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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…”
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The Kinky Pets: Pain Party

Rebecca watched the skyscrapers pass underneath her as the helicopter soared above the city. She and her husband, Harry, had only been aloft for a few minutes and were already near their destination. She’d shaken her head at the prospect of flying from BonDouleurs Hotel to the FrostGen building, but Maxwell had insisted. Riding in a chopper instead of a taxi was one of the many perks of being friends with a billionaire, but Rebecca had never truly acquired a taste for such grand extravagance.

“You don’t think this is a little harsh?” she asked. Her voice sounded hollow through the headset and noise-canceling headphones.

Harry put his hand on her knee. “Sorry, babe, I don’t.”

Rebecca frowned, thinking about everything that was going to happen tonight was, to a degree, her fault. Somewhere in Maxwell’s dungeon, his pet, Leah, was suffering. Rebecca knew that Leah loved it — craved it, in fact — but she couldn’t help feeling concerned for her best friend.

“Maybe you don’t really understand her the way Maxwell does,” added Harry.

She hated to admit it, but he might have been right. Though Rebecca had known Leah for so many years, she had never really grasped what Leah referred to as being a “true submissive.” Leah lived to serve her master; as long as she made him happy, she could derive satisfaction. Even if that meant abstaining from her own physical pleasure. Rebecca respected her friend’s unique needs, but couldn’t identify with them.

Of course, had she and Harry not won a bet made between themselves and Leah and Maxwell, Leah wouldn’t have had to endure two weeks without relief. She’d faced harsher tests before, but somebody as sexually insatiable as Leah would still find two weeks a significant challenge.

Not that that’s ever stopped her, Rebecca thought. Leah had shown her courage and perseverance on many occasions. She never shied away from pain, or broke from grief. She was a fighter and a survivor, and Rebecca loved her friend for it. Yet, as much as Rebecca enjoyed pain too, she needed the pleasure that followed. Leah could accept pain with no thought of reward, and Rebecca never quite understood how.

Knowing Maxwell, he had no intention of making Leah’s last day of chastity end without a truly proper climax. He’d invited Harry, Rebecca and countless friends to his penthouse and dungeon for a party, and Rebecca could guess what kind.

The helicopter landed on the roof of the FrostGen building; Harry and Rebecca disembarked and found their way into the building.

“Welcome,” said Finn, Maxwell’s soft-spoken butler. A man in his mid-sixties, his hair had gone completely white, but the flush of his cheeks proved him to be full of life. The full suit he wore was intentionally tight, showing off man’s impressive musculature, despite his age.

“Thanks,” said Harry as they entered. Already the penthouse buzzed from the conversations of dozens of guests.

A squadron of caterers — all pet trainees from BonDouleurs Manor and employees of BonDouleurs Hotel — served the guests with platters of appetizers and drinks. Rebecca breathed in deeply a cornucopia of enticing aromas: musky, masculine cologne; rich, delicious truffle oil; the earthy fruit of fine wine — the opulence was overwhelming. The black-tie party brought out the finest bespoke tuxedos from the men in attendance, while the women wore tight dresses that flattered their breathtaking figures. Gemmed jewelry sparkled as the light refracted through the precious stones. In nearly every corner, businessmen whispered to one another, hashing out deals privately.

As a graduate student in physics, Rebecca never imagined she’d become part of such a world. However, she never felt intimidated: these men and women adored her. Manor clients treated her like royalty: after all, as Harry’s wife and product tester, Rebecca was always the first to try out Harry’s newest inventions. Once they’d been thoroughly tested by Rebecca, the clients could then purchase the custom-made toys for their own enjoyment. They respected her bravery and resilience as much as they did Harry’s ingenuity and craftsmanship. Together, Harry and Rebecca were a perfect pair, and the clients treated them accordingly.

“Harry! Rebecca! There you are,” said Maxwell, who weaved his way through the crowd to reach his friends. “Thanks for coming!”

Harry chuckled. “We couldn’t miss this, could we?”

“Very true. This is all thanks to you,” Maxwell replied, grinning brightly. “Thanks again for that.”

“So, where’s Leah?” asked Rebecca.

“Follow me.”

Maxwell led them through the throng of guests, into the living room. Hanging from the wall, above a long table offering an elaborate selection of sushi, was Maxwell’s television. On display was a camera feed from the dungeon, where Leah could be seen strapped tightly to a table. Leather bands gripped her wrists, ankles and midsection, forcing her arms and legs together, flush against the hard surface. A thin pillow rested beneath Leah’s head and caught a line of drool that dripped from between her lips, which were separated by a large, red ball gag.

Leah’s soft moans played through the television’s speakers; they sounded distant and weak; they likely sounded the same to her, as they drifted through the massive dungeon. Maxwell’s collection of sex toys, torture tools and bondage equipment occupied an entire floor of his building. The floor-to-ceiling windows allowed for an impressive view, and also invited curious eyes to watch, assuming they knew where and when to look.

In addition to Leah’s bindings, Rebecca’s eyes were drawn to the chastity gear Leah wore. Made of stainless steel and black, neoprene rubber, the device consisted of a chest-piece covering her like a bra, and a belt wrapped around her waist and between her legs, restricting access to her orifices. Locked electronically, the custom-made set was in Maxwell’s control, and wouldn’t open unless he allowed it to. Even if Leah was free of restraints, she would be unable to pleasure herself. She had worn the gear almost non-stop for the two weeks — they were removed only briefly for cleaning, during which time Leah had been carefully supervised.

“How long has she been like that?” asked Rebecca.

“This position? Since lunch. But she’s been tied up, tied down, tied every which way since our little bet last week.”

Rebecca shook her head in disbelief. “You want to make sure she was as aroused as possible for this, huh?”

“Sure,” Maxwell replied. “It’s not like I put Leah through extended periods of chastity very often. Have to take advantage of these occasions. Also, it was Leah’s idea.”

“Oh, really?” said Harry.

“She knew how hot it would be.” Maxwell pointed at the screen. “This is why I love her so much, guys. She demands to be challenged. If I don’t come up with new ways to test her, she’ll do it for me.”

“Maxwell, I have a question for you,” said Rebecca. “Promise to be honest?”

“Of course.”

“Leah didn’t let us win the bet, did she?”

Rebecca hadn’t spoken to Leah since her chastity started, and the idea had fixed itself into the back of her mind. She hated to think that Leah would make such a sacrifice for her, but she knew Leah felted indebted.

“Not at all,” said Maxwell. “The truth is, she didn’t mind the idea of not winning. She could take the punishment of losing. But she pushed herself hard to win because she felt that if she didn’t try, you would know.”

Rebecca nodded, blinking rapidly as her eyes watered slightly. “I’ll have to thank her later.”

“You could join her,” Maxwell suggested. “Show your support.”

She laughed. “After the party, for sure. But she’s in the spotlight tonight; I don’t want to take that away.”

Harry wrapped his arms around her and kissed the top of her head. “You’re a good friend.”

“For sure,” added Maxwell. “Anyway, I assume you’re staying for the weekend?”

“We are,” said Harry.

“Great! Now, have a drink, get something to eat. We’ll get started soon.”

—

As if transfixed, Rebecca stood at the table, watching Leah squirm through the monitor. When Leah looked at the camera and winked, lips curled up in a smile, Rebecca sighed in relief and made herself a plate of sushi. The eel avocado rolls had called to her, and after eating she felt much better. Leah appeared all right, and maybe even eager. Could she sense Maxwell’s excitement? Maybe she just knew.

“Your attention, please,” Maxwell called out. “We’re going to get started. If you haven’t filled out your bid, this is your last chance.”

“Bid?” said Rebecca.

“Doesn’t apply to us, babe,” said Harry. He kissed her cheek, then gave her backside a quick smack. “We’re honored guests. I’ll be back.”

Rebecca sighed and rubbed the spot he hit, then watched as he headed toward the hallway that led down into the dungeon.

“As some of you have heard, Harry and I made a bet two weeks ago, and he won. As a result, my beloved pet has endured total chastity since then. No pleasure or relief of any kind. So, to celebrate the end of her suffering, we’re going to draw it out as long as possible. I’ve offered Harry the opportunity to be first to have some fun with her.”

On the monitor, Rebecca watched as Harry released Leah from the straps binding her. Her eyes lit up when she saw him, and Rebecca wondered how much Leah knew about what was going on up above.

“Hands behind your back,” said Harry.

Leah complied with a sigh and a nod. Totally obedient, she was happy to put her trust in Harry and Maxwell. Both knew how to bring her to the heights of ecstasy, and neither had ever hurt her in a way she didn’t like. There was no real need to bind her: she had the self-discipline to obey any order given. Tying her up was for her enjoyment and, if asked, she would happily demonstrate her gratitude.

In this case, Harry had decided to use a set of heavy chains and padlocks. When wound around her body and secured with the locks, the chains offered no give at all, forcing her arms into a stringent position behind her back. Leah moaned as the steel links pressed into her skin, and shuddered each time she heard a lock click shut. When Harry finished, her arms were bound together all the way to the elbows; Leah’s superior circulation and flexibility would allow her to maintain the position for hours, but not without significant effort. Already beads of sweat were forming on her forehead from the strain.

As Harry worked, the monitor switched to a different camera, allowing the crowd to continue following the action.

Harry picked up a flogger with black, suede lashes that had been readied for him like the chains. Wielding it with expert precision, he landed a shot to her backside that missed her fingers completely.

Leah groaned but didn’t lurch forward or step out of place.

“Very good,” said Harry. “Walk. We’re going upstairs.”

Leah mumbled an affirmation through her gag, then began marching at a deliberate pace. Every few steps Harry unleashed a fresh slap from the flogger, alternating between her cheeks, never missing. Gazing upward as if to the heavens, Leah sighed with each spanking, savoring the stinging sensation and the ache left over as welts formed.

However, Harry heard more than just pain and pleasure in Leah’s response. “You sound desperate,” he said, loud enough for the microphones to pick it up. Rebecca couldn’t help smiling as her husband teased Leah. He knew her well enough to play her like a fiddle.

“Mmm,” Leah hummed, nodding.

“But you’re not going to break, are you?”

She shook her head, proud of her resilience. She’d suffered worse periods of deprivation and come out on top. She could handle this one too.

“You’re going to be tested,” Harry said, swatting Leah two more times. The chains binding her clicked against each other as she walked; the sounds never changed frequency, a testament to Leah’s steadiness despite the punishment. “But you know this will all be rewarded in the end, don’t you?”

“Mmm.” Leah nodded, receiving another flogging as they reached the dungeon’s exit. She and Harry disappeared from the monitor now, but reappeared in the flesh moments later. The crowd granted the pair light applause as they made their way into the living room and to Maxwell.

“She’s all yours,” said Harry, handing him the flogger.

“Thanks.” He stashed it in his tuxedo jacket’s pocket, then wrapped his arm around his pet. “Feeling good, Leah?” he asked.

She huffed through the gag, a laugh, and nodded.

“That’s because you can see the finish line. You’ve been waiting for this for two weeks. But you know I’m not going to make this easy on you.”

Leah nodded, looking into Maxwell’s eyes with desire. No matter how much she lived the life she fantasized about during her training, she still moaned in her sleep, dreaming of being dominated.

He ran his fingers through her hair, then yanked it back and whispered into her ear. “You’re going to serve me and my friends until we’re satisfied.”

Leah groaned and squeezed her legs together, even though it gave her no relief.

Maxwell let go of her hair, then unbuckled her gag. “We’re going to use you and punish you, and you are going to scream for release, but you won’t get it until I say so.”

“Yes, master,” she said, working the soreness from her jaw. She scanned the assembled audience and found the faces familiar. She’d met most of Maxwell’s friends several times, and enjoyed pleasing them. He kept good company: as a billionaire, he tended to draw other wealthy men, but he filtered out those who would abuse their power. He suffered no sycophants, and only allowed into his inner circle those proven to show his pet all the respect they would pay him.

Spotting Rebecca in the crowd, Leah smiled and shook her shoulders, effecting a wave. Rebecca nodded back to her with a grin.

“All right,” said Maxwell. “I’ve been told all the bids are in. Before we start, though, I’ve just gotten word that we have a surprise guest. Folks, it’s my honor to introduce Arthur Windham!”

The crowd turned as one to the hallway, where a thin, handsome man watched everyone. His cheeks flushed as dozens of eyes landed on him. With bright, blue eyes and a smooth complexion, Leah always thought he looked younger than Maxwell, though in truth they were probably very close in age. Arthur’s mid-forties had been good to him, as he exuded youthful energy, though now he seemed embarrassed and maybe even a little apprehensive.

Leah and Rebecca had only seen him once before: he lived on a private estate, secluded and secretive. They’d flown there, and neither had been told their exact location. Arthur was also notoriously hesitant to leave home, so seeing him now came as quite a shock to everyone present.

“It’s good to see all of you,” he said meekly.

“Arthur, what brings you to this corner of the nation?” asked Maxwell, directing toward Arthur a caterer carrying a tray of champagne flutes.

“Ah… well… It was time, I guess,” he said. “I heard about the adventure you and all your pets had a couple weeks ago, and I felt like I was missing out.” He accepted one of the drinks, raised it in a toast and took a long sip.

“We’re very glad to have you. My staff will make sure you’re very comfortable,” said Maxwell.

“And I’ll call BonDouleurs Hotel and tell them to prepare the Lord’s Suite,” added Harry. “You’ll be the first one to ever stay in it.”

“Thank you,” said Windham. “That’s very generous.”

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.”

Harry leaned in and kissed her lips. “I’m having a feeling now too.” He reached between her legs and found her wetness.

Rebecca shrieked a laugh and pounded his shoulder with her fist. “Harry!”

“Hand in the air,” he said, his tone shifting from playful to dominant. Rebecca bit her lip, complying with his demand, loving how quickly he could flip the switch.

Holding her wrists, Harry stepped forward, forcing Rebecca to back up toward the wheel device. Attached to the crossbeams were thick metal cuffs, which Harry fastened around his wife’s wrists and ankles, locking her in place. He gave the side of the wheel a tug, causing it to spin slowly, taking Rebecca’s body along for the ride. She gasped as she found herself upside down and the blood rushed to her head.

“Once again, she’s all yours,” Harry said to Maxwell.

“You know I don’t get tired of hearing that.” The billionaire retrieved the flogger from his jacket and tested his swing, making a figure-eight pattern. Rebecca squeezed her eyes shut and listened to it slash through the air.

“Rebecca, you do look lovely shaved. You’ve made me a very nice target.”

He wasn’t kidding: the way the crossbeams spread her arms and legs, Maxwell would have very easy access to her most sensitive parts. She moaned, tensing herself up for the punishment to come. She couldn’t help but flinch when the first lash made contact, but it was only after the brief moment passed that she realized he’d barely touched her. The crowd giggled, seeing her embarrassment.

“That was mean,” she said.

In response, Maxwell gave the wheel a half spin, setting her right-side-up. “What’s that?” he said. “I couldn’t hear you down there.”

Rebecca’s cheeks burned some more at the joke. She opened her mouth to reply, but as soon as she did Harry stuffed a large, black ball gag between her lips. He fastened it as she huffed angrily. Her juices flowed, however, loving the humiliation. When he finished, he spun the wheel again, allowing it to rotate one full time and another half, giving Rebecca a full ride around, then setting her back upside down.

She thrashed against her bonds, invigorated by her body’s automatic fear response. Her heart thumped and every sensation felt amplified, so when Maxwell delivered a real smack with the flogger, she howled in agony. Her pussy throbbed angrily, desperate for relief or maybe more punishment — she couldn’t tell which. Maxwell obliged, landing one swat after another, taking his time and allowing her to recover between each. The direct hits were all plenty harsh, however, and Rebecca screamed with each one.

When he was done, Maxwell spun the wheel again, bringing her back up. “Having a good time, Mrs. Ellis?”

Rebecca growled, but nodded. She twisted around in her bonds, savoring the ache in her core. She could only imagine what Leah was going through right now.

“Here, babe,” Harry said as he took a set of nipple clamps out of his pocket. “Let’s make this count.” He clutched her breast and slipped each clip onto her pebbled nipples, causing her to moan as they bit down. The fresh pain distracted her from the torment in her pussy, but trading one pain for another only helped a little.

Once both clamps were attached, Harry turned the wheel, turning Rebecca over. He crouched down and fished two heavy weights from his pocket. Spherically shaped with a hook emerging from the top, the metal orbs were small but dense, and pulled harshly when Harry hung them from the nipple clamps. Rebecca moaned, feeling their pull on her breasts. She had enjoyed the hurt of weighted clamps many times, but usually she was standing upright; now, being upside down, and having her chest drawn in the opposite direction, created an unusually intense sensation.

She squeezed her inner walls together inside her core, desperate for something to penetrate and relieve her need.

As if sensing her need, Harry dipped a finger into her sodden chasm. “Is this what you want, Rebecca? To get off right now, while poor little Leah has to watch, knowing her turn won’t come for quite a while yet?”

Rebecca moaned through her gag, her head swimming in bliss as Harry found her g-spot. Her toes curled and drool escaped her gagged lips and all she could do was feel her husband’s hot digit digging in.

“I think that is what she wants,” said Maxwell.

“Yeah, sure sounds like it,” Harry replied.

Rebecca moaned, tormented by their teasing. She didn’t want Leah to be jealous, but everything felt so good. Sorry! she thought as she wriggled in her bonds. “-Eez!” she murmured through the gag.

In response, Harry plunged a second finger into her drenched orifice, then worked both in and out, lifting Rebecca closer and closer to climax. “How’s that?” he asked.

“Mmm…”

“Gentlemen, I had a thought,” said Arthur. He stepped over and whispered something in Maxwell’s ear.

“Oh, that’s really cruel,” he said, laughing. “All right. Harry, hold off a moment.”

Harry withdrew his fingers, confused but interested in hearing Arthur’s idea. Rebecca whined and twisted against her restraints, furious at being denied after receiving so much stimulation.

“Leah, come over here, please,” said Maxwell.

His pet, who had been patiently watching and waiting, walked toward the group with long, graceful strides. Even while chained and agitated by her own intense arousal, she never lost her sense of decorum.

Maxwell spun the wheel, setting Rebecca upright. She screamed as the pull of the weights shifted direction as gravity redirected their force.

“On your knees, Leah.”

Needing no help, Leah lowered herself to the ground.

“Arthur had a fun thought: why not ask Leah to help Rebecca come?”

Rebecca shook her head as the crowd laughed sadistically. Oh god, she thought.

“It would be my pleasure, sirs,” said Leah, exhibiting complete discipline. There was not one hint of jealousy in her voice.

Of course she would say that, thought Rebecca. And she really means it.

“This will be very fitting, actually,” said Maxwell. “Of all the people she’s going to pleasure tonight, the first should be the one who really won that bet.”

“That sounds fair to me,” said Harry. “What do you think, babe?”

Resigned to the idea, Rebecca nodded, staring into Leah’s gaze.

“It’s fine, Becca,” her friend said reassuringly. “You know I’d do anything for you.”

Clearly.

“That’s touching, pet,” said Maxwell. “Now begin.”

Leah scooted forward until she could raise her mouth to Rebecca’s warmth. Closing her eyes, Rebecca tipped her head back and moaned as she felt Leah’s tongue on her clit.

Within seconds Rebecca felt the pressure aching to escape, as Leah’s skillfully danced her tongue around. While Leah had more experience pleasing men, she also had trained with women, particularly Maxwell’s other pet, Nora. Leah had seen her in the crowd, dressed in a tight, black pencil skirt. Fortunately for Leah, she didn’t mind servicing, or being dominated by, a woman. It gave her a new challenge to explore and eventually master. Now she brought her skills to bore on her best friend.

“-Umm,” Rebecca moaned, barely able to conceive of whole words, much less express them through a gag.

“You want to come?” asked Maxwell. Hearing them, Leah focused her efforts, lapping with her tongue faster and harder, taking in Rebecca’s musty scent until it was overwhelming.

Rebecca nodded, her expression pleading. Her hips shifted involuntarily, grinding against Leah’s face as she sought to enhance her ecstasy.

“No,” said Maxwell. “Not yet. Leah, keep going.”

Groaning sadly, Rebecca forced back the tide of euphoria, struggling to stay in control. She felt the crowd watching her, but lost awareness of them when a fresh, sharp pain arose from her nipples. She looked up to see Maxwell adding another pair of weights to the clamps, tugging down even further.

She gasped as she tried to adjust to the new agony, but as soon as the initial shock wore off, another sensation took her attention: something thick and hard was pressing against her back entrance. Even as Leah continued her efforts, a lubricated plug penetrated her tight bud, slipping inward as the widest part of its shaft was pushed inside.

“Just a little taste of what you’d have endured if you’d lost the bet,” said Maxwell. “Don’t worry, Leah will get hers later.”

Rebecca merely groaned and squeezed the intruding object, hoping to warm its cool surface.

“All right,” said Maxwell. “Now you can come.”

As soon as he said it, Rebecca let loose all the pressure and came with a violent spasm. Screaming so loud the crowd collectively staggered back, Rebecca writhed with throes of bliss. Thrashing and sweating, she tasted the rubber gag in her mouth and smelled the tapestry of intermingling colognes. They echoed in her mind as she rocketed off to subspace, mind possessed of only her overloaded pleasure centers.

Maybe it had been too long since she last had an audience, or had shared a scene with Leah, but she hadn’t reached such a high in weeks. She wanted to stay in the moment and suss out its secrets — explore what made this orgasm so powerful — but soon Leah’s tongue vanished and the world returned.

“Very nice, you two,” said Maxwell. “Let’s give Rebecca a minute to collect herself, then we’ll start with the bids.”

All Rebecca could do was breathe, so that’s what she did.

—

Maxwell had said they would give Rebecca a minute, and the time felt like a minute, but in reality it was ten. With the clamps on her nipples and the plug in her bottom, recovering from the session was not easy; it felt as though it was still going.

“Okay, if I can have your attention!” called Maxwell, his voice amplified by the penthouse’s PA system. “I think the fair thing to do — so that Arthur knows what he’s gotten himself into — is to award the lowest winning bid of the night first, and then go from there.”

The crowd laughed as Arthur pretended to wipe sweat from his brow, worry etched on his face. Not even Maxwell knew how much Arthur was really worth, but he knew it was more than any five people in the room combined, himself included.

“The lowest winning bid of the night was made by Mr. Jacinto for $52,000. Come on guys, I would have thought you’d be more excited to see Leah walk the knotted rope.”

Leah squirmed excitedly, realizing that her chastity belt would have to come off. She stood up as Maxwell used an app on his phone to unlock the device. She moaned as he pulled it off her body. At the same time, Harry worked to release Rebecca from the wheel. He removed her nipple clamps first, then the plug.

Finn and the rest of Maxwell’s staff worked quickly again, removing the wheel device and setting up the two thick ropes. They were tied to hooks jutting from the walls of Maxwell’s penthouse, which had been installed for the party. Rebecca noticed that the ropes were indeed knotted at several points evenly spaced out on the rope.

Though he could have left it on, Maxwell removed the chest piece of Leah’s chastity gear, rendering her fully nude for the first time since the party started. The crowd gave polite applause again, appreciating her exquisite body. Aerobics were part of her daily morning routine, and it showed.

“Positions, ladies,” said Maxwell.

The two women obediently lifted a leg over their rope; tied incredibly tightly, the cords had nearly no give, and barely moved under the weight of each woman. As they were tied above waist-level, this caused the ropes to dig into each woman’s folds.

“Now, Leah, you know you can’t come,” warned Maxwell. “Why don’t you tell everyone what the punishment will be if you come without permission.”

“One month in full chastity,” she answered, projecting her voice so all heard.

“That’s correct,” said Maxwell. “So be on your best behavior.”

“I will, sir,” she replied.

“Good. Now,” he said to the audience, “As you have noticed, Leah here isn’t gagged. I think we should find some sponsors for her gag, and for the one Rebecca’s already got on. Five thousand dollars seems fair. Who’s game?”

“Here!” called out a voice.

“I’ll sponsor!” shouted another.

“Excellent!” said Maxwell. “Mrs. Case and Mr. Kilmartin, thank you for your donations. And you too, Mr. Windham.”

“My pleasure,” said Arthur.

Finn tossed Maxwell the gag Leah had worn earlier, and he stuffed it back into her mouth.

“Okay, ladies. Whenever you’re ready. But not too quickly now.”

Grunting from the strain, Leah and Rebecca started to move forward. The height of the rope required them to stand on their tip toes, so even walking was a challenge. Every time they reached a knot in the rope, which pressed harshly into their delicate flesh, they paused and whined as the lumped cord passed through their folds.

For Rebecca, the rope bit cruelly, but aroused her as it passed over her skin. Leah, however, had to concentrate to avoid letting the pleasure become too strong, lest she climax inadvertently. After two weeks of chastity, this would not have been difficult. She called upon all of her self-discipline to hold off the tide of euphoria that threatened to break free.

Just a little while longer, thought Rebecca, willing her friend to stay strong.

When they both reached the end of the rope, Rebecca sighed in relief, panting into her gag.

“Very nice,” said Maxwell. “Can I get ten grand for another pass?” he asked the audience.

“Lift the rope and I’ll make it twenty!” called out a voice in the crowd.

“Harry, can those hooks go up?” asked Maxwell.

“Why yes, they can!” he replied.

“Thank you, Mr. Palicki!” called Maxwell. “Lift it!”

Rebecca and Leah groaned in unison as the ropes rose, digging deeper into their folds. Of course, the problem with making a second pass was that the ropes ran in straight lines, not circles, so this time they had to walk backward. It was a test they’d bested in the past, but never with ease.

“When you’re ready, ladies.”

Moving slowly, each stepped backward. They could no longer see the knots in the ropes as they approached; now they would feel them without any warning.

“You’re doing great,” said Maxwell. He didn’t have to remind Rebecca or Leah that they could back out of the challenge whenever they wished; they knew perfectly well. However, he could never see either of them backing down. Even if they weren’t driven by their friendly rivalry, they were too determined to test themselves and push their boundaries.

As such, Rebecca and Leah struggled every step of the way back across the rope, moaning and shrieking as pain and pleasure coursed through them. Rebecca finished first as Leah made frequent stops, letting the building sensation subside. Rebecca felt sorry for Leah but didn’t deny herself the euphoria the rope caused every time another knot gave her a rub.

When both were finished, they groaned in pain until the line was untied and allowed to fall to the floor.

“OK, that was great,” said Maxwell. “Let’s give these two a rest, then we’ll award the next highest bid.”

The crowd clapped politely, then turned their attention to the flock of caterers that appeared with fresh plates of finger food.

In the meantime, Harry and Maxwell quickly removed the gags and restraints of both women.

“Master, please,” said Leah as the last of the chains fell to the floor.

“What’s the problem, pet?”

“Don’t untie me completely, please,” she said, taking long, slow breaths.

“I see,” he said. “One moment.”

He understood Leah’s objection: if her hands were untied, they might wander; the last thing she wanted to do was give in to temptation and earn herself a month of chastity.

“It’s a paradoxical situation, don’t you think?” he asked as he cuffed Leah’s hands over her head, hanging them from a secure sconce on the wall.

“What do you mean, sir?”

“Well, being bound arouses you, right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“But it also prevents you from acting on that arousal.”

“In this case, sir. Thank you.”

Rebecca held out her hands so that she could be bound as well, even though it wasn’t required. She enjoyed it too, after all, and she had started to grow more comfortable with accepting pleasure in front of Leah. Seeing her ask to be bound, she realized that Leah’s discipline was too strong to be shaken easily. Additionally, Leah wanted Rebecca to have a good time, and didn’t begrudge her. And when she wins a bet, I will do the same for her, Rebecca resolved.

“Hang in there, Becca,” said Leah.

“I’m fine, Leah. You should be worried about yourself right now.”

“You’re sweet, but you remember how we got here, right? I came so many times that day, I knew I could go these two weeks, and I will.”

“That’s true,” said Rebecca.

The time the women spent conversing went by for them far too quickly. Before they knew it, Maxwell was calling the party to order so they could move on.

“The winner of the next bid is Mr. Bogosian at $92,000. Very generous, thank you. Now, for those of you who haven’t met her, I’d like to introduce Nora. Where are you, sweetness?”

“Here, sir,” the woman said, threading her way through the crowd. Although she came to Maxwell’s keeping in a place of contrition, she had made her amends with him and Leah and benefited greatly from living with them. Through the opportunity to submit to him, whilst dominating Leah, Nora had found a way to express her sexual needs more completely. Leah didn’t mind sharing her master, and Maxwell had enough hunger to keep both satisfied, so the arrangement had been a true success.

Rebecca had not spent much time with Nora, but she liked the woman well enough. From the sadistic glint in her eyes, however, Rebecca figured this was about to be tested.

“Think you can adapt your routine for a second victim?” asked Maxwell.

“I’ll try my best,” Nora replied, licking her lips. She held up several coils of rope. “Gentlemen, would you please tie up these slaves face-to-face?”

Harry and Maxwell grinned, then set to work. They opened the cuffs keeping the women’s arms lifted, which brought them momentary relief. Holding the women by their shoulders, the men positioned Leah and Rebecca so close their lips could touch. Rebecca and Leah smiled at each other, knowing that they’d be getting very, very intimate.

Once the women were close enough, the men pulled the women’s wrists forward until their arms were wrapped around one another. Once the ropes were tied to bind their wrists, Leah and Rebecca were forced into an embrace that couldn’t be broken.

They moaned softly as they felt their breasts rubbing together, nipples hardened. How long has it been since we did this? Rebecca thought. Too long.

“Now, tie off everything else,” said Nora, handing them more rope.

“With pleasure,” said Maxwell.

Worked as a team, the men bound the women together by their ankles and knees, followed by their waists. They spent a minute figuring out a plan for the women’s chests, which they tied by creating an interwoven harness that encompassed both women, making them truly inseparable. The crowd applauded their inventiveness, watching as they worked out the design on the fly. When they were finished, Leah and Rebecca felt their breasts restricted by the ropes, and every movement they attempted to make was felt within their chests.

“Tell me,” Nora said while caressing Leah’s backside. “You two have shared each other’s touch on many occasions. If you had to guess, what’s the longest amount of time you’ve ever gone while continuously making out?”

Rebecca smiled and Leah bit her lip.

“I don’t know. Ten minutes?” said Rebecca.

“Ten minutes? That’s it?”

“Do you mean continuously, as in no interruptions at all?” asked Rebecca 

“Or, like, without a prolonged break?” Leah finished.

“Well,” said Nora. “I meant the latter. But now I’m interested in what you said, Rebecca. No breaks at all? Lips locked, they didn’t part? Ten minutes?”

“Becca, you mean that time we were in the cage and both wearing…”

“That’s the one,” said Rebecca. “Had to be at least ten minutes, right?”

“I thought it was more.”

“Interesting,” said Nora, cutting in. “Well, then I’d like to see you go for twenty. And if you break contact, you will be punished. How does that sound?”

“Yes, mistress,” said Leah.

“Okay,” added Rebecca.

Nora turned to Harry and handed him a pair of buttplugs and a tube of lube. “Would you please see that these find a proper home?”

He chuckled and took the plugs.

“Just be careful with Leah,” added Maxwell.

The crowd watched eagerly as Harry inserted the fresh plugs into each woman’s tight back entrance. Rebecca accepted hers with a soft grunt, but Leah moaned steadily, enjoying her first proper penetration in nearly two weeks.

“You remember the rule, pet,” warned Maxwell.

“Yes, sir,” she replied.

“You may begin,” said Nora.

Immediately Leah pressed her lips to Rebecca’s. As soon as she did, a counter appeared on the TV monitor behind them.

Rebecca wondered what Nora’s original game for Leah would have been before she called an audible and devised this game instead. She was developing a great deal of respect for Nora’s creativity. Of course, she learned the best. Nora used to be a trainee at BonDouleurs Manor; though she was there to learn how to be a good pet, she clearly had also seen how to be a master.

“Not bad,” Nora said at the five-minute mark. “But I think this might be a little too easy. I’d like to find out which is more powerful: your friendship, or my swing.” She held up a long, wooden paddle with a big, red heart painted on it.

Rebecca felt the first smack on her ass and nearly broke contact with Leah, but kept her lips planted. Leah flinched too, but stayed with Rebecca.

“Oh no, don’t let me interrupt,” said Nora. She continued to take shots, slapping the same cheek on each woman to compound the soreness they felt. Leah had mentioned Nora’s mean streak to Rebecca; I guess she wasn’t kidding, Rebecca thought.

Despite the increasing severity of their punishment, Rebecca and Leah held out well. However, after the ten-minute mark, Nora finally delivered one smack too many and Rebecca cried out in pain. The clock froze at 10:41, and then something hot and sudden jolted inside Rebecca’s ass.

“That would be the real punishment,” said Nora. “A little shock from those plugs.”

Leah groaned as well, then breathed very deeply. “Master, sir, I almost came.”

“Sorry, Nora. I’d prefer it if you didn’t do that again,” said Maxwell.

Rebecca looked at the miserable expression on her friend’s face and gave her a peck on the cheek. “Take out her plug. You can still shock me,” she said.

“Becca, no,” Leah protested.

Rebecca smiled. “I can take it, Leah. And if you shut up and kiss me, it won’t be a problem.”

“You got it,” Leah said, then drove her tongue into Rebecca’s mouth.

Nora did have a sense of fairness, and so she waited another five minutes before starting her paddling, and this time she focused on each woman’s other cheek, which so far had remained unscathed.

This time, however, Rebecca and Leah were both ready for the onslaught and withstood it. Leah had experienced Nora’s predilection for relentless sadism before, and knew how to withstand it. Supporting one another, they found the strength to absorb each smack and maintain their unending kiss. Rebecca felt the plug inside her backside; it made her think of a rattlesnake poised to strike, ready to deliver on its threat at the slightest provocation. Yet, it never happened. After what felt like an eternity of bliss, the twenty-minute mark was met with raucous applause from the audience.

“Very impressive, girls,” said Nora. “I think this deserves a reward, don’t you?”

A member of Maxwell's staff handed Nora a battery-operated magic wand vibrating massager. “Leah, you’ll have to get yours later.” She crouched down behind Rebecca and thrust the wand between her legs, pressing it to Rebecca’s clit directly. Nora turned on the device and held it firm, careful to keep the vibrating orb at the end of the device away from Leah.

“You good, pet?” asked Maxwell.

“Yes, sir,” Leah replied.

“I’ll… be… quick,” Rebecca stammered.

The crowd laughed, though she hadn’t been joking. The combination of pain from the spanking and buttplug; the touch of the ropes and Leah’s warmth; and the pleasure from their kiss, had propelled Rebecca’s arousal to a place rarely reached. It took less than a minute with the vibrator for Rebecca to feel ready to explode with bliss.

“Mistress, may I come?” she asked, desperation in her voice. She doubted she could hold off the coming tide if permission was withheld, but she had to ask.

“You may.” Nora flicked a switch on the vibrator, raising its power setting to the highest. Rebecca pressed her lips shut, trying to hold in the scream as euphoria ripped through her entire body. After a moment, though, she lost her focus and shrieked at the top of her lungs, enraptured by the powerful ecstasy raging inside her. It was as if the sensation was a living entity, touching her everywhere with a sweep of its palm. Rebecca shook as it gripped her lovingly, and when its energy was expended she abruptly stopped.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered to Leah, unable to meet her gaze.

“Becca, look at me,” she said. “Come on, Becca. Look.”

Rebecca finally did as asked, holding back a joyful sob as the afterglow of the orgasm caused a spasm. She saw Leah smiling.

“It’ll be my turn soon. Don’t worry one bit.”

“You’re really something,” said Rebecca, blinking away a tear. “You’re so strong.”

Becca tightened her embrace, giving Rebecca a firm squeeze. “Because of you.”

“Ahem.”

Rebecca and Leah laughed. “And you, master.”

“That was beautiful,” said Maxwell. “I feel like we should give you a few minutes.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Leah.

“All right. See you soon.”

Maxwell launched into a speech, drawing eyes away from the two pets. They talked softly to one another, but mostly were content to just be.

—

Maxwell’s favorite stockade was wheeled into the living room for the final bid. As soon as Leah and Rebecca were untied from one another, Maxwell transferred his pet into the stockade, a heavy, steel device that kept her on her knees, with arms locked behind her back and away from anything she might want to touch.

Because Maxwell only had one such stockade, Rebecca was tied with rope into a similar position. “Rope is her favorite,” Maxwell informed the crowd, though few needed such a reminder.

Once both Rebecca and Leah were recovered from Nora’s game, Maxwell addressed the audience.

“Now, I’m sure a lot of you have been waiting all night for this last bidding item: to be serviced by my personal pet.”

Several of the guests laughed softly, sprinkling in a smattering of applause.

“The bidding was very, very high for this,” Maxwell continued. “I’m taking that as a compliment. Leah, are you?”

“Yes, master. Very much so.”

“Now, I suppose I could have told all of you that Leah would not be servicing just one generous individual — that the top five highest bidders would all have a turn — but then you wouldn’t have bid so much, now would you?”

Several audience members shook their heads, though they still laughed. 

“So, congratulations to the five of you. If you bid $115,000 or more, that means you. Please step on up.”

Four men, all wearing top quality custom tuxedos like Maxwell, worked their way through the crowd. A round of clapping rose up as the fifth bidder was a woman: Leah had seen her before, but didn’t know her well. She looked to be in her late thirties, and wore a brilliant turquoise dress that flattered her fit figure. Leah made a mental note to ask Maxwell about her later, if she didn’t find out more on her own.

“What about Rebecca?” called out somebody from the crowd.

“Rebecca’s all mine,” said Harry, stepping in. “So she’ll just be serving me.”

“Now, I’m sure that this is something Rebecca would ordinarily do for free,” said Maxwell. “Is that correct?”

Harry looked to his wife. “I think that’s kinda personal, don’t you?”

The crowd again laughed.

“Sorry. My point was, I think it’s a little unfair that Arthur is going to pay so much to see you and Rebecca without getting to enjoy himself too.”

“It’s fine!” Arthur called from across the room.

“No no, really,” said Maxwell. “I had an idea. I was thinking we could make Harry work for it. I think Leah and Rebecca should start at the same time, and if Harry can’t hold off his gratification until Leah finishes all five of the top bidders, then Arthur doesn’t have to pay. What do you think?”

Harry took a deep breath. “That’s a lot of pressure,” he said.

“Yeah, how do you think I feel?” added Rebecca.

“Oh, Harry. Such modesty,” chided Maxwell. “Frankly I think just five is an insult to your legendary stamina. I think you’ll be fine.”

Harry’s face brightened. “Wanna bet? We could go double or nothing on our original bet.”

Maxwell rubbed his chin, thinking it over. “No. Not a chance. Leah would kill me.”

“Fine,” said Harry. He turned to his wife. “Babe, you ready for this?”

Rebecca nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“Okay then, let’s do this,” said Harry.

The five top bidders formed a line arranged by bid; the men unbuttoned the pants of their tuxedos, setting aside cummerbunds and untucking their shirts. The woman reached into her dress and slid black panties down around her ankles.

“All right,” said Maxwell. “Go!”

The first man quickly stepped forward, presenting his rock hard cock to Leah. The man was handsome enough — slightly younger than Maxwell but carrying a distinguished look in the subtle lines on his face. He’d been to several of Maxwell’s past parties, and Leah recalled that this would not be her first time servicing him. Checking out the others in line, she remembered three of them. Happy to be fulfilling her duty to Maxwell, Leah eagerly took this other man’s tip into her mouth, licking it and sucking. She relished the familiar salty taste, and listened to the murmur of the crowd as they watched.

At the same time, Rebecca immediately drew the length of Harry’s massive cock into her mouth, not stopping until she felt him in her throat. In the spirit of fair competition, she saw no need to go slowly. She was determined to work her husband as hard as she could, confident that he could hold out no matter what. She moaned happily as she allowed him to drive in and out of her throat, using her like his little fucktoy. She looked up into his eyes, mouth spread open, which made Harry even harder.

Leah now had her first man’s cock fully engorged and on the verge of releasing. She ran her tongue along his shaft inside her mouth, stimulating his entire length. The man groaned, enjoying Leah’s well-trained technique; not only was she an expert at pleasuring a man, she clearly loved to do so. She expressed the joy of her submission through the twinkle in her eyes and the slow sighs she made.

When the man came, he pulled out so he could spray his load across her face. Leah lifted her chin and offered her face like a canvas. Hot paint shot out in spurts and when he was done, Leah licked his tip clean.

“All right, thank you for your donation, Mr. Lawrence. Next!” said Maxwell.

Leah’s task quickly resumed, but from the look on her face, it was clear to everyone how eager she was to keep working. Each satisfied donor would bring her closer to her own relief; though she had proven to herself that she was happy to serve for its own sake, and didn’t need the thought of reward to motivate her, that didn’t mean she wasn’t looking forward to properly culminating her two weeks of chastity.

In between getting off the second and third donor, Leah glanced quickly at Harry and Rebecca, who seemed to have an inexhaustible supply of energy. Either powered by the crowd or their deep love for one another, Harry drew from a well of stamina so endless people wondered if it even had a limit. Rebecca herself had wondered if Harry could delay orgasm indefinitely; she could ask, but she liked the mystery.

Rebecca gave her all to sucking Harry’s rod, but when she took him all the way in and held him there, she used the moment of quiet to listen to Leah and wonder how far she’d gone. In the back of her mind she’d heard Maxwell thank a few donors and call for the next, but she hadn’t been listening closely enough to determine how many there had been.

Forget it, she thought, remembering to stay focused on her own task. Leah’s probably going to win this one, but I’m not going to make it easy.

The crowd watched eagerly, and many members had grown tents in their pants watching the pets work. Maxwell announced the values of the winning bids and how the funds would be allocated to the charitable work of BonDouleurs Hotel and the scholarship program it was launching.

Finally, Leah set to work on the last donor, who Maxwell identified as Mrs. Levesque. Rebecca recognized from Harry’s deep breathing and the taste of the precum that he was getting close. Yet, when she looked at him he winked.

Show off.

Leah found Mrs. Levesque very receptive; she had been eager for this moment to come, judging by her soaked pussy. It only took a moment for her to lose her composure; with one hand she held up her dress and with the other she grabbed onto the stockade for balance. Her knees wobbled as Leah worked her tongue in circles around the donor’s throbbing clit.

She’s going to do it! Rebecca thought happily. She’s going to win!

Harry had started grunting; Rebecca knew he has doing it to motivate both women, but especially Leah.

It must have worked, because an ear-splitting scream cut through the night as Mrs. Levesque came, spilling her fluids as waves of bliss tore through her. Unflappable through the whole session, Leah kept going until the woman was utterly exhausted.

“We have a winner!” Maxwell announced. As soon as he did, Harry replied with a deep groan, shooting his load into Rebecca’s mouth. She smiled and accepted every last drop, blushing as the crowd cheered. “Leah, I have some good news for you.”

“Yes, master?” she said as he wiped her face with a handkerchief.

“It’s after midnight. It’s been two weeks since the bet started. You made it successfully, as I knew you would.”

“Thank you, master,” said Leah.

“I think it’s time you had your reward.”

“If you think so, sir.”

He kissed the top of her forehead. “I love you, pet.”

“I love you too, master.”

Maxwell turned to Harry, who was zipping up his pants. “Harry, would you and Rebecca care to join us?”

“Babe?” he said, deferring to Rebecca.

“We’d love to,” she told Maxwell.

“Wonderful.” He set to work releasing the locks on the stockade to let Leah out.

Harry made as if he was about to untie Rebecca’s ropes, but instead he simply picked her up and cradled her in his arms. Rebecca cackled, surprised by the sudden lift. As her wrists were tied down to her ankles, they dangled beneath her as Harry supported her body.

“Ladies and gentlemen, I have an urgent matter to attend to,” announced Maxwell. “You’re welcome to stay and have fun. I’ll be back a little later. Thank you all for your generosity, and I hope to see you later.”

The smack of Maxwell’s hand on Leah’s backside was lost to the applause of the audience, but it had the desired effect: Leah shot forward, arms crossed behind her back, and made for the stairwell leading to the dungeon. Harry followed, holding Rebecca carefully, though the crowd parted for them to pass by.

Maxwell didn’t waste any time once they arrived in the dungeon. He found a group of chains hanging from the ceiling, sifted through them until he found two with cuffs on the ends, and locked in Leah’s wrists. Harry quickly untied the lone rope connecting Rebecca’s wrists and ankles, then re-tied it to a hook hanging from the ceiling, forcing her hands up into the air together.

“I’ve got a little surprise for you,” Maxwell said to Leah. He reached into his jacket pocket and retrieved a black pair of panties. “These belonged to Mrs. Levesque, but she agreed that you earned them.”

Leah moaned as Maxwell stuffed the sodden garment into her mouth. The overpowering taste stuck to her tongue, especially when Maxwell retrieved a roll of duct tape from a supply cabinet and applied several layers to her mouth.

“I didn’t forget about you, babe,” said Harry. He showed her a fiery red pair of panties before stuffing it into her mouth. “A gift from Nora. She was very impressed by your performance.”

Rebecca groaned, but looked to Leah: the slave was clearly on the verge of ecstasy, squeezing her thighs together and following Maxwell’s every move.

Harry retrieved two sets of nipple clamps and tossed one to Maxwell. The men attached the toys to their women’s breasts, eliciting fresh squeals of pain as the clips held tightly. Harry picked up a magic wand, then grabbed the duct tape. He lodged the vibrator between Rebecca’s legs, then added the tape to keep the device flush against her clit.

Leah looked on jealously at first, but that stopped the moment Maxwell dropped his pants and revealed his fully tumescent cock. To Leah it looked harder and thicker than a petrified sequoia, and her crevice dripped with desire.

“Ready?” he whispered in her ear.

She nodded.

He worked his way in slowly, giving her time to savor the experience. This was not the first time she had been penetrated after a long break, but each time was special, and Maxwell wanted her to appreciate every second. She moaned as his member slowly sank in, the familiar joy returning.

While they got started, Harry turned on Rebecca’s vibrator, then found a short-tailed flogger. With blue and black nylon lashes, it was nonetheless capable of imparting a significant punishment if handled properly. Harry began a series of rapid volleys, plastering Rebecca’s backside. She screamed from the euphoria of the vibrator coupled with the exquisite agony; her body bucked from a blissful spasm.

“You can come if you need,” said Harry. “That goes for the entire night.”

“Same to you, pet,” Maxwell said to Leah. “As much and as often as you like tonight.”

The women moaned their thanks as pressure released and fluids ran down their legs. Maxwell had begun thrusting like an automated piston, driving Leah’s chasm apart. At the same time, he used his hands to rub her clit and tug at the thin chain connecting her nipple clamps.

Harry gave Rebecca a quick peck on the cheek, then hopped over to Leah, where he added to her ecstasy by flogging her shapely bottom. Using forehand and backhand, he punished every inch of her until her blissed out screams echoed throughout the dungeon.

“Harry, I think you know what she really needs,” said Maxwell.

“If you don’t mind,” he replied.

“By all means. Let’s give my pet the night she deserves.”

He nodded and set the flogger aside. He dropped his pants and found a bottle of lube. Once his gigantic cock was fully coated in slick oil he lined it up with Leah’s tight rear, then slipped it inward.

Leah gasped, feeling the impossibly thick intruder; from inside she felt both men pressing into her, evoking an orgasm that left her howling. Together, Maxwell and Harry drove into her until every nerve in her body was short-circuiting.

Rebecca listened gleefully as her own orgasms came and subsided and came again. There was no escaping the powerful vibrator between her legs, and its tireless effort was launching her into subspace. Leah had clearly caught an earlier shuttle, as her body jerked like something possessed.

Neither Rebecca nor Leah could tell how long the men went before finally reaching their own climaxes. Lost in another world, the pounding and vibrating seemed to last for days. Rebecca’s scream ran out of steam at some point, turning into a prolonged croak as her body shook with bliss. Leah’s shrieks turned to sobs as two weeks of deprivation ended with orgasms so extreme they just kept building. Having two gorgeous men using her at the same time, needling her body with fresh spankings, gave her the precise blend of pain and pleasure she craved.

When the women regained their senses, they found the tape and panties had been removed from their mouths, and they’d been untied. They were sitting on a thick bed in another corner of the dungeon.

“Hey, welcome back,” said Harry.

“How are you two feeling?” asked Maxwell.

“Amazing,” Rebecca replied.

“Incredible, sir,” added Leah.

The men pulled their women in and hugged them tightly.

“We have to get back to the party,” said Maxwell as he stroked Leah’s hair. “It’s Nora’s turn to suffer a little, so we’re going to help her out with that.”

“Do you want to come with us, or stay and have a little more fun together?” asked Harry.

Rebecca looked to Leah, who grinned. “I think we’d like to stay. At least for a while.”

“Please, sir. Can we stay?”

“Of course,” said Maxwell. He took out his phone and pressed a button. With a soft whirring noise, the bed began descending into the floor. The women looked back and forth in surprise as it sank all the way into the ground.

“Better lie down,” said the billionaire with a smirk.

The women complied, and as soon as they did a series of bars emerged from inside the floor and crossed the gap. They extended all the way until they reached the other side of the pit, forming a barrier like the side of a cage.

“Now you two stay here,” said Harry. He crouched down and offered a pair of vibrators. “You can have these, if you like.”

“Thanks, honey,” Rebecca said, accepting the toys.

Maxwell dropped a variety of plugs and dildos through the bars so they fell into the laps of the women. “These are for you too. And this.” He handed Leah a tablet.

“Use that to control the plugs. Or call us if you need anything.”

“How about something to eat and drink?” suggested Rebecca.

“I’ll send Finn,” Harry promised.

“Thank you for a wonderful night, master,” said Leah.

“You’re welcome, pet.”

And with that, the men left.

Rebecca turned to her friend, twisting her body onto its side. “Hey, Leah. I think I should get to reward your two weeks of chastity as well. What do you think?”

“I’d like that, Becca. Just give me a few more minutes. I’m still sore from the guys.”

Rebecca smiled and caressed Leah’s cheek. “Sure. There’s no rush. We’ve got all night.”
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“Good afternoon, and welcome to Bliss City. If you’re here, it’s because you like pain as much as you like pleasure, because you get off on submission and because you’d risk a little public humiliation for the chance at having the time of your life.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So it’s a race?” she asked.

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


For Further Reading: “Good Sick”
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You’ve read the erotic stories of Sasha Rich. Do you like to read full-length, dark romance novels with steamy BDSM? Then check out the work of Sansa Rayne, the dark romance pen name for Sasha Rich! Her first novel, “Good Sick: A Dark Psychological Romance,” is now available! Read on for a preview!

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
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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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