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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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The Kinky Pets: On Loan


Maxwell Frost opted to welcome his guest in person, rather than sending his butler. The billionaire had just finished reading a report on the latest developments in lithium ion batteries and had grown bored. When he heard a friend, Ariadne X, had arrived without notice, he became intrigued and freshened up.

The elevator ride all the way up to his penthouse took more than a minute, giving him ample time to pour himself a scotch and ponder the reason for her visit. A frequent guest at his parties, Ariadne was a good friend and more than welcome to drop by, but it was not in her nature to do so unannounced.

“Ariadne, welcome,” he said, receiving her at the front door. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“Hey, Maxwell.” She greeted him with a courteous kiss, inhaling his cologne, which reminded her of salty spray from the sea. “You look good” she added, noticing his sharp, white button-down shirt and slacks — a little traditional for her tastes, but it flattered his body, which was immaculate for a man in his forties.

“You as well,” Maxwell replied, looking her up and down, taking in the length of her sleeveless, skin-tight, black, latex catsuit. “But you’ve taken out most of your piercings. What’s the deal?” She usually sported a variety of rings and studs. She’d opted to keep labret and medusa piercings above and below her lips, but her eyebrows and nose looked unusually bare.

Ariadne rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I figured it would be best not to scare away the tourists tonight.”

“The tourists?”

“It’s why I’m here,” she said, strolling through his penthouse, admiring the chiaroscuro pencil drawings of women in various states of undress and binding. She’d always wondered who drew them, but Maxwell always refused to tell.

“Is there something going on I should know about?” asked Maxwell.

“The city’s first Kink Fest is being held in my neighborhood. Tonight is going to be the biggest night in my store’s history,” she explained. Ariadne ran a boutique for exotic, high-quality sex toys. Maxwell was her best customer, though he preferred for her to visit him with a traveling collection.

“And you expect an influx of customers who are flush with cash but aren’t exactly familiar with your specialties,” Maxwell surmised.

“You got it.” Ariadne crossed her arms behind her back in a submissive pose. “So I’ve got a little favor to ask.”

Maxwell grinned. “Oh yeah?”

“I’d like to borrow Leah.”

He didn’t delay in offering an answer: “Of course, Ariadne. I’m sure she’d be delighted. But I take it you don’t mean you’d like her to man a cash register.”

Relieved, but still locked in the moment, Ariadne shook her head. “No. I’d like her to be on-hand to assist the customers, perhaps… demonstrate… the proper use of my inventory?”

Maxwell licked his lips and pointed to the stairwell that led to the massive dungeon below his penthouse. “I think Leah would be amenable to that, as am I, though I think establishing a few ground rules is in order.”

“Yes, no doubt,” she agreed.

“Firstly, I don’t want her to do anything you yourself would not — unless she chooses to.” He opened the door to Leah’s room, which one had to pass through before reaching the dungeon. At the moment, the room was empty.

“That’s reasonable,” said Ariadne. She knew Leah quite well, and the slave never ceased to impress with her bravery and resilience. Leah’s love of pain had been tested again and again, yet she never broke.

“I take it you don’t want me present, or you would have asked me to come too,” Maxwell assumed. He paused at the entrance to the dungeon, not wanting to go in just yet.

“I hope that’s not awkward. I actually thought you would prefer to be out and about, enjoying the festival. Harry and Rebecca are going.”

Maxwell nodded, remembering that his friends had let him know about the event a few weeks ago. He’d declined their invitation, figuring the event would be disappointingly tame. After all, he was used to enjoying kink at a very advanced level: what could be presented in public by neophytes seemed amusingly quaint. He would rather stay in with his prized pet and try something with her the festival attendees couldn’t even fathom.

“Actually, no. I had planned to skip the occasion. Leah didn’t seem particularly interested either, though I offered to send her with Harry and Rebecca.”

“I see,” said Ariadne. “If you want, you could stop by my shop after the festival ends. I’d make it worth your while.”

“Sounds great,” he said, opening the door. “Now, I trust you have security cameras at the store?”

“That’s right,” she said. “And before you say it, yes I can have you patched into them so you can watch what goes on at the store.”

“Excellent. You read my mind.”

Ariadne winked. “It wasn’t hard.”

Stepping inside, Ariadne remembered her prior visits to Maxwell Frost’s extensive dungeon. It occupied an entire floor of his building and was stocked with all manner of equipment and toys, many of which Ariadne had supplied. The exterior walls were made of glass from floor to ceiling, allowing in natural light during the day, but at night invited the eyes of anyone who knew to look. Leah and Maxwell were not shy; they didn’t mind possibly having an audience.

Billionaires, thought Ariadne. Not that she was especially shy either; she did run a store for sex toys, after all.

“My only other condition is that you have someone present for security,” said Maxwell.

Ariadne scoffed. “Please, Maxwell. I will have three of my best guards present tonight. They were going to be there anyway to discourage shoplifters.”

“Good,” said Maxwell. “Then I think we have an agreement. Provided Leah’s interested.”

Though Leah was Maxwell’s slave, and enjoyed being used and humiliated, Maxwell treated her with great respect and took care of her accordingly. He would not ask her to do anything he didn’t expect her to enjoy, and so far he had never led her astray.

“I don’t think that will be an issue,” Ariadne replied, looking around the dungeon. “Where is she?”

Maxwell grinned. “This way.”

They walked clear across the building, and finally his pet was in sight: hanging from the ceiling by a series of leather straps, she moaned softly. Completely nude, she was held mostly upright, though at a slight incline, her head listing forward. Her arms were pulled behind her back, and her legs were folded at the knee, effecting a hogtie while suspended. A thick, black bit gag rested between her lips, and a line of drool dripped, forming a small puddle on the floor. The straps, which were part of a harness, framed her breasts and waist, allowing her to remain in the air, her weight properly distributed. Lastly, to add a little extra discomfort, a strap connected to the harness ran between her legs and was pulled tightly into her folds, where it put constant pressure on her sensitive clit.

For some people, this would be a bizarre, even alarming sight, but for Maxwell and Leah it was typical for a Friday night. Or a Tuesday night. Or any other day.

“How long has she been in here?” asked Ariadne.

Maxwell grinned. “A few hours. She finished her studies early, so she’s had a while to enjoy herself. Leah, Ariadne is here. She’d like to have a word.”

The pet opened her eyes as if coming out of a trance.

Blissed out, thought Ariadne. She wasn’t surprised; the setup was hot, and stirred her own fluids as well.

“Hi, Leah. How’d you like to come to my shop and play with sex toys in front of total strangers?”

Leah laughed through her gag, her lips curled up in a smile.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” he said. “Of course, I can’t just leave you hanging like this without anything to show for it.”

Maxwell picked up a flogger that had been left on a small table with a variety of other toys, which he no doubt had intended to use on her later. “Better keep those fingers out of the way, pet.”

Leah’s arms were folded into a box tie, but she balled her fists to protect her fingers just the same. She trusted her master not to cause her accidental pain — only the fun, intentional kind — and his aim with a flogger was impeccable.

He began by delivering a series of light smacks to each of her ass cheeks. She moaned happily as the mild pain electrified her senses, twisting helplessly in her bonds.

This wasn’t the first time Ariadne had enjoyed watching Maxwell Frost play with his beloved pet, and it never failed to instill both arousal and a slight envy. She’d never seen a master and pet so devoted to one another, especially when she remembered that Leah was hardly Maxwell’s first pet. Others had come and gone before Leah, but now he seemed as smitten as she. Ariadne wasn’t one for settling down, but she didn’t deny a desiring something akin to their connection.

When Leah’s long, sustained groan turned into singular, pained yelps, Ariadne knew the spanking had graduated from warm-up swings to full-strength swats. Leah’s squeals were musical and alluring; in them, Ariadne could hear the typical notes of pain and pleasure, but also tranquility. Like she felt totally at peace when enduring her master’s lash. This was what she lived for, and it was evident in every scream.

As Ariadne watched, Leah’s skin grew an angry red, welts forming as her backside absorbed the punishment. Leah swung her hips, attempting to draw extra stimulation from the strap lodged in her crotch, but Maxwell held her steady to finish the flogging. As soon as he was done, he quickly picked up a magic wand vibrating massager. He pressed it against Leah’s pussy and turned it on.

“That’s right, pet,” he said. “Come for me and then you can go.”

Leah needed little invitation; she wailed as Maxwell kept the vibrator pressed against her sensitive flesh. At the same time, he used the flogger to slap at her perky, upturned breasts. Within minutes she was openly sobbing from the powerful orgasm erupting inside. She bucked against her bonds like something possessed, then went still as the wave of euphoria was spent.

Maxwell set aside his toys, then took out his phone and swiped the commands to lower the chains holding up Leah’s harness; she descended slowly, settling down on her knees. He immediately set about removing her restraints. While he did so, Ariadne fetched a bottle of water for Leah.

Grateful, Leah took the bottle and drank it down. A warm glow of satisfaction enveloped her, but she’d come back down to earth enough to listen to Ariadne’s plans. She explained about the festival and reviewed Maxwell’s ground rules.

“Sir, you don’t mind?” Leah asked her master.

“No, you can go if you like. I trust Ariadne, of course, and I know you like to get out of the house sometimes.” Maxwell gave her a tight hug, enjoying the way her body felt against his, then let go. “Plus, I’ll drop by later, after the store closes.”

“Thank you, sir. I would like to add in one other request.”

“What’s that?” asked Ariadne.

“I’d like to wear a mask,” said Leah.

Ariadne issued a perplexed look, bidding Leah to explain.

“I’m not shy around you, or my friends, or Maxwell’s friends — or the clients at BonDouleurs Manor. But those people are all trusted to be discrete and respectful. The people at the festival today will be total strangers, so I would like a mask.”

Maxwell nodded, but before he could speak Ariadne cut in. “That’s fine, Leah. I have lots you could wear. And when it comes to covering your pretty face, a mask is just one of the many options we have.”

Leah smiled, recalling the heavy hood Ariadne had sold Maxwell back when he’d first taken Leah as his pet. This was a promise that Ariadne would have no trouble fulfilling.

“Thank you, mistress. Then I’m ready.”

“Oh no you’re not,” said Maxwell. “Go hit the showers. Hurry.”

“Yes, sir.” She got to her feet in an instant, eager to obey, and ran off.

“She’ll just be a minute,” said Maxwell. “Care for a drink?”

“Thanks, but I’ll pass. I left some supplies at the door when I got here, Maxwell. I’d like for Leah to be wearing a few things when we get to the festival.”

“You want to make an entrance, I take it?”

Ariadne picked up the flogger and practiced her swing. “Something like that.”

“Then how about showing up in a limo? I could send the two of you there in one of mine,” offered Maxwell.

“Thanks, that’d be perfect.”

As promised, Leah only took a few minutes, thanks to having a shower built right into another area of the dungeon. Voice activated and capable of automatically dispensing soap and shampoo, it was an ostentatious display of Maxwell’s wealth, but it did come in handy.

Leah came back wearing a bathrobe around her petite body and a towel on her head. “Do I have time for hair and makeup?” she asked.

“Leave that to me,” said Ariadne. “Come along.”

“Yes, mistress.”

“I’ll leave you to it,” said Maxwell. “Have a nice time, ladies.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Leah.

“See you later, Maxwell,” added Ariadne. She then guided Leah out of the dungeon and upstairs, where they found the dressing room.

Ariadne started by finishing drying Leah’s hair, which she then pulled into a ponytail using a cute, pink bow. Maxwell’s butler, Finn, delivered the supplies Ariadne had brought with her, and then the real fun began. Ariadne used blush on Leah’s cheeks, followed by eye shadow and mascara.

“No lipstick, mistress?” Leah asked when she was done.

“Not yet,” said Ariadne, producing from her bag a pink, latex hood.

When Leah saw it, she understood why her makeup had been focused on accentuating her eyes: they would be the only part of her face visible. The mask had a cutout for her eyes, two tiny slits for her nostrils and a hole in back for her hair. Before Ariadne put it on, she stuffed a cloth in Leah’s mouth, filling it so that her moans and whines were almost completely stifled. Leah felt her chest pound, loving the constricting mask, which she suspected belonged to a set.

Sure enough, the next item to be revealed was a matching pink latex catsuit, with sleeves that reached down to her wrists and leggings that went all the way down to her ankles. Ariadne helped Leah put it on, smoothing out all the ripples in the material until the suit seemed seamless. It clung to Leah tightly, leaving nothing to the imagination except how she could have possibly gotten into it.

“Too tight?” asked Ariadne.

Leah nodded, but then winked.

“Too tight in a good way.”

Leah nodded again. Then she ran her hands up and down her legs, feeling the cool, smooth material, excited by how snugly it fit. When her hands reached her crotch, she realized that she could feel two distinct openings. She looked back to Ariadne and saw her holding two rather thin plugs. However, extending from the base of each plug was a short tube and a rubber bulb.

“That’s right,” she said. “Inflatables.”

Leah clapped her hands together in approval.

“Oh, that reminds me,” said Ariadne, setting the plugs aside. She took out a single-glove armbinder from the bag; made of black leather, it looked incredibly stringent. Ariadne also produced a pair of pink gloves to finish the ensemble of the catsuit and hood.

Leah put them on, curling her fingers to complete the feeling of total enclosure. Then she got up and put her hands behind her back, allowing Ariadne to slip her arms into the binder. It was mostly pre-laced, so all she had to do was pull the laces tighter and tighter, one loop at a time until finally the binder was totally secure. Leah moaned, thinking about how her hands were now hidden completely, making the gloves redundant, except for the fact that Leah knew they were there, and so did Ariadne. Those little touches were not lost on her: even when she was so dolled up for the sake of being noticed by others, Ariadne still provided something that could be enjoyed by just the two of them.

“One last thing,” she said, “And then it will be time for the plugs.”

She retrieved from her bag a set of black ballet boots. With an impossibly high heel, it would force her to stand on her toes and take extreme caution while walking. Fortunately, Leah’s extensive training as a pet had prepared her for such a challenge. Her balance was exceptional: she could walk those boots through a pit of marbles and not fall.

“Very good,” Ariadne cooed as Leah stood up in the boots. “I’m impressed.”

Leah nodded in thanks, then spread her legs, her orifices wet and eager to accept the plugs.

Ariadne chuckled. “Can’t wait to get stuffed, can you?”

The slave shook her head, not even slightly ashamed. Of course, how she acted with a trusted top was different from how she’d treat dozens of strangers; Ariadne expected much more humility out of Leah once they were out in public.

“Okay, bend over.”

Leah complied, then gasped as the two plugs were lubricated and inserted. Though they were long and thin at the moment, she could imagine them widening as they were pumped full of air, stretching her holes to their limits.

Most importantly, thanks to the flexible base of the plugs, once they were threaded through the holes in her catsuit, they couldn’t be removed without getting completely undressed. They only bent in one direction, so now they were locked inside, and Leah knew it. That permanence — being at another person’s mercy — stoked her arousal as much as the rest of her situation combined.

“All right,” said Ariadne. “Let’s get this show on the road.”

—

The ride in the limo had been difficult for Leah: sitting down with two plugs inside her was never easy. To do so with the plug’s stems sticking out between her legs, and a set of ballet boots, proved impossible. She was forced to lie down, face down, her head in Ariadne’s lap. and resign herself to being held very tightly by the mistress.

Ariadne didn’t mind, of course, as she always enjoyed having a pet’s face buried between her legs. She only wished Leah could make proper use of her mouth, given the situation. Instead, Ariadne played with Leah’s ponytail, reminding herself that she was going to work: the whole point of this excursion and borrowing Leah was to make a splash at the festival.

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.”

An excited murmur rose up in the crowd.

“Wait, what are those things?” asked a young woman, who Ariadne placed to be about college age — just a few years younger than Leah.

Ariadne smiled mischievously. “Why don’t you come forward and have a closer look?”

The attractive woman threaded her way through the crowd and pointed at the bulbs hanging from between Leah’s legs. “What are these?”

“Squeeze one,” suggested Ariadne.

“Which one?”

“Either.”

The woman brushed her blonde hair out of her face as the wind kicked up, then took one of the bulbs and gave it a squeeze. Leah moaned as the plug in her ass grew, and the woman jumped back, startled. She mumbled, “Did I? Did she…”

“Nothing to fear,” said Ariadne. “Leah liked that. Why don’t you give the other one a try, even things out a bit?”

“Even things out?” the woman murmured, unsure what that meant, but did as asked. With one quick squeeze, the plug in Leah’s pussy also widened, prompting a soft sigh from the pet.

“Very good,” said Ariadne.

“But what did it do?”

Ariadne laughed, then leaned over and whispered the answer into the woman’s ear. “Oh god,” she said, eyes widening in shock. Yet, Ariadne could see there was more excited curiosity than revulsion in her response.

“Does the air escape when you let go?”

“Of course not. There’s a valve for that.”

“Oh god,” she repeated. “And… and… you sell those at your store?”

“I do. And they come with instructions and everything,” Ariadne assured her.

“Good. I mean, okay,” said the woman.

Ariadne winked, then turned back to the rest of the crowd. “Who else would like a try?”

Leah moaned, shuddering as several members of the crowd obliged, pumping her plugs and spreading her holes wider and wider. By the time they finished, she was grunting and wincing as the plugs pressed against each other. She loved the sensation, but it was getting tougher to enjoy and maintain her balance.

“All right, that’s enough,” said Ariadne. “Thank you all. You’ve helped ensure Leah’s walk to my shop will be unforgettable.”

Leah held off rolling her eyes at Ariadne’s showmanship. Instead, she waited for Ariadne to tug at her leash, then began marching forward.

Although some people from the crowd broke off to check out other happenings, many followed the women, with others joining them, attention drawn by the unusually large procession.

A security guard inside Ariadne’s store saw them coming and prepared to receive them. As soon as they came in, customers began to look around, examining the displays. Leah noticed that far more inventory than normal had been put out in anticipation of the event. The store’s plain racks — which were chosen to give the store a grittier appearance — were crammed full of toys, including a range of starter kits for those new to their use. Usually, Ariadne only stocked the highest quality toys, but she’d prepared well for the festival and had something for everyone’s price range.

“If we run out of anything, I can always place an order,” she shouted over the growing din of the store. “Now, who here thinks Leah here has earned a reward?”

A rousing cheer went up from the crowd.

“And who here would like to see how such obedience is rewarded?”

Another cheer rang out.

“Well, for that we’re going to have to get Leah out of this outfit. We’ll be back in a few minutes! Feel free to browse until then.”

Ariadne led Leah out to a round of applause. They entered Ariadne’s office, and she quickly got to work taking off all of Leah’s bindings, starting with the boots.

Leah didn’t complain that Ariadne didn’t touch the plugs; she enjoyed having them in, and clenched down on them to feel the air shift around. Of course, the plugs couldn’t come out until the rest of the outfit was removed, but Ariadne could have released all the extra air; she opted not to. Instead, she removed the armbinder, then the gloves and hood, followed by the wadded up cloth in Leah’s mouth.

Gasping in relief, she said, “Thank you, mistress.”

“You’re welcome.”

The tough part, of course, was removing the catsuit, which encompassed so much of Leah’s body. Taking it off required a range of motion on Leah’s part, and every time she shifted her weight, turned her body or took a step, the sensation in the plugs sent a fresh wave of pleasure through her.

When at last her arms were free, Ariadne released the valve on the plugs with a sigh of lament. She then helped Leah out of the leggings, and finally the pet was free.

“A mask, please, mistress,” she said.

“And the rest of your makeup,” Ariadne added. Several alluring masks hung on the wall; Leah chose a crimson mask with black feathers. Then Ariadne chose a matching shade of lipstick.

“Beautiful,” she said, examining the nude pet. “But you can’t go out there quite like that.” She opened a box marked “Festival” and pulled out a set of fiery, scarlet lingerie and a matching pair of heels. “Put this on.”

“Yes, mistress.”

When Leah was ready they marched out into the store. Nobody noticed them at first, so they listened to the sound of whispered conversations and the chime of the cash register.

Finally, somebody spotted the women and began to cheer. The last time they saw Leah, her body had been covered from head-to-toe, so now her skimpy outfit drew the eyes of everyone present.

“Now, for Leah’s reward. I’m taking requests. What would you like to see used on her?”

“This!” said several people at once, all holding up something wicked. Ariadne walked around, collecting the floor models of the items suggested.

“Looks like you have your work cut out for you, pet,” she said. “Why don’t we start with this?” She handed Leah a long, thick vibrator.

“If you don’t feel like seeing a little skin, I suggest you turn away now,” Ariadne warned. “Whenever you’re ready, pet.”

Nodding dutifully, Leah took the toy, then lowered her panties to her knees. She inserted the dildo, moaning as it slipped inside her sodden crevice. The inflatable plugs from before had left her spread and sensitive, especially since she hadn’t come.

“This is an excellent product,” Ariadne explained, holding up a small remote control. “You can use the device from several hundred feet away with this, perfect for the submissive who likes to relinquish control. Perhaps you put it in and go to a dinner party, or maybe a movie or concert, and the whole night you can have a little naughty fun with nobody else the wiser. And it packs quite a punch.”

As she said it, she activated the device, sending a flood of stimulation through Leah’s body. The vibrator hummed loudly enough to be heard throughout the store, and soon Leah shook from paroxysms of bliss.

“And this is a power setting of six,” continued Ariadne. “It goes up to 10, and even at that setting the battery can last for up to eight hours. But if you can last more than eight minutes at that speed… you better tell me how.”

The audience laughed, but it died down quickly as they watched Leah twitch and moan. After a few minutes, she gasped. “May I come, mistress?”

Ariadne turned the crowd. “Show of hands. Who thinks she should hold it?” Ariadne did a quick scan and got an approximate count. “And who thinks she should come now?” Decidedly fewer hands shot up. “You’re a sadistic bunch. Hold it, Leah, for a little while longer. I’ll tell you when.”

Leah screamed, aching for release, but obeyed. She had backed up to the wall of the store and leaned against it as her knees weakened. She blushed, for real this time, as the audience watched her struggle to control herself. Ariadne’s sales pitch faded into an unintelligible drone punctuated by laughter as Leah forced herself to hold off the onslaught of ecstasy. She made out something about pairing the toy with one’s cell phone to control the device from anywhere, and Leah couldn’t tell whether Ariadne was purposefully stalling, or just oblivious to how desperate the situation had become. Normally Leah would ask again, but she didn’t want to interrupt. Finally, there was nothing she could do: with a shriek that pierced the air, Leah came.

“Oh, no,” said Ariadne, turning to Leah, who trembled with bliss. “Looks like my pet couldn’t follow a simple instruction. I think it’s time for a punishment, don’t you agree?”

A fresh applause broke out from the crowd, and Leah slumped to the floor.

—

Leah opened her eyes after a minute, her head foggy from the massive orgasm, but she quickly got to her feet, prepared to accept her punishment.

Ariadne leaned in to whisper in her ear, “I’m sorry, I got wrapped up in things. I’ll make it up to you later.”

“It’s fine, mistress. It was worth it.” Leah put her hands behind her back submissively, but clenched the dildo still lodged in her chasm. “I’m sorry, mistress,” she then said out loud, adding a little emphasis for the crowd. “I will accept whatever punishment you deem fit.”

“Very well.” Ariadne looked to the assortment of toys that had been proposed for her reward. She spotted a long, wooden cane amongst them. “Which joker chose this for a reward?” she asked.

A middle-aged man raised his hand, stepping through the crowd. “I did.”

“Have you ever used one of these before?”

“I have, actually.”

Ariadne turned and bent over, presenting her shapely backside to the crowd, then held out the cane. “Show me.”

The man, who wore khakis and a white, striped polo shirt, took the cane and gave a few practice swings. Leah watched curiously, wondering why she was not the one bent over. Of course, Ariadne’s flesh was covered in latex, offering some protection.

The man began a short motion, tapping Ariadne slightly, then landed a single, solid swing. She hissed in pain, then stood up. “I guess you have done that before. What made you think Leah would enjoy that as a reward and not a punishment?”

He grinned and cast a glance at the pet. “From the outfit you had her in before, I figured she likes pain.”

“That she does, but in my store we use orgasms as a reward. Everybody likes those.”

Ariadne waited for the audience to quiet down, then selected a set of handcuffs and a harness gag from one of the shelves. “Things got a little loud last time, don’t you think?” She gave Leah the handcuffs to hold, then inserted the red, rubber ball of the gag into her mouth. Leah turned around so Ariadne could show the crowd how the straps fastened, securing the ball in place so that Leah couldn’t speak.

“Technically this thing won’t muzzle that much sound, but it looks nice, doesn’t it?” Ariadne took the cuffs back from Leah, then fastened them on her wrists, binding her hands in front of her, where they would be out of the way of her backside. “Bend over, pet.”

Leah complied, showing the crowd her red thong and still slightly pink backside. She hadn’t forgotten the flogging Maxwell had given her earlier, as she still had the welts. Ariadne began the caning in much the same way as the man: a series of quick taps, followed by a stronger snap. “People feel this cane and think it’s light, so you should swing hard. But it really doesn’t take a lot of force for this to produce a great deal of pain. See?” She swung again, and Leah wailed through the gag from the agony. She shook in place. She didn’t move, but she didn’t exaggerate her reaction. Ariadne was grateful for this, and made a mental note to thank her and Maxwell later. As a businesswoman with a reputation to maintain, she didn’t underestimate the importance of authenticity.

Ariadne asked the crowd to circle about to let other people get a good look as Leah was caned. The pet screamed, and drool escaped her lips thanks to the gag, but every time she suffered a hard hit, she still sighed afterward, enraptured by the harsh throb emanating from her tortured flesh. Ariadne’s technique was as flawless as Maxwell’s.

“Of course, if you’re new to enjoying pain, a cane might be too intense. You may want to try a paddle, or a flogger. And be sure to find a dominant who knows how to aim! That can’t be understated.”

The crowd laughed again, but abruptly stopped as Leah’s shriek indicated a great shock. “I just hit her below the buttocks, a very sensitive spot. If you hit that when you don’t mean to, you will have a very upset slave,” Ariadne explained. “And speaking of sensitive spots…” She directed a strike of the cane to Leah’s pussy; though covered by the thong, the hit was still hard enough to send a wave of pain through Leah like a river of molten lava. The pet wept, but kept her ass in position, ready for more.

“That’s all, Leah,” said the domme. “Straighten up.” She looked to the crowd. “Let’s have a round of applause for Leah.”

Hearing the clapping and cheering, Leah nodded in thanks as she regained her composure. Ariadne released the gag and handcuffs, then pulled up a chair so Leah could rest for a while.

“Now, if you want to see Leah try something out, or you’d like to try something on her, form a line. We’ll get to as many as we can.”

Within seconds a line extended out to the door of the store.

“You’re popular tonight,” Ariadne observed. “You put on an excellent show.”

“Thank you, mistress.”

“Think you’d like to do this again sometime?”

“Yes, mistress. Are they going to hold the festival again?”

Ariadne looked out the store’s window; it was mostly obscured, but she could see dozens of people passing by. “Probably. But if Maxwell agreed, you could be our product test model on a more regular basis.”

“If master wishes me to do that for you, I will, mistress. But…”

“What?”

Leah shook her head. “He won’t. This was a one-time favor, and he won’t be happy to give me up on a regular basis. That would be more than a favor.”

Ariadne sighed. “I suppose you’re right.”

“Mistress?”

“Yes?”

The slave smiled excitedly. “I have an idea, though. If you can’t have me, you can get another trainee. Somebody from the manor. You could create an internship for them, and teach the trainee about running a business. In exchange, she will show customers how to use your products.”

Ariadne kissed Leah’s forehead and gave her a hug, an uncommonly affectionate gesture for the woman. “Leah, that’s a great idea. Will you tell Maxwell and Harry?”

“Of course, mistress.”

“Thank you. Now, are you ready to play?”

Leah rose to her feet. “Definitely, mistress.”

—

“Okay, who’s up first?” asked Ariadne.

At the front of the line stood a tall, thin, shy looking woman. She held up a set of nipple clamps. “I don’t understand these. Why do you put them on?”

Ariadne took the clamps. “Because they hurt. It’s stimulating. Leah, take off your bra, please.”

Leah did as asked, then replaced her hands behind her back. She winced as the clamps bit down on her pebbled nipples, but smiled at the customer.

“How long can you keep those on?” she asked.

“Everyone is different, miss. I can go a long time,” Leah explained.

“The really painful part is taking them off,” Ariadne added. “When all the blood rushes back in and the feeling returns.”

The woman folded her hands over her chest. “I’m sorry, I don’t think I…” She turned and walked out of the store.

Ariadne shrugged. “It’s not for everyone. Who’s next?”

Several customers approached with their products, and Leah tested out all of them. She tried on dozens of gags and cuffs, she accepted a hit from various impact toys and she even allowed herself to be led around the store on a leash as customers watched. She kept on a set of nipple clamps at all times, depending on which one somebody wanted to see modeled. However, something seemed missing.

“Hey,” said Ariadne. “I don’t know if you’re all shy, but if you want to see Leah try out a dildo or vibrator, bring it up! I promise you we’ll clean it first before we sell it to you!”

A nervous laughter came up through the crowd, then a few people got off the line to grab new selections. Ariadne beckoned for them to skip to the front.

“Now this is more like it. Ahh, one of my favorites.” She picked out a metal buttplug; its base was adorned with a heart-shaped, red gemstone. “Leah, your panties, please.”

Hoots and cheers were met with clapping as Leah surrendered the last of her clothing. She then bent over, leaning against the wall, and waited for Ariadne to apply lube to the plug.

“I like this one because it’s small enough to wear for a long time, if you choose. And it hides under clothing very easily for surreptitious stimulation.”

Leah moaned as the plug spread out her tender bud and eventually lodged in her ass. Ariadne picked out a paddle that had been used earlier and gave Leah a slight spanking.

“Fun, right?”

“Yes, mistress.”

Ariadne took out the plug and put it in a bucket with other used toys. “Who’s got another?”

A man presented another toy with a sheepish look on his face. “If… if it’s okay,” he murmured.

“Leah, what do you think?” Ariadne asked, showing her the toy.

“Of course, mistress.”

Ariadne took the long, metal plug and lubed it up, then inserted it into Leah’s ass. The pet groaned as its length slid into her, eventually stopping at its wide, plastic base. “Here, turn it on,” she said to the man.

Though handsome and well-dressed, he seemed out of his comfort zone. Ariadne suspected he was a straight-laced type who was hoping not to be seen by anyone he knows, though also secretly would like to be spotted by a certain someone. His hair seemed freshly cut, and the subtle cologne he wore imparted a calming, inviting quality. Yet, he had chosen one of the nastiest toys in her entire shop.

The man reached out tentatively and flicked a small switch on the black box attached to the plug by a short, red wire. He jolted back, but when nothing happened he stepped forward again.

“It’s okay,” Ariadne reassured him, “Trust me, I won’t let anything bad happen to you or Leah. That’s my responsibility. Now, if you like, turn the dial to its first setting.”

The man hesitantly followed her instruction, causing an electric current to sting Leah through the plug. She moaned, but didn’t flinch.

“That’s awesome,” said the man.

“It is! Turn it again.”

Feeling more confident, he set the dial to the next setting. Leah felt it immediately and began to writhe in place. Still, her moans belied pleasure more than anything else.

“You see: the right slave will enjoy this toy. It is painful, however, so it’s best to check first.”

“Right,” said the man. “Thank you, I’ll take it.”

Ariadne turned off the device. “Ask for one up front, and thank you,” she said. She removed the plug and set it aside, then turned to Leah. “Pet, I’d like to really show this crowd what you’re made of. You game?”

“Yes, mistress,” said Leah. “What do you have in mind?”

“Actually, this one is up to you. Get what you want, and we’ll do it.”

She grinned excitedly. “Yes, mistress. Right away.”

Ariadne turned to the crowd. “Ladies and gents, if I could have your attention. It’s occurred to me that Leah’s talents are not being used here to their true potential. This woman has trained extensively and is, without doubt, the toughest person in this room. Now she would like to show us what she’s made of.”

The audience cheered as Leah selected a variety of toys to be used at once; they certainly didn’t mind seeing a woman as beautiful as her traipsing around the store nude. Ariadne imagined how the neighboring businesses would react when they heard about this night.

When Leah was done, even Ariadne was a little surprised at all her choices. “You sure you want all this?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“All right, then.” And I was worried my piercings would scare off the tourists, Ariadne thought ruefully.

She picked up a bundle of rope. “Folks, this tie is known as a reverse prayer, and it is very difficult. Lucky for us, Leah has excellent circulation.” Ariadne got to work binding Leah’s arms behind her back. Instead of having her arms positioned straight back, or folded into a box, her arms were instead pulled all the way back at the elbow until her wrists were touching. It indeed looked as though she was praying, but her arms were behind her back instead of in front. Leah winced as the stringent tie was finished, but nodded to the crowd to indicate she was all right.

Ariadne, not wasting an opportunity to craft a memorable tie around a gorgeous woman, wove a harness from the rope that wrapped around Leah’s chest, framing her breasts as it further secured her arms. The rope was wound across her waist, pulling it tightly over her hip bones to add to the intensity.

When it was done, Ariadne used one last length of rope and tied it around Leah’s ponytail. “Now, what is this for, you might be wondering,” she said. “Something very uncomfortable.”

Ariadne picked up a long, curved piece of metal with a large, shiny orb at the end. “Anyone know what this is?”

“An ass hook,” said the man from before who’d brought up the shock plug.

“That’s right,” said Ariadne. “That guy knows his butt stuff! This end will be inserted like so…” she explained while lubing up the toy. She then pressed it against Leah’s rear entrance, slowly applying more pressure until the orb began to penetrate. Leah moaned as it spread her hole, grunting as the widest section slipped inside.

“Now we tie the other end like this…”

She took the rope in Leah’s hair and pulled it down, forcing Leah to arch her head backward. The rope slipped through an eye at the end of the anal hook, and then Ariadne tied it off. Doing this rendered Leah unable to move her head out of the difficult position, as doing so would pull the hook deeper into her ass.

The crowd watched, stunned, as Ariadne exacerbated this predicament by adding a ball gag, forcing Leah’s jaw wide, and then a set of nipple clamps.

“Doing okay, pet?” she asked.

“Mmm,” Leah mumbled affirmatively. She turned around, despite the strain it caused, and gave a thumbs up. The crowd laughed, and clapped politely.

“Good, because we’re not done. Spread your legs.”

Leah did as asked and steeled herself for what she knew was coming next: a second pair of clamps, this time for her sensitive pussy lips. She squealed as each clamped down, and the crowd started in surprise. Still, Leah showed another thumbs up.

Finally, Ariadne picked up a set of weights. Made of polished obsidian, the glossy, black stones were hung from the pussy clamps by a short hook. Leah wailed as they pulled down on the clamps, but nodded when asked if she was all right.

“Walk,” commanded Ariadne, flicking a whip at Leah’s bottom. Instinct took over, and Leah started to move, her body a mess of torment. The crowd parted to allow the pair to pass, but followed close in their wake to get a good look. Leah’s tortured moans silenced the remaining conversations, and even the paying customers paused their transactions to watch. Only the store’s security staff remained professional, keeping constant vigil.

“I’ve been fortunate to know Leah for about a year now,” said Ariadne as she whipped Leah, which kept the slave moving. “I know that this kind of pain, this challenge, is what she lives for. Isn’t that right, pet?”

Leah moaned and gave a nod, despite how it pulled on the hook in her ass.

“I also know that Leah only became aware of her submissive tendencies within the past few years. So you might say she’s something of a prodigy. She has a college degree, she’s fluent in several languages. How many is it now, Leah? Four?”

“Mmm.”

“Four. And she’s well-versed in a variety of other fields. I think it’s fair to say I’ve never known anyone like her. And so I thank her for allowing me to cause her this much pain.”

Ariadne put down the whip and picked up a magic wand. “I’d say she’s definitely earned this.” She pressed the toy to Leah’s pussy and turned it on, sending a surge of vibration directly to her clit.

Leah closed her eyes and broke into an unintelligible stream of mumblings. Ariadne used her other hand to hold Leah’s shoulder, keeping her steady as her knees grew weak. “Oh yeah, that’s the spot right there, isn’t it?” Leah simply rocked in place, grinding into the vibrator. Ariadne pulled the device back an inch, and Leah stepped right back onto it, pulled like a magnet.

“This is what pure bliss looks like,” Ariadne told the crowd. “This is ecstasy for her, but it’s not just the stimulation. Right, Leah?”

“Uhh… huh…” she replied, her mind somehow still present enough to understand the importance of what Ariadne was explaining.

“For Leah, service to her master — or mistress — is an integral part of her satisfaction. She’s gone to great lengths to prove this, not to me or anyone else, but herself. She’s suffered through weeks of deprivation to show that she truly lives to serve. Making her master happy is its own reward to her. Being brought to the height of sexual satisfaction is just a bonus.”

Leah nodded, tears of joy streaming down her cheeks. Agony and ecstasy swirled through her body, and she looked to Ariadne for permission to come, unable to form the words.

Fortunately, Ariadne had no trouble understanding. “Yes, pet. You can come.”

Relieved, Leah let a rapturous orgasm burst like a geyser. Her fluids dripped down her thighs as she came, and her scream filled Ariadne’s shop. Ariadne removed the pussy and nipple clamps, inviting that second surge of pain at just the right moment, powering a second orgasm right on the cusp of the first. Leah moaned as Ariadne backed her up to the wall to balance, then slipped her fingers into Leah’s sopping chasm. She found Leah’s G-spot, and soon her second orgasm was turning into a third, all while the crowd watched, transfixed.

After the third explosive release, Ariadne finally shut off the vibrator and set it down. “Are you good?” she asked, whispering in Leah’s ear.

“Mmm,” she mumbled, effecting a slight nod. Ariadne removed the gag, then removed the ass hook. Leah gave one last loud moan as the orb slipped out. “Thank you, mistress,” she said.

“You’re welcome. Somebody get a bottled water.”

A cashier came by immediately and helped Leah to drink as her arms were untied by Ariadne. Once she was fully freed, she walked through the crowd, showing off the pink marks left by the rope.

“How about some applause?” asked the domme. The crowd obliged, cheering loudly.

“All right. Leah, go in back and get some rest.”

“Yes, mistress,” she said. “Thank you.”

“No, thank you.”

—

Leah knew she hadn’t slept very long — she wasn’t used to sleeping in an office chair — but she did feel better. When she looked around she nearly screamed, as she was met with a sight she didn’t expect: Maxwell was standing there watching.

“You looked so peaceful and happy, I didn’t want to wake you,” he said.

“Thank you, sir.”

He picked her up in his arms, her weight nothing for a man as muscular as Maxwell, and carried her back out to the store. The only other person there was Ariadne, who was counting stacks of cash, stuffing them into money bags and slipping them into the store’s safe.

“Sex shop,” she mumbled. “Lots of cash purchases.”

“Of course,” said Maxwell. “Look who’s awake.”

Ariadne dumped the last deposit into the safe. “Leah, thanks again for tonight. You were incredible. I’ve told Maxwell all about it.”

“It sounds like you had a fun night,” he said, agreeing.

“As much fun as I can have without you, master,” she replied.

Ariadne rolled her eyes. “Feel free to gag her, now that she’s up.”

“Maybe I will. But I think now it’s time to make good on this favor. You said you’d make it worth my while.”

The domme nodded. “I did. I’m all yours, Mr. Frost. What would you like to do?”

Maxwell gave the matter some thought, then laid it out for both women. “I think we’ll all enjoy that quite a bit.”

“Sure,” Ariadne replied, unzipping her catsuit and baring her chest. “My pleasure.”

While she got undressed, Maxwell found a pair of handcuffs and fed them up over an exposed pipe running along the length of the store. Leah obediently stepped over so that Maxwell could bind her wrists, pulling her arms up over her head.

When Ariadne was undressed, she handed over the panties she’d worn that night. Unsurprisingly, they were quite wet. Leah whimpered when Maxwell held the sodden garment to her lips, but accepted her master’s will. He stuffed the white panties into her mouth, then sealed her lips with duct tape. He wrapped the tape around the back of her head, unspooling the tape to add several layers. Leah’s cheeks burned in humiliation, but she’d grown used to the musty taste, and soon her fluids were dripping expectantly.

Maxwell then used a few lengths of rope to tie Ariadne’s arms behind her back in a strict box tie: though the strain on her arms would be minimal, the ropes were very tight, preventing any hope of escape.

Though Ariadne enjoyed dominating women, she also had a fondness for being submissive, if it was to the right person or people. She had no complaint about Maxwell: it was hard to find a man more handsome, charming or skilled with rope and a flogger. His friend Harry was probably the only one better. Still, she preferred Maxwell’s easygoing nature, which was hard to find in a billionaire.

So, when Maxwell applied a set of clamps to her already pierced nipples, she accepted the pain they caused with a soft wince, followed by a grin. Maxwell tugged on the chain connecting the clamps, then pressed down on Ariadne’s shoulders, prompting her to drop to her knees. She did so, then scooted forward until her face was level with Leah’s bared crotch.

“Leah, this was all possible because of you, so your master has decided that you shall be the first recipient of my thanks.”

Leah nodded. “Mmm,” she mumbled happily.

With that, Ariadne leaned forward and began to lick Leah’s clit. Maxwell watched as his pet was pleasured, though it didn’t take Ariadne long to bring Leah to a climax. Ariadne had been on the receiving end of many sessions such as these, and thus knew how to return the favor. Within minutes Leah screamed as Ariadne’s tongue danced around, stroking Leah’s swollen clit again and again, circling it and sucking on it to build even greater sensitivity.

Ariadne was humble enough to know that her skill was not the only contributor to Leah’s quick and potent response. Her binding at Maxwell’s hand was far more stimulating to her, and to have him there watching also heightened the experience. It was his eyes that Leah stared into throughout the session, not Ariadne’s. And when she finally needed to come, it was to him that she looked for permission.

“Yes, pet. You may come,” he said, recognizing the look in her eyes, one he’d seen more times than he could count.

Leah shook as a spasm of euphoria passed through her body. Her knees wobbled and she may have fallen if not for her bound hands.

“My turn,” said Maxwell.

Ariadne turned around on her knees and said, “Yes, Mr. Frost.” She waited for Maxwell to pull down his pants, then took in his rock hard cock. As the best sex toy retailer in the city, she believed that a good toy could do just as good a job as the real thing, but when she saw Maxwell’s cock, she was reminded that there were exceptions.

She took his shaft deep into her throat, eager to pleasure the man who gave her store the greatest night in its history. She tasted the salt of his skin and moaned happily, looking up into his eyes submissively. The expression had its intended effect, and Maxwell twitched as a surge of arousal stiffened his cock even further. He took Ariadne’s head in his hand and held her against his body, forcing his shaft deep She gagged for a second, but kept her composure and let her tongue work along his length.

Full of energy and gratitude to Maxwell, Ariadne worked faster and faster as she went along, stopping not to rest but to hold his cock deep inside. When he was about to come, he abruptly pulled out so he could spray his seed all over the domme’s face. She gasped in pleasure as she felt his hot load on her cheeks and nose; she moaned as it dripped down to her aching breasts.

“Thank you, Ariadne. That was excellent. Stay here a moment, I need to get a few things from your shop.”

Ariadne simply nodded, still seeking to catch her breath. She looked at Leah, who wore a smile underneath the tape on her face. She nodded to Ariadne, as anything that made Maxwell happy gave her pleasure as well.

When Maxwell returned, he brought a small display table and a variety of toys. He set the table up in front of Leah, then lifted Ariadne to her feet.

“Lie down,” he instructed.

The woman bent over the table face first, and sighed as Maxwell tied a spreader bar between her ankles, forcing her legs far apart. He then used several bundles of rope to tie the bar to the central support of the table, and then to harness her body against its surface. When he was done, there was no way she could extricate herself, and her tender orifices were left exposed in the most humiliating way. Ariadne didn’t blush easily, but now she did.

Maxwell then nudged the table forward, lining up Ariadne’s face with Leah’s drenched pussy. “Leah, while you were napping Ariadne told me about your conversation from earlier — the one about having you come to the shop again.”

Leah nodded, suddenly fully attentive of her master.

“You were right about how I’d feel. I’d prefer not to let someone else have you quite so often. Yet, it seemed like you had a very nice time.”

“Mmm hmm.”

“So, I think perhaps we might work something out. If you’d like to keep doing this, maybe a few times a year. Quarterly, or bi-monthly perhaps. How does that sound?”

Leah nodded, then pointed at Maxwell.

“You mean if it’s okay with me?”

“Mmm hmm.”

“It is, pet. Though I may want to come along and watch. I did enjoy watching your performance tonight, thanks to the cameras in this shop. It was just like watching you on the security feed at home. So I don’t mind letting you come here from time to time. We’ll see.” He stepped past Ariadne and kissed Leah’s forehead. He stroked her hair and caressed her breast. “And your idea about getting a manor trainee in here as a regular guest was wonderful. I’m sure Harry will be happy to set that up.”

He retrieved from a nearby shelf a bottle of lube and poured it on his cock, and then over Ariadne’s backside. She groaned as the cool liquid hit her skin. Harry spread the fluid on his rod and along Ariadne’s rear entrance at the same time, grinning to himself.

“All right, Ariadne, give Leah the thanks she deserves for having such a great idea.”

“Yes, Mr. Frost,” she said. As she spoke her warm breath tickled Leah’s eager entrance, and when it was followed up by the domme’s tongue, Leah was quick to lose her composure.

At the same time, Ariadne was quick to feel overwhelmed as Maxwell’s massive staff slowly worked its way into her tight hole. The lube helped, as did his gradual pace — he allowed her to adjust to the intrusion an inch at a time. Eventually the billionaire buried himself all the way into Ariadne, groaning blissfully as he went.

Despite what amounted to a very serious distraction, Ariadne never let her rhythm be interrupted for more than a moment: she licked Leah’s pussy and sucked her clit, eliciting one orgasm after another from the pet. Ariadne marveled at Leah’s insatiability and Maxwell’s stamina. They were clearly made for each other, she thought, wincing as his cock began thrusting slowly but fully. She kept her focus on pleasuring Leah, but the billionaire’s pace kept increasing until he was pounding her hard and showing no signs of stopping.

“Oh yeah,” Maxwell moaned, sweat dripping from his brow. His blissful sounds fed Leah’s arousal, and their combined ecstasy lifted Ariadne’s own desire. Soon all three were locked in a massive, simultaneous orgasm, all screaming so loud it would be a miracle if nobody called the police. Ariadne’s table scraped against the floor, and the toys on the racks rattled as Leah quaked against the wall.

Ariadne didn’t stop licking and sucking Leah’s lips and clit until Maxwell’s seed burst inside her punished ass. He climbed off of her, then leaned against the wall as he caught his breath. “That was spectacular.”

“Thank you, Mr. Frost.”

Maxwell gave Leah a kiss on the cheek, then tickled Ariadne’s sopping pussy with his finger. “You two take a short break,” he said. “I’m going to find us some drinks, and then we’ll keep going.”

“Yes, sir.” Ariadne knew what she was signing up for when she’d asked a favor from Maxwell Frost. He could keep going like this straight until dawn. He was used to having a massive dungeon at his disposal, but between her store’s inventory and his own equipment, he had no shortage of ways he could make his women come.

Ariadne took a deep breath, flexed her fingers and toes, and prepared herself for a night she wouldn’t soon forget.
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Maxwell laughed. “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…”
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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…


For Further Reading: “The Kinky Inventor” series

[image: The Kinky Inventor]

If you enjoyed this story, you but haven't read Sasha Rich’s “The Kinky Inventor” and “The Kinky Billionaire” series, find out how the journeys of Rebecca and Leah began! Full of the same extreme BDSM found in this story, you won’t want to miss them. These and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich’s Amazon page.
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