also to offer more for our trainees.”

“What do you mean?” asked Leah.

“Okay, you know how Maxwell has required you to keep learning? Just in case you two ever go your separate ways.”

Leah nodded. She didn’t expect that to happen, but she appreciated Maxwell’s insistence that she be ready should that ever happen.

“Well, we want our trainees to have the same thing: we want them to have some job skills and training, should things not work out with their masters,” Harry explained. “So those who wish will be given jobs at the hotel, and we don’t just mean cleaning rooms. Management, bookkeeping — we’ll help them train and advance…”

“…So they can afford to choose a good master, like I did,” Leah finished. “It’s a lovely idea.”

“Thank you,” said Harry. “I’ll explain more later. For now though, congrats on finishing the maze! Why don’t you two head upstairs?” He handed them a room key. “You can relax, fool around, whatever. Meet us at the reception in a few hours.”

“Sounds good,” said Maxwell. “What about you?”

Harry pulled a room key out of his own pocket and scooped Rebecca into his arm. “We’re going to celebrate our win.”

—

Rebecca and Harry tasted champagne on each other’s lips and tongues as they kissed. She couldn’t tell whether the pleasant buzz in her head came from her husband or the alcohol, but she felt high and at peace in his arms.

The day had been long, the game challenging, but they won. Leah hadn’t seemed upset at all coming in second place, which gave Rebecca a tremendous sense of relief. And now she didn’t have to keep the hotel a secret. She suspected the maze might end there, and she’d been right.

“But I know where we’re going. How is that not an unfair advantage?” Rebecca asked Harry as they navigated the final maze.

“Even if you’re right about where we’re going, this is still a maze. Getting from here to there won’t be a straight line.”

He’d been right, of course. Knowing about the hotel didn’t really help. She’d jumped for joy when she discovered that they were first. Then she winced at how the plugs moved when she jumped and figured she’d save the true celebration for later. As soon as they got to the room, Rebecca disrobed and begged her husband to release the belt.

“Honey, I love this thing. I’ll use it whenever you want. But now it’s gotta come off,” she said.

With a press of a button on his phone, the device unlocked and Rebecca gingerly slipped it out, gasping as the plugs came free. Now nude, Rebecca lifted her arms upward and let herself fall into the massive bed. Not all of the rooms in the hotel were finished, but the master’s suite had been prepared, as were rooms for all of the game’s participants.

Rebecca nearly had a heart attack when she heard the cork pop on the champagne bottle. Harry held it directly over her, allowing the foam to spill out onto her chest. He set the bottle down and jumped into bed so he could lick it off her bared breasts. She laughed and playfully smacked his arm, then moaned as his tongue played across her sensitive nipples.

“Have a drink with me,” he said. “But then I’m having my way with you.”

“Yes, sir,” said Rebecca, her core growing damp with renewed desire. “I’ll take you over your toys any day.”

They drank, then made out, grasping at each other’s bodies like newlyweds, drunk on lust and love at the same time. Eventually, Harry took his wife’s shoulders and pushed her down onto the bed, her head landing on a pillow so soft she felt like it was floating.

“Stay,” he said, getting up.

Rebecca gasped and curled her toes. Harry came back rope in hand, his cock hard as concrete. He tied her wrists to the bedposts, spreading her arms as far as they could go. Rebecca couldn’t even pull on the rope to test it; she was bound too tightly.

Once her ankles were similarly tied, her legs spread, Harry retrieved from the nightstand drawer a suede flogger with long, silver lashes. However, instead of swatting her exposed breasts or pussy, he ran his fingers on the underside of her feet and started tickling.

Rebecca cackled and screamed, thrashing uncontrollably. “Oh my god!” she shouted, tears streaming down her cheeks.

“Want me to whip you instead?”

“Please, yes!” Rebecca knew this game, but couldn’t help it.

Immediately Harry broke into a routine with the flogger, swinging it in a figure eight that landed one shot after another across her body. Her breasts took the brunt of the punishment, but he saved several smacks for her pussy. She howled as the pain grew, then finally called out, “Tickle!”

Reacting so fast he may as well have read her mind, Harry stopped the flogging mid-swing and returned his attention to tickling. This time he worked the sides of her abdomen, poking her body with his dextrous fingers. Rebecca twisted to try and escape, even though the effort was hopeless. She screamed and tried to kick as Harry returned to her feet, known to be her most ticklish spot. The laughing brought a glowing blush to her face that didn’t go away.

“Okay please, flog me!”

They continued on until Rebecca’s cheeks and breasts were equally rosy. When he sensed she had enough, he tossed away the flogger, climbed onto the bed and drove his rock-hard cock into her eager chasm.

Rebecca moaned as she felt him penetrate. As much as she had enjoyed the belt’s plugs, nothing truly compared to her husband’s massive member. Hot, thick and erect, it spread her apart and slid deep inside.

“I love you, honey,” said Rebecca.

“I love you too,” Harry replied. Then he reached into the drawer and pulled out a big, red ball gag. Rebecca smiled as he slipped it into her mouth and lifted her head so he could buckle it.

“Mmm,” she laughed. The taste and smell of rubber always made her feel submissive. She moaned as Harry added a set of nipple clamps to her breasts. Once they were fastened he reached down to rub her clit, sending a tide of ecstasy through her as he began pumping her core with his throbbing cock.

When he saw the pleading look in her eyes, which he could recognize from a mile away, Harry said, “Yes, you can come.”

As she screamed blissfully, allowing her orgasm to explode and bring ecstasy to her entire body, Harry increased his pace even further, hammering her pussy. Known for his stamina, and fit as a fiddle, Harry was capable of going all night if he wanted to. Rebecca could tell that he intended to take his time.

“I wish we could stay here till morning,” he said, slowing down for a minute as her next orgasm started to build. “Today was perfect, and all I want to do tonight is be here with you.”

Rebecca nodded and lifted her head to nuzzle it against his chest.

“But duty calls; we have a reception to go to in a few hours. Until then, though, you’re mine…”

“Mmm hmm,” she hummed in agreement. I’ll always be yours.

“…And I’m not letting you out of my sight.”

Laughing and winking, Rebecca melted into the bed and rose into subspace, swept up in Harry’s love until she felt nothing else.

—

Leah sat on Maxwell’s lap and rested against his chest. In bed and naked, her arms bound behind her back and wrapped around her master’s engorged cock, Leah tugged at it slowly. “Two weeks of chastity,” she muttered.

“That’ll give me two weeks to plan something very nice,” Maxwell assured her. “And it doesn’t start until tomorrow. If between today and tonight you’re not satisfied enough for two weeks, I don’t know what to tell you.”

Leah spied the red dress hanging in the closet of their suite. “What about the party, sir?”

Maxwell kissed her cheek. “You don’t think we’re going to have some fun there?”

She grinned and bit her lip. “Fair enough, sir.”

He lifted her off his lap and set her down on the bed. She moaned, her body still very sore from the day’s activities. “Maybe I’ll even keep your arms tied like this throughout the party. Would you like that?”

“Yes, sir,” she replied, feeling her core grow warmer.

“And I could tie a crotch rope underneath the dress, to keep you on edge for all those hours without anyone knowing it but us.”

Leah sighed, imagining it.

“And I’ve got some more toys left in this bag. I could tie a vibrator into that crotch rope… turn it on… the battery would last all night.”

Maxwell scooped up Leah into his arms and climbed out of bed. He set her on her feet, then grabbed her hair in his fist. Leah’s heart pounded and fluid dripped down her thigh. He directed her to the desk, then pressed down on her head, forcing her to bend over until her ear rested against its surface. He kept his hand against the side of her head, not letting her move, then positioned his cock against her back entrance.

Leah moaned as her ass was filled by her master’s shaft. Though she’d had plugs inside her all day, she still groaned in pain from having her master enter, which always felt like she was being split in half. As he pounded relentlessly she sobbed, propelled to the height of bliss by the pain and pleasure. Using his other hand, Maxwell spanked her ass so hard he left hand-prints.

Though she needed release, she held back her orgasm until Maxwell was on the brink of his, allowing them to come together in a cacophony of grunts, slaps and screams.

“I promise you this, pet,” said Maxwell. “By the time I’m done with you tonight, two weeks of chastity is going to sound very, very enticing.”

“Yes, sir,” she replied, her head swimming. His voice sounded as if it came from across a wide canyon.

“In two weeks, you’re going to beg me to leave that belt on because you’ll still be sore from tonight.”

“Oh please, sir, yes,” she begged.

“Be good for your master tonight, and I promise I will be merciful in the next two weeks.”

“Yes, sir, I will.”

“I know. I love you, Leah,” he said.

“I love you too, master.”
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“Listen to this guy, talking about generosity. From what I’ve been told, you’ve made us quite an offer, Arthur. Would you like me to tell everyone?”

“Please do, Mr. Frost.”

“All right. Arthur has offered to match all of the donations made tonight if somebody would be willing to participate in Leah’s torment. Somebody who could enjoy the relief that Leah can’t. Now, we’re happy to have a volunteer from the audience, but I can only think of one person who deserves this honor. Rebecca Ellis, what say you?”

“I thought this was Leah’s night,” she replied.

“It’s okay, Becca,” Leah cut in. “And it’ll be fun.”

Can’t argue with that. “All right,” she said. “I’m in.”

The crowd cheered and patted Harry on the back. Maxwell shook hands with Arthur, then motioned to settle everyone down. He said, “In that case, I think the winner of our little contest is due her reward. Finn, bring in the first device!”

Parting so that Finn and his assistants could push along a large, wheeled contraption, the crowd oohed and aahed. Working as fast as a racing pit crew, they lifted the device off its dolly and used power tools to screw its base into the floor. Once it was ready, Maxwell gave the wheel a spin, causing the X-shaped crossbeams inside to blur.

“Rebecca, your dress, please,” said Maxwell.

Harry helped lift the sleeveless, navy blue, pleated dress off of his wife, revealing her slim figure to the crowd, as she’d worn nothing underneath. Exposing herself in front of an audience was far from a new experience for Rebecca, but she still blushed as the men clapped and whistled.

“You shaved down there,” Harry observed as he folded her dress. “Did you know this was going to happen?”

“I had a feeling.”

Harry leaned in and kissed her lips. “I’m having a feeling now too.” He reached between her legs and found her wetness…
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Mason carried me through the door and waited for his eyes adjust to the low light before setting me down on the bed. Once I was comfortable, he flicked the lights on and shut the door behind him, pushing it slowly so that I could see it closing.

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

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

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

“Having any impure thoughts now?” he asked.

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

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

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

“I expect you to behave,” said Mason.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I will, thanks.”

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

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

“No, sir,” I said…
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“So, tell me about this special project of yours.” said Rebecca.

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

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

“Your usual?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.

“Quiet,” Harry ordered. “Spread your legs.”
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“I have one more test, Sabine. This one you’re going to like, if you’re ready for it.”

I snorted. “Why wouldn’t I be ready?”

The vampire lifted my chin and kissed me hard, inhaling the lingering scents from the bath. I slipped my tongue into his mouth and explored around, wondering what would happen if he chose that moment to bare his fangs. Would they pop out if he was suitably aroused? Or does he have total control over them? I wondered if I could make him lose control, though that may have been the crazy person inside me talking.

“You might not be ready because you’re going to feel bliss so potent you might not be able to take it,” he said, baring his fangs and sinking them into my shoulder. I shouldn’t have been able to feel it, but I did. Aristide was right: the sensation was impossibly powerful. There was pain, sure, but it’s not as though I felt it in my skin: the bite felt as though it were part of my soul. As if my spirit had been punctured, but instead of blood leaking out, pure ecstasy was finding its way in.

“Oh my god,” I said as Aristide pulled away. Blood dripped from his fangs down his chin. He licked his lips and sighed.

“Delicious.”

“That was… incredible. Did you feel it too?”

He smiled. “Much more than you did, Sabine. For a vampire, feeding is so profoundly intoxicating that you feel as though it must be the reason for our very existence. Combine that with our extraordinary sexual fantasies, and you can experience a bliss impossible for any human to attain.”

I couldn’t help but think that this was something I wanted to try for myself.

“Open your mouth,” said Aristide. “It’s time for your final test…”
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If you enjoyed this story, check out Sasha Rich's “Menage and BDSM Kinky Bundle”, which features three stories of submissives exploring the ways of BDSM with multiple men!

A kinky secretary who writes dirty fantasies about being dominated by her four hot bosses… a man and wife who want to explore their kinky sides and hire an expert to teach them the ways of domination and submission… and a kinky woman who needs the touch of two men to truly feel satisfied. This new bundle features “Bound and Spanked By My Hot Bosses,” “Teach My Man to Dominate” and “Kinky Katrina's Double Date” How will these women enjoy their first taste of sadomasochism? Will their illicit fantasies come true, or will it be too much for them to handle? Read on for a preview!

“Is that rope?” I asked.

“Indeed,” said Vincent. “You’re paying for my time, so I aim to make sure you get your money’s worth. If a simple pair of handcuffs was enough, you wouldn’t need me. Colin, pay close attention. I guarantee you’re going to enjoy this.”

Vincent continued tying my hands behind my back, making the bonds incredibly tight. When he was finished, he pulled me up to my feet, gathered up my hair in one hand and pulled my head back. Clutching my breast with his other hand, he leaned in and whispered in my ear, “Look at your husband.”

Panting heavily, I looked down to Colin. He was transfixed on me and Vincent, jaw hanging open. His khakis were tented at the crotch with what had to be the stiffest erection I’d ever seen.

“I can’t believe you’ve been married for years and never knew how much you both wanted this. A crying shame, it is.”

When Vincent let go of my hair, I let out a frustrated moan. I didn’t want him to let go, I realized. I couldn’t believe I’d enjoyed being manhandled in such a demeaning way, but Vincent’s warm breath against my ear, his lustful touch of my chest… I had never felt such a powerful form of eroticism.

I looked over to Colin while Vincent added more rope, this time around my upper arms, near my elbows. Colin’s look reminded me of our wedding photos, his boyish good looks captured at their most excited and content. He wore the same expression now. I matched his enthusiasm when possible, but the strain of having my arms tied so stringently made things difficult.

“See, Colin? This is what bondage does: makes your woman a plaything, a toy. She wants to be used. She wants to submit to your will, whatever that may be. Now, come over here and put your hands on her shoulders.”

My husband sauntered over and did as Vincent requested. Vincent whispered something in his ear. “Got it?”

“Sure,” said Colin. He looked at me and smiled and felt my breasts through my shirt. My nipples were painfully erect; I wanted his soothing touch so badly. Instead, he gathered fistfuls of my shirt’s fabric in each palm, and in one quick motion he tore my top apart. I gasped as the garment shredded like a sheet of tissue paper, feeling the room’s cool air against my skin…
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