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Maxwell had found the willing submissive of his dreams. Young and gorgeous, with an unquenchable thirst for bondage, pain, humiliation and servitude, Leah had everything a man like him could ever ask for. All his billions of dollars, his power in the corporate world, his status: none of it gave him a fraction of the pleasure he found in dominating his pet. He spent hours and hours thinking of new ways to pleasure her, knowing that if some idea couldn’t be done without custom made equipment, the inventor Harry Ellis was just a phone call away.

Leah looked around the jet, taking in the opulent furnishings. Cream colored couches and recliners lined the walls of the plane. A fully-stocked bar occupied the front portion of the cabin, and a pair of champagne flutes waited.

“Come, sit,” said Maxwell, handing her one of the glasses. “We have time to kill before we have to get you ready.”

“Ready, sir? Will it take long?” she asked, hunting for clues.

He smiled and patted her head. “Not too long. You just have to put on your outfit for the evening.”

“Yes, sir. How would you like to kill time until then?”

He grinned. “That depends. Are you a member of the Mile High Club?”

Blushing, Leah thought back to the trip she’d taken to Aruba after she split up with her fiance. The trip was supposed to be for their honeymoon, but rather than let the deposits go to waste, Leah traveled herself and had the time of her life. This occurred more than a year before meeting Maxwell, but after discovering her submissive tendencies. She didn’t mind the idea of servicing strangers, so when the man sitting next to her on the plane turned out to be a hot, young CEO, Leah convinced him to let her be his in-flight entertainment.

“Yes, sir,” she told Maxwell at last. “But I’d be happy to renew my membership.”

“That’s the spirit. You didn’t happen to join the club’s Bondage Chapter?”

“No, sir.”

“Then let’s fix that…”


Table of Contents

“Prized By the Kinky Billionaire”

Sasha Rich’s Mailing List & Free Bonus Story

Sansa Rayne ARC Reader List

For Further Reading: “The Kinky Billionaire”

For Further Reading: “The Kinky Inventor”

More Titles By Sasha Rich

About the Author/Acknowledgments


Prized By the Kinky Billionaire

Leah tried to focus on her reading, but couldn’t concentrate. Shackles around her wrists made turning the pages of her book an unusually difficult task, but she had become adept at it months ago. There was the fact that Maxwell sat a few feet away, sipping cognac and smoking a cigar. Her thoughts always turned to her dirty desires when he was close, but she could let those simmer as long as she needed. It shouldn’t have kept her from reading.

No, what grabbed her attention the most was the constant activity of Maxwell’s staff as they swept through her master’s penthouse, packing up what had to be half of everything in the entire building.

“Sir?”

“What is it, pet?” he asked, smiling as he set down his e-reader. “Are you wondering about all this?”

Leah nodded. She had been Maxwell’s pet for nearly an entire year, and by now he could read her thoughts practically as well as she could speak them.

“They’re packing for our trip,” he said. “It’s a long one, so I thought we’d bring… well, everything.”

Leah leaped from the couch and curled up around Maxwell’s legs, resting her face against the smooth fabric of his khakis. She breathed in the aroma of cologne and fine tobacco, then sighed. “Thank you, master. But where are we going?”

Maxwell slipped his finger into the brown, leather collar around Leah’s neck and lifted her up. He patted his thigh, prompting his pet to climb on. She wore nothing but her collar, as they both preferred, and Maxwell grinned as he wrapped his arms around her bare body.

“We’re going away for a while. I want to show you the world outside this penthouse. There’s plenty of amazing places I want you to see… before I blindfold you and tie you to the hotel bed.”

Leah laughed and felt her core begin to ache. “That sounds wonderful, master. Thank you.”

Maxwell lifted her up by her waist and set her feet on the ground, then led her to the window of his penthouse; from the 60th floor of his building, they could see out across the entire city.

“Yes, all your language study is going to come in handy, Leah. But first, you’re going to demonstrate your other training.”

She knew what he meant: for months she had learned the ways of submission at BonDouleurs Manor. She had experienced the joys of total restraint, utter humiliation and being totally dominated, then applied what she had learned to become the greatest collared slave the manor had ever seen. When the time came to pick a master, she had waited and waited until Maxwell Frost appeared. Ever since then, she never looked back, even though their time together had included a handful of serious tests.

“I look forward to serving you, master,” she said.

Maxwell kissed Leah’s forehead. “Just you wait. You’re going to have an opportunity to serve me unlike any you’ve ever experienced. And I know you’re going to be absolutely incredible.”

“Sir, what do you mean?” Leah’s heart raced, eager to learn of a new challenge.

“Remember a few months ago how much you suffered in order to learn about your nature as a true submissive?”

She nodded. It had been one of the darkest times of her life; she touched her fingers to her collar, remembering how naked she felt without it during that time.

“Well, in a way, this will be your reward.”

Leah didn’t understand. She’d already been more than fully rewarded for her suffering: every day since then, Maxwell had spoiled her with brain-melting orgasms every day. Leah didn’t need to be pleasured that much to be happy, as serving her master was all she really needed, but if he wished to dote upon his pet, she was happy to reap the benefits.

“Sir? You’ve already rewarded me plenty. You know this.”

Maxwell reached his hand back, then spanked Leah’s bottom. Leah yelped loudly, then sighed as the pain subsided and an intoxicating throb remained. “Oh, you’re going to work very hard these next few days, don’t you worry. But I think you’ll enjoy it.”

Leah grinned and nodded, biting her lip. “Yes, master.” She didn’t think he would reveal any more, since he liked to keep his big plans a secret, so she looked straight ahead while Maxwell swatted her backside a few more times, leaving her cheeks glowing red and sore.

After a few minutes, Maxwell’s butler, Finn Planck, approached them bearing a wheeled suitcase. Unzipped and held open, Leah noticed that the case was barely packed, containing just a handful of pillows.

“Only one thing left to pack,” said Maxwell.

“What’s that, sir?”

Moving faster than a man in his mid-forties should be able to, Maxwell scooped her up off the floor and into his arms. Leah cackled as he lowered her down into the suitcase, her slim, petite body easily fitting inside. Planck, who had started warming up to his boss’s pet, puckered his lips in a kiss as he zipped the suitcase shut.

Leah whined, but the wetness between her legs grew rapidly.

“You be good in there,” said Maxwell. We’ve got a very, very long flight.”

The slave mewled as fear and excitement made her head swim.

“Don’t you worry, pet. I’ve got one of those stickers on the side indicating the contents are fragile, but I know you’re very, very strong.”

Leah ran her fingers along the interior of the suitcase, chuckling as her master teased her. He wouldn’t really keep me in here for an entire flight, would he?

She whooped as the suitcase rose into an upright position; thankfully she was positioned so she landed on her bottom, though she was still quite sore there. After a second, the suitcase lurched, then tipped on an angle, and then she was moving.

Leah thought of how her best friend, Rebecca, once described being put in a suitcase. She did it back when she was still dating Harry and had loved every second of it. Leah loved the idea of it and racked her brain trying to think if she’d ever mentioned this fantasy to Maxwell. Maybe Harry told him about it? They were buddies, so it was possible.

The sound of heavy plastic wheels rolling along tile floors overwhelmed Leah’s sense, and the humiliation of being carted around like a piece of property sent shivers through her body. She loved being owned by her master, and degradation made her hot; she would have been happy to stay in that suitcase for hours, but without the release of a powerful orgasm, the wait would be interminable.

Leah felt the ground drop and realized they were on the elevator heading down. When the suitcase suddenly rose up, then lowered gently, she assumed she was being loaded into a limousine. Normally she and Maxwell traveled by helicopter; her master probably wanted to draw out her imprisonment a little longer.

When the zipper to her suitcase finally flew open, Maxwell was there. “Have a fun trip?”

He helped her out and steadied her until her legs regained their strength. She didn’t think they’d been traveling for very long, maybe just an hour? Had she lost all track of time somehow?

“Sir, are we there?”

He laughed. “No, no. We just got on the plane. I wasn’t going to leave you like that for all six hours, that was just for fun.”

“Six hours? I thought this would take longer. You could have left me in there, I would have enjoyed it.”

“I know, pet.” He pulled her into his body and kissed her hard. She tasted the salt of his skin, and sighed as his tongue slipped into her mouth. Leah knew that with Maxwell she was always totally safe. If she did something to displease him, she would be punished, but he would never push her farther than she could go. He never hurt her because he was in a bad mood, or disagreed with something she said. She never had to fear his disappointment if something hurt too much, or didn’t pleasure her. Of course, she had yet to experience something Maxwell enjoyed that she didn’t, as serving him was what turned her on most.

Even the greatest torment at Maxwell’s disposal — orgasm denial — still appealed to her on a certain level. She used to be insatiable, and still was, but now she could control her need. She could funnel that unfulfilled desire into a passion that would explode the next time Maxwell gave her relief.

For his part, Maxwell had found the willing submissive of his dreams. Young and gorgeous, with an unquenchable thirst for bondage, pain, humiliation and servitude, Leah had everything a man like him could ever ask for. All his billions of dollars, his power in the corporate world, his status: none of it gave him a fraction of the pleasure he found in dominating his pet. He spent hours and hours thinking of new ways to pleasure her, knowing that if some idea couldn’t be done without custom made equipment, the inventor Harry Ellis was just a phone call away.

Leah looked around the jet, taking in the opulent furnishings. Cream colored couches and recliners lined the walls of the plane. A fully-stocked bar occupied the front portion of the cabin, and a pair of champagne flutes waited.

“Come, sit,” said Maxwell, handing her one of the glasses. “We have time to kill before we have to get you ready.”

“Ready, sir? Will it take long?” she asked, hunting for clues.

He smiled and patted her head. “Not too long. You just have to put on your outfit for the evening.”

“Yes, sir. How would you like to kill time until then?”

He grinned. “That depends. Are you a member of the Mile High Club?”

Blushing, Leah thought back to the trip she’d taken to Aruba after she split up with her fiance. The trip was supposed to be for their honeymoon, but rather than let the deposits go to waste, Leah traveled herself and had the time of her life. This occurred more than a year before meeting Maxwell, but after discovering her submissive tendencies. She didn’t mind the idea of servicing strangers, so when the man sitting next to her on the plane turned out to be a hot, young CEO, Leah convinced him to let her be his in-flight entertainment.

“Yes, sir,” she told Maxwell at last. “But I’d be happy to renew my membership.”

“That’s the spirit. You didn’t happen to join the club’s Bondage Chapter?”

“No, sir.”

“Then let’s fix that.” Maxwell took the empty champagne glass out of her hand and set it down, then pulled her into the aft compartment of the plane, which offered some privacy and served as a bedroom.

“Sir, we’ll be taking off shortly. Please make sure you’re buckled in until we’re airborne,” came a voice over the intercom.

Maxwell ignored him, picking Leah up and tossing her onto the bed. She shrieked in delight and she landed on the soft mattress, sinking into it slightly.

“What do you think, pet? Which would be more fun? Buckled in, or tied down?”

Leah smiled and blushed, “Tied down, sir.”

“I thought so.” He pressed a button on the wall of the plane, and at each corner of the bed, compartments opened up in the floor. “Lie down, Leah. Spread your arms and legs.”

As the jet’s engines powered up, Leah heard the roar as Maxwell reached into the open compartments and pulled out lengths of rope. He tied each one around Leah’s limbs, spreading out her entire body and binding it tightly to the bed.

“In the event of any emergency or turbulence, the compartments will close instantly, sheering apart the ropes and freeing you. Perfect for the bondage enthusiast on the go.”

Billionaires and their toys, thought Leah, shaking her head. She never doubted her safety when she was with Maxwell, but it was comforting to be reminded that, as usual, he’d thought of everything.

Maxwell looped the rope around her wrists as many times as he could, using up all the slack to ensure that Leah’s bonds would be extra tight. As soon as all of her limbs were bound, she pulled against the ropes, testing to make sure that she couldn’t escape. She shuddered gleefully as she found the ropes had only the slightest amount of give, as rope is prone to have, and that she could no more escape than she could fly through the air by flapping her arms.

As the plane began to roll down the runway, taxiing into position for departure, Maxwell retrieved a handful of toys from an overhead cabinet. The first was a big, red ball gag, which he stuffed into Leah’s mouth. She sucked down the taste of rubber, familiar and delicious, as it stretched her jaw apart as widely. The second was a set of nipple clamps, which he attached to her breasts carefully, not wanting to fumble them as the plane turned on the tarmac.

The last toy was a magic wand massager, which Maxwell held to her dripping folds and flicked it on.

Leah, who had not yet been pleasured that day, and who was still heavily aroused from her bondage inside the suitcase, immediately began to pant as the waves of bliss lit up her synapses.

“Mmm?” she moaned.

“No coming until this plane leaves the ground,” he replied, understanding her question.

“Mmm hmm.”

Leah thrashed against her bonds as Maxwell pressed the toy harder against her clit. She felt the intense pressure of an orgasm banging on the door, waiting to be let loose, but followed her master’s command and held it at bay.

When the plane stopped, Leah cried out in frustration. Maxwell’s smile grew wider as the plane idled, and each second for Leah became more and more agonizing. 

“Uh oh, Leah. We might be delayed. We might have to wait a while before we can take off,” he teased.

His pet squealed angrily, bucking as much as she could, but still did not come. She was determined to obey her master, no matter what.

Fortunately, Maxwell was truly just teasing, and the engines thundered so powerfully the entire aircraft shook. A moment later, the plane barreled down the runway. Leah tried to hold the orgasm just a little bit longer, her heart pounding faster and faster to match the plane. She didn’t want to let go too early, but she perceived every fraction of a second that passed by, and during each one Leah thought she would feel them push off the ground. She wanted to feel it, but also didn’t want to confuse her desires with reality.

To make her task even more difficult, Maxwell used his free hand to tug at the nipple clamps biting down at her breasts, sending fresh jolts of pain through her that threatened to push her over the edge.

“Almost there, pet,” he said, reminding her of the discipline he expected.

Just a little longer! she told herself.

Then it happened: Leah suddenly felt weightless as the jet rose up into the air.

“Now you can come,” said Maxwell.

Leah screamed and writhed, juices pouring out of her as she came. The orgasm ripped through her, infusing seemingly every cell in her body with euphoria. She cried in relief and joy as her pent up desire from the day finally found an outlet.

Maxwell watched happily as his pet expended the energy of her orgasm, but when it slowed, he increased the power setting on the vibrator. Leah wailed blissfully, not having realized that the toy wasn’t even being used at full capacity. She twisted her hips, trying to grind on the toy, but couldn’t move well enough. Sensing her renewed hunger, Maxwell obliged his slave, easing the end of the massager into her sopping chasm, allowing it to pleasure her more intensely than ever.

Leah’s second orgasm arrived quickly, and was soon followed by ascent into subspace. The still lucid part of her mind laughed at the idea of achieving a higher state of being while at a higher altitude. She liked watching the city lights while bound and tortured in her dungeon, which occupied the 59th floor of Maxwell’s high-rise; it had a unique zen quality. However, it didn’t compare to climaxing while seeing the curvature of the planet from the window of a private jet. Leah had never taken herself for a real materialist; her favorite pleasures — rope, duct tape, chains and more — didn’t cost much. She wanted a billionaire for her master because she wanted the security of knowing money would never be a factor. However, from the bed of a private jet, experiencing unadulterated rapture while looking down at the world below, she was glad she was owned by a very wealthy man.

Once their ascent leveled off and they reached the proper cruising altitude, Maxwell turned off the vibrator, stripped off his clothing and climbed onto the bed. Leah howled through her gag as he plunged his massive cock into her eager orifice. The bed below her was soaked, but neither cared. Maxwell worked his way in slowly at first, giving her a chance to get used to his length digging deeper and deeper.

As the string of orgasms brought on by the vibrator ended, Leah growled at Maxwell, urging him to hammer her. Seeing the carnal greed in her eyes, Maxwell gave her face a light slap. Leah’s lips curled up in a smile, but her eyebrows slanted down menacingly.

Harder!

“Yeah, you like getting slapped?”

Leah grunted and nodded. Maxwell obliged, slapping her again. Leah sighed as her cheek burned.

“You like being treated like the little slut you are?”

She nodded again, shaking her body, causing the clamps on her nipples to jostle.

Maxwell licked her face, dragging his tongue over the spot he’d slapped. “You’re a twisted, masochistic whore, is that right?”

Leah screamed in ecstasy as he slapped her again. 

“You like being bad, just so you can be punished, don’t you?”

“Mmm,” she mumbled in agreement. Only for you, master.

Maxwell increased the speed of his thrusting, launching Leah into a higher level of subspace. She lost perception of everything but her pleasure. The jet’s engines faded away, as did Maxwell’s dirty taunting, though the baritone of his voice still tickled her as he spoke. It hardly mattered what he said, and at this point he could tell she was beyond comprehending anything but bliss.

By the time he reached his own climax, Leah had lost the sense of having individual orgasms: they registered as a single sustained peak. To keep her there once he expended his load, Maxwell turned the vibrator back on and held it firmly against her sensitive clit. As soon as he did, she moaned deeply and arched her back, blasted by an unstoppable tide of stimulation.

Maxwell sat back, watching his pet reach heights that only a true submissive like she could enjoy.

“Good, Leah. I think you’re going to do just fine tonight.”

—

When Leah woke, she found she was still in bed, though the ropes had been untied. Her body felt raw but good, and she basked in its glow for several minutes before opening her eyes and looking for Maxwell.

She found him in the main compartment of the plane, standing at the bar and sipping from another glass of champagne. He had changed from his casual clothes into a proper black tuxedo, sharp and bespoke as any in his wardrobe. Leah sighed as she drank in how handsome he looked in formal-wear, but then straightened up and folded her hands behind her back. It was rare for her to be completely unbound in his presence: usually at least her wrists sported some kind of restraint. Dutifully, she took on a submissive position whenever in his presence and not tied.

“Leah, good timing,” he said. “I was just about to wake you. You need to get dressed.” He pointed to a case that had been left on the couch. “It’s all in there. Get started, I’ll help in a moment.” He took out his phone and answered it. “Hey, yeah. We’re starting to make our final descent,” he said. “Good good, we’ll see you soon then…”

Leah complied with her master’s wishes and opened the case to see what she would be wearing. She had no idea where they were going, so she didn’t know if she’d find a dress, a bikini, a bondage harness or a set of shackles. The outfit provided fell somewhere between all of them: a tight, form-fitting latex catsuit, which Leah assumed was made and fitted just for her, and a beautiful, new set of chastity gear. As she held the catsuit out to inspect the glossy, black material, she discovered that built into the crotch were two plugs. She blushed, thinking about where those would go, and how they would be lodged inside for as long as she wore the outfit. With every step she took, they would shift and jostle, constantly teasing her. Knowing Maxwell and his propensity for high tech sex gadgetry, the plugs could probably vibrate, controlled remotely through an app on his phone, putting her at his mercy at all times.

She rummaged through the case and found a bottle of lube, which she applied to both plugs inside the suit; she then spread the fluid around her entrances, moaning as the contact stoked her arousal. As soon as she was ready, she cleaned off her hands with paper towels from the case, then slipped her first leg into the suit. She ran her hands over her calves and thighs, smoothing out the tight latex, eliminating folds and creases until her leg looked pristine and sculpted.

Getting her second leg into the outfit took more care, as she also used the process to introduce the two plugs into her eager orifices.

Maxwell hung up the phone and watched as his pet penetrated herself with the plugs. She loved the way they felt together inside, pressing against one another, and giving her a constant sense of fullness. Depending on who they were going to see at Maxwell’s secret destination, they may or may not know from looking at the catsuit what was going on inside of it, a notion that sent shivers through her.

As she fed her arms into the sleeves of the suit, Maxwell came over and ran his hands over her body, smoothing out the wrinkles and playing with the toys sealed inside her. She moaned softly at his touch, loving the sensuous outfit he’d chosen for her.

He did choose this, didn’t he? She didn’t actually know.

“Sir, can you tell me anything more? Is there a reason for this elaborate outfit besides our enjoyment?”

She doubted they were going to spend the next few hours lazing about by the beach, or see a wind ensemble perform. She figured they were almost certainly attending a party of some sort, but with Maxwell, she never really knew.

“You’ll see soon. I’ll tell you one thing.”

Leah smiled, flexing her fingers in the catsuit’s gloved hands. Like the rest of the suit, the gloves fit around her digits perfectly, like a second layer of skin. It held her tightly, especially at the waist, which was pulled inwards, giving Leah a constant form of restraint.

“What’s that, sir?”

He kissed her cheek, and wrapped his arms around her. “You look stunning.”

She rolled her eyes and smiled. “Thank you, sir.” You big tease.

Even the neck of the suit had been custom designed, allowing it to hook into the collar she wore 24 hours a day. Leah shuddered as Maxwell zipped the suit up in back and locked the zipper into her collar, sealing her body within the suit until he wished to take her out.

Of course, the suit only represented half of her outfit. Leah held out her arms and legs obediently as Maxwell attached each piece of her new chastity outfit. “I had this made for a special occasion, pet,” he said. “Where we’re going, there will be several beautiful women, but I expect none will compare to you.”

“Thank you, master,” she said as he sealed the locks on her belt. As this was a custom piece, it did not utilize padlocks, but its own mechanisms. Leah didn’t see any openings for keys, so she assumed it would open electronically, controlled by an app or even Maxwell’s voice. As the belt locked over her crotch, Leah’s knees felt weak, imagining how fully she was now under her master’s control. She could hardly stand the extreme arousal the combined effects were causing, but she maintained her discipline.

Following the belt, the billionaire attached the rest of the gear: a steel bra that matched the belt; thigh bands connected by chains; wrist cuffs that locked together behind Leah’s back; and wrist cuffs to hobble her movement.

“Absolutely stunning,” he said, taking in his pet. Carefully he guided her to the couch and sat her down. “We’ll be landing shortly. Just relax until then.”

“Yes, sir,” she replied, though it was difficult to relax while sitting on two plugs that felt a lot bigger than they looked.

“Leah, I want you to know that what you’re about to see is something that will be new to me as well. I’ve never been to this before. I’ve never wanted to go, though I’ve been invited many times. What it offers, I’ve never really wanted, or felt like I needed. We’re here because you’re not like my past pets. None of them made me feel the way you do.”

“Thank you, master. I’ve never loved anyone as much as you, sir.” She gazed into his eyes and wrenched at the chains binding her arms. She wanted to hug him and pull tightly; she yearned to show him how badly she needed him. It didn’t matter that he already knew, she would always feel that way. Her devotion to Maxwell Frost was complete and unshakable.

However, his speech only left her more curious about where they were going. She looked out the window and noticed, as their plane dropped softly to the ground, that they didn’t appear to be landing at a major international airport. Their destination was, in fact, a private airstrip.

Disembarking the plane proved an interesting task, as walking down the stairs with her suit on resulted in a series of gasps and sighs. Once outside, Leah looked around and was quickly reminded of BonDouleurs Manor: the strip was surrounded by verdant grounds, but nearby was a large, Gothic structure. It didn’t have the high stone walls of a castle, but like the manor it looked old and darkly beautiful. Like the estate of an old robber baron, it featured a mansion big enough to house an entire college campus. Sprawling across the terrain, it would have hundreds of rooms.

“Sir, what is this place?”

Maxwell grinned. “Would it spoil the fun if I admitted it’s the home of some other billionaire?”

“One person owns all this?” she asked, jaw slack in disbelief.

“Well, you can own thousands of acres in the countryside in the Midwest, or you can own an entire skyscraper in the middle of a major metropolitan area. It’s all a matter of preference. The owner of this place likes his privacy, and seclusion.”

“I see, sir. But he likes visitors?”

Maxwell nodded and spanked Leah’s bottom, prompting her to start walking. “He likes the right kind of visitors. If you want to come, you have to bring somebody with you who you don’t mind sharing.”

Leah blushed, excited by the prospect of serving others at her master’s behest. When she got off the plane, she had hoped a secondary transport — like a golf cart — would pick them up, but she resigned herself to the fact that they were walking. Already she could feel the stirrings of an orgasm rising as she moved, though she wasn’t sure if she would be allowed to enjoy it just yet.

“I am happy to serve you in any way I can, master,” she said. “But is that why you’ve never been here before?” She remembered what he said about her being different from his past pets. Did he not want to share them? She didn’t like the idea, and had to know what he meant.

“Yes, but in a good way, Leah. I’ve brought you here because you matter to me in a way no one else ever has, and I want our little society to know it.”

A joyful tear dripped onto Leah’s cheek, and quickly the heavy winds brushed it away. “Thank you, sir.”

“You’re welcome, Leah. Now, let’s pick up the pace. Friends are waiting for us.”

Friends? Leah increased her speed, eager to learn who Maxwell meant. The added activity in her nethers made her pant, but Maxwell gave her a look that told her to keep it together.

By the time they reached the visitor’s entrance to the mansion, Leah’s body screamed for release, but she fought off her need. Maxwell retrieved from his pocket a long, rolled up leather leash, and fixed it to Leah’s collar. He held onto it as they entered the structure, arriving at a lobby not unlike a five-star hotel’s. This really made Leah nostalgic for BonDouleurs Manor, though this place had a very different feel to it. The decor and furniture were older, antiques and more low-key. The manor boasted its purpose, with sculptures and art depicting bound women. This lobby had nothing overtly sexual present, though Leah still received from it the sense of being dominated, as if its opulence was capable of putting a submissive in her place all by itself.

“Welcome, Master Frost,” said a host in a black tuxedo. “And welcome, Leah. Thank you for coming. Your suite is ready, room 319. My name is Ovid Clarke, and if you need anything, let me know. We look forward to seeing your pet in action, Master Frost.”

“Thanks, Mr. Clarke,” said Maxwell, taking the electronic keycard and slipping it into his pocket. “Leah, should we take the elevator, or would you prefer the stairs?”

Leah laughed, then moaned as the motion sent fresh twinges of pain and arcs of pleasure through her. “Whichever you prefer, master.”

“She’s very well trained,” Ovid commented.

“You have no idea,” said Maxwell. “Elevators. I’m feeling merciful.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said, relieved.

Together they rode up the two flights, then made for their room. However, when Maxwell approached 319, he didn’t stop; he kept going. Leah thought about saying something, but she noticed Maxwell pause just a moment at their door, so clearly he had something in mind. They reached the next room, 321, and Maxwell knocked on the door.

“It’s open!” came a voice from inside.

Wait, was that..?

Maxwell opened the door for Leah and said, “Go on, get in there.”

If not for her outfit, Leah would have dashed through the room. “Becca!” she screamed, seeing her friend. Leah trotted up to her and leaned in to kiss her friend’s cheek.

Rebecca returned the kiss, but couldn’t do much more than that: she was bound in an outfit nearly identical to Leah’s: an extra tight catsuit with chastity gear locked above it. While Leah’s outfit was black, with silver gear, Rebecca’s was blue with gold gear.

“You look amazing!”

“So do you!” Rebecca replied.

“Hi, Leah,” came another voice. She turned to see Harry, Rebecca’s husband.

“Hey, Harry! Good to see you! Master didn’t say you’d be here.”

“We figured,” he said, shaking his head. “And before you say anything, we expect you don’t even know why you’re here, or where this is, so don’t think we’re going to tell you anything.”

“Yes, sir,” said Leah.

“You’re not the only one Maxwell’s trained well,” Rebecca said to Leah, winking.

Harry laughed, then spanked Rebecca’s backside. The sound echoed through the room, and Rebecca yelped in pain. Even through her outfit, the slap hurt. She sighed happily as the pain subsided into soreness, and looked up to her husband for a kiss. Harry answered it, then planted another on her forehead.

“Have a nice trip?” Maxwell asked Harry.

“You mean on our lovely private jet that you gave us? Yes, yes we did.”

“I’m glad.”

As the men got to talking, Leah looked to Rebecca. “I like your outfit.”

Rebecca twisted around, testing the cuffs holding her arms and wrists. “It’s really tight. And the plugs…”

Leah nodded. “Did Harry make you walk here from the runway?”

Rebecca gasped. “Yes! I think that’s because of the rule here: pets have to be bound at all times on the grounds.”

Leah shrugged. “Works for me. I mean it though, I love these suits. Did Harry design them?”

“He made them, but actually he and Maxwell collaborated on the design.”

“Aww! That’s so nice.”

Rebecca leaned in to whisper. “You know, Maxwell would do anything for you, Leah. Ever since your journey a few months ago. Nobody’s ever done anything like that for him.”

“It wasn’t even for him,” Leah protested. “It was something I had to do for myself.”

“Nonsense, Leah. In some way, everything you do is for him. That’s why you’re a true submissive. That’s why we’re all here.”

“What do you mean?”

Rebecca looked to make sure the men weren’t paying attention. “Harry and I are here to support you. If Maxwell hadn’t asked us to come, we wouldn’t have.”

“What are you talking about?”

“No.” Rebecca shook her head. “Can’t say anything more.” She scooted over so that she could lean into Leah and kiss her tenderly. Leah sighed and happily soaked in her friend’s affection. She became cognizant of the absence of chatter as the men watched, but the women didn’t care. Their relationship with each other was a part of their respective relationships with their men, and sharing the women between them was an established, open aspect of their friendship.

Leah and Rebecca went back years, and their connection went far deeper than just best friends. Rebecca had helped Leah through one of the darkest times of her life: splitting from her fiance just weeks before the wedding. Ultimately it had been for the best, but it cost Leah most of her other friends, and caused a rift with her family. She moved in with Rebecca, who offered to keep her as long as necessary, and did so. Leah kept their shared apartment up until Rebecca moved in with Harry, and she moved in with Maxwell.

Additionally, Leah owed Rebecca another great debt: it was through Rebecca that Leah discovered her own submissive tendencies, which set her on the path to living the life she now enjoyed. Though Rebecca argued Leah would have figured it out eventually, Leah still credited her friend with providing the means. Leah felt as strongly for Rebecca as she did for Maxwell, and would do anything for either of them.

“Fine,” said Leah. “I’m just glad you’re here.”

“Me too.”

—

After catching up a while longer, the men helped Leah and Rebecca to their feet. Harry then opened a metal briefcase waiting on the counter of the suite’s minibar. “Ladies, before we join the party, you’re going to have to wear these.”

Party? thought Leah. Interesting…

Harry took out two leather harnesses with thick bit gags. Featuring straps to run over her nose and up her forehead, the harnesses were decorated with long, blooming feathers that stuck out the top of the head. They were even ordered to match their outfits, with Leah receiving a black feather, and Rebecca’s blue. The women moaned as the large gags were wedged between their teeth, pulling back on their cheeks. Drool quickly began to drip from Leah’s lips, and inside her suit additional fluids were flowing as well.

“They look fantastic, Harry. Well done.”

“Anytime.” He looked to the women. “You ready?”

Leah and Rebecca nodded in unison, then giggled softly.

The men led their pets through the hall, down the elevator and into the building until they came to a large set of heavy, wooden double doors. Ovid Clarke was there, and greeted the party.

“Mr. Ellis, Mr. Frost. Good to see you again. If you’d please blindfold your pets, you can take them inside.” He retrieved two blindfolds from a stack on his podium and handed them out. Once the women were blinded, they heard the heavy doors creak open and the soft din of a dozen whispered conversations.

The men held their women by the shoulders, guiding them along. They informed them of a short set of stairs, which they ascended. Soon the men stopped and held on for a minute.

“All right,” said Maxwell. “All you have to do is stand here until somebody comes to get you. All right?”

“Mmm,” Leah mumbled, nodding. She wished she could see where she was, but as long as Maxwell was there, she knew she and Rebecca would be fine. From the echoes in the room, she got the sense that they were in a wide, open space, but still indoors. Also, they were somewhat elevated, judging by the stairs, and the surface they were standing on sounded rather loud as people walked by, as if the floor wasn’t fully solid beneath them.

Then it hit Leah: I’m on stage! This is an auditorium!

She couldn’t be sure of her deduction, but she felt it had to be true.

Leah didn’t have to wait long to have her suspicion confirmed. After several more people walked past her, the sound of the crowd suddenly grew, and she sensed that several more individuals had entered the area. Shortly after they did, the noise abruptly dissolved into silence.

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. Thank you all for coming, especially our newcomers, Maxwell Frost and his pet, Leah. Maxwell, we’ve been waiting for you to show up one of these days.”

Light laughter ran through the audience and Leah smiled behind her gag. The speaker’s rich voice sounded somewhat aged, but still youthful in energy and good humor.

“For those who don’t know, my name is Arthur Windham, and this is my home. If you’re here, it’s because you either have a pet with you, or you are one. I welcome our women, and remind you that though you are here to serve, we look forward to treating you to all the earthly pleasures a person can experience.”

Applause rang out, and Leah bowed her head. She didn’t know if others were doing the same, but it seemed like the right sign of respect to give.

“Speaking of which, we have a very welcome guest with us: Harry Ellis, the inventor extraordinaire from BonDouleurs Manor. As you may know, he’s come a long way to be here, and he’s brought with him his lovely and talented wife, Rebecca Ellis!”

The crowd broke out into raucous cheering, and Leah wished she could add her’s. Clearly, the crowd was familiar with Harry and Rebecca’s work.

“That’s her in blue, gentlemen. Rebecca, we’re honored to have you here. I happen to know every single person in this room owns one of Harry’s inventions, and knowing you’re the one who inspired so many of them… We owe you more than we can ever repay. Of course, we promise not to let that influence the judging; just know that you will always be welcome here, and we will always have the greatest admiration for you.”

Considering Rebecca and Harry had come to help her, Leah felt overjoyed that Rebecca was receiving so much lavish praise. All deserved, Becca, she thought. Then, something else Windham had said registered with her: The judging? Is this… a pageant?

It had to be some kind of contest. The auditorium, the stage, the host and some kind of judging: it all added up. Leah had no doubt in her mind that’s what was going on, and she swooned in place, recalling what Maxwell had said about never having done this before — that he had never wanted to do this with any of his pets. Leah felt an intense swell of pride.

All right, Master. I’m going to win this thing. I’m going to show you that you were right to bring me here.

“Now, I’d like to introduce our participants for this year’s program. I’ll start with Rebecca, since I’ve already told you all half of it anyway.” Windham paused for the laughter to pass, then added: “In addition to testing kinky inventions, she is a Ph.D. student in physics, with the aim of being a researcher in aerospace propulsion. So the question for her will be, which has more thrust: a space shuttle launch, or her husband?”

The crowd chuckled and a few men hooted.

“Anyway, best of luck to Rebecca. Our next competitor is actually Rebecca’s best friend. You may be familiar with Leah, the collared pet of Maxwell Frost. A round of applause, everyone.”

Leah blushed as she heard the clapping. She felt something touching her head, and then the blindfold was pulled away from her eyes. She looked around and saw an audience smaller than she expected: maybe 50 men at most, with a handful of female guests scattered about. She turned to see Rebecca on her left, and nodded to her friend. On her right, Rebecca saw three other women, though their faces were mostly covered by their own blindfolds. They wore vastly different outfits than Leah and Rebecca: one was fully nude save for the gold ropes binding her. Another wore skimpy white lingerie; she was locked into a movable rack that Leah had to admit looked very, very sexy. The last woman had her neck and wrists locked into a yoke, her arms spread wide. She wore a tight, gray pencil skirt and a tight blazer. She seemed somewhat familiar to Leah, but she couldn’t say for sure why.

“Leah here trained at BonDouleurs Manor for several months, taking far longer to find a master than most of their trainees. She wanted to find the right owner, and judging by Maxwell’s decision to bring her here for us to enjoy, I’d say she has. Congratulations to the both of you, and good luck!”

Leah bowed her head again, thankful for the host’s kind words. She spotted him at the side of the stage. He actually looked several years younger than Maxwell, and Leah wondered how he became so wealthy. She thought young men who rose to the upper echelons of society had to live in a major city — she couldn’t imagine one preferring the isolated country. She hoped to learn more about him, if possible. When he smiled, his blue eyes lit up with friendliness and excitement, but when he looked at the women on stage, a healthy hunger filled his expression. As long as her master willed it, she would be happy to submit to Arthur Windham.

Leah listened to him introduce the next to pets, Callie and Monica. They received similarly warm introductions, and once their blindfolds were removed, Leah could see they were both gorgeous. They endured their bondage, and behaved well, but Leah could tell they weren’t going to offer her much competition. They had the air of submissive women who had rich masters, but not a true-born slave like she turned out to be.

The fifth woman, however, sent a chill through Leah’s spine.

“Our last participant is also from BonDouleurs Manor. They do great work over there, don’t they? Let’s have a warm welcome for Nora, and her owner, Mrs. Claire Redstone!”

Leah knew both names. Nora had been her fellow trainee, and had envied Leah for months during their stay at the manor. She even had the opportunity to torment Leah when Maxwell brought her back to the manor for punishment following a serious transgression. Maxwell prevented Nora from getting the best of Leah, so she knew there would be no love lost between them.

Additionally, Leah knew Redstone as one of the founders of Bullworth & Redstone, a company that recently signed a major joint venture with Maxwell’s business, FrostGen. Maxwell had sparred with Claire for hours during a tense negotiation, but stopped it short to be with Leah, and even went so far as to show off his pet to the woman. He challenged her to settle on the terms he wanted, or see the venture fall apart. Redstone acquiesced, but was not pleased. Watching Nora from the audience, she wore a maroon skirt and a matching blazer. Her five-inch heels accentuated her already tall build, and her brunette hair was pulled back in a thick bun. She looked frighteningly authoritarian, like a school principal feared by staff and students alike.

Between Nora and Redstone, Leah suddenly felt both very fearful, and determined. These two women would revel in humiliating Maxwell in front of his peers. Leah knew she couldn’t let that happen.

“Now, could all five masters please approach the stage?” asked Windham. “We’ll begin our first trial right away, just to have a little fun, and then it will be time for the welcome reception.”

The various masters threaded their way through the crowd and arrived on stage. Harry kissed Rebecca’s forehead, while Maxwell gave Leah’s backside a squeeze. Leah yelped as the plugs inside her pressed together, but smiled as the intoxicating sensation passed through her.

As everybody got in position, five wooden pillories were wheeled out onto the stage by Windham’s staff.

“The first trial for our participants will be one of pure bodily endurance, in a test that will tell as much about the master as it does the slave.”

While the pillories were secured to the floor, Maxwell, Harry and the others transferred their pets’ arms and necks from their current state of binding, into the bondage devices. For Rebecca and Leah, this meant having their chastity gear taken off piece-by-piece, followed by their catsuits. The women moaned loudly as the suits’ plugs slipped out, and the crowd applauded the fact that both women had been filled the entire time without their knowing it.

“I’d like to point out at this time that neither Mr. Frost nor Mr. Ellis had any idea what test was planned for their pets this evening,” said Windham. “It’s their luck, or maybe just good instincts, that their pets are very, very warmed up for this first test.”

Leah and Rebecca smiled at their men as their neck and wrists were locked into the pillories. “Looking good,” Maxwell whispered to them both. “The judges really love to see extra effort.”

“Thanks, Maxwell,” said Rebecca. Leah nodded.

Once all the pets were locked up, five pairs of small, red plugs were handed out to the masters. Though the toys were thin and not particularly long, protruding from each one was a long, black stem, attached to which was the rubber bulb of a hand-pump. Leah’s eyes went wide as she realized what they were.

“All right, masters. Plug your pets’ holes with those, and when I say so, I want you to give the pumps a squeeze. Alternate between the two of them as we go along. We’re going to see whose pet can withstand the most inflated plug. However, I want to make something very clear to everyone, the pets especially.” Windham looked to the five bound women and said, “Under no circumstances should you push yourself farther than you’re physically able during this competition. If you injure yourself in an attempt to win, you’re out of the games. This is supposed to be a fun competition. Getting hurt and having to leave early isn’t fun for anyone, so I won’t tolerate it. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” the women said, nodding.

“Very good.”

The pets moaned and cried out as their masters’ lubed up their orifices, though Leah and Rebecca were already beyond wet.

“All right. Use the pump every time you hear the tone,” said Windham. “In the meantime, I’d like to go around and speak with each of the pets so our audience and judges can get to know them a little better.”

Leah tried to concentrate as the host of the event interviewed Rebecca, but Leah knew perfectly well her friend’s life story. She was much happier to dwell on the intruding plugs in her body and the ringing sound that signified one of the toys was about to grow slightly larger. After a while, the audience clapped politely and Windham moved on to her.

“Hi, Leah. Enjoying yourself so far?”

She nodded. “Yes, sir. Very much.”

“Good, good. From what I hear about you, my estate should be a very fun place for a woman of your needs. According to Mr. Frost, you are a true submissive. Is that right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Tell me, what does that mean to you? Lots of people say they’d do anything for their master because they’re submissive, but even they have limits. In what way are you different?”

“It’s a good question, sir. One I had to go to extreme lengths to find — oh oh — out.”

The crowd laughed as Leah’s inflatable pumps grew inside her while she spoke. Every time the signal arrived, a chorus of moans and cries rang out through the auditorium.

“Go on,” said Windham. “What kind of lengths?”

“My very understanding master gave me leave to abstain from pleasure for nearly an entire month. Four weeks exactly. I had to see if I could do it, and still wish to serve him.”

Windham’s face contorted into amused surprise, as if somebody had suggested he’d grown a third eye. “Wait, by abstain you mean what?”

“No orgasms, sir. Not until I finished my journey.”

The audience went silent, shocked by her admission.

Without waiting for Windham to ask another question, Leah continued, grimacing as the next pump added to the mass in her ass. “Once I went without seeing Master for several days, and tasted living back in the outside world. I visited Rebecca and Harry. As soon as I saw them, I knew the answer. I just couldn’t go back to a normal life, and I couldn’t turn off my need to serve. I need Maxwell, because I am a true submissive. It’s who I — ah! It’s who I am.”

Leah looked out to the audience and bowed her head. After a moment, light but ubiquitous applause rang through the assembly.

“That’s very impressive, Leah. Thank you for sharing. Now, Rebecca, I understand you were lucky to meet Harry, and that it might not have happened if not for fate. Could you tell us about that?”

Leah shut her eyes and let her mind fall back to the situation in her body. She’d heard Rebecca and Harry’s meeting story a dozen times, both the real version and the one they told at their wedding. As each pet interviewed with Windham, the plugs inside them steadily grew in size. During Monica’s discussion, she screamed in pain, prompting her master — a young man who seemed long on wealth but short on experience with domination — to check in on her.

“I’m sorry, sir, I can’t take anymore,” she told him.

“It’s fine, slave. Like, seriously, it’s all good.” He pressed opened a valve on the toys, and all the pumped-in air drained out. Monica sighed in relief, though disappointed tears landed on her the floor below her.

“You did the right thing, Monica,” said Windham. “We can see your desire to please is there, and that it comes from a place of real servitude. Don’t feel bad.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said, sniffing.

“Sir,” called the other pet, Callie. “I need to stop too.”

Her master, a man who looked slightly older though still quite virile, nodded solemnly and tripped the valves, easing his pet’s suffering. Callie smiled, glad to be released.

You don’t belong here, Leah thought of the pet. At least Monica seemed sincere. Then the tone sounded, and Leah moaned as another pump added to her torment. She turned to look at Rebecca: she seemed to be doing just fine, long since used to being stuffed extra full, considering the massive member sported by her husband.

Finally, Windham moved on to his last interview, this time with Nora.

“Thank you for being here, Nora. We don’t get a lot of women here with a female owner, so we’re very excited to have you.”

Nora flashed a syrupy smile that Leah immediately recognized as a nasty impression of herself.

“Thank you, sir,” she purred.

“Now I don’t normally bring up ancient history, but I hear you and Leah have a bit of a past. Apparently you wanted her master to be yours. Is that right?”

Nora’s smile broke like a vase knocked from a shelf. “It is, sir.”

Windham nodded. “And I think most of the people here know of the link between Mr. Frost and Mrs. Redstone. So it would seem we have a bit of an intrigue in addition to the competition.”

“That’s between them, sir,” Nora insisted, then gasped in pain as another pump inflated the plugs once more.

“You might think so, but I know a proxy fight when I see one. I hope you’re here for the right reasons. I wouldn’t want to see you suffering for something other than yours and our pleasure.”

“I promise, sir,” Nora said, though Leah doubted the woman’s sincerity.

“Glad to hear it,” said Windham. “Now, I’ve finished my questions but we still have a game going. I’ll open this to the floor. Raise your hand if you have a question.” He looked out into the audience as the house lights went up, illuminating everyone and not just the stage. “Yes, Mr. Sheffield?”

“Hello, I have a question for Rebecca,” came a very, very deep voice. Leah tried to spot the speaker and followed the audience’s gaze to a man near the front row. “Rebecca, when did you know you were in love with Mr. Ellis?”

Leah grinned; she hadn’t expected the question to take on such a meaningful topic.

“Well,” Rebecca started to say, then whined as another pump was squeezed. After she regained her composure, Rebecca said, “When we were dating, Harry asked me to help him fulfill a personal fantasy of his. It was so ha- hot, I had more fun than he did. I think that was when I knew that we were really meant to be.”

A polite round of applause went up through the crowd, but it was interrupted by a pained wail from Nora.

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I have to stop,” she said.

Redstone glared at her slave angrily, but activated the valves to relieve her.

“Nora, that was still a very impressive showing,” said Windham. “Don’t feel bad. Our two remaining competitors went in with an edge. Not only were they plugged before we started, they’re both used to very, very large insertions. Mr. Ellis’ manhood is just as famous as his inventions, isn’t that right?”

“Everything you’ve heard…” Rebecca said, jolting as she was pumped again, “…is vastly understated.”

Laughter rang out amongst the crowd. Harry put on his best “If she says so” face and shrugged jokingly.

When the noise dissipated into chuckles, Windham wiped his eyes and said, “Well I’m sure we’ll get to find out later. All right, next question?”

Leah realized, once she stopped laughing herself, that it was now just between her and Rebecca to win this game. Her orifices were painfully stuffed, though she felt she could keep going a little longer. Yet, she had a feeling Rebecca could win this game, considering her experience with both Harry and his signature invention, the Devastator. She wanted to win this competition, but she hated that it could mean vying with her best friend.

Fortunately, after a few more pumps, Windham ended the event. “We’ve actually reached the limits of these toys’ capacity to inflate, so I’m forced to call this event a draw, though the individual scoring may vary. Congratulations to you both. Gentlemen, feel free to reward your pets.”

Rather than open the valves, Maxwell and Harry left the plugs in their women; they were given magic wand massagers by a stagehand, which they immediately turned on and applied to their pets’ pussies.

Leah and Rebecca immediately shrieked as the intense vibrations passed through their tortured flesh, bringing forth waves and waves of pleasure. Leah couldn’t remember being so fully stuffed in a long time, and the intense action of the vibrator quickly lifted her out of her mind and into oblivion. “May I come?” she screamed just before losing control.

She didn’t hear whether or not she had permission; she hoped her master had granted it, because she came regardless, writhing and shaking as her juices gushed. Somewhere in a corner of her mind she could hear Rebecca having a similarly massive outburst, and together they wailed as blissfully as two dominated pets could.

—

Some time went by before Leah regained her faculties; when she did, she could feel the inflatable plugs emptying of air and then sliding out of her punished orifices. She moaned in relief, but it was short lived, as her catsuit was put back on, refilling her right away. She sighed as the suit was zipped up in back, and the chastity pieces were replaced. She watched as Callie, Monica and Nora were tied in their original bindings and then escorted out of the hall.

“Since you two both won this challenge,” said Windham to Leah and Rebecca, “you have been invited to attend the reception.”

“Thank you… sir,” Leah gasped. She knew this would be a good opportunity to impress the judges, and was fully prepared for the occasion.

Harry came over bearing bottles of water and protein bars. Together, he and Maxwell fed their pets, giving them time to recover and regain their strength. Before they left for the reception, a member of the staff brought two large, metal platters connected to a set of chains. The men fixed these chains to their pets’ collars, chest pieces and belts, allowing the trays to hang in front of their bodies. Since the chains were connected in several places, the trays were stable: they did not sway or jostle as the women walked.

“This isn’t how I thought we’d be serving,” said Rebecca, who had waited on parties in a similar fashion before.

“We’re going to a reception,” reasoned Harry. “Don’t worry babe, I’m sure you’ll have plenty of fun too.”

“I’m going to hold you to that,” she said. Harry kissed her forehead, then smacked her bottom. Rebecca yelped and trotted forward.

Leah grinned and inched forward as Maxwell beckoned with his index finger. He uncuffed Leah’s hands from their position behind her back, but left in place the chains keeping her elbows together. He then fastened her wrists to her belt, allowing her hands to hang at her hips.

When Harry saw, he liked the idea, so he did the same for Rebecca. The women appreciated having their hands locked in a fresh position, and the men enjoyed the way the women looked with their arms locked into the different, but still very rigid, position.

Once they were ready, the men led the ladies forward, occasionally smacking or squeezing their backsides, eliciting squeals and gasps. They followed in the direction they saw the rest of the audience members going, and soon they emerged into an opulent reception hall, very similar to the one found at BonDouleurs Manor. Elegant chandeliers hung from the ceiling; tasteful floral arrangements lined the sides of the room, creating a subtle but pleasant fragrance; and a dozen waiters circled the room bearing hors d’oeuvres and glasses of champagne. For how many people were actually present, the room seemed cavernous, but the apparently close-knit crowd kept to tight circles, rather than spreading out.

“Sir, which of them are the judges?” asked Leah.

Maxwell whispered to her, “They all are. They judge on several expected criteria, but also on several of their own making, so it’s hard to say who likes what.”

“Then what should I do, master?”

Maxwell smiled and kissed her cheek. “Be yourself. You like working hard to impress others; that’s a universally loved trait in a collared pet.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“You’re welcome. Now go mingle. Don’t be afraid to introduce yourself. Offer to get drinks. If they want to play with you, tell them I’ve said not until later. I want to be there to supervise.”

“Yes, sir.”

All four of them split up, as Rebecca and Leah approached different groups of men, and Harry found the bar while Maxwell sought out his friends.

Every time Leah got close to the guests, their conversation quickly quieted, as they were all eager to meet Maxwell’s pet.

“That was a wonderful performance, Mrs. Gold,” one said.

“We heard that you were very talented, and now we see it wasn’t just hype,” added another.

“We’ve seen lots of pets trained at the Manor, but what you have they could never teach. You’re a natural.”

Leah thanked everybody for their praise, and did as asked and offered to get drinks, but most of the men already had flutes of champagne provided by Windham’s staff. As she wandered around, she spotted a man standing by himself and smoking a cigarette. He looked to be Maxwell’s age, and exceptionally fit. His tuxedo clung somewhat snugly to his exceptionally built physique.

Jackpot, thought Leah.

As she neared him, she realized that he was speaking softly into a headset, and that he was speaking in Mandarin.

“Ni xiang he dian shen me ma?” she asked, thinking back to her training.

The man smiled brightly and laughed. “You speak Mandarin?” he said.

“I’m learning,” Leah replied.

“You are Maxwell Frost’s pet?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You’re learning at his request?”

“Mandarin and Spanish, yes. Once I am fluent in both, I will begin learning other languages, including some of my own choosing.”

“Fascinating,” said the man. “I’m Richard Liu, by the way. And to answer your question, I’d love a beer. Any kind.”

“Yes, sir, right away.”

Leah turned and made for the bar, grinning to herself. Maxwell had been right: becoming multilingual would impress people. Why wouldn’t it?

Take that, Nora. Leah looked around for her rival, but didn’t see the slim, raven-haired woman anywhere. She also didn’t see Claire Redstone. Perhaps she was punishing Nora for her pet’s failure? Leah would not have been surprised. She thought she had seen Callie and Monica’s owners in the crowd, so it’s not like they were barred from attending.

When she returned to Mr. Liu with his drink, a small crowd had gathered around him, including Maxwell.

“Thank you,” said Liu, taking his beer from Leah’s tray. “I was just complimenting your master on his excellent taste in slaves.”

“You’re welcome, and thank you, sir.”

Maxwell smiled mischievously. “Leah, what do you think of the EmDrive?”

She turned to her master. “I think it’s very exciting, sir, though I don’t understand how something can move in space without any sort of propellant. It defies Newton’s Third Law.”

The men surrounding them broke out in laughter. “Frost, your pet knows physics?” one asked.

Maxwell nodded. “And current events.”

“Very impressive, Frost.”

“Thank you,” said Maxwell. “Leah, these men are all friends of mine. How would you feel about showing them your other talents?”

She grinned salaciously. “It would be my pleasure, master.”

He kissed her forehead, then helped lower her to her knees. Leah moaned as the plugs inside her were driven tighter due to her new position, which pulled the taut suit a little tighter around the waist.

“Gentlemen, as you’re going to see throughout this event, my pet is always eager to serve. She draws fulfillment from obedience the way we do from success. She does not need to be rewarded; service is its own reward. However, I love doting on my pet, so I intend to do so once she’s finished with all of you.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Leah.

Liu was the first to unzip his pants and take out his thick rod. He stepped up to Leah and let his cock slap against her cheek a couple times before giving Leah a chance to service it. She began by licking the tip, polishing it with a tongue. She drank in the taste of his skin, coupled with the refreshing fragrance of his cologne. The other men watched eagerly as Leah licked Liu’s testicles, dampening them nicely. When finished, his cock had grown to full tumescence, and Leah opened wide to take in the massive shaft. Moaning softly as his length penetrated down to her throat, she sealed her lips around his manhood and began to suck. She worked her head back and forth, feeding her own arousal as the plugs within her shifted. She loved having all of her orifices filled, and shivered with delight as Liu came, spraying her face with his milky mess.

As soon as he shot his load, another man was ready and quickly stepped in to take Liu’s place.

“That was wonderful, Leah, thank you,” said Liu.

She moaned in response, already lost in subservient pleasure as another monster rod invaded her throat. This man preferred to ram his cock into her mouth, and Leah happily let him, gulping and coughing with each thrust. The man grasped her sweaty hair, keeping her head in position so she couldn’t break free of his grip, but she was in no distress. When the man reached his climax, Leah held her tongue out to catch every drop of his seed, then swallowed it down hungrily.

Maxwell held back the next man, a hunk whose bodybuilder frame looked somewhat silly in a tuxedo. Once Leah took a minute to catch her breath, her master stepped aside to let the muscular man through. Leah took his surprisingly thick cock into her mouth gleefully, sucking on it until it glistened. He preferred to let her suck, then pull it out so she could lick it, and repeated this process several times until finally letting her take in his whole length at once. She worked him over with renewed effort, eager to learn another man’s preferred technique; in her mind she cataloged each man’s preferences, expecting she would pleasure all of them more than once before the pageant ended. The muscle man soon passed his peak, groaning loudly and releasing his juices in a blissful spasm.

As her master watched, Leah serviced one man after the next, and though the entire crowd gathered to watch, Maxwell carefully dictated that only the original group of men he picked have a turn. “The rest of you will have a chance later,” he assured them. “But Leah’s had a very busy day, and I want her to save some strength.”

The crowd chuckled, and Leah smiled to herself. I always have strength for you, master.

When she’d satisfied the last man, a waiter brought over several wet towelettes on a platter, and Maxwell cleaned her face.

“This is what I get to see every morning,” he told them. “She’s a natural beauty. No makeup necessary.”

Leah blushed and looked down at the floor. She gasped as her master took her by the shoulders, lifting her to her feet. When she looked up, Rebecca stood in front of her, squeezing her legs together, powerfully aroused. Maxwell popped open the chains holding the serving tray to her body, then nudged Leah forward until her lips locked with Rebecca’s.

“Why not give us a little show, pets?” he said.

The women sighed happily as their tongues danced together. With their wrists both bound in the same position, they were able to hold hands, interlacing their gloved fingers. Their metal chastity gear clicked against each other as the women made out. Windham approached the women, and with the permission of Harry and Maxwell, wrapped their bodies in chains. He pulled the metal bindings tight against both women, and sealed them with a heavy padlock. Forced together by the chain, Leah and Rebecca shuddered in bliss.

“You two enjoy yourselves,” said Windham, patting their shoulders.

The women moaned, ecstatic to be tethered to one another, and all too happy to share the embrace.

“One last thing, girls,” said Harry. He took out his phone and tapped a few buttons. After a second, the plugs connected to the catsuits began to vibrate. “You’ve earned a little fun. You can come whenever you feel.”

Leah could have collapsed if not for her friend’s strength. The powerful vibrations emanating from both toys blasted her mind into subspace. She wasn’t sure how many orgasms she enjoyed during that reception, but each came with the knowledge that she had served Maxwell exceptionally well, and that was all she needed to know.

—

When Leah woke, she thought for a minute she was back home at Maxwell’s penthouse, and everything that had happened was one incredible dream. The confusion stemmed primarily from the fact that she was in her cage, the exact same one as at her home. She’d spent countless hours in it, she knew it was her’s. Maxwell must have brought it with us, she reasoned. She was happy for that: how many people get to travel and still sleep in their own bed, even if that bed was a cage?

She looked around and saw they were in a gorgeous suite, and Maxwell was close: she heard his voice. She moaned softly as she turned to sit up. Her body felt incredibly sore; the day before had been the most intense she’d enjoyed in weeks. She sighed happily, knowing that that day would be even crazier. She had no idea how many trials she and the other slaves would go through, but she had no doubt she would enjoy them.

She perked up as Maxwell’s voice got louder, and then he was standing before her, telling the person on the other end of his phone call that they’d talk again soon, and hanging up.

“Good morning, Leah!”

“Good morning, master.”

“Sleep well?”

She laughed. “I think so, sir. Thank you for bringing my cage.”

“My pleasure. Come, brunch starts in a few minutes, let’s get you up.” He passed a pair of handcuffs through the bars of the cage. “Rules are rules, though. Behind your back, pet.”

Leah smiled and complied, cuffing herself. As far as rules went, having to be bound at all times was one with which she had no argument.

Maxwell helped her clean up, and as he did, her stomach began to rumble fiercely. For once in her life, she hoped she didn’t get bound too tightly until after eating: she wanted to fill up for what she knew would be a very, very strenuous day.

The brunch did not disappoint: whoever Windham was, he employed a team of top chefs, and they delivered a sumptuous meal. Leah feasted on mouth-watering scrambled eggs with cheese, chunks of the freshest melon and bacon cooked to a perfect crisp. Her orange juice was freshly squeezed, and the coffee dark and rich. The only thing that bothered her was having to let Maxwell feed her slowly, rather than tearing into the meal herself. When she was stuffed, she sat up with perfect posture, though she longed to recline and relax as she digested. She waited while Maxwell enjoyed his own brunch, during which time Harry and Rebecca joined them.

“Morning, sweetie,” Rebecca said as she took a seat. Harry pushed her chair to the table, kissed her forehead, then wandered off to find them both something to eat.

“Hey, Becca. Thanks for last night. I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did.”

“I did,” she replied. “But I wanted to talk to you about something. Maxwell, could you give us some privacy?”

He shook his head. “Actually, no. I’m not permitted to leave you both unattended. But if you want to whisper in her ear, I won’t be listening.”

“Thanks,” said Rebecca. She scooted forward and leaned against Leah’s face.

“Leah, you really want to win this pageant, right?”

“If it will make master happy, then yes.”

“Then I want you to win, but I also don’t want to give up and just let you win. I think it would be seen as collusion.”

She had a good point. It was already known that they were friends, and that Rebecca was not as invested in the lifestyle as Leah — jut the activities.

“What do you want to do then?” she asked.

“Play it straight. Try my hardest, and let the best pet win.” Rebecca kissed Leah on the cheek. “Maxwell loves you, win or lose. As long as you put forth the effort, he won’t care who gets the trophy. You’re the prize, Leah, and he’s already won it.”

She’s right. Leah felt the same way about Maxwell, but that only meant she was going to work herself even harder to please him.

“You’re on, Becca. Good luck.”

“Thanks,” said Rebecca. “I know I’m going to need it. I might enjoy all this, but you live it. I do still want you to win, but I’m not going to make it easy.”

Leah grinned. “Easy isn’t part of my vocabulary.”

“Ha!”

Rebecca scooted back to her seat as Harry brought plates for both of them. “Hope you’re hungry,” he said, holding up a buttered biscuit. His wife bit into it ravenously.

“Oh my fucking god that’s amazing,” she said.

The four of them ate and chatted for a while, but stopped when Mr. Windham approached.

“Harry, Maxwell, ladies: the competition resumes in ten minutes. Please make your way to the auditorium.”

“Of course,” said Harry. He and Maxwell took a set of leashes out of their pockets and fastened them to the collars worn by Leah and Rebecca, then proceeded to lead their pets through the mansion and all the way to the performance stage.

Once there, Leah saw the crowd was already fully seated; eagerness and excitement showed on their faces, as if last night was just a sneak preview, and today they were here for the real show.

Leah listened patiently while Windham greeted the crowd, welcoming them once again. She glanced over to Rebecca, who seemed calm and ready. Leah realized she was actually nervous: the results of this contest mattered to her, even though they shouldn’t.

As long as we beat Nora and Redstone, she thought.

“Now, for our first challenge of the day, we are going to test the skills not just of the pet, but of the master as well. A large supply of rope has been provided. When I give the signal, the masters will tie their pets up. Judging will take into account the skill of the rigging, the difficulty of enduring the bondage and the length of the endurance. The same rule from last night applies: should a pet reach her limit, she must speak up to be let out. We have a talented team ready to cut through the ropes safely and quickly, should anyone need a rapid escape, though I expect that won’t be necessary with this group. All right, I think that covers everything. Masters, begin tying your pets… now!”

The five dominants set to work immediately, grabbing several coils of rope from a table stacked with piles of multicolored cords. Maxwell picked out a white rope, liking the traditional look, but also not wanting to detract from his work. Leah smiled, knowing that rope bondage was an area in which Maxwell excelled.

In fact, one thing Leah was pleased to discover about her master when he first became her owner was that they both had a strong preference for rope bondage before all other types. Leah loved how, in Maxwell’s capable hands, rope could bind her just as tightly as any chain or shackle, and also maintain a degree of intimacy nothing else could create. When tied across her entire body, the rope became a part of her, even as it bound her. It all connected, and every movement she made — if any was possible — could be felt everywhere the rope touched. When Maxwell pulled a rope tightly between her legs, digging between her folds, it turned her entire body into a source of sexual stimulation. Considering this, Leah was not surprised that this was Maxwell’s first order of business.

He looped the rope around her waist, then around her thighs, forming an elaborate harness. Leah knew the judges would be watching to see the aesthetics of his rope work, in addition to their effect on her, so she was happy to see him working to establish a foundation of rope from which the rest of her bindings could expand. Once the harnesses were built, he pulled a rope deeply into her crotch, and made several loops through it, creating a constant tension on her clit that burned in a painful but pleasant way. There would be no escaping it for possibly hours, and Leah shuddered happily. The prospect of spending hours in tight bondage, in constant discomfort or pain, aroused her like nothing else.

Though tempted to see what the other masters were doing with their pets, Leah kept her posture tight, and her eyes facing forward, though unfocused so as not to seek the gaze of any one audience member.

With the crotch rope in place, Maxwell set about creating a harness for her breasts, encircling them in rope and building a network of cords to keep her chest squeezed tightly. Leah felt her juices escaping from between the rope to trail down her thighs, and willed herself to maintain her discipline. When Maxwell was ready to tie her arms, he started with her elbows, then removed the handcuffs Leah had worn during breakfast. He tossed the pair aside, then roped her wrists together tightly. Finally, he finished with her legs, constricting her knees and ankles until Leah was fully restrained. Once he was done, he waved over Mr. Windham and pointed at the ceiling. Leah looked up to see a set of very long chains descending. As soon as they got close, Maxwell resumed his work, attaching the focal points of the rope harnesses on her body to the ends of the hanging chains. He then lifted Leah’s legs backward, tying them calf to thigh. He then signaled for the chains to rise, and after a moment Leah was suspended in the air and bound in a hogtie. She trembled as the ropes pulled just a little tighter to support her full weight. The webbing of rope allowed her mass to be evenly distributed, ensuring that she could withstand the strain of being suspended for as long as her master needed. Leah smiled and hoped the crowd would see the mastery of Maxwell’s work.

Leah gasped as Maxwell pushed her shoulder, causing her to twist in the air, allowing the audience to see her from all angles. The motion caused the chains supporting her to twist together, so as soon as the energy of her momentum ran out, she began twisting the other way. Leah closed her eyes and breathed deeply to keep from getting dizzy.

“Mr. Frost, it looks like you’ve elected to go with a high degree of difficulty with this suspension. I expected you would. The only question is, how long can it be maintained?”

“I’ll let my pet answer that. Leah?”

“I can stay this way for hours, sir,” she said to Windham.

“Then I’m sure you will. You can’t see it from your perspective, but the other pets are tied up quite thoroughly as well. Rebecca is hogtied brutally, her feet practically touching her shoulders. Callie is standing on her tiptoes to avoid a nasty-looking crotch rope, while Monica’s tied in a standing position, supported by a pole. She doesn’t look happy. Nora, well she’s in a pretty difficult position too, on her back with her legs spread, giving all of us a truly spectacular view of her tight, little pussy. I know we’re all enjoying that.”

Chuckles went up through the crowd, and Leah blushed, imagining Nora’s humiliation. The position sounded exciting, and Leah hoped Maxwell was taking notes so he could try it on her someday.

“All right. Judges, you have ten minutes to take notes, and then we’ll continue,” said Windham.

Leah closed her eyes and embraced the pain in her body, particularly that between her legs. She wanted badly to be granted release. She distracted herself by listening to as many different things as possible: the conversations of the audience, the panting of the other pets, footsteps of stagehands clearing the table full of rope and bringing forth additional supplies for the next phase of the contest.

When Leah felt herself swing, she forced herself to open her eyes so she could see the other pets. Monica and Callie looked the most distressed, but neither wanted to be the first to bow out of their bondage, and so held it together. Nora appeared to be suffering considerably, but as a manor trainee, she had the skills to endure. Rebecca seemed to be enjoying her predicament immensely. The blue ropes constrained her so fully she couldn’t move at all. Just the way she likes it, Leah thought, smiling at her friend’s love of ultimate bondage. Rebecca might not crave the same lifestyle as Leah, but when it came to getting tied up, they were absolutely on the same page.

The ten minutes elapsed quickly, and when they did, Windham paced across the stage, handing out floggers to each of the masters. “The dominants will now flog their pets, taking turns. We’ll start with five lashes, and after a round or two we’ll go to ten, then continue another few rounds. Doms can whip their pets on whatever part of the body the pets like. Pets can opt out whenever they like, of course. I don’t want to see anybody accepting a flogging they can’t handle. Additionally, should a master wish to add an extra degree of difficulty, such as nipple clamps or a gag, those have been made available. Take a minute to make any adjustments necessary, and then we’ll begin.”

Maxwell whispered into Leah’s ear, “Think you could stand a few extra degrees of difficulty, pet?”

Leah replied, “Several, master.” She smiled and gazed into his loving eyes.

“Then you got it.” Maxwell disappeared for a minute, but when he returned he held several new toys: a big, red ball gag, a set of nipple clamps and several lead weights built on hooks. He set the latter items on the floor, then stuffed the thick gag into Leah’s mouth, spreading her jaw achingly wide apart. She groaned as a line of drool escaped her lips and hung in the air below her, swinging like a pendulum every time she herself swayed slightly.

After buckling Leah’s gag, Maxwell attached the tweezer clamps to her breasts. The cruel clips bit down harshly into her tender nipples, and fresh pain radiated through her body. The agony intensified as Maxwell added the weights to the thin, metal chain connecting the pair of clamps. Each one converted gravity into torment as her chest was pulled upon harder, and when he let the last weight fall into place, Leah screamed and shed tears.

On the inside, however, she was solid. You can do this. You can do this, she told herself, knowing it to be true. Not everybody here had the same training as her.

As a lover of pain, Leah didn’t have to steel herself against it — to build a wall that divided her mind into a part that endured and a part that skated by. Leah embraced the pain, allowing it to saturate her like water in a towel. Once she entered a state of punishment, she could take more and more without it exacting the same toll. So when Maxwell began flogging her, Leah’s cries and screams were expressions of the full extent of her agony, rather than from any sharp spike. It was as if the lashes were an invitation to vent her suffering, rather than keep it in.

Maxwell aimed his first volley at Leah’s crotch, swatting the tender flesh and her hips. The crowd applauded Maxwell’s bold decision to start with Leah’s pussy, rather than her backside. In doing so, he also issued a challenge to the other masters, to see if they’d match his example. All of them did, though Monica and Callie bore the brunt of the harder-than-expected punishment.

For the next round, Maxwell, Spread out his punishment, giving one lash to each of her breasts, one to both ass cheeks and one last, hard hit to her pussy. Leah wailed and thrashed in her bonds, as much from frustration as pain: she was ready to climax if she could just enjoy some vibration or penetration, but none was forthcoming. Still, she was happy to give her competitors reason to think her spirit was breaking.

Except for Redstone, the rest of the masters also began spreading out their punishment, not wanting to wear out their pets too quickly. The businesswoman opted for a different tactic, and smacked Nora’s exposed pussy the full five more times, eliciting ear-splitting screams. Was the response faked for theatricality? Leah didn’t think so. She’d trained with Nora, and knew the woman’s limits. Those screams seemed real.

“Lovely, Mrs. Redstone. Your pet is very responsive to flogging there. I can see why you’d want to put your focus there,” said Windham. “Now, let’s raise the stakes to ten lashes at a time. Mr. Frost, care to continue?”

Maxwell acted so fast, many of the members of the audience were still conversing, and missed half of the flogging he landed on Leah’s backside. While the crowd had been focused on Nora’s previous round, Maxwell had lowered his pet closer to the ground, giving him easier access to his pet’s bottom. He unleashed the ten lashes in a single torrent, alternating between cheeks by swinging the flogger in a figure eight pattern. Leah erupted in pained wails, and tears ran down her cheeks by the end, but when Windham crouched the ground to check to see if she was OK, her lips curled up in a smile. She nodded happily, despite the scorching burn tingling along her scalded skin. She reveled in the overwhelming sensation, but was glad to know she wouldn’t have to sit down anytime soon.

Once again, Maxwell had set a new tone, and the other masters followed suit in delivering quick, but intense floggings. Before Monica’s turn, the woman shook her head and grunted three times. Her master stopped in mid-swing, dropping the flogger from his hand. The crowd applauded his quick reaction. He removed the duct tape covering Monica’s mouth, and pulled out the thick cloth used to gag her.

“I’m sorry, sir,” she said. “I need a break.”

Her master nodded understandingly. “Do you need to be untied?”

She wept as she nodded. “Please, sir.”

“It’s all right,” he said, Acting quickly, he untied the ropes binding her to the pole. He and Windham worked together to get her down, and then lay her down on a small cot on the side of the stage.

After Callie took her ten lashes, the crowd perked up to see what Redstone would do with Nora. She paced around her pet, as if she hadn’t quite decided herself, then whipped Nora’s pussy for all ten of the strokes. Nora shook and squealed, her legs twitching as they attempted to move in self-defense. They were prevented from closing by ropes around her knees and ankles, but it was clear Nora had expended her well of discipline, and now her punishment continued at her mistress’ mercy.

When Redstone finished, Windham checked on her like he did with Leah. Though Nora was clearly distraught, she nodded vigorously to continue.

“Are you certain?” he asked.

“Mmm hmm,” she panted, her speech inhibited by a wide ring gag.

“Very well,” said Windham. “Mrs. Redstone, I advise you tread very carefully in the next round. Your pet seems very, very dedicated, and that is a credit to you, but even the most dedicated pets need to know their own limits.”

“Don’t worry, Mr. Windham. I’m aware of this one’s capacity for pain, as is she.”

“For your sake, I hope so. All right, back to Mr. Frost. Ten more lashes.”

Maxwell nodded. This time, he took a more leisurely approach, and spread the ten hits between Leah’s breasts and pussy, allowing her ass to recover from the last round. Leah screamed as first the lashes to her chest exacerbated the pain from the weights and clamps, but by the tenth stroke she gasped and sighed happily.

Rebecca had held her own throughout the event; Harry hadn’t whipped his wife as harshly as the other pets were being punished, but the extreme bondage still made her treatment a challenge. She smiled every time Leah reached the end of a round, and that satisfaction fueled her own resolve to continue. If she could have spoken, she would have urged Harry to go a little rougher, but she trusted her husband knew what he was doing.

Callie called for an end to her punishment in the midst of the round, though she didn’t ask to be fully untied. “I’m sorry, but it hurts too much,” she said. Every round that transpired has sapped strength from her feet, causing her body to drop lower and lower, which in turn resulted in her crotch rope digging deeper and deeper. Without being able to return to her tiptoes, her pain had grown profound, and that was where her run ended. The crowd cheered in appreciation for her performance, but the ovation ended quickly as Nora’s turn came next.

Taking heed of Windham’s advice, Redstone finally began flogging Nora’s breasts. As the pet rested on her backside, she couldn’t be whipped there, but Nora responded well to having her chest flogged. She sighed with the impacts.

“How many was that, slut?” Redstone asked after the flogging.

“Eight, mistress.”

“Correct. Where would you like the last two?”

“My pussy, mistress.”

The crowd murmured incredulously. Nora hadn’t sounded enthusiastic in answering her mistress, but she wasn’t backing down either.

“Very well, slave. One easy one, one hard one.”

Before Windham could object, Redstone swung her flogger twice, the first time barely grazing Nora’s tender orifice, and the second landing hard on target. Nora wailed and bucked against her bonds, reeling from the pain. When she recovered, she nodded confidently to Windham to show she was OK.

“Impressive,” he said. “She’s very demonstrative in response to pain, but also has a high threshold. Let’s have one more round of floggings, then move on. For this last one, make it twenty strokes. Mr. Frost?”

Sensing the finish line, the three remaining pets put their energy into bearing one last barrage. Knowing their pets, the masters intensified the floggings to match. Leah received ten savage strokes to her ass, the flogger positioned to strike both cheeks at once. Maxwell then activated the chains to lift Leah high up into the air. She moaned as the weights on her nipples swung, then hollered as five strokes left stripes across her breasts, again landing on both with every sing. The last five swings targeted her sensitive pussy, sending Leah into a frenzy of thrashing and screaming. At the end she wept openly, but she confirmed to everyone that she was all right.

Rebecca bore her punishment with the same steady resolve, though Maxwell did work her harder, leaving angry welts on her battered backside. Leah wondered how many of the judges liked to see a pet twisting in pain, and how many liked to see quiet resilience. Surely both could be very arousing, and the judging was subjective, so either approach could be just as valid. Harry, she reasoned, was going to do his own thing; he wasn’t there to compete, or strategize, or game the system. All he needed was his loving wife, and maybe some rope. Whatever award was granted to the winner, Harry would find it superfluous: he had Rebecca.

Of course, all eyes turned to Nora and Redstone with great interest. To the surprise of some, Redstone relented and flogged Nora’s breasts for all twenty strokes. She swung hard, leaving Nora’s porcelain skin scarlet by the end. Nora shrieked and yelled, but stayed in control. However, after the twenty prescribed lashes were delivered, Redstone wound back her arm and unleashed a stinging strike to Nora’s pussy. The pet’s scream exploded through the auditorium, drowning out the audience’s shocked reaction.

Windham rushed up to Nora to check on her. He dislodged her ring gag and stared into her eyes. “Are you all right?”

“I’m fine, sir,” she replied. She breathed heavily, working to recover from the punishment, but seemed genuine.

Windham turned to Redstone. “That was an unwelcome breach in protocol,” he told her. “Your score will be docked accordingly, and if you break another rule like that, you’ll be disqualified. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir,” she said darkly. She smiled grimly, then set to work untying Nora.

“We’ll reconvene in two hours for the next game,” said Windham. “See you then.”

Once Leah and Rebecca were untied from all the rope, except the bindings around their wrists, the men took them to the spa for baths and relaxation. They rubbed a variety of lotions and creams into their pets’ skin, soothing the welts and abrasions caused by the ropes and flogging.

“Master, can I ask you something?” said Leah.

“Of course, pet.”

“Why did Mrs. Redstone torture Nora like that? And why whip her the extra time like that?”

“Sadism.”

“Sir?” Leah didn’t fully understand. Maxwell and Harry were sadists too, but they never treated their women with such brutality.

“Redstone’s very sadistic herself, but she was also seeking to appeal to the more sadistic judges. Not all of them care about the rules as much as Windham. They just wanted to see a cunt get pummeled.”

Leah shivered. “Do you think that will work?” The last thing she wanted was to lose to a cheater.

“It’ll help her make up some ground, with some of the judges. You can’t please everybody all the time, so there’s no sense in worrying about it. Also, there’s something more important you need to know, Leah.

“Sir, what’s that?”

Maxwell smiled. “That I love you no matter who wins this silly contest. Seriously, if Redstone wants to take this away from me as payback for not getting everything her way on the FrostGen deal, then I don’t give a fuck. I brought you here because I wanted my peers to see how amazing you are. They’ve seen that. I’ve already got my prize.”

Leah blinked away happy tears when Maxwell finished. “Thank you, master. But fuck Redstone. Let’s win this thing.”

“Attagirl.” Maxwell winked and kissed his pet’s forehead. “Rest up now. If we’re going to win this thing, you’re going to need it.”

“Yes, sir.” Leah laid her head down in Maxwell’s lap and shut her eyes. She felt his warmth and then drifted off.

—

An hour later, Leah and the rest of the pets were back on stage. This time they were all bound the same way, locked into metal restraints that spread their arms and legs out into a long X. As much as Leah enjoyed the ropes, she was glad to be in a position that allowed her to stand upright, and to be fully displayed for the audience. She enjoyed the humiliation of being bared to the crowd, and used the added arousal to prepare herself for whatever came next.

When Windham appeared from backstage, the audience’s chatter quickly died off. “Thank you,” he said. “We’re now going to begin today’s final game. I expect everybody to be on their best behavior.” He glared at Redstone. “And I look forward to hearing the final results.”

As soon as he finished, a member of his staff arrived carrying several golden buckets, which he handed out to all of the masters. They rattled as they moved, and Leah had a suspicion of what was inside.

“How do you girls like a good zipper?” asked Windham, pulling a clothespin out of Maxwell’s bucket. “For this, you’ll be judged on how many pins you can tolerate before having them ripped off. Placement of the pins in more sensitive spots will be worth more, but so will good aesthetics on their removal. Keep that in mind.”

Leah grinned eagerly. She’d endured plenty of pins all over her body throughout her training. She felt ready to take the entire bucket’s worth if need be. However, she also worried that Nora would be similarly hardened against that kind of constant pain, and would go toe-to-toe with her. Rebecca, too, for that matter, would have an excellent tolerance.

You’re going to need a few more buckets, Mr. Windham, she wanted to say.

“All right, you know what to do,” he said.

The masters got to work applying clothespins to their pets. Maxwell went straight for Leah’s breasts, fixing them all around her nipples. She moaned as pain spread through her chest, but looked at her master with love. As he placed the pins, he ran string through the holes in each pin, making sure they would be ready to pull immediately if Leah reached her limit.

When her breasts were very thoroughly covered in pins, Maxwell created matching trails of pins running down her stomach from her breasts to her crotch. He massaged her sensitive folds for a while before attaching three clips to each lip. Leah gasped from the acute agony, but kept her composure.

“Pets, or masters, when you have reached your limit on pins, say so out loud so we can all stop and watch the pull,” Windham advised.

Maxwell nodded but didn’t say anything. He added new trails of pins running up her inner thighs. Leah looked toward his bucket and saw that it was only half-empty.

“Okay!” shouted Monica. All eyes in the room turned toward her. For some reason, her master had neglected to place pins anywhere but on her breasts, causing the pain to become too sharp for her to handle.

With a regretful look on his face, her master tugged hard on the string that linked her clothespins, removing them all in one quick motion. Monica hollered and twisted around in her bonds, but after a moment relief spread across her face.

“Thank you, Monica. OK, the rest of you can continue,” said Windham.

Leah turned to Rebecca, who was looking back at her. They nodded, then turned to the audience.

One down, thought Leah.

With four lines running up her body firmly established, Maxwell resumed placing clothespins on Leah’s breasts. She trembled from the renewed pain, as the fresh pins stirred the agony from the first group, but let the torment flow through her freely. She could hear Rebecca breathing heavily, whining as each new pin was placed.

Suddenly, Rebecca cried out. “Stop, please! I’m sorry, but I can’t take any more.”

“Becca?” Leah sniffed as all of her pain was replaced by shock and fear. How could Rebecca go out so early?

“Sorry, it all just hit me in a wave, and I can’t go on,” she explained.

Harry kissed her softly. “It’s fine, babe. Really, this is a shitload of pins. You ready for the pull?”

“Yes, dear,” she said.

Like pulling off a bandage, Harry ripped the string, pulling off all the pins together. Rebecca wailed and bounced in her restraints, but soon after began to calm down. The audience clapped, approving of her efforts, which were considerable.

“All right, let’s continue,” said Windham, after Rebecca assured him that she was all right.

Only a few more pins were added to the three remaining pets before Callie gave in and asked for her pull. Her master had placed too many pins on her lower lips, and the pain became unbearable. The scream she uttered when all the pins came off sent a chill through Leah.

This is really going to hurt!

With Callie out, the competition was now down to her and Nora. Leah knew this was destined to happen. Nora was huffing and gasping with every pin, but she held on, relying on the incredible pain tolerance she had seemingly developed.

“Master?” whispered Leah.

“What is it?” he asked, speaking into her ear.

“What if I can’t hold on as long as her? What will happen?”

“Nothing important,” he replied, adding another pin.

“Huh?”

“I told you, Leah. This is just a game. We don’t have to win. You know every man in this room wishes he were me, because I have you. That’s why I took you here. Look, you know how you can’t see the entire planet without going out into space? Only there you can get far enough away to see the whole thing at once.”

“Okay…”

“Well, I wanted you to see the effect you have on me. Only, I thought you might not be able to really see it until you saw what just a fraction of it looks like. The way these men adore you, that’s the fraction — the tiny, tiny fraction — of how much I adore you.”

Tears fell on Leah’s cheeks, but not from pain. “Thank you, master.”

“No, thank you. Now, if this hurts too much and you want to stop, know that it doesn’t matter to me. I know you’re amazing, and we’ve done what we came here to do.”

Leah sighed. “I can go a bit longer. I just hate to lose to Nora. I don’t even understand why she’s here with Redstone. She likes being dominated by men, not women.”

Maxwell turned suddenly. “What’s that?”

“Nora liked dominating women, not being dominated by them. Don’t you remember, from when we went to the Expo at the manor?”

Maxwell thought back, recalling that night, and how Nora had tormented Leah before he interceded. “You’re right. I’d forgotten. Hang on a minute.”

Maxwell turned to look at Harry, then beckoned him over.

“Hey, what’s wrong?” he asked.

“Harry, what do you know about Redstone and Nora?” Maxwell asked quietly. “When did they become a pair?”

“I don’t know.” Harry grabbed a handful of pins from the bucket and began adding them too. “Nora left the manor after a few more Expos in which she failed to be picked. She just got tired of it.”

“Excuse me, sir,” said Leah. “But why did she join the training program? Did you know?”

Harry shrugged. “The usual: wanted a life of luxury, enjoys being dominated. Same reason as most.”

“Master, I have an idea.”

Maxwell leaned in close to listen to his pet, then kissed her after Leah explained her plan. “Are you sure?” he asked. “I’ll do it, but only if you want.”

Leah nodded.

“All right,” he smiled, then took a step back. “Mr. Windham, I’d like a moment to speak to Nora.”

“What?” Redstone spun around on her heels. “Why?”

“Yes, Mr. Frost, why?”

Maxwell sauntered across the stage and stared into Redstone’s eyes. “Because I don’t think your pet likes you very much. I think she’s only here because you hired her.”

“That’s none of your business, Frost,” Redstone spat.

“Technically we are business partners, Claire.”

The audience laughed; they read the business page: they knew about the contract between FrostGen and Bullworth & Redstone.

“Cute. Go back to your precious pet, Frost. We’re finishing this.”

Maxwell shook his head. “Nora, whether you’re only here because Claire paid you to be, or because you have some grievance against me or Leah, I want you to know one thing.”

“Shut up, Frost,” said Redstone.

He ignored her. “If you want to come live with me and Leah, we’d be glad to have you.”

“Really?” said Nora. “You would?”

“Shut up!” Redstone barked at her pet. “Both of you! Windham, this is a complete breach of protocol!”

Windham grinned devilishly. “Then I’ll give Mr. Frost a warning, when this is finished, and his score will be docked appropriately. Now, Frost, carry on.”

Leah wanted to jump and cheer for her master, but instead she looked at Nora and donned an expression meant to convey, I forgive you.

“Nora, this isn’t a trick. We’d be happy to have you for as long as you’d like,” said Maxwell.

“Why?” asked the beleaguered pet. “Why do you want me?”

Maxwell smiled. “Actually, this was Leah’s idea.”

“It was?” Nora’s lip trembled, and tears began to roll down her cheeks.

“Yes, it was. She doesn’t mind sharing me, as long as she can make me happy. That’s who she is: a true submissive. She thought extending to you this invitation would make me happy, and she was right. We’d both be very happy if you’d join us.”

Nora turned to Redstone, whose face paled, contorting in fury.

“I don’t know, Mr Frost. You once told me I need to be somewhere that allows me to dominate other women. I need that in my life.”

Maxwell nodded. “You can dominate Leah. She doesn’t mind being dominated by a woman, as long as it’s somebody she trusts.”

Nora turned to Leah now and saw the look on her face. Leah nodded to her.

At last, Nora broke down, weeping openly, bowing her head. The crowd gave her a minute to process the pain in her body and soul, and when Nora looked up again, she smiled and nodded. “Thank you, Mr. Frost. Master. I accept. Mistress, I’ve had enough.”

Redstone yanked the cord with Nora’s pins immediately and without pleasure. Not saying another word, she turned and walked off the stage.

Maxwell returned to Leah, who beamed proudly.

“I’m gonna wipe that smile off your face,” Maxwell said naughtily, then ripped off Leah’s zipper. Clothespins flew in every direction, and Leah screamed loudly, but the relief that poured in after was as pure as any she’d ever felt. “Thank you, master,” she said. “Thank you for everything.”

Maxwell kissed her and the two drank each other in deeply,. They didn’t stop when Windham addressed the audience to ask them to prepare their final evaluations. They didn’t stop when applause rang out as Leah and Maxwell were declared the winners. They didn’t stop when Windham announced the prize was getting to stay at his palatial estate and use the facility all week long. They only stopped when their host at last interrupted them directly.

“All right, you two, enough. Congratulations on the win. This was well-earned. I hope you’ll come back to compete again.”

Maxwell laughed. “Do you have a competition for masters with more than one pet?”

Windham’s eyes lit up. “Let me get back to you on that.” He clapped Maxwell on the back, then held out his hand to shake.

Maxwell returned it. “If you’re ever in our neck of the woods, pay us a visit. You’re welcome any time.”

“Thanks, Mr. Frost, I will.”

At last, Maxwell released Leah from her bonds, then the pair helped out Nora. He put his arms around both women to help steady them. “I think it’s time the two of you had a more formal introduction. What do you say?”

Leah and Nora looked at each other and smiled. “Yes, master,” they said.

—

Of course a mansion like this one, so similar to BonDouleurs Manor in many ways, would have a proper dungeon. Maxwell found out directions, then led the women there. He promptly bound Leah in a set of manacles and chains that hung from the ceiling. Once the chains were pulled tight, Leah’s arms were spread apart and fully stretched. Maxwell bound Nora’s hands behind her back with rope, positioning her arms in a cruel reverse prayer. He then picked out a large strap-on dildo from the dungeon’s stock of toys, and fastened it around Nora’s waist.

“Stand here,” he ordered, pointing to Leah’s front. “Nora, I want you to show Leah how grateful you are for her kindness. She’s earned a real good fucking, and we’re going to give it to her. Understood?”

“Yes, sir. My pleasure, sir.”

“Excellent.” Maxwell poured lube onto his hands and spread it around Leah’s body, but she was plenty wet on her own. He then drizzled more lube between her ass cheeks. Leah moaned as Maxwell pushed the cool fluid into her back entrance, then relaxed her body.

“All right, Nora: go.”

Maxwell’s new pet worked her way forward, and he helped guide the long, black dildo into Leah’s eager chasm. Once it was in, Leah sighed happily, especially as Nora began kissing her cheeks and neck.

“Beautiful,” said Maxwell. He shed his suit, taking his time to fold the clothes and set them down properly. When he’d stripped fully, he took his rock, hard member in hand and guided it into Leah’s tight bud. She gasped as he worked his way in; the fullness of both holes electrified her, and her first orgasm began to swell.

Fortunately, Maxwell knew his pet, and said, “Leah you can come as much as you like.”

Leah shuddered and clenched down on the cocks inside her with joy. Maxwell and Nora began thrusting, sending a cascade of euphoria through Leah. She screamed and thrashed, and her two companions increased their pace. Leah felt Nora’s soft lips on her skin, the woman’s hard nipples against her own, and her master’s strong embrace. Their penetration into her body, coupled with her bondage, gave her a sense of fulfillment she hadn’t imagined possible.

When she came, her scream was loud enough to be heard throughout the Windham Mansion. She barely had time to feel the first orgasm subsiding before the second began. She reached subspace rapidly, and relished a seeming eternity in a state of pure, carnal ecstasy. At some point, she became of cognizant of Harry and Rebecca entering the room, especially when Rebecca took over for Nora, who took a turn being introduced to the marvel of Harry’s monster cock.

“You did something amazing,” Rebecca said to Leah.

“Thanks… Becca,” Leah panted. She smiled and basked in the bliss of her two favorite people holding her close. “I owe it all… to you.”
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Under any other circumstances, being chained in a room like this would have been exactly the kind of stimulation Leah craved, but Maxwell’s imminent arrival made her too nervous to enjoy the moment. Fortunately for her, only a couple of minutes passed before the vault’s door opened once more.

“Hello, Leah,” he said.

“Maxwell, sir,” she replied.

He shut the door behind him and paced around Leah, inspecting her body closely. “Do you like what you see, sir?” she asked.

“I do,” he replied. “You’re a very beautiful woman.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“But I…” Maxwell stopped. He looked around the room as if checking over his shoulder for eavesdroppers. “Look, Leah. I want you to drop the ‘sir this,’ ‘sir that’ routine for now, all right?”

“Yes. I mean, okay.”

He came up to her, put his arms around her and pulled her into his body. He looked into her eyes. “I don’t like to act the way people expect me to,” he explained. “It gets boring. They think because of my wealth that I’m just like every other obscenely wealthy person they’ve ever met. Maybe I’m like them in some ways, but not in every way. One of those ways is that I don’t need to constantly be addressed like I’m the boss. I’d rather save that for when I’m actually acting as your master. Right now we’re just two people seeing if we like each other. You understand?”

Leah nodded.

“Great. So let’s talk a bit, play a bit, and we’ll see what happens. All right?”

“Yeah.” Leah had to admit, Maxwell had thrown off her expectations completely. She enjoyed addressing her various masters in a way that befits their position over her. However, she was comforted and intrigued by his relaxed, casual demeanor; she didn’t mind different, as long as it was a good different.

“Since this is going to be a primarily sexual relationship, I think the best way to start is to go through what turns you on,” said Maxwell. He took a step back and browsed the racks of toys and restraints. He picked out a handful of items, starting with a big, red ball gag, which he stuffed into Leah’s mouth. “You like being bound and gagged, I take it?”

Leah nodded, moaning as he caressed her dripping crevice.

“If I take you as my pet, you would live with me in my 60th-floor penthouse. When I’m not at home, or when we’re not playing, I’d keep you in a cage. Sound good?”

The contractions Leah felt inside gave her all the answer she needed. She nodded again.

Maxwell found a set of nipple clamps to his liking and attached them to Leah’s breasts, tightening them until Leah hollered in agony.

“I was extremely impressed by the flogging you took earlier. If you were my pet, you would accept that I would punish you?”

“Mmm hmm,” she mumbled.

“You would accept that sometimes when I punished you it was just because I get off on watching suffering?” He attached another set of clamps, this time to her tender lower lips. She squealed and shook as the clamps cruelly gripped her sensitive flesh, but she nodded.

“You would serve my needs, without expectation of reward, when and where I desire it?” He picked out a buttplug and a tube of lubricant…
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“So, tell me about this special project of yours.” said Rebecca.

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

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

“Your usual?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.

“Quiet,” Harry ordered. “Spread your legs.”
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