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“Miranda, we’re prepared to let you into our little world, but first we need some assurances.”

Maxwell paced around the woman, who stared at the pair of handcuffs he held. Noticing her fascination, he quickly stepped in, grabbed her wrist and cuffed it. Her lack of objection didn’t surprise him; she gasped in sudden excitement, but obediently presented her other wrist to be cuffed as well.

“What kind of assurances?” she asked, her voice ragged.

He lifted the cuffs and her hands, then pulled them to the wall. She flattened her hands against it, leaning forward and sticking out her bottom.

“You will not use our names,” he said to start, tracing his hand up her thigh and lifting her dress.

“I can use fake names,” she said.

“You can use photos, but our faces will be blurred,” he continued.

“Of course,” she agreed as her dress was pulled up to her hips, revealing her thong.

“You will not refer to the Manor at all.”

She frowned. “At all? I don’t have to give any identifying details-”

“No, nothing. Understood?”

“All right,” she agreed. Maxwell patted her warm cheek, then raised his hand, ready to deliver a serious spanking. “Lastly, if you want our story, Mrs. Flynn, you have to experience it yourself. You can back out whenever you like, but if you want us to grant you final permission to run the story, you have to endure everything we have planned for you.”

For a moment she simply stood there, breathing deeply as she considered her options.

“Fine.”
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The Kinky Pets: Exposé


“This is weird, right?” Leah asked as she cut into her steak.

“What do you mean, pet?” replied Maxwell. He used a pair of chopsticks to pick up a piece of sushi. “It’s just dinner.”

“No, I think I get it,” chimed in Rebecca, Leah’s best friend. “It’s just dinner.”

Harry, her husband, nodded. “Yeah. When have the four of us ever attended a function at the Manor that wasn’t a show of some kind? This is just a nice meal, no surprises.”

Rebecca rolled her eyes. “OK, what do you have planned?” She knew a party at the Manor had to be a cover story. She had almost let herself be convinced that everything could be taken at face value: all wealthy clients were there for a charity drive, and she and Leah could just enjoy themselves. Harry worked at the manor, so of course he was there; and Maxwell, as one of the biggest donors, was amongst the first to be invited.

“Nothing, babe, I swear,” said Harry.

Rebecca turned to Leah. “I believe him. I don’t think he’s planned anything. This is weird.”

Leah pouted. “That’s too bad. Maxwell prepared me accordingly.” She pulled up her tight, maroon dress to reveal a glint of steel: a chastity belt.

Harry chuckled. “We can always visit my workshop later if you like. How long have you been belted?”

“Three days! It’s so not fair!”

“I’ll make it up to you,” said Maxwell.

“Thank you, master.”

The group continued to chat and were preparing to hear the results of the silent auction when Dillinger Stamp, the administrator of the Manor’s training program, approached them. He looked calm and confident, but his quick approach betrayed a slight hurry.

“Mr. Stamp,” said Harry, greeting him.

“Harry, we’ve got a little situation,” he replied. “Would you come with me?”

Harry nodded and got out of his seat. As he rose, so did his wife.

“Rebecca, thank you, but I just need Harry,” said Stamp.

“I’m curious, Dillinger. So I’m coming too.”

Stamp shook his head in exasperation, but gestured for the exit with a flick of his chin. “Very well.”

Maxwell looked to Leah, noticing she’d lifted slightly out of her seat. “You want to go too?”

“Yes, master.”

He hooked his hand under her arm and lifted her the rest of the way. “Let’s go then.”

The two of them trotted to catch up to the others, and as they did Leah felt herself growing hot. If this is an elaborate plan by Harry, it’s working! she thought.

Stamp led them through the halls and finally arrived at the security office. BonDouleurs Manor hosted some of the wealthiest men and women in the world at its events; a proper security force was necessary, though they had never faced a truly dangerous incident before.

“What’s going on?” Harry said as they entered the office.

“We have an intruder. Somebody snuck in without an invitation,” explained Dillinger, pointing to a monitor. On it they saw an attractive young woman in a tight black dress. She paced around a cell of some kind, arms folded across her chest and a calm but unhappy expression on her face.

“Who is she?” asked Maxwell.

“She hasn’t said. But she asked for you.”

Maxwell took a step back. “Me?”

“Yes,” said Stamp. “Any idea why?”

He shook his head. “I’ve never seen her before. Mind if I ask her?”

Dillinger pointed at a door across from them. “Go for it.”

Maxwell gave Leah a quick peck on the cheek, then headed inside.

The woman turned immediately as he came in, brushing her short, dark curls back behind her ear. “Maxwell Frost,” she said, seeming surprised to see him. “I’m Miranda Flynn.”

Maxwell looked up at the security camera, smirking as if to say, Well that was easy.

“It’s nice to meet you, Mrs. Flynn. They tell me you wanted to see me.”

She nodded and reached into the front of her dress; from between her ample breasts she produced a piece of paper, which she unfolded and handed to him. Maxwell took it and saw it was a photograph of his building, which served as his home and the headquarters of his company. More specifically, the photo showed the 59th floor, within which could be found the massive dungeon he’d created for his pets. Thanks to the floor-to-ceiling windows, anyone could see inside, if they knew where to look.

“Why are you here?” he asked.

The picture showed him and Leah at play from some night months ago. It brought a smile to his face, as Leah usually did, but the expression faded quickly. “Who took this photo?”

“I did,” Miranda replied immediately.

“That’s not very nice of you,” he growled.

“I’ve already deleted the file. I just needed this one picture.”

“For what?”

Miranda smiled now, mischief in her eyes. “To show you I know what you do at night. And during the day. And sometimes in the morning…”

Laughing, Maxwell pocketed the photo. “So what do you want then?”

“Your story. You and your… friend? I’ve been watching you for a long time, and I know the two of you share something special. I write for a kinky sex magazine, and I would love for people to know about your world.”

Maxwell stared at her for a minute, then said, “Excuse me for a minute.” He exited the room and returned to his friends.

Harry handed him a printout. “We’ve confirmed she is who she says. Her site’s pretty cool, actually.”

“Interesting,” said Maxwell. He looked to Leah and asked, “What do you think, pet?”

Leah shrugged. “It’s up to you, master. I’m not shy.”

“All right.”

“Maxwell, you two may not be shy, but the Manor would not be thrilled,” admonished Stamp. “I can’t have her writing about our operations.”

“What are you asking?”

Stamp looked at Miranda through the monitor. “If you’re going to give her your story, make it on the condition she won’t write about the Manor. We’ll give you all the NDAs you need.”

Maxwell nodded. “Works for me. Harry, Rebecca?”

“I’ll come along,” said Harry. “As a representative of BonDouleurs.”

“Me too,” said Rebecca. “Though no photos of me. I don’t want this getting back to the university.”

“Noted. Harry, do you have…” He whispered into Harry’s ear a request.

Harry looked into the monitor, then nodded. “I think that can be arranged. I’ll be right back.”

“Lovely. I’ll go tell our guest. Leah, would you come with me, please?”

“Yes, master.”

Maxwell grabbed a set of handcuffs from the security officer watching the feeds from around the manor. Then he and Leah stepped inside the holding room together. Miranda’s cheeks flushed pink as she saw Leah.

“Not used to seeing her with clothes on, are you?” asked Maxwell.

“She’s even more beautiful with them,” Miranda replied. “It’s very nice to meet you, miss.”

“It’s Leah, thank you.”

“Miranda, we’re prepared to let you into our little world, but first we need some assurances.”

Maxwell paced around the woman, who stared at the pair of handcuffs he held. Noticing her fascination, he quickly stepped in, grabbed her wrist and cuffed it. Her lack of objection didn’t surprise him; she gasped in sudden excitement, but obediently presented her other wrist to be cuffed as well.

“What kind of assurances?” she asked, her voice ragged.

He lifted the cuffs and her hands, then pulled them to the wall. She flattened her hands against it, leaning forward and sticking out her bottom.

“You will not use our names,” he said to start, tracing his hand up her thigh and lifting her dress.

“I can use fake names,” she said.

“You can use photos, but our faces will be blurred,” he continued.

“Of course,” she agreed as her dress was pulled up to her hips, revealing her thong.

“You will not refer to the Manor at all.”

She frowned. “At all? I don’t have to give any identifying details-”

“No, nothing. Understood?”

“All right,” she agreed. Maxwell patted her warm cheek, then raised his hand, ready to deliver a serious spanking. “Lastly, if you want our story, Mrs. Flynn, you have to experience it yourself. You can back out whenever you like, but if you want us to grant you final permission to run the story, you have to endure everything we have planned for you.”

Miranda tensed up for a moment, then asked, “What if I don’t need your permission?”

Maxwell sighed and rolled his eyes. “Mrs. Flynn, I hate to trot out the whole I’m-a-billionaire thing, but you really don’t want to mess with me. I could take you down in a hundred different ways. So yes, you need my permission to run the story. You’ll need my permission to do a lot of things tonight. All right?”

For a moment she simply stood there, breathing deeply as she considered her options.

“Fine,” she said at last.

“Great.” Maxwell swung his hand down and smacked her ass hard. She jolted upright and shrieked, shocked by the sudden pain.

She looked back at him with a look of defiance but also extraordinary satisfaction. She’d seen Maxwell from afar, but it held no comparison to seeing him up close. Despite being well into his forties, he stood tall and built, his broad chest stressing the stitching of his bespoke suit. His knowing smirk drew attention to his prominent cheekbones and chiseled chin, while the lust and hunger in his eyes told Miranda that she’d found exactly what she thought she would.

Still, she felt not quite ready for what she really saw.

“What is it?” he asked.

Miranda flicked at her handcuffs. “Nothing. I’ve just never been spanked before. Not like that anyway.”

“You’ve never been punished for being bad before?” Maxwell asked. He brought his hand down on her ass again, causing her to moan as her skin grew pink.

“No, never. I’ve always been curious, though, which is why I wanted to find you.”

Maxwell slapped her ass again and again, leaving no part of her cheeks untouched. “Are you enjoying this punishment?” he asked, though he could hear in her voice the pleasure.

“I… I’m not sure,” she said.

Maxwell nodded, continuing to work her over. “Your mind might be fighting what your body is feeling. It’s not unusual. You-”

“Wait!” she shouted. “This is all great, but can you say it into my phone? I want to transcribe it later.”

As she spoke, Harry and Rebecca came into the room; Harry carried with him a metal briefcase shaped like a cube, while Rebecca brought with her a purse.

“My phone’s in there,” said Miranda. “Just let me turn on the recorder.”

Rebecca fished out her cell and gave it to the woman. Maxwell watched, a little irked at the interruption, but he saw the briefcase and grinned.

“All right,” he said. “You want the story, and you’re going to get it — starting with a little reenactment of Leah’s first experience with bondage.”

Harry opened up the case, revealing a device similar to Leah’s chastity belt. However, this device featured a rather large plug built into the curved metal rod that formed the crotch piece.

“What is that thing?” asked Miranda.

“It’s called the Devastator,” said Harry. “And it’s one of my best-selling inventions.”

“It was how I first discovered my need for submission,” added Leah. “Even if it was by accident.”

“Really?” scoffed Miranda. “You tried that thing by accident?”

Maxwell cupped her chin and cheeks in his hand and turned it toward him. “We’ll happily explain, but only if you’re going along for the ride.”

Gulping and peering at the device in her peripheral vision, Miranda asked, “I have to wear that thing?”

“Yes.”

“For how long?”

Maxwell looked to Harry, who held up the remote control that unlocked the device — it was the only way to take it off. “Until we say so,” Maxwell replied.

Miranda took a deep breath, imagining that massive plug filling her tight rear entrance. She’d enjoyed the occasional cock back there before, but the plug looked to be larger than any cock she’d ever seen. She could hardly imagine how it would fit.

“Wait, how am I going to wear that thing? Is it even in my size?”

“As long as I’ve judged your measurements correctly, yes,” explained Harry. “These are all custom-made, but I keep a range of sizes available now, since demand is so high.”

“You’re going to lube that thing up, right?” asked Miranda.

Harry retrieved from the case a bottle of oil. “Of course.”

Miranda nodded; she shut her eyes and thought of Maxwell’s dungeon and the fantasies she’d had. She wanted to visit that place; she had to. “All right,” she said. “Do it.”

—

While Harry began coating the Devastator’s plug with lube, Leah pulled down Miranda’s thong. Miranda sighed at her exposure — never before had she been bared to a group of people before — and felt the tingle as its elastic band traced across her punished ass cheeks.

“Harry, I have to get back to the party,” said Stamp, tearing his eyes off Miranda. “I trust you’ve got the situation under control?”

“You got it,” he replied while pouring oil between Miranda’s cheeks. She groaned as the cool liquid was spread around, with some of it being pressed into her back entrance by Harry.

“Enjoy your night then,” said Dillinger Stamp as he turned and left. “Mrs. Flynn, don’t come back without an invitation.”

She didn’t reply, as she held her breath, waiting for the plug to press into her rear.

“Relax,” said Harry. “Don’t clench.”

“Leah, why don’t you help her?” suggested Maxwell.

Grinning, she nodded to him. She bent down and began rubbing Miranda’s pussy. “She’s already really wet,” Leah commented.

“Good,” said Maxwell. “Pet, tell her about the night you first put on the Devastator yourself.”

“You did it… yourself?” Miranda asked in disbelief.

“I did,” said Leah. “But I didn’t know I wouldn’t be able to take it off!”

“Leah, one moment please,” said Harry. “Miranda, I’ll take this slow, but let’s make this easy, all right?”

“Mmm hmm,” she mumbled, her body growing hot as Leah’s dexterous fingers worked inside her core. Miranda focused on them and Leah’s story as the plug started to penetrate her tight bud. She moaned as it spread her apart, but Harry withdrew it, giving her a moment to regain her composure. As soon as he did, he started the process again, going a little deeper. Soon Miranda was a mess of pain and ecstasy as she neared orgasm and the plug sank in deep.

“Almost there,” said Harry.

“I tried calling Rebecca several times, but she didn’t have her phone…” Leah continued.

Miranda tried to focus on the details of Leah’s story, but it wasn’t easy to do when a plug so thick, hard and long was digging further and further into her ass. Every time it went further, she assumed it couldn’t possibly go in anymore, but each time she was wrong. Eventually Leah had to pull away her fingers as the crotch piece slipped between Miranda’s folds and lodged into her pussy. Due to the design of the Devastator, the crotch band actually fed through the ass plug, allowing the band to wedge between her pussy and ass cheeks like a thong. Only when the piece was pushed as deep as it could go did the plug finally stop.

“Leah, could you please seal the lock for me?” asked Harry.

“With pleasure,” she said, finding the end of the crotch piece and clicking it into the waistband. An electronic tone sounded, signaling the device was locked.

“Thanks, pet,” said Maxwell. He kissed her neck and gave her ass a squeeze. “How you doing?” he asked, feeling her edges of her chastity belt.

“I’m fine, master,” she said. Though very aroused, she could handle herself until Maxwell decided to grant her release. She trusted he would do so soon.

Miranda groaned, turning her hips and adjusting to the tight belt around her waist. “How long did you have this thing on?” she asked Leah.

“A long, long time,” she replied. “And Becca has worn one for just as long.”

Rebecca nodded. “On many occasions.”

Shuddering, Miranda pushed off the wall she was leaning against and found her balance standing upright. She took a tiny step forward, then gasped at the flood of sensations that occurred when she did.

Maxwell held out a hand so Miranda could take it. “If you want to back out,” he said. “Let us know now so we can save a lot of time. It’s a bit of a ride to my place.”

Her eyes widened. “We’re going there?”

“I figure if you want to learn about us, what better way? Plus, I’m very eager to see how you do with that belt while in a helicopter.”

Leah snickered, but then pouted when she tried to rub between her legs, only to be denied by her chastity device.

“Harry, we’re not all going to fit in the chopper. Is it all right if you and Rebecca take a limo?” asked Maxwell.

“No problem,” said Harry, handing over the remote control for Miranda’s belt. “And I’ll get the contracts we need from Legal.”

“Perfect.” Maxwell clapped his friend on the back. “Now, how about we make a big exit?”

Harry grinned. “What were you thinking?”

Maxwell used the intercom to call for some supplies be brought to them from the Manor’s inventory. Within minutes, a staff member brought up a duffel bag with everything he asked for, and the men began preparing Leah and Rebecca.

Harry’s wife and Maxwell’s pet obeyed the commands they were given without question, smiling and blushing as they were systematically stripped and bound. First, they were told to hold out their arms so that the men could pull their dresses off over their heads. Leah only wore her chastity belt underneath, but Rebecca had on a pair of black panties. Harry slipped it down her thighs, kissing them as he slid the garment to the floor.

Once Rebecca stepped out of the panties, Harry crumpled them into a ball and held them to Rebecca’s lips. She pouted, frowning and giving Harry the sad puppy eyes, but she complied, opening her mouth. As soon as she did, Harry stuffed the musty, worn panties between her teeth and prodded the hanging fabric with his finger until all of it found its way inside her mouth. He then retrieved a roll of duct tape and cut off a dozen long lengths, applying them to the lower half of her face. By the time he was done, everything below her nose was covered, forming a shield in front of her mouth and locking in the panties.

Having no panties to work with, Maxwell opted to use a heavy panel gag on his pet; it featured a large, black square of hardened rubber for the panel, with a four-inch-long phallus that inserted into Leah’s mouth. She moaned as the familiar taste of rubber overwhelmed her sense of taste and smell, then sighed happily as Maxwell fastened the gag with straps that extended behind her neck, as well as up the sides of her nose and over her head.

While both women were gagged, Miranda watched, waiting for her turn, but it didn’t come. “What about me?” she asked. “I mean, you may as well get it over with.”

Harry chuckled. “The lady doth protest too much.”

Maxwell laughed too. “You want this so bad, you don’t even realize, do you?” he asked.

Miranda blushed and looked at her feet, mortified by the accusation. Yet, she felt the wetness running down her thighs, and understood the ache inside her core.

“Don’t worry, sweetheart,” said Maxwell. “We’re going to take care of our own ladies first, then figure out what to do with you.”

“Besides,” said Harry. “You’re here for the story, right? I expect you have questions.”

Miranda looked at the gagged pets. “Not being able to speak, don’t you two feel… I’m not sure how to say this… Humiliated?”

The gags muffled the short laughs of the pets, so they nodded.

“They do, but they like it,” Harry explained as he bound Rebecca’s arms behind her back using a hemp rope. He reached between her legs and stuck two fingers in her pussy, “It makes them hot. Isn’t that right, babe?”

“Mmm,” Rebecca mumbled, sinking back against Harry’s shoulder.

“What if they need to say something important?” asked Miranda.

“They have signals they can make, if necessary,” explained Maxwell. He had broken out a set of leather straps and was busy binding Leah’s arms with them, squeezing them tightly behind her back. Both men made a point of folding the women’s arms upward, leaving their shapely asses exposed.

“But we’ve been at this a while. We know our pets,” said Maxwell. “If they experience any pain or discomfort, it’s because we want them to.”

Miranda bit her lip, thinking about the rather serious discomfort in her backside. Though painful, the sensation was starting to grow on her; she no longer attempted to fight it, but rather embraced it. She accepted that she couldn’t escape its presence, only endure it, and that resignation eased her suffering to the point that she could swear it actually felt kinda good.

“What about tied up?” she asked, staring at the intricate rope work binding Rebecca’s arms and torso. The strands wove around her limbs and chest, forming an elaborate harness that framed her breasts, squeezing them slightly. At the same time, Leah’s straps looked so tight they could snap if Leah breathed in too deeply.

Harry probed Rebecca’s drenched entrance again, this time driving his fingers in and out quickly. She immediately began to moan, twisting against her bonds and Harry’s steely grip. “What do you think, honey? Do you like being tied up?”

“Mmm!” Rebecca screamed, grinding her hips against Harry’s strong hand. Harry let go of her with his other hand so he could deliver a solid spanking to her ass. Rebecca shrieked, her bliss spiraling out of control.

“What do you think?” he asked Miranda.

“I think she’s enjoying herself a great deal,” she admitted.

“You want to come, babe?” Harry asked, now rubbing Rebecca’s clit with his thumb as he penetrated her with his fingers.

“Mmm, -eez,” she mumbled, nodding.

“All right, you may.”

Rebecca screamed, bucking and writhing as waves of ecstasy shot through her body. Harry again held her, keeping her steady as her knees became wobbly. Harry kept working her tender flesh as her fluids dripped, drawing out her orgasm as long as he could. When her scream finally died to a soft groan, Harry withdrew his fingers and wrapped his wife in his arms. He kissed the top of her head as she caught her breath.

“Maxwell, can you get their nipples?” he asked.

“Of course.” Maxwell retrieved from the bag of supplies two sets of nipple clamps. The first, which were small clips connected by a thin, metal chain, he fastened to Rebecca’s pebbled nips. She moaned as they bit down, but in her orgasmic afterglow gave no signs of distress.

The clips Maxwell attached to his own pet’s breasts were larger, and unconnected. With wider clamps, they gripped her entire areola, hanging down from their own weight. However, Maxwell also added a pair of metal weights that hung from the clamps, pulling her breasts downward. Leah moaned as the spherical weights swayed with her every movement, adding to the agony they caused.

“You really mean to tell me she enjoys that?” asked Miranda, her eyes following the swing of the weights.

Leah nodded obediently.

“She loves pain,” added Maxwell. “You see, my Leah is a special case. She derives pleasure from serving a master.” He kissed her forehead, then spanked her backside with a pair of quick slaps. “Making me happy, makes her happy.”

Miranda couldn’t see Leah’s mouth behind the panel gag, but she didn’t have to: the smile and adoration in Leah’s eyes couldn’t be mistaken for anything else.

“I love you, pet,” he told her.

“Mmm,” she replied, winking.

Miranda could hardly believe the scene before her, yet nothing about it seemed forced or fake. She felt a stirring in her heart she knew to be a cross between jealousy and desire. She wasn’t sure she could stand the kind of restraint and pain the two pets were experiencing, but she did envy the love that passed between the pairs. Miranda knew from Leah’s story that she and Rebecca were best friends, but she had never met best friends who shared of themselves this freely with each other, let alone with strangers.

“What about one another?” she asked. “Rebecca and Leah? Were you two ever more than just best friends?”

The pets looked at each other, an expression of mild confusion passing between them.

“They’re more than that now,” said Harry. “I’d say they’re best friends with benefits, but it really goes a lot deeper than that.”

Rebecca and Leah nodded in agreement.

“The connection they share is just as loving as the ones we share with them,” added Maxwell. “The month they spent apart when Rebecca and Harry went on their honeymoon was bittersweet, in a way, as they hated to be apart for so long.”

While Maxwell spoke, Harry picked up another length of rope and began creating a harness around Rebecca’s waist. He threaded it around her hips, creating a series of loops, then drew the rope down her front and up between her legs. She gasped as the rope dug deeply between her folds, rubbing against her still sensitive clit. She bobbed on her knees as Harry tied off the crotch rope, then continued the harness, securing her thighs until she was hobbled.

“So what if Leah had never tried on this thing?” Miranda asked, wincing as the plug inside her shifted. “Where would she be now?”

Leah shook her head and stamped her foot.

“I think she’s saying she’d still be here,” Maxwell explained. Leah nodded. “She would have discovered her needs eventually, and then she would have come here, to the Manor.”

“Is that what this place is?” asked Miranda.

Rebecca looked to Harry, a worried expression on her face.

“This will be covered in the NDA,” he said, reassuring her. “Is that clear?” he asked Miranda.

“Of course.”

“All right. BonDouleurs Manor specializes in the training of pets like Leah here.”

“Although none have ever been quite like Leah,” Maxwell interjected. He retrieved from the bag of supplies a long, black pole with thick, black leather cuffs at either end. He secured the cuffs around Leah’s ankles, forcing her to keep her legs spread apart.

“No, none have,” Harry agreed. “But we train women who want to be submissives and meet a wealthy master.”

Miranda blushed, her curiosity and desire stoked. She considered herself an independent woman, but in the bedroom, she had other ideas. Could she really have both?

“What about Rebecca? Was she trained here?” she asked.

Rebecca gave a little shrug, her shoulders practically the only part of her body she could move. As she did, her breasts lifted with the rope harness, and the rope through her folds climbed a little higher.

“She wasn’t an official trainee,” noted Harry. “She tested my inventions, so on many occasions the trials she endured here were much more difficult. Including that belt you’re wearing. Now, hold out your hands.”

Miranda did as ordered, allowing Harry to remove her handcuffs. She rubbed her wrists, which were a little sore.

“Take off your dress,” said Harry.

Sighing, Miranda lifted garment up over her head, exposing her entire body to the group. She had expected this would happen and prepared herself for it, but she still felt an acute sense of humiliation. To her surprise, the embarrassment fed her arousal, and she had to stop herself from grinding against her belt. She balled her hands into fists and folded her arms across her breasts to keep herself from pleasuring herself.

“Put your hands down,” Harry commanded suddenly, spanking Miranda’s ass.

Miranda yelped loudly, but dropped her hands to her sides. Harry crept in close and whispered into her ear, “You will do only as you are told. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Miranda whispered back.

Harry spanked her ass again. Her flesh still glowed from earlier, and the fresh hits were re-inflaming the previous punishments. “Yes, what?” he asked.

“I… I don’t know.”

Harry grabbed her breasts and pinched her nipples with his fingers. “’Sir.’ That is how you will address us.”

“Oh. Yes. Sir.”

“When you make mistakes, you will be disciplined. Do you understand?”

Miranda moaned from the pain in her nipples, but said, “Yes, sir.”

Harry let go. “Very good. Now let’s get you ready for your walk.”

Smiling as they worked, Harry and Maxwell used a collection of chains and padlocks to bind Miranda tightly. They secured her wrists at her sides, locking them to the Devastator’s belt. They then pulled her elbows behind her back and locked them nearly together. More chains were used to cross her chest and form a harness, though it was more for show than function. Finally, her ankles were cuffed and a short chain connected them, preventing her from taking long steps or moving quickly.

“How does that feel?” asked Harry.

Miranda could barely compose herself. The sensation of being thoroughly bound was utterly alien to her, yet she was experiencing a profound explosion of joy.

“She’s blissed out,” noted Maxwell.

“I guess so,” Harry agreed. “Miranda, nod if you’re all right.”

Miranda heard them speak, and broke out of her trance enough to whisper, “I’m good… sir.”

“Excellent,” said Harry, noting her obedience even while in a state of euphoria. “In that case, we have just two more things.” He produced a big, red ball gag and stuffed it in her mouth, then buckled the straps behind her neck to keep it in place.

She moaned as her tongue pressed against the gag, unable to dislodge it, but then shrieked as Maxwell fixed a set of clamps on her nipples.

“There we go,” said Harry. “Doesn’t she look good, pets?”

Rebecca and Leah nodded and giggled.

“I think so too,” said Maxwell. “Lead the way, you too.”

Harry opened the door to the security room for them, and Leah marched out first, followed by Rebecca. Miranda didn’t move at first, too caught up in either her nerves or silent reverie, but a sharp smack on her bottom sent her into motion. Every hit to her backside reverberated through the plug lodged in her ass, enhancing her motivation to follow instruction.

Harry and Maxwell grinned as Miranda struggled to walk, both from the pain and binding. Yet, from the way wetness dripped down her thighs, her pleasure was evident.

“Leah, how many trips around the dining room would you like to make?” asked Maxwell.

Laughing, Leah hummed to herself. “Orrr.”

“Was that four?”

“Mmm hmm.”

Maxwell sped up so he could pinch his pet’s bottom. “Four it is,” he said as she gave out a soft squeak.

Miranda stopped in her tracks, mumbling through her gag loudly.

“What is it?” asked Harry, his voice thick with a disciplinarian’s edge.

She turned toward the direction of the dining room, then shook her head.

“What, you don’t want them to see you like this?”

Miranda almost shook her head again, but then stopped. Her body warmed to the idea, even though in her mind she still registered pause. She lowered her head and looked at her clamped nipples.

“Tell us what you want, Miranda. We won’t make you go in there,” said Maxwell.

Miranda thought back to the deal she’d made: if she wanted the story, she did as she was told. Not only did she want the story as badly as ever, she was more and more enjoying the doing-as-told part as well.

“Are you ready to continue then?”

Miranda nodded and stepped forward. The wave of pain that rippled out from her backside made her moan, but she took another step, and then another, and soon she was walking.

Together the five of them moved through a long corridor, working their way back to the dining hall. Harry and Maxwell were forced to adopt an unusually slow pace, as the women all had their movement impeded, but they enjoyed watching the women struggle and moan from the torment.

As they neared the hall, Miranda heard the voices of the guests, and her heart began to pound. She thought of the hundreds of men and women dressed in the finest suits and dresses, and what they would think of three nude and bound women showing up. She expected screams of disgust and surprise, but instead found quite the opposite: as they entered, applause greeted her like a rock star taking the stage.

Disbelief caused her to freeze in place, earning her another spanking from Maxwell. However, he also slapped Leah and Rebecca’s asses. “From now on, if I have to punish you, I’m going to punish them too,” he warned.

Nodding quickly, Miranda started walking again, following Harry’s directions to circle the dining hall and then cross through it lengthwise. She tried not to make eye contact with anyone at first, worried that they might try to reach out and touch her, but eventually she gave in and looked up. The friendliness and admiration in the eyes of the guests surprised her as much as anything else had so far that night, and she found herself smiling back at them. She could hardly believe it, but she felt… proud.

After a few rounds of the hall, Harry directed them to the center of the room, an empty space reserved for a checkered dance floor. A waiter came up to Harry and handed him a long, white device with an orb at the end. Miranda recognized it: a vibrating magic wand. “Come here,” he said, holding the toy at the height of her pussy.

Miranda complied, taking her small steps. As she got close he turned on the vibrator, and the humming sound drew her forward like a moth to light. As soon as she heard it, she knew she wanted it badly. She couldn’t remember ever being this turned on.

Once her lips touched the device, waves of pleasure started to ripple through her. The crotch piece of the Devastator had put constant pressure on her sensitive clit, keeping her on edge the whole time. Now the tension exploded into a fiery need for relief. As Harry pressed the vibrating orb against her, Miranda writhed and screamed, stolen away by the intense bliss.

“Are you about to come?” Harry asked, using his free hand to turn her chin to face him.

“Uh huh,” she moaned.

“Not yet,” he said, turning off the vibrator and pulling it away.

Miranda screamed immediately, thrashing in her bonds, wanting the vibrator back. A curl of laughter emanated from the crowd, causing her cheeks to burn in utter humiliation. She had been so desperate to climax, she was willing to do it in front of an audience? Where had that come from?

And at the same time, she realized how truly helpless she was: Harry and Maxwell had total control over her body. They could give her pleasure, or withhold it. She found the notion powerfully intoxicating, though she didn’t fully understand why.

“Mr. Ellis, is that a Devastator she’s got on?” asked a voice from the crowd.

Harry grinned and spanked Miranda lightly. “It sure is!” he replied. The crowd oohed and clapped. “And it’s her first time, too! She’s taking it pretty well.”

He brought back the vibrator and turned it on, granting Miranda the stimulation she craved. Within seconds she found herself weeping for joy as bliss enveloped her. She ground her hips against the vibrator, aching to get closer and closer to orgasm. She looked to Harry nervously, worried he would take it away again.

“Relax, Miranda. This time you can come,” he said.

Though she wasn’t sure she should, she believed him, and lowered her guard. As the crowd watched, a flood of ecstasy rose up from within her, and the orgasm that had been building broke free. Shaking in Harry’s grip and biting down on her gag, Miranda hollered as she creamed herself. She felt so high she could have cried and laughed and yelled for hours, just as long as Harry and Maxwell never let her go.

Leah and Rebecca watched with a combination of excitement and jealousy; both had fond memories of their first times bound and humiliated. Leah, in particular, craved release after her days in chastity. She trusted her master to reward her patience, but seeing Miranda’s pleasure, she couldn’t help want the same relief.

When at last Miranda’s orgasm ran out of steam, Harry shut off the vibrator while Maxwell held her steady at her shoulders. “Yeah, you’re one of us, you just don’t know it yet,” he whispered.

He removed her gag and set it aside. Miranda tested out her aching jaw, then shook her head. “You’re wrong, sir. I do know it.”

Maxwell chuckled, then pointed to the hall’s other entrance, which led outside. “Move.”

Miranda did as she was told, but asked, “Where are we going, sir?”

“You and Leah and I are going to the helipad,” explained Maxwell. “Harry and Rebecca are going to their limo. Both are this way.”

Harry again held open the door for the group, and this time as they exited they were met with the cool night air. Though the evening was temperate, not having on even the equivalent of a bikini gave Miranda chills. She started to shiver, and so began walking faster, to get to the helicopter sooner. Of course, doing so resulted in a fresh jostling of the plug in her rear. She moaned with each step, feeling her arousal growing all over again.

Miranda hardly even noticed when Harry and Rebecca split up, heading for the black car waiting for them in the cul-de-sac. She had her eyes on the helicopter — she had never ridden in one before, and was eager to experience it.

Maxwell helped both Miranda and Leah inside, lifting them up with his impressive strength. Leah quickly sat down so Maxwell could fasten her safety belt and put on her sound-dampening headphones. Miranda, on the other hand, was hesitant to try to sit with the gear she was wearing.

“Come on,” said Maxwell. “The seats are very comfortable.”

Miranda snorted. Yeah, I’m sure. The helicopter did look as though it belonged to a billionaire: stylish and elegant, designed for comfort and performance. The pilot was a young man with short, dark hair; he looked like an ex-Air Force pilot, and didn’t react with any sort of surprise to Leah and Miranda’s appearance.

I guess he’s seen it all before, she figured with a grunt. She slowly lowered herself into her seat, wincing as pressure was applied to her plug as she sat. Maxwell sat between the two women, then pulled the door to the helicopter shut. He buckled in Miranda and himself, and within minutes they were all airborne.

Miranda moaned as the vibrations of the helicopter’s engine were transferred through the belt she wore. To add to her stimulation, Maxwell reached down to her pussy and rubbed her swollen lips, causing her to fidget and squeal. With his other hand, he cupped Leah’s chest, massaging her breasts and occasionally pulling on her nipple clamps. Leah groaned from the pain, but also enjoyed some of the vibrations moving through her. It wasn’t enough to bring her to orgasm, but she didn’t mind getting closer.

Lost in the strange new sensations, Miranda barely remembered to look outside to see the city below them. She was used to airplanes and soaring so high that cities looked small enough to fit in your hand. With the helicopter’s low altitude, the city still felt like a sprawl, big enough to never see it all.

Yet, she certainly recognized Maxwell’s building as they approached. The entire trip went so quickly. Considering the wonders Maxwell could work with his hands, she found herself wishing they could fly around a little longer, despite the pain in her backside.

“You ready to truly enter our world?” asked Maxwell as they landed on the roof.

Miranda nodded, though she wasn’t sure. Am I?

—

Though Miranda had felt like she’d landed on another planet for much of the evening, Maxwell’s penthouse solidified that sense for good. Though the modern furniture and decor struck her as suitably chic for a billionaire, his choice in art sent her floating to the stratosphere. Drawings of beautiful women in strict bondage lined the walls, each unique, though seemingly drawn by the same artist.

“Did you commission these, sir?” asked Miranda.

Leah shook her head quickly.

“Don’t ask about them,” said Maxwell calmly. “Besides, they’re not why you’re here. We’re headed for the dungeon. But first, would either of you like something to eat or drink first?”

Leah nodded, so Maxwell quickly released her gag. Leah gasped, but smiled as the long phallus escaped her mouth, a line of drool left hanging from her lip. She waited patiently while he brought two glasses of orange juice from the kitchen. As soon as Miranda saw the second one she stared at it, realizing how thirsty she was.

“I figured you wanted one,” he said.

“Thank you, sir.”

Maxwell smiled as Leah drank. “You’d make a good pet, Miranda. You learn quickly.”

“Thanks,” she replied, embarrassed for some reason. It was clearly meant as a compliment, but she never expected to receive praise for doing something like this. She supposed it made sense, but it still felt odd.

Once she had finished her glass, Maxwell led the two women to the stairs.

“Sir…” said Miranda, looking at the steps. She felt distinctly uncomfortable with the idea of walking down them while her ankles were chained together, especially considering she was in heels. Is that what Leah’s going to do? She couldn’t, could she?

“Relax.” Maxwell bent down and started releasing the locks that bound Miranda and Leah’s feet. “For the record, Leah could pull that off. She has phenomenal balance, and has navigated far greater challenges.”

Leah winked at her. “I’ve fallen a few times, though. That’s what training is for.”

Miranda nodded, feeling a little better, especially with her ankles released. Maxwell didn’t stop there, though: he actually untied Miranda completely, removing all the chains. When he was done, all that was left was the Devastator. He then switched to releasing the straps binding Leah, and soon she was left with just her chastity belt. He then pointed down the stairs. “Move.”

Leah quickly trotted down, eager like a kid who just got home and was eager to play with her toys. Miranda followed suit, though going down the stairs with the plug in her bottom created a whole new set of sensations.

When they reached the next level, Miranda was shocked to find herself in a rather small room. It was the size of a bedroom, and contained very little: a big reclining chair, a flat screen television, an antique armoire and a cage one might use for a big dog. Or a…

Miranda’s eyes widened in shock. “Is that… for you?” she asked Leah.

Leah grinned. “Yes, that’s where I sleep. And do other things.”

“In. A. Cage?”

“It’s a nice cage,” said Maxwell. “And you see that intercom?” he asked, pointing to a control panel on the wall near the ground, just within reach through the bars. “If she needs anything, anytime, she need only ask. I have staff nearby watching in case of emergencies, 24 hours a day.”

Miranda looked around the room. “We’re being watched?”

“Yes. Now Leah, turn around.”

A smile lit up the pet’s face as she turned, and as she expected, Maxwell fished a small key out of his pocket and unlocked her chastity belt. Leah moaned as the device fell away, revealing her pale skin.

“Feel better?” he asked.

“Yes, master. Much better.”

“Good. Inside your cage please.”

As Leah got in and shut the door behind her, Maxwell reached into his pocket and took out Miranda’s cell phone, which was still recording. He placed it on the arm of his recliner, He then took out the remote for her Devastator and triggered the release.

“We’re going to do this slowly,” said Maxwell as he pulled just a little on the belt portion of the device. Miranda spread her legs and let the thick plug slide out, groaning as it vacated her tender back entrance. It had been locked inside her for so long, and she had grown so used to its presence, that finally taking it out came to her as a surprise, rather than a relief. It was as if she expected to always be with it, which seemed silly, yet she couldn’t shake that feeling. She supposed she would always remember her first time wearing it, much like Leah did.

When it finally came free, Miranda fell to her knees and shook. She breathed deeply, struggling to keep her composure.

“Is this what it was like for you?” Maxwell asked Leah. “For your first time?”

“No, master. I’d had it on a lot longer, and Rebecca was there, so it was very different. Aside from the pain.”

“I see.” Maxwell opened up the armoire, which Miranda saw contained a small collection of restraints and sex toys, and picked out some rope. “Give me your hands,” he told Miranda.

Grunting, she pulled herself to her feet and held out her wrists. Maxwell worked quickly, roping up each one separately, leaving a long length left hanging from each wrist. He pointed at the ceiling, where Miranda saw two metal rings.

“Raise your arms until your hands are as close to those as possible,” said Maxwell. Once she did as told, he threaded the hanging leftover rope through the rings, then tied them off, pulling her arms fully taught. She pouted and squealed as her feet lifted off the ground, forcing her to stand on her toes.

He gave the ropes a pull, testing them, but his knots were secure. He returned to the armoire and picked out a flogger with long, red and black lashes. “All right, Miranda,” he said. “This is it. Now’s your chance to ask Leah and me any question you like. But they’re going to come at a cost.” He swung the flogger around in circles, practicing the motion, though Miranda figured it was for show. His technique was flawless, honed from decades of experience.

“What happens if I ask a question you don’t like? Are you going to punish me?”

Maxwell laughed. “You’ll find out, but know this: you can ask anything you like, and Leah will answer honestly. Isn’t that right, Leah?”

“Yes, master,” she said.

“Even if that means saying something that might upset me, I want you to be honest.”

“Yes, master,” she repeated, nodding this time.

“Miranda, are you aware that right now Leah is absolutely dying to orgasm?”

“Yes, sir. I can imagine.”

He pointed at her hips. “You see her chastity belt is no longer on, thus allowing her to pleasure herself?”

Miranda nodded.

“Do you know why she doesn’t do so right now?”

She shook her head. “Because I’m here?”

“No, Miranda. Because I haven’t told her to. Her obedience is stronger than her carnal hunger. She’s gone to great lengths to prove this to me, and to herself. You have no idea.”

She looked to Leah. “I’d like to know,” she said.

“We can get to that later,” said Maxwell. “Start with the basics.” He swung the flogger, cutting through the air with a whooshing sound. “I’m sure you must have a ton of questions.”

“Yes, sir. I do.” She looked at Leah, and her cage. She grinned. “You don’t miss beds?”

Leah laughed and Maxwell delivered a light slap to Miranda’s breasts. “I wind up sleeping in Maxwell’s sometimes, but I like the cage. It makes me feel possessed.”

“And what happens if you want to go out? You want to go to the movies, or shopping, or to the park?”

Maxwell flogged her chest lightly again. “Leah’s more of an indoor pet.”

She nodded. “He takes me out plenty, but I do prefer being alone with him.” She reached under a small, pink pillow inside her cage, and pulled out a smartphone. “Plus, I can do plenty from here. I talk to Becca all the time, I shop online. Watch movies. You know, all those things.”

Interesting. Miranda had never imagined that a girl living in a cage would be granted a smartphone, but why not?

“Does Maxwell check your phone, or read your e-mail?” Miranda tensed up, preparing to be flogged, but the swing never came. She opened her eyes to see Maxwell looking into hers.

“This is important,” he said, then pointed at Leah.

Once Miranda turned to look, Leah answered: “Not to my knowledge. And while I trust that he isn’t, I also have nothing to hide from him.”

Miranda turned to Maxwell. “In that case, do you spy on her?”

“No,” he replied immediately. However, he did follow up his answer with a sharp smack to her ass with the flogger. “Continue,” he said.

Miranda swung from her wrists for a moment, jarred by the tough hit. When she found her footing, she asked Leah, “Have you had any master other than Maxwell?” The question earned her a medium swat to her chest.

“Not really. I had trainers, back at the Manor. I referred to them as ‘master,’ but that was part of my learning. I never truly belonged to them.”

Miranda thought for a moment before her next question, sorting through the many curiosities vying for priority. “And you like everything Maxwell does? Is there anything that you do just because he likes it?”

Maxwell swung the flogger in a figure-eight, spanking both her ass cheeks. “That was two questions,” he said. “Watch your phrasing.” Miranda nodded, then looked back to Leah.

“I used to hate being denied an orgasm if I was close, but since Master really loves it, I’ve started to like it too. It makes the orgasm so much better when it finally comes. Otherwise, I have yet to find something I really don’t like to do,” answered Leah.

“When I came to the Manor looking for a pet, I was given her profile. It listed what she enjoys, and I found we matched up very, very well,” Maxwell added.

“In that case — and this question is for both of you — is there any type of play that you’d like to do, but the other hasn’t mentioned it?”

Maxwell responded by swatting her pussy with the flogger. Although there wasn’t a lot of strength in the swing, she was caught off guard and writhed from the unexpected pain. “Leah, you go first,” he said.

She thought for a minute; thinking about new sex acts wasn’t easy when her core constantly ached for release. It was hard to think about much of anything, for that matter.

“Master, I would like to get a tattoo, if that’s all right.”

“Really, pet? I never knew.”

Leah shrugged. “It didn’t seem very important. Just something I’ve always thought about.”

Maxwell crouched down in front of her cage and stuck his hand through the bars. Leah placed her chin into his waiting palm. “You have such beautiful, flawless skin. While I enjoy giving you welts and bruises, marking you permanently almost seems like a crime… but if it would please you, we can figure something out.”

“I’d like for it to please you, master. I figure the tattoo could mark me as yours.”

He smiled, caressing her hair before getting up. “I’d like that. We’ll discuss it more later. Miranda, continue.”

She steadied herself for a rough flogging, then asked, “Maxwell, you’re a very well-respected man in business, you’re handsome and obscenely wealthy. You must have many women interested in you. How do you deal with them?”

Maxwell smiled. He flogged Miranda’s ass, with a series of hits that left her skin pink. “I politely decline.”

“That’s his choice though,” Leah added. “My master is not committed to me the same way as a husband would be. If he wanted to enjoy another partner, I wouldn’t object. Just as sometimes I desire other men.”

Miranda couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “You’d let her sleep with other men?” she asked.

After a lightning fast snap to Miranda’s pussy, Maxwell replied, “Of course. Sometimes I tell her to do it. Sometimes she asks for permission, and sometimes I grant it.”

Howling from the sharp hit, Miranda gasped and swung from her wrists, toes dragging across the floor as she attempted to recover.

“But to clarify your original question: I have yet to meet a woman more beautiful than my Leah, or more loving, or who I love and cherish more, so I am not tempted by other women.”

“I see, sir,” Miranda grunted, straining to stay on her toes.

A tone sounded on an intercom panel near the door. “Yes?” Maxwell said into the air.

“Harry and Rebecca have arrived,” came a male voice, that of Maxwell’s butler, Finn.

“Please send them down,” the billionaire replied.

“Will do.”

Maxwell turned to Miranda. “Good, now that they’re here, we can start the real fun.”

Within moments the pair arrived down the stairs to Leah’s room. Rebecca had been mostly untied, but her hands were still roped behind her back. Her long, straight hair was in disarray, and her cheeks looked flushed. Miranda surmised that they had a little fun in the limo ride.

“We were just playing a little question and answer. Miranda’s been very well-behaved.”

Harry looked at the pink in her punished skin. “I can see that.”

“And Leah has earned a true reward. I could use your assistance with that.”

“My pleasure, as always,” said Harry.

“Rebecca, yours as well,” added Maxwell.

Leah perked up, excitedly. Her face screamed, This is gonna be very, very good. Miranda couldn’t help but grin as well. No wonder she was so beloved by these people; her happiness was infectious in the best possible way.

Maxwell opened up the door to Leah’s cage while Harry untied the ropes holding Miranda up. He held her against his body, preventing her from falling. Miranda sighed, enraptured by the extraordinary strength in his arms and the hardness of his chest.

“Can I ask how you got so strong?”

Harry grinned. “I don’t just invent things. I build them. I have a machine shop where I fabricate anything I can think of. Sometimes that means a lot of heavy lifting.”

Rebecca snorted. “He’s being modest. He works out a ton as well.”

Sensing Miranda had found her footing, he let go of her, then grabbed his wife. “I’m gonna give you a workout,” he taunted, spanking her bottom. She shrieked and laughed, twisting around in his grip, but he locked his arm around her.

Maxwell punched in the code to open the secured door to his dungeon, and held it open for everyone to enter. Miranda felt like Alice falling down the rabbit hole now more than ever, as the enormity of the dungeon overwhelmed her completely. She’d heard of people having a kinky playroom in their basement, but this went beyond anything she ever imagined.

The dungeon went on as far as she could see, reaching the very edges of the building itself. She noticed the glass windows and realized, This is the place I saw in the photos! Between the bliss and torture of the helicopter ride, then the questions game they played, she hadn’t associated her location with the pictures that led her to everything that had happened. It felt surreal, like visiting a famous monument that you knew existed your entire life, but had never seen in person.

Of course, part of her astonishment came from the dungeons’ contents: she had never seen so many sex toys collected in one place before. Restraints and whips, gags and dildos — it went on and on. Then there was the equipment: machines that she could hardly imagine were designed for sex had been set up at stations throughout the floor. It could take somebody months to try all of them, in every configuration.

But I suppose they’ve had months, haven’t they? she realized. Miranda could have passed out from her arousal. The idea that the kind of night she’d had was just a typical day for these people… it seemed wonderful and insane all at the same time.

“How on earth do you guys get anything done around here?” she asked.

The four of them laughed.

“This is what I do for a living,” said Harry, gesturing toward the equipment. “I design this stuff.”

Miranda’s jaw dropped. “You have the best job in the world.”

“Without a doubt,” said Harry. “And so does she,” he added, hugging Rebecca into his chest. “I couldn’t do it on my own.”

“And I don’t have to get anything done, for the most part,” explained Maxwell. “The nice part of owning a billion-dollar company is that you can just pay people to run it for you. That leaves plenty of time to play.”

“Sounds like quite the life,” said Miranda. Now she felt truly jealous, but how couldn’t she?

“I know that look,” said Leah. “If you want this kind of life, you could apply to be a trainee at the Manor.”

“Really?” The idea hadn’t occurred to Miranda, but why not?

“Let’s not jump the gun,” said Harry. “Let’s give Miranda a taste of what it would be like, then we can talk about the Manor.”

“With pleasure,” said Maxwell. “Now, I think I know what I want to do for Leah. Come with me.”

He took Miranda’s arms in his hands and forced her to move. She blushed at being manhandled, but felt her fluids begin to run as his unbreakable grip made her feel owned. If she slowed down to look at something, he slapped her ass, so she kept going for the most part.

Maxwell led everyone through the dungeon until they reached a pair of heavy stone pillars; a foot wide and little more than a foot apart, they extended fully from the floor to the ceiling. After whispering his plans to Harry, the men got to work preparing the women. Harry laughed as he listened to the plan. “Kind of tough logistically,” he commented.

“We can do it though.”

Harry nodded. “Oh sure.” He picked out some rope and began tying Rebecca up again, binding her elbows together tightly, then securing her legs. He helped her lie down on the ground, then bent her legs backward, against her thighs, and tied her feet off. As Rebecca moaned from the stringent hogtie position, Harry tied fresh harnesses around her chest and hips, as well as around her knees. When it was all secure, Harry tied a series of ropes to the harnesses, then attached the ropes to a pulley; with the press of a button, the pulley lifted Rebecca several feet off the ground.

Turning in midair, Rebecca gasped in ecstasy. She was totally helpless; if Harry’s ropes didn’t hold, she’d fall flat on her face. Miranda marveled at the trust Rebecca had in his work, but the ropes did seem to hold without difficulty. And the way her weight was distributed amongst the harnesses, she looked comfortable, as if she could maintain the position for hours.

Knowing Harry and Maxwell, she just might.

Once Rebecca was aloft, Maxwell got to work on Leah, though her binding only took a few moments in comparison: built into the massive stone pillars were several heavy metal cuffs, and Maxwell locked her in them so that her arms and legs were fastened to the corresponding pillar.

Harry adjusted Rebecca’s height, raising her until she was nearly face-to-face with Leah. Both of the women grinned as their noses almost touched.

“Rebecca, would you kindly get Leah started?” asked Maxwell.

“Of course,” she replied. Harry lifted her up the rest of the way so that her lips met Leah’s, and then they began to kiss.

Maxwell watched for a minute, vicariously enjoying his pet’s pleasure, then returned to Miranda. He stood so close to her, she could feel something stiff poke her back. Even through his pants he felt hard as wood, and quite thick. Miranda shivered excitedly, especially as Maxwell pressed down on her shoulders, forcing her to get on her knees. Harry then took over, binding her arms together tightly. She winced as her elbows were locked together, testing her flexibility. To make the position more stringent, Harry connected the ropes binding her arms to her ankles. The connections formed a triangle between her arms and each ankle. Miranda couldn’t raise her arms without having to lift her feet, so as a result she was forced to stay on the ground.

“Now, Miranda,” said Maxwell. “Work your way over to Leah.”

Oh god, she thought. She forced her left knee to lurch forward, then her right, but the effort it took, thanks to being bound, made the process slow and constantly difficult. Still, when she did reach Leah, she felt strangely accomplished. Of course, Leah didn’t seem to mind the delay: she and Rebecca were happily engrossed in one another. The men, too, were enjoying themselves greatly.

“Miranda, your job now is to lick Leah’s pussy until we tell you to stop.”

“Yes, sir,” she agreed. She had a feeling that’s what he would say, so she was prepared. She had never pleasured another woman before, but she was eager to try. Seeing everything Leah and Rebecca had in their lives, she wanted to be part of it in some way. If pleasuring a billionaire’s sex slave could be a form of initiation into it, Miranda was happy to oblige.

As she began licking Leah’s clit, she wasn’t surprised to find Leah was already drenched. The musty taste gave Miranda the briefest pause, but she quickly got over it. Leah’s moans grew deeper and longer as Miranda’s tongue moved in tight circles and found its way deep into Leah’s pussy lips.

“Master, may I come?” Leah asked, breaking contact from Rebecca for the first time since they started to kiss.

“Not yet, pet,” said Maxwell. “Miranda, work faster.”

“Ohhh,” Leah groaned, trying to hold back the flood. She had been aching for release for days, and the events of the night had left her in a permanent state of extreme need, so holding off an orgasm now took every ounce of will she possessed.

“Please, master,” she begged after another minute. She shook and writhed like something possessed.

None of the women heard the sounds of zippers lowering, or pants falling to the ground, or lube squirting out of bottles. They were too wrapped up in their activity to notice the men moving in from behind.

“Okay, Leah,” he said. “On three. One… two… three!”

As he counted off the last number, he positioned his massive erection against her tight rear entrance and pressed it in. Leah screamed, in part from the sudden intrusion in her ass, but also from the tremendous power of the orgasm she’d let loose. She quaked as spasms of ecstasy gripped her.

Maxwell began to grunt with his rapid thrusting. He had been plenty aroused by the scenes from the night, and was eager to take his pet’s ass for his own enjoyment. Her tight flesh gripped his rod and held him tight as he hammered and spread her hole.

Miranda, to her own surprise, didn’t let Maxwell’s appearance or Leah’s orgasm phase her; she kept going, lapping her tongue across Leah’s soaked pussy until the pet screamed loud enough to echo throughout the dungeon.

Finally, to complete Leah’s bliss, Harry produced a long-tailed whip, which he used to punish Leah’s chest, giving her that dose of pain she needed to truly climax as hard as she could. Miranda didn’t know how Leah could withstand such an overload of sensations; it seemed like any one of these things would be utterly intense on its own. To have all of them going on at once seemed ludicrous.

Yet, from Leah’s euphoric moans, it seemed as though she had no interest in stopping. Maxwell paused his pounding to say, “Miranda, Leah here has a way of leaving the present for what we call subspace. She loses track of time, and just feels the pleasure of the moment. It’s basically her nirvana. Many submissives experience it. Maybe in the future you will too.”

That would be nice, she thought as Maxwell resumed his thrusts. As she had not been told to stop, she did as ordered, and kept licking Leah. She enjoyed the act of following a master’s command, and was starting to see its appeal. She almost wished Harry would direct one of the swings of his whip her way, and strike her own pebbled nipples. However, his aim was perfect, always finding Leah’s breasts, and never hitting Rebecca by mistake.

Maxwell kept driving into Leah for several minutes, lost in the orgasmic energy passing through everyone in the room. When he finally had enough, he shot his load into his pet’s ass, and kept thrusting until she’d milked every last drop out of him. When he pulled out, she dripped with his seed.

He was the first to stop, and as soon as he did, Harry set aside the whip. The men let Miranda and Rebecca keep going for a time, but then Maxwell called for Miranda to stop. She did, and Maxwell lifted her up and pulled her away.

Harry came up to her, his cock standing at attention. She had thought Maxwell’s was large, but Harry’s was even more impressive. She had never seen one that big, and could only imagine the things he could do with it.

“If you’re going to train to be a pet, you can count on having to suck a lot of cocks until you learn to do it right,” he explained. “Show me what that mouth of yours is good for.”

Miranda’s cheeks burned from such a reductionist line, but Rebecca and Leah giggled. It was probably meant to get a reaction out of me, Miranda realized. Training to be a full-time submissive wouldn’t be easy; it made sense that she’d have to be tough mentally. She opened her jaw as wide as she could, hoping it would be enough to fit Harry’s enormous cock.

As his tip passed between her lips, she tasted his hot, salty skin and curled her tongue around it. Harry inhaled sharply, enjoying the snug fit — his girth barely passed into her smallish mouth. To his surprise, Miranda happily closed her eyes and began working up and down, taking in more and more of his cock with each bob.

“Not bad,” said Maxwell, watching her form.

“Yeah, she’s got some potential.” Harry grabbed Miranda’s curly tresses in his fist and held her head tightly to his body, jamming his shaft into her throat. Miranda choked and started thrashing, and Harry let go. She gasped as his rod escaped her mouth. “But there’s room for improvement,” he noted.

“I’m sorry, sir,” said Miranda. She truly felt disappointed in herself for gagging.

“You’re excused,” Harry replied. “This takes practice. Let’s try again.” He slid his cock back into her mouth, and this time when he reached into her throat she held him longer before coughing. They continued this pattern until Harry stopped forcing his way quite so deep, content to let her pleasure him as best she could.

“Don’t worry, babe,” he called out to Rebecca. “Our marriage is safe for now.”

“Ha, ha,” Rebecca shot back, sticking out her tongue. “Very funny, dear.”

This is by far the weirdest night of my life, thought Miranda. Still, she was enjoying getting better at pleasuring Harry, and by the time he reached his climax and sprayed his load across her face, she was excited by her progress.

“Very good, Miranda,” he said. “Honey, Leah, are you okay to hang out here for now?”

“Sure thing,” Rebecca replied.

“Yes, sir,” added Leah.

He looked to Miranda. “Good. This one deserves a proper reward. What do you think, Maxwell?”

“For sure. What did you have in mind?”

“Something mechanical.”

Mechanical? “What does that mean?” Miranda asked.

Maxwell released the ropes binding her ankles to her wrists, then stood her up. He left her wrists bound behind her back, and used the extra rope to tie a loose leash around her neck. “Come on,” he said, giving the leash a light tug.

She quickly followed him, not loving having a rope around her neck — it felt too much like a noose. However, she noticed that it was tied so that the loop didn’t tighten when the leash was pulled; it simply dragged her forward.

After walking a ways through the dungeon Maxwell stopped at a chair of some kind, though part of the seat was missing. Made of something painted a glossy black, its surfaces were padded in rich leather. At the end of the armrests, and at the bottom of the chair, were leather cuffs for her wrists and ankles. In the center of the seat, a large cutout allowed two dildos to stick out from underneath. Miranda couldn’t help but notice a black cord sticking out the back of the chair, and followed it with her eyes to an electrical socket.

“Mechanical…” she murmured.

“You’re going to love it, I promise,” said Harry. “Now let’s help you into it.”

Sitting down on the device proved to be very comfortable, aside from the two dildos having to be carefully worked into her holes. She used all the strength in her legs to keep herself up on her toes until she could slide down on both plugs. Even though they were lubed first, and Miranda’s holes were exceedingly wet, getting both dildos in at once proved a challenge.

However, once they were in, Miranda felt like a rocket that had just been cleared for liftoff. The toys pressed against each other within her, a sensation she found practically indescribable. And when her arms and legs were secured by the cuffs, and she knew she couldn’t escape, everything became impossibly intense.

They could leave me here like this for hours… The fantasy scared and excited her in equal amount.

Harry flipped a switch on the side of the seat, causing the dildos to begin thrusting in and out at a slow, steady speed. Miranda groaned, throwing her head back.

“What do you think?” he asked.

“Oh… I… oh god…” Miranda could hardly string her words together, the bliss was so exquisite.

“And this is the lowest setting,” added Maxwell. “We’ll raise it every once in a while until it’s as fast as you can stand.”

“Thank you… sir,” she said. “I… I…”

Harry leaned over to look the woman in the eyes. “What is it?”

“I’d like to… train… at the… Manor.”

Harry took Miranda’s phone from his pocket. “I’ll put my number in here. Call me this week, and we’ll make you an appointment to apply.”

“Thank you… sir.”

Harry set the phone down between her thigh and the armrest of the chair. “It’s still recording,” he said. “Since you wanted to listen to this later.”

Miranda moaned, feeling the device against her hot, sweaty skin.

“Now, feel free to come as much as you like,” said Maxwell. “You’ve earned it.”

She thanked him, and then felt the plugs start moving faster, driving rapidly into her holes. She struggled against her bonds instinctively, but couldn’t break free. She was truly stuck, with no option but to endure the unstoppable pleasure.

“Okay, we’re going to check on the others,” said Maxwell. “I’m going to give Leah another round or two before I put her back in her cage for the night.”

“And I’m going to prove to Rebecca that I’m still her’s as much as she’s mine,” added Harry.

“Such a romantic,” Maxwell joked.

He reached into his pocket and took out a ball gag — this one black — and stuffed it into Miranda’s mouth. She moaned as he buckled it tight. When he finished, Harry came by with a fresh set of nipple clamps and clipped them on. The pain burned and Miranda shook, but after a minute she was once again overwhelmed by the power of the dildos working into her. A trail of drool began to escape her lips, as the large gag forced them apart, and Miranda paled in humiliation.

“She looks so adorable like this,” said Maxwell. “I knew she would the second I saw her.”

“Indeed,” Harry agreed. “Okay, Miranda. Have fun.”

“See you soon, pet,” Maxwell whispered, kissing her forehead.

Miranda watched them until they walked out of view, coming and shaking and dripping her juices constantly. She screamed so loud she had to have been heard throughout the dungeon. It wasn’t the last time that night, or the loudest even. Miranda quickly lost track of time as the unending, transcendent euphoria took her to a state of mind she thought might be what they called subspace. It was bright and clean and wonderful, pure and perfect.

She didn’t know how long she enjoyed the ecstasy of that state, but when it ended, one thing was clear: she couldn’t wait to do it again.
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The limousine pulled right up to the police stanchions that cordoned off a few city blocks for the event, in which different rules for public conduct applied. As they got out, they noticed several pedestrians holding specially marked drink cups, which were filled with wine or beer. Despite the cool weather, many men and women were walking around in skimpy clothing. Ariadne and Leah both took a minute to scan their surroundings, eyes lingering on a pair of gorgeous, bare-chested men who were flexing their pecs for a pair of tourists as they recorded it with their cell phones.

Ariadne opened her small, black purse and took out a leash, which she fastened around Leah’s neck. “Walk with me, pet,” she said. “Slowly. We’re a couple blocks from my store.”

Leah nodded, recognizing the neighborhood. She took a tentative step, testing out her pace to see if Ariadne approved. If she didn’t, she would tug on the leash to slow Leah down or verbally tell Leah to speed up. However, she did neither, so Leah continued on.

Immediately, the festival crowd noticed the pair of women in fetish apparel. Stares turned into approaches, and soon a crowd gathered around them.

“Is she yours?” asked a young man who couldn’t help tracking his eyes across their tight outfits.

“For the night,” Ariadne replied, winking. “She’s on loan.”

“Does that actually feel good?” inquired a woman, pointing to Leah’s suit.

“She loves it,” Ariadne answered. “Though it’s not for everyone.”

“How did you two meet?” asked a handsome man who Ariadne could tell was getting very, very interested in the pair of them.

“Through a mutual friend. My name is Ariadne, and this is Leah. I have a shop nearby. Come with me and we’ll be happy to show you all the naughty ways this pet likes to play…”
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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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