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Still blinded, Leah could only follow along as Maxwell dragged her around the penthouse. She trusted him not to let her fall or walk into a wall, but she wanted to see his guests. She would have to wait though, as her master directed her into one of the standing cages she’d seen earlier. She heard the door lock behind her, and a moment later the second door shut as well. The other pet seemed to be excited: her rapid breathing could be heard throughout the room, and Leah assumed the woman was bound and gagged as well. 

“Look good together, don’t they?” said Maxwell.

“Very good.”

“Come, let me show you what’s new since your last visit.”

Leah wriggled in her bonds as the voices of the men faded; with less than an inch of clearance on any given side, she could hardly move. The thin metal bars pressed against her dress as she leaned into the side of the cage, eager to be closer to the other woman. For all Leah knew, her counterpart wasn’t blindfolded and could be watching Leah intently; she may have even been instructed to report back Leah’s behavior!

Leah was still standing rigidly, ready for Maxwell’s return, when he and his guest appeared.

“What do you think? Has Leah suffered enough?” asked Maxwell.

“For now,” said the guest.

“All right then.”

Leah heard the door to her cage pop open and felt Maxwell’s hands along her head. “Are your eyes closed?”

“Mmm hmm!”

The blindfold came off. “All right. Open your eyes…”
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Shared By the Kinky Billionaire


Sprawled out comfortably on the supple leather couch in the den of Maxwell Frost’s penthouse suite, Leah could tell her master had something special planned. She’d been resting on the couch for more than an hour, reading quietly as the billionaire’s domestic staff cleaned and polished everything in sight. Normally she would be locked up in the dungeon somewhere, happily biding her time until Maxwell returned, daydreaming about what fresh new game he’d concocted.

That day, however, she was upstairs, lounging about as if she were Maxwell’s… Girlfriend? The word didn’t seem right to Leah. Definitely not his wife. She considered whether they were friends, but she couldn’t think of him that way. I’m his pet. That’s the only word for it.

But Leah was not used to being a house pet. There had to be a reason why she wasn’t in the dungeon. And why I’m dressed! she remembered, looking down at white and red roses adorning her black, knee-length pleated skirt. She hadn’t worn an ordinary, comfortable piece of clothing in days. Within his residence, Maxwell preferred for her to traipse around in the nude. On the rare occasion he took her outdoors, he always had her wear super-tight skinny jeans, form-fitting yoga pants or a practically microscopic mini-skirt.

Something to make sure everyone paid attention to the billionaire and the hot, young thing at his side, Leah thought. Some women might look down on her for being a powerful man’s trophy. They thought it was demeaning. Maybe it was, but it gave Leah a perverse thrill to be the plaything of Maxwell Frost. She’d waited for months to find a suitable owner: she might like being degraded, but not just by anybody. Fortunately for her, an extraordinary fondness for humiliation, pain and bondage had made her the most desirable pet available. Trained at the incomparable BonDouleurs Manor, Leah held out until she found a man she’d be proud to call Master.

A billionaire in his early forties and in phenomenal shape, Maxwell had options as well. His classical good looks — chiseled jaw, thick hair and warm, inviting eyes — were amplified by his natural charisma. Despite sitting at the top of a cutthroat tech industry, Maxwell didn’t act like he ran a billion-dollar firm; as Leah could attest, he saved his aggression and cruelty for the dungeon. He left his company, FrostGen, in the hands of his subordinates, interceding only when absolutely necessary. “Why spend hours in the board room when I could be here making you squirm?” he told Leah. 

As a result, her master had held true to his promise that he would be present most of the time. After a month living with Maxwell, she had never gone for more than twelve hours without seeing her master. Every day meant at least some amount of play, and most nights she fell asleep utterly exhausted. Frequently she passed out and had to be brought back to her cage so completely unconscious, nothing short of a meteor striking the earth could have woken her.

Considering the amount of carnal bliss she’d experienced in just one month, she found the routine established for her to be a very happy one. That particular day started off like most: after waking and calling to be let out of her cage, she began her morning duties: exercise, breakfast, cleaning and dressing. However, Maxwell himself conducted her daily preparations. Normally Finn Planck, the butler, handled the tedious work, but sometimes Maxwell would find ways to make it more interesting.

For instance, the first step in Leah’s morning care was removing the chastity gear she wore to sleep. Normally, a member of the penthouse staff would work quickly and efficiently to unlock the belt, chest piece and the wrist, thigh and ankle cuffs. Maxwell, however, took his time, tormenting Leah as each piece came off, caressing the bands of her skin left pale by the tight chastity gear. She would moan and wish for the release she craved, but her master liked to draw out her suffering until she’d reached her breaking point. 

He’d made clear from day one, There will be no unsanctioned self-stimulation. In other words, pleasuring herself was against the rules. Yet, the restrictive chastity gear fed her desire even as it prevented her from acting on it, a devious recipe for building a hunger that cannot be satisfied without her master’s consent. On a few occasions Leah had gone to bed without the gear on, but each time her hands had been carefully bound, ensuring the same outcome: a night of frustration and imposed compliance.

So, when Maxwell let her out that day, she hoped he would allow her some quick relief. Her master, however, had other plans.

“An orgasm that isn’t earned just isn’t the same,” he reminded her.

“Yes, master,” she said, knowing he was right.

Leah’s exercise usually consisted of running on the treadmill in a sports bra and mesh shorts. Instead, that morning Leah walked in circles around her the dungeon wearing a leather body harness. Her arms had been bound together in a long, white, latex single-glove, which sealed away her hands and fingers completely. A dozen black straps lined her body, securing her already restrained arms flush behind her back. All of the straps were connected to a single long, segmented strap that ran vertically from the brown, leather collar around her neck, traveling between her breasts, down her stomach, through her legs and back up to her collar. Maxwell put all his strength into tightening each piece of the harness, including the bit gag that separated Leah’s lips. Once she was fully bound, he attached to the harness a set of heavy metal chains that connected to the frame of a small, wheeled cart.

Grinning devilishly, Maxwell balanced himself on the cart’s padded seat and held onto the handlebar for support. “Forward,” he called, smacking his slave’s bottom with a riding crop. Leah yelped and lurched into a trot, her boots clomping on the hardwood floors.

“Watch it,” Maxwell barked, clipping her backside again. “I nearly fell over,” he complained.

You nearly fell over? Leah seethed. However, she quickly forgot her annoyance as her arousal spiked. Had Maxwell been waiting for a special occasion for their first session of pony play? Or was he simply in the mood? Leah didn’t ask; though her master’s motives sometimes confused and intrigued her, she enjoyed the sense of mystery. Plus, she figured if she stayed with him long enough she’d figure it out on her own.

The dungeon occupied a full floor of Maxwell’s skyscraper, so walking the entire length over and over again constituted a significant workout, especially while in bondage and dragging the added weight of the cart and her master. Every time she slowed down she received fresh smacks on her ass; by the end, her skin felt ablaze, and in her mind it was red as a ripe tomato.

To reward Leah’s effort, her master loosed the harness strap running through her crotch, then probed her eager chasm with his fingers.

“You’re absolutely drenched, Leah.”

“Yes, master,” she mumbled through her bit gag. She blushed as Maxwell presented his glistening digits for her to see.

“You enjoyed being a human transportation device?” he asked, massaging her sensitive opening.

“Yes, master,” she repeated, panting heavily and shaking in his grip.

“Think you’d prefer to do this instead of running on the treadmill?”

Leah moaned and nodded.

“In that case, I’ll have to see you through your exercise more often.” He smacked her ass, then leaned in to nibble at her neck. Leah yelped and laughed, savoring the fresh pain.

Maxwell led his pet to a post sticking out of the floor and pushed against her back, prompting her to bend over at the waist.

“Keep going,” he instructed, nudging her further and further down until her neck rested against the top of the post. Maxwell retrieved a horseshoe-shaped piece of metal and fitted it around Leah’s neck, then twisted a pair of butterfly screws into the holes in the restraint. When both were inserted and tightened, her neck was completely immobilized, and her bottom was pointed up in the air at a humiliatingly high angle. Leah felt her juices dripping down her thighs, and bobbed back and forth, hoping the sight of her sopping pussy would tempt her master to relieve her frustration without any further delay.

“You must be a terrible poker player,” Maxwell said. “Show your hand all you want, I’m not going to raise unless I feel like it.”

Leah whined as she felt her cheeks burn in embarrassment. She wasn’t trying to be clever; she was asking for her master’s mercy. Should I just play it cool? Act as though I don’t care what happens next? She suspected Maxwell would see through that as well. He was right about one thing: she’d never been any good at cards.

“Stay here, doll, I’ll be right back.”

Nearly to the point of crying, Leah thrashed against her bonds, but they were far too tight and inescapable to do anything. Though her hands were within reach of her eager opening, the single-glove prevented her from doing anything she’d regret later. Patience, she reminded herself, even though she doubted it would help.

When Leah heard the sound of Maxwell’s shoes getting louder, she sighed and smiled, knowing that her reward was imminent. Not surprisingly, the first thing she felt was a sharp, pinching pain in her breast, as a set of nipple clamps gripped her tender flesh. She screamed in agony, feeling the pull of the clamps grow as Maxwell attached weights to each.

Leah jerked in her bonds when she felt a cool fluid land between her ass cheeks. Would it kill him to warm the lube? she wondered. She’d have to beg him to do that sometime. For now, she shivered as her master applied the lube between her cheeks and into her tight, back entrance. Knowing some kind of phallic toy would soon penetrate her there, she steeled herself for the pain and pressure.

Maxwell must have sensed her tense up, because for a moment all she felt was his hand traveling the length of her body. “You know I think you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever known?” he said, tracing the contours of her stomach below her ribs. “When I first saw you at the manor a month ago, I felt light-headed. Breathless.”

Moaning, Leah smiled and drank in his words as much as his touch. He kissed the small of her back, then worked his way up her body until he could smell Leah’s honey and cherry shampoo. Just as Leah’s impassioned exhalations grew to a crescendo, Maxwell pressed a thick plug up against her back entrance. Leah screamed as her orifice parted for the toy, assisted by the lube, and dug its way inside. When the widest point of the plug found its way through, the rest followed quickly, eliciting a pained wail.

Maxwell gave his masochistic pet a moment of respite before continuing, patting her backside. Leah breathed in, filling her lungs, then forced the air out, concentrating on something other than the pain emanating from her bottom.

“You remember all that sweet stuff I was saying a second ago?” asked Maxwell.

“Mmm hmm,” Leah hummed.

“I meant every word of it. But I would be remiss if I didn’t add that you’re the filthiest slave I’ve ever had the pleasure of owning.” Maxwell unzipped his khakis and tossed them onto a nearby table. “Nobody I’ve ever known enjoys pain quite like you.”

Leah moaned as she felt her master enter her eager crevice; her inner walls clamped down on his shaft hungrily, causing him to groan loudly. Feeling his cock press against the buttplug caused her to tremble and shriek.

“It’s true,” he continued as he began a gentle, rhythmic motion, pushing his way in and pulling out, over and over. “I’ve never met a girl who loves cock the way you do. I want you to repeat after me as I fuck you.” With one dextrous hand, he disengaged the buckle on her bit gag and tossed it aside. “Every time I thrust, you are to say ‘I’m a dirty whore and I need cock.’ You hear me?”

“Yes, master.” Leah trembled in anticipation, and then she felt Maxwell’s rod drive into her. “I’m a dirty whore… and I need cock,” she said, blushing darker as every word came out.

“Louder!” screamed Maxwell. “Again!” He pulled back, then pounded into her with a powerful pump.

“I’m a dirty whore and I need cock!” Leah screamed. The humiliation stoked her arousal, and she imagined what it would be like to be delivering the repeated refrain in front of an audience. In a sense, she might have been: the walls of Maxwell’s skyscraper were formed by floor-to-ceiling windows, and anyone with a good telescope would plainly be able to see Maxwell and Leah’s daily games. She didn’t know for sure if they’d been discovered — if some lucky urban voyeur had been watching the right place at just the right time — but she liked imagining she had fans following her exploits. Leah liked being the subject of a dominant man’s gaze; the more the better. But did Maxwell really want the public identifying him in such a compromising position? Either he didn’t care who knew about his sexual predilections, or found the danger of being discovered too thrilling to dispense.

“Again!”

Leah gasped as Maxwell’s massive member split her apart. “I’m a dirty whore and I need cock!”

Every time she repeated the dirty declaration, Maxwell grew harder and harder. Soon his thrusts came on faster, and Leah could not keep up. “I’m a dirty whore and I need cock! I’m a dirty whore and I need cock!” she belted, running her words together.

Groaning blissfully as he plowed his pet, Maxwell slapped Leah’s already sore cheeks with his bare hand, then alternated between spanking her and jostling the plug in her ass. Leah wept from the pain and other sensations collectively whipping through her. “May I come?” she screamed, interrupting her master’s edict.

“Yes, but don’t stop saying what I told you,” her master replied, reaching down to her chest to flick her tortured nipples.

“I’m a dirty whore and I need cock!” Leah wailed, her voice echoing throughout the dungeon. Repeating the phrase became purely instinctual for Leah; her mind took over the task as euphoria overwhelmed her. She drank in the exquisite cocktail of bondage, pain, humiliation and pleasure, coming hard. Her juices splashed the floor as Leah writhed in ecstasy.

Maxwell’s own climax quickly followed; sensing its arrival, he pulled out in time and stepped around his bound slave. Presented with her master’s engorged shaft, Leah opened her mouth and took in his length. Within seconds her feverish licking and sucking brought on an eruption of milky seed. Maxwell withdrew his cock from Leah’s mouth and sprayed his load across her face.

Slack-jawed and smiling, Leah panted, feeling the warm juice slide down her cheeks and drip from her nose. “Thank you, sir.”

“You’re welcome,” he said, then leaned over and kissed her forehead. With both hands he twisted the screws that kept her neck fixed to the post, and a moment later she was free. Leah gasped as Maxwell lifted her into an upright position, but sighed as he untied the single-glove binding her arms. Soon he finished removing her bindings, though he left the nipple clamps and buttplug alone. “Come.”

Leah followed her master to the voice-activated shower built into the dungeon. She washed there every morning, accompanied by Maxwell or a member of his staff. Often her master was merciful enough to let her shower in the evening, washing away all the sweat and other bodily fluids coating her skin from the day’s activities. Occasionally he sent her back to her cage dirty, if only to remind her how much nicer it was to go to bed feeling fresh and clean.

“You should understand as much as anybody the role that balance plays in our lives,” he once explained. “Especially in sex: pain and pleasure don’t contradict each other, they magnify one another. When you orgasm after hours of deprivation and denial, the reward is far more intense.”

“Yes, sir,” she’d replied, turned on by his wisdom and dominance. Though she’d learned to be a submissive for months at BonDouleurs Manor, they had mostly trained her body. Maxwell Frost demanded more: he wanted to develop her mind as well.

Leah moaned as she walked; every movement caused the plug inside her to shift and weighted clamps to swing. As much as she loved bondage, she couldn’t deny how hot she felt knowing her hands free to relieve the aching in her ass and breasts, but abstaining from doing so. It was not her place to remove the plug or clamps; Maxwell owned her mind and body, and he decided what happened with both.

Indeed, her master left the painful toys in place throughout their shower. Once clean, they returned to the room Leah referred to as her bedroom. The term was a misnomer, as it had no bed, but the term sufficed for the sake of simplicity: it was where Leah slept. In addition to Leah’s cage, the room housed two massive armoires. Though one contained nothing but sex toys — Maxwell liked having a variety of restraints, floggers, dildos and gags handy outside of the dungeon — the other held Leah’s limited but varied wardrobe.

Maxwell removed the clamps from her breasts, evoking a pained cry as feeling returned to her punished nipples. When Leah regained her composure, he held out a pair of plain, white panties so she could step into them. Once she did, he punched the security code into the door that led to his penthouse, and up they went.

—

Upon emerging from the stairwell, Leah’s senses were ambushed by decadent aromas: rich, dark lattes; hearty omelets packed full of mushrooms and Swiss cheese; and sizzling smoked bacon and sausage links. Leah’s stomach rumbled louder than a thunderstorm; the morning’s unusually strenuous exercise left her ravenous.

“Sit down,” said Maxwell. “Have a big breakfast. You’re going to need it.”

Grinning, she did as instructed. She winced as she sat, gasping as the plug inside her seemed to seek out new depths within her tender rear.

Her breakfast usually featured healthier fare, her normal exercise was much less exciting and she generally showered alone: Leah felt certain he was treating her for some unknown reason. What occasion could he have planned that he wouldn’t tell her about in advance?

The mystery only deepened after breakfast, when Maxwell removed her plug and gave her a full outfit to wear: the black skirt and a sleeveless, translucent, peach blouse. Of course, this was still Maxwell Frost’s domain, and before she dressed, he replaced her underwear with a proper chastity belt and fitted her wrists with manacles. The chain running between the cuffs was a foot long, and though her hands were technically restrained, she had enough freedom of movement to read from a tablet while idly stroking her belt’s hard ridges through her clothes.

For a month she’d spent the vast majority of her waking hours in some sort of physical discomfort. When she wasn’t tied up to the point where she couldn’t move a muscle, she was at least kept in her cage. She never spent hours at a time simply relaxing on a couch, reading or watching television like a normal person. The few hours that passed after breakfast felt both alien and familiar to Leah; incredibly, she didn’t think she liked it. She was happy enough to dive into a good book or show, but she preferred to do so in bondage and confinement.

When her mind wandered, she watched Maxwell’s staff prepare the penthouse for whatever he had planned. In particular, she noticed two of the men — Wesley and Erik, the assistants to Mr. Planck — carrying a pair of standing cages up from the dungeon.

Interesting, thought Leah. She debated asking her master for a clue as to what he had planned. Why are their two cages? she wondered. Are we having company? It would explain why Clara Locke, Maxwell’s housekeeper and stylist, was directing Planck, Wesley and Erik like a chorus conductor while she trimmed Maxwell’s hair.

Unable to contain her curiosity, she said, “Master, can I ask you something?”

“Go ahead,” he replied without turning. Clara furrowed her brows, trying to focus on her work.

“I can tell you have something planned. Are you finally bringing your friends here to meet me?”

Maxwell couldn’t suppress his devilish smile.

Now who’s bad at cards? thought Leah.

“Sort of,” he said at last. “This isn’t your official unveiling. Just a few close friends. I’ve been so busy with you the past month, I’ve barely had time for anyone else. And they’re dying to meet you.”

Leah shrieked joyously, leaping off the couch. “I knew it!”

“All right, settle down,” he said.

“Wait, are Rebecca and Harry coming?” she asked, ignoring his command. As much as she’d loved being owned by Maxwell for the past month, she’d missed Rebecca dearly. Leah cherished the e-mails they’d shared while Rebecca honeymooned in Tahiti with Harry. She knew they had to be returning soon, but hadn’t heard for sure. Rebecca didn’t say anything! she realized. Were she and Harry conspiring to keep their return a secret?

“I’m not saying anything more,” Maxwell growled. “Now sit down.”

As much as Leah hated to disobey her master, there was no chance of that happening. “Please, sir! Are they coming? I haven’t seen Rebecca since the wedding and-”

“Finn!” Maxwell shouted.

“-And she didn’t say anything about being back from vacation. Sir, you have no idea how much I’ve missed-”

Before Leah could finish her sentence, Mr. Planck swept up from behind her and stuffed a big, red ball gag in her mouth. Leah whined indignantly, but didn’t fight with her master’s butler. As a member of the billionaire’s staff and a trusted confidante to Maxwell, Planck had the authority to discipline her if she misbehaved. He’d taken enough cues from his boss to know exactly what he had in mind. He pulled the straps on the gag until the rubber ball was wedged firmly inside her bite, filling her mouth with its chemical taste.

“Thank you, Finn,” said Maxwell. “I told you to settle down, Leah.”

She grunted angrily as Finn removed her manacles and roped her wrists behind her back.

Clara brushed off Maxwell’s neck, then removed the salon cape. “Vacuum!” she shouted.

“Thanks, Clara.” Maxwell nodded to his stylist, then approached his bound and gagged pet. “No more questions, Leah. I’d discipline you now, but our first guests are expected within the hour. Be on your best behavior until then, and maybe I’ll be lenient later.”

“Ess err,” Leah mumbled through her gag. 

“Good.” Maxwell patted her head, then took his phone out of his pants pocket. Leah listened for as long as she could as her master walked to his office and shut the door behind him. “Hey, it’s me. Yeah, quick change of plans…”

She returned to her seat on the couch and fought against the ropes binding her. Instead of being glad to be tied up again, she seethed in frustration, infuriated by Maxwell’s inflexibility. He knows damn well how much I need to see Rebecca! Why couldn’t he just say if they were coming or not?

Maybe he wanted it to be a surprise, she reasoned, sulking glumly. Or maybe I just didn’t ask nicely enough.

She eventually brightened up, however, imagining the severity of the punishment she’d earned. Her ass tingled just thinking about it. Would he whip her breasts? Flog her pussy? Lock her in a tiny box? It all sounded good, except for one possibility, one that made her blood run cold: He could keep me in chastity for days, giving me no release whatsoever. He would do this to her eventually, she figured; he was just waiting for the day she disobeyed him in a way so egregious he had to punish her in the worst way possible. Nothing scared her like the thought of being kept in a state of constant arousal for days on end. Maxwell was well aware of his slave’s nearly insatiable carnal needs, and the ease with which he could deny her satisfaction. It was a potent threat, and Leah dreaded the day he opted to use it.

Leah doubted she’d gone far enough to deserve such cruelty, but then she couldn’t know for sure. Part of the penalty would be having to swallow her apprehension.

Waiting for the guests to arrive, Leah tried to guess if she would know any of them. Nobody at the manor had ever spoken of Maxwell Frost until he showed up at the Expo a month ago. Of course, discretion was essential to BonDouleurs Manor’s operation; the real identities of the clients were rarely disseminated. She’d learned lots of names in her time as a trainee, but most she assumed were pseudonyms. In fact she was rather surprised to find out Maxwell hadn’t used one. He must have been famous enough to know nobody would be fooled. With her business background in college, she’d certainly heard of FrostGen, but it was one of those companies that secured contracts with governments and other businesses, rather than direct consumers. She figured her master was well-known among millionaires and billionaires, but not as much in ordinary households. If so, it suited her just fine, as it combined the best of both worlds: the joys of vast wealth without the complications of vast fame.

Of course, the obvious question for Leah was whether or not Rebecca and Harry were truly coming, and if Maxwell had asked for their silence on the matter. She didn’t think Rebecca would play along unless Harry gave her a very good reason. Though she considered herself Harry’s pet similar to way Leah belonged to Maxwell, Rebecca was married, not owned. She was pursuing a career in physics, and was not content to live as a slave.

To each their own, thought Leah.

Rebecca still loved the eroticism of submission though, and that meant entire weekends spent tied up and tormented by Harry, the brilliant inventor of kinky devices and challenges. In her time as his product tester, she’d experienced far more extreme torments than Leah could have imagined.

Like not telling her best friend she was coming for a visit after a month apart.

If anybody could tolerate such a harsh demand, it would be Rebecca, Leah realized. The notion gave her hope, and in fact the expectation, that her friend was mere minutes from arriving.

But what if the first guests are two total strangers? Leah prepared herself to show excitement and subservience to whoever arrived. Maxwell would be irate with her if the first thing his friends’ saw from her was a disappointed scowl. Whoever it is, I’m going to be thrilled and honored by their presence, she resolved. That is what my master expects of me, and I will not let him down.

Leah had been so lost in thought, she hardly noticed the time go by. She looked up in surprise when Maxwell left his office; to her horror, he held in his hand a heavy, black leather blindfold, and he wasted no time securing it around her head. Unlike the playful silk blindfolds he normally used, no light whatsoever passed through this one.

She didn’t understand. How am I supposed to meet the guests if I can’t see them?

“Listen to me, Leah,” said Maxwell, intuiting her concern. “When my guests arrive, you are to bow to them politely when I introduce you. Aside from that, you will stand there quietly and do exactly as I say, when I say it. Am I being clear?”

“Ess err.” Leah wanted to scream, but instead she took a deep breath.

“Remember, this is a social call for me, not a party for you. I haven’t seen my friends in a long time, and I want to spend some quality time with them.”

Leah inhaled again, attempting to calm herself. Now he’s just being cruel! More importantly, however, was that talking about his friends made Leah think that he was indeed preparing her for the eventuality that Rebecca and Harry were still on a beach thousands of miles away, drinking Mai Tais and listening to the timelessly serene song of the surf.

“Sir, their helicopter has landed,” said Mr. Planck.

Maxwell slipped his hand under Leah’s arm and lifted her to her feet. “Thanks, Finn. Tell them we’re ready,” he said whilst dragging Leah to the penthouse’s front door.

This is it! thought Leah. She could hardly believe it, but she felt excessively nervous. Not only did she want to please her master, she couldn’t shake the possibility that she was about to see her best friend after what seemed like an eternity.

Leah heard the door opening. Her breath caught in her throat as she heard two sets of footsteps tapping against the hardwood floor.

“Hello, so good to see you!” said Maxwell.

“Hi Maxwell,” said a male voice; Leah thought for a second it might be Harry, but it didn’t quite sound like him. Wishful thinking.

“And who’s this?” asked Maxwell. “You brought a pet as well? She’s lovely.”

This man brought a pet? Is that why there’s two cages? Leah could hear the other woman’s breathing, but she didn’t make any other sound. She must be very well-trained!

“I’m Maxwell Frost, and this is my slave, Leah.”

She felt Maxwell squeeze her ass, so she bent her knees to give the guests a polite bow.

“How was your trip?” asked Maxwell.

“Long, but fun.”

“You tired? We could put the pets away. I have something nice set up to keep them on their feet.” 

“Perfect.”

Still blinded, Leah could only follow along as Maxwell dragged her around the penthouse. She trusted him not to let her fall or walk into a wall, but she wanted to see his guests. She would have to wait though, as her master directed her into one of the standing cages she’d seen earlier. She heard the door lock behind her, and a moment later the second door shut as well. The other pet seemed to be excited: her rapid breathing could be heard throughout the room, and Leah assumed the woman was bound and gagged as well. 

“Look good together, don’t they?” said Maxwell.

“Very good.”

“Come, let me show you what’s new since your last visit.”

Leah wriggled in her bonds as the voices of the men faded; with less than an inch of clearance on any given side, she could hardly move. The thin metal bars pressed against her dress as she leaned into the side of the cage, eager to be closer to the other woman. For all Leah knew, her counterpart wasn’t blindfolded and could be watching Leah intently; she may have even been instructed to report back Leah’s behavior!

Leah was still standing rigidly, ready for Maxwell’s return, when he and his guest appeared.

“What do you think? Has Leah suffered enough?” asked Maxwell.

“For now,” said the guest.

“All right then.”

Leah heard the door to her cage pop open and felt Maxwell’s hands along her head. “Are your eyes closed?”

“Mmm hmm!”

The blindfold came off. “All right. Open your eyes.”

—

Leah wept cathartic tears as she saw her best friend standing in the other cage. Rebecca smiled through the large, blue ball gag in her mouth and hummed excitedly.

Of all the times to be gagged! thought Leah. She had million things she wanted to say. All she could do was nod and cry, happy beyond comprehension to see her friend, who looked absolutely stunning. Skin tanned from day after day relaxing on the beach, she was dressed in a tight, black pencil dress. Her hands were also roped behind her back, pulling her arms out of sight and thrusting her chest forward. Leah felt a powerful urge to press her body up against Rebecca’s.

“Hi Leah.”

She turned to look and saw it was Harry, though the voice was all wrong. Now she could see that what she heard wasn’t him: he held a smartphone up to his mouth, and his voice had been modulated to hide his identity. As soon as he put the device away, he sounded like himself again. “Congratulations on finding an owner.”

“Mmm!” Rebecca mumbled, nodding in agreement.

“Come on, Maxwell. Let’s let the girls chat a bit,” said Harry.

“Fine.” The men opened the cages and pulled the gags out of the mouths of their pets, then shut the doors once again.

“Care for a beer, Harry?”

“Sure. Back soon, babe,” he said to Rebecca.

Leah waited for the men to disappear once again, then turned to her friend. “I can’t believe you’re back. Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Harry made me promise! Maxwell asked him to help make today a big deal.”

“Yeah, I know. Just… I’ve been waiting for this for so long. Master kept me guessing all day. I would have been crushed if it hadn’t been you.”

“‘Master?’ You weren’t kidding about how real this was.”

“Nope. I don’t expect you to fully understand, Becca, but I was meant to be a slave. I’ve never felt so fulfilled in my entire life.”

“No, I think I get it. I feel the same thrill when I serve Harry. I just don’t know if I’d want to live in a cage all the time, you know? I need some independence too.”

“Of course,” said Leah. “I hear you.”

“Good. So tell me, what’s Maxwell like?”

Leah squeezed her legs together, feeling her juices collecting on her thighs and inside her belt. “He’s perfect, Becca. He dominates me every day, he teaches me about life and submission, he can be really funny when he wants to be and he has plans for my future. He’s basically everything Sean wasn’t.”

Rebecca frowned at the mention of Leah’s ex-fiance. Leah didn’t like speaking his name either, but it made her point better than anything else she could say.

“Yeah? And I assume the sex is just insane,” said Rebecca.

“Oh hell yeah. Like, I thought I was having fun at the manor, but they were holding back compared to some of the shit Maxwell thinks of. And nothing makes me crazier than being caged up for hours with my belt on.”

Leah had mentioned her master’s penchant for chastity in her e-mails — all of them, in fact — but she hadn’t described just how much they affected her.

“Do you have on one right now?” asked Rebecca.

“I do. What about you?”

“Crotch rope.”

“Is it tight?”

“As a drum.”

Leah nodded. Harry and her master had much in common, especially a fondness for tight splits in their pets’ pussies.

“So, now that you’re back, what’s the plan?” asked Leah. “Finishing your PhD, I imagine?”

“Yup. Classes resume in a couple weeks. It’s hard to believe, the summer flew by so quickly.”

“Yeah, well, when you spend half of it in Tahiti…”

Rebecca grinned. “You want to hear about it, I take it?”

“Do I want to hear about the kinkiest island paradise honeymoon in the history of sex? What do you think, Becca?” Leah would never show her master anywhere near the same level of snark she showed her best friend; it felt wonderful to get it out of her system. She wouldn’t snitch on me, would she? Leah didn’t think so.

“All right, all right. You do realize that this is going to make you hot as hell? I just thought with you being belted and all…”

“I don’t give a shit. I want to hear everything.”

Yet after one story, Leah realized Rebecca had been right.

“So there I was, arms fully extended, tied to the palm trees. Have you ever had your pussy tickled with a palm frond?”

Leah shuddered and massaged her backside; it was a poor substitute for dipping her fingers into her sopping crevice, but it was all she could do while bound and belted.

“Didn’t think so. I thought he was going to spank me with it, but instead he tickled me until I couldn’t breathe! I must have woken the whole damn island. Then he spanked me, of course, but not before gagging me with my bikini bottom. When he finished with that, we made love for hours…”

Leah couldn’t take how aroused she’d become, but she couldn’t tell Rebecca to stop either.

“…Wished we spent more time on the catamaran. He suspended me from hooks in the boat’s interior, and I swayed back and forth with every wave. It was terrifying in a way, but it was so goddamn hot. And since I was hogtied and hanging five feet above the floor, I was in a perfect spot to have my pussy whipped…”

The more Leah listened, the more she reflected on her own time throughout the past month. She’d had just as many incredible sexual experiences, but they’d all occurred inside a dungeon. Compared to the improvised scenarios Harry devised in Tahiti, her master’s dungeon seemed almost mundane. Leah hoped Harry’s stories were making Maxwell feel the same way; with any luck, he would be on the phone tomorrow making travel plans. And I’ll have a nice mental catalog of suggestions on what to do when we get there!

“Mrs. Ellis, what are you doing to my poor pet?” Maxwell asked Rebecca as he and Harry returned. Leah’s body language betrayed her extreme agitation.

“She asked for it, sir,” Rebecca protested. “I warned her.”

“I’m sure. Leah isn’t always mindful of her discipline. Isn’t that right, slut?”

Blushing, Leah nodded. “Yes, master.”

Maxwell stepped up to the pair of cages and opened the doors to both. “I think I know how to torment Leah even further. Rebecca, how would you like a tour of my dungeon?”

“I’d love to, Mr. Frost.”

“Great. Everyone, follow me.”

Maxwell attached a long, leather leash to his pet’s collar, while Harry hiked up his wife’s dress and tied a tether to her crotch rope. Rebecca moaned as he gave it a few tugs.

“Very sexy, Harry. You really nabbed yourself a hot one.”

With one quick yank of the tether, Harry pulled Rebecca into his body and wrapped her in a tight embrace. He kissed her lips softly as he massaged her tortured pussy, eliciting rapturous howls from his woman.

“You have no idea,” Harry said at last. “And I am never, ever ever letting her go. Isn’t that right, babe?”

“Yes, master,” Rebecca replied, her voice silky and sensual.

Together the foursome left the penthouse. Maxwell showed off Leah’s living space and their collection of fine sex toys, but didn’t linger long: all four of them knew the dungeon was the main attraction. Wrapping around Leah’s room like a ring, it featured dozens of rooms’ worth of bondage furniture and facilities. Cabinets full of toys could be found everywhere. Ropes and chains hung from the ceiling in more places than Leah could count. Hundreds of hooks, D-rings and other hard-points for attaching restraints were built into the walls and floor. Outlets for plugging in implements of pain and pleasure could be found every few feet, and battery charging stations were scattered throughout the dungeon.

“Harry, you know I felt pretty shitty about missing your wedding,” said Maxwell.

“I understand man. Just bad timing.”

“What I felt even worse about was how much I struggled to come up with a good wedding gift. What do you get for a man that has everything?”

“Says the billionaire,” Harry joked.

Maxwell nodded. “On the contrary, I’m sure you could whip up in less than an hour some amazing bondage device that would make a fine present. And I thought about commissioning a device of my own imagination, to see if I could beat you at your own game, but I decided against it. I had a better idea.”

“Oh?” Harry grinned like a kid on Christmas morning.

“Yeah. How would you like to go back to Tahiti whenever the hell you want? No planning, no notice. Just throw a few things into a suitcase and go?”

Harry laughed. “No. Fucking. Way.”

“Harry, what is he talking about?” asked Rebecca.

“Honey, if he’s saying what I think he is… You remember that private jet we took to Tahiti?”

Rebecca shook so hard she nearly fell. “Yeah. Yeah I remember,” she panted.

Mental note: ask her what the hell they did on that plane, thought Leah.

“That’s my wedding gift to you both,” said Maxwell. “I bought it from BonDouleurs Manor. I considered getting you a brand new one, but I thought you might have some fond memories of that jet in particular.”

“It’s perfect, Mr. Frost,” said Rebecca. “I can’t thank you enough.”

“What she said,” Harry added. He walked over to Maxwell and gave him a big bear hug. “You’re unbelievable, you know that?”

“You’re welcome, Harry. It was nothing, really.”

The men patted each other on the back, then broke apart.

“Hey, that’s not fair,” Rebecca said, her tone oozing lust.

“What’s that, babe?” replied Harry.

“You two get to hug. What about me and Leah?”

“She has a good point, Maxwell,” said Harry.

“She does. Leah, what do you think?”

“I think I want to do more than hug, master.” Leah licked her lips, eyes locked on Rebecca’s hips.

The other three laughed, though they didn’t doubt Leah meant every word. “Mind if I take the wheel on this one?” asked Maxwell. “I have a fun idea.”

“I’m fine with anything as long as my wife agrees,” said Harry. “What do you say, dear?”

“It’d be my honor to serve you, Mr. Frost,” Rebecca purred. “And to show my appreciation for your lovely gift.”

“Excellent. Harry, see that big cage in the corner? Bring the women over there. Take the long way around. I’ll get us some chairs.”

Harry marched Leah and Rebecca across the dungeon to the cage, pulling at their leash and tether whenever he felt dissatisfied with their pace. Both women panted excitedly as they walked: Leah relished the chance to submit to Harry once again, while Rebecca had longed to be dominated with Leah at her side.

Maxwell kept them waiting for less than a minute; he arrived pushing a large recliner that had been propped up on a dolly. A second matching chair was already waiting for them, presumably retrieved while Harry was enjoying his stroll with the women.

“Leah, how sore are your arms right now?” asked Maxwell.

“They burn a little, sir, but not too badly.”

“She’s got incredible flexibility, thanks to you,” Maxwell said to Harry. “And she was blessed with phenomenal circulation. I could keep her arms bound like this all damn day and she wouldn’t be worse for wear.”

“You have, sir.”

Maxwell laughed. “Yeah, that’s true. Anyway, come here so I can untie you.”

The men made short work of the ropes binding Leah and Rebecca’s wrists. When they finished, they undressed their pets, setting the clothes aside.

“You girls are lucky I didn’t bring a pair of scissors,” muttered Maxwell.

“He’s kidding, babe,” Harry told Rebecca, who stood naked before them. He removed the cord running through her crotch; she winced as it emerged, slick with her fluids. “No man would be foolish enough to cut up a dress that gorgeous.”

“Harry, I’ve never seen a dress that looked better on a woman than off.” Maxwell smacked Leah’s exposed backside, careful to avoid the chains of her belt. Leah yelped but didn’t move.

“For a billionaire, you can be a real Philistine, you know that?” Harry joked.

Maxwell chuckled. “How’s this for Philistine? Tell your wife to get in the damn cage.”

Harry kissed Rebecca on the cheek. “Honey, please do as he says.”

“Yes, dear.” She dropped to her knees and crawled inside.

“Leah, please join your friend.”

“But sir,” she replied, looking down at her still sealed belt. “You aren’t-”

“Careful,” Maxwell admonished, cutting Leah off before she could dig herself any deeper.

Leah whined but immediately complied, following Rebecca into the cage, nude except for the belt.

“Here’s what I’m thinking. Harry, I’d like you to tell me about how you met Rebecca. While you do, the women are free to listen or have a little fun together; whatever they like. I’ll sit here and enjoy the story and the show. How’s that sound to everyone?”

“Works for me,” said Harry.

“Sounds lovely,” Rebecca concurred.

“Whatever you wish, master,” Leah agreed.

“Great.” Maxwell took a seat and gestured for Harry to follow suit. “So, how did you two meet?”

Harry exaggerated taking a deep breath, earning a laugh from Maxwell. “As you know, I make my living as an inventor. A while back I was asked to hire a full-time product tester…”

As Harry launched into the story, Leah pounced on her friend. With her arms propped up on the ground, she leaned into a kiss that Rebecca eagerly returned. The longtime friends and occasional lovers tasted each other and kissed hungrily, fueled by a variety of emotions and desires.

Leah’s affection stemmed from a limitless depth of gratitude. It was Rebecca who took her in after she separated from her ex; Rebecca extended the invitation without hesitation or terms, allowing her to stay as long as she wanted. Rebecca had been there for Leah throughout the darkest, most difficult time in her life, and for that Leah would always feel indebted.

She also owed Rebecca for something else: although it happened through a combination of luck and recklessness, it was ultimately thanks to Rebecca that Leah discovered her love of bondage and pain. The night of her first taste had been excruciating, as Leah put herself in a situation she couldn’t escape without Rebecca’s assistance, but it hadn’t scared her off. Her second major experience in submission also occurred thanks to a happy accident, one that went a long way in helping Leah heal from the pain of her break-up and subsequent depression. After a night of being used by one man after another at a party at BonDouleurs Manor, Leah had a pretty clear picture of what she wanted out of life. She soon enrolled in the manor’s training program and, a few months later, she met Maxwell at one of the manor’s Expo events.

All of that built up inside Leah during her month of being owned; now she finally had a chance to express how much she loved Rebecca.

For Rebecca, the chance to play with Leah didn’t represent quite as tremendous an emotional release, but she did have a serious reason to rejoice in their reconnection. Among all her lifetime friends, Leah was the only one with whom she felt a true kinship. Leah was the only one who knew of Rebecca’s hidden depravity; it was their secret to share. As much as she loved her husband, her friendship with Leah filled a need Harry could not.

Of course, having the two of them in the same room together with her meant the best of both worlds. Rebecca had no qualms with sharing her husband, or being shared by him. If he wanted to see her make out with Leah, she was happy to do it for him. If she wanted to make out with Leah, Harry was more than comfortable letting her indulge such whims. Their commitment to one another did not have to come at the exclusion of others, so long as all parties were on board.

The addition of Maxwell to the mix intrigued Rebecca. If Harry considered him a friend, that was all she needed to know, but she certainly found him charming. With his attractive features and sculpted physique, his pure sex appeal was undeniable; and buying her a private jet didn’t hurt either.

When Leah tired of kissing her friend’s lips, she moved down to Rebecca’s hardened nipple. Rebecca giggled as Leah sucked on it; with one hand she stroked Rebecca’s tender folds and caressed her clit; with her other hand she squeeze Rebecca’s ass. Leah listened to her friend’s sustained moaning and felt her own fluids dripping through the chastity belt.

If being belted means I can’t receive pleasure, Leah decided, I’m going to give as much as I can.

Leah became so caught up in giving herself to Rebecca, she failed to notice Harry trail off from telling his story. He and Maxwell watched happily as their women tangled themselves up in one another. Rebecca playfully spanked Leah’s backside and used her tongue to massage Leah’s aureola. As she did so, Leah slipped her fingers between Rebecca’s swollen folds. Both women gasped, overcome with euphoria. Leah drove her digits in and out, feeling for Rebecca’s G-spot.

“Can I come, sir?” Rebecca cried, grinding her hips against Leah’s hand.

“You may,” said Harry.

“Sir, can I come?” asked Leah.

Maxwell laughed. “Can you? Sure, be my guest.”

Oh you’ve done it now, Leah thought. Maxwell didn’t know that Rebecca couldn’t resist a challenge.

With renewed fervor, Rebecca lapped at Leah’s breasts. She howled blissfully as Leah expertly stimulated her clit. The satisfaction of pleasing someone else — not necessarily her master — fed Leah’s own arousal, and soon Rebecca’s efforts brought her to the brink of climaxing.

Rebecca lowered her fingers to her sodden chasm and coated them with her fluids. Once they were fully soaked and glistening, she reached around Leah’s body, searching for her tender rear entrance. Starting at the small of Leah’s back, she traced her fingers down to Leah’s cheeks. However, just as Rebecca thought she was about to find Leah’s tight orifice, her reach was stopped by a smooth piece of metal.

“Very considerate of you, Rebecca, but you forget Leah sleeps in a cage,” explained Maxwell. “If she needs out, somebody lets her out. That means her belt restricts everything. What’s the point of only protecting her pussy with a chastity belt if she likes taking it in the ass just as much?”

Leah’s face flushed, burning in abject humiliation. Her bodily confinement had become so ingrained that she’d stopped considering it abnormal, and therefore hadn’t seen the need to tell Rebecca. Leah wasn’t embarrassed by her self-imposed dependence on her master, but having it exposed in such a heated moment came as a serious shock.

Rebecca, though, didn’t care. Only momentarily thwarted, she pressed her wet fingers against Leah’s lips. Rebecca sensed how close Leah was to a massive orgasm, and knew how much Leah lived to serve; as anticipated, Leah opened her mouth to suck Rebecca’s fingers.

Tasting her friend’s musty fluids, Leah shuddered. A spasm rocked through her body as Rebecca once again worked her tongue over Leah’s sensitive nipples. With both hands she squeezed Leah’s ass, massaging her cheeks and exploring as far as she could with her fingers.

Leah moaned, and Rebecca took the opportunity to drive her tongue into her friend’s open mouth. Then, unexpectedly, Rebecca broke off her kiss and pinched Leah’s nipples.

“If you can come for a man you’ve known for a month, you can come for your best friend,” she said, slapping Leah’s face.

Leah’s heart pounded and she gasped in shock. The slap hadn’t been hard enough to injure her, but the pain awoke in her a profound hunger. She’d never known Rebecca to be dominant, but then the two of them were learning a lot about one another that day.

For a moment Rebecca pulled back, worried she’d crossed a line, but when she saw the joy on Leah’s face she pressed on. “You hear me, slut? I’m not stopping until I hear you scream.”

Rebecca slapped Leah again, causing her to writhe. The confinement of the cage, the humiliation, the domination and Leah’s love for her friend hammered at the pleasure centers in her mind, building up more and more as Rebecca focused on massaging Leah’s nipples.

Then, without warning, Leah realized she was about to come, and there was no stopping it. “Please, may I come?” she said, though who the question was directed toward she couldn’t say.

Without even glancing at Harry or Maxwell, Rebecca replied, “Yes.”

Enveloped in ecstasy, Leah came hard and fast, shocked by the orgasm spreading throughout her body. Her pussy felt as sensitive as if she’d been had been penetrated, but the stimulation clearly originated from her breasts.

Well, that’s new, she thought, then she collapsed, exhausted and content.

—

When Leah regained her composure, she found herself looking up at Rebecca. Sprawled out on the floor of the cage, her head rested in Rebecca’s lap. Her friend sat cross-legged on the ground and stroked Leah’s hair playfully.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey, Becca.” Leah felt tingles racing throughout her body, and a glow emanating from her skin. “I didn’t know I could do that.”

“I’d heard it was possible,” said Rebecca. “So I thought I’d give it a try.”

“Wait, do you mean with me right now, or by yourself?” Leah asked. She sat up and felt her breasts.

“Right now,” said Rebecca. “I tried it on myself once, but couldn’t get it to happen. Not everybody can.”

“Maybe you need a partner,” Leah suggested. “Have you asked Harry to do it to you?”

“No, but I will now!”

“I’ll do it, if you want…”

Maxwell cleared his throat loudly to get Leah’s attention. “Maybe later,” he said.

“Sorry, sir.” Leah got onto her knees and looked up into her master’s eyes. “You’re not mad at Rebecca for making me come, are you?”

Maxwell crouched down and reached through the bars of the cage. Leah crawled toward him and allowed her head to be pet. “I’m not mad at all. That was an impressive display; the two of you earned it. Just keep in mind, from now on you’ll be wearing your chastity bra to bed most nights.”

“Yes, master. I understand and agree completely.”

“Glad to hear it,” said Maxwell. He took the cage’s keys from the pocket of his khakis and opened it up. “Come on out, you two. Harry and I would like to have some fun before the other guests arrive.”

“Other guests?” Leah vaguely remembered Maxwell referring to Harry and Rebecca as the “first guests,” but she’d been so preoccupied that she completely forgot.

“Like I said, Leah — a few close friends. Nothing crazy.”

Maxwell led them into Leah’s room, where he quickly removed her chastity belt and left it out for cleaning. After retrieving a veritable mountain of rope from the cabinet, which he gave to his pets to carry, they headed upstairs. Leah estimated he could have effectively and thoroughly tied up ten women with that much rope.

In the den, they found Harry had cleared away the coffee tables and set up a long, black tarp. A pair of thick chains hung from the penthouse’s high ceiling, perfectly centered above the plastic sheet. Leah experienced a frisson of excitement imagining the multitude of ways they could be used. No matter how she was to be bound, it seemed clear that Maxwell intended to put her on display — and maybe Rebecca, too, depending on Harry’s mood.

“What’s this?” Maxwell asked as Harry handed him a small, white thumb drive.

“Vacation videos and photos,” said Harry. “I thought we might watch them while we prepare the girls.”

Maxwell rolled his eyes. “Really? Isn’t it usually the host’s job to bore people with their vacation photos?”

“I bet you’ll like these.”

“Oh yeah? How much?”

“A billion dollars.”

Maxwell laughed. “How about a thousand?”

“Pussy. You’re on.”

The men shook on their deal, then Maxwell plugged the drive into a gigantic flat screen on the wall. As the show started, the women sat down in the laps of their men, who wrapped their arms around their women.

A photo of Rebecca appeared on the screen; she wore a tight, white bikini with matching ropes around her wrists. In the next picture, Rebecca reached her bound hands into her bikini, her eyes squeezed blissfully shut. The next showed her on her knees, ankles now tied as well.

“Finn!” Maxwell shouted. “Bring me a thousand dollars out of petty cash.”

“No problem,” his butler replied over the intercom.

Harry chuckled as the next picture loaded: Rebecca was nude and bound to a padded chaise lounge, lying out at full extension as the bright midday sun washed over her. A large, rectangular panel gag covered her mouth, and wide straps restrained her body in a dozen different places, including her wrists, ankles, thighs, arms, waist and neck.

“FYI, this is the ‘before’ photo,” said Harry.

“Before what?” asked Maxwell.

“Wait for it.”

Leah gasped when she saw the next photo, while Maxwell burst into loud, raucous laughter. Still lying on the chaise lounge, Rebecca had been freed from her bonds, only to reveal that each of them, including the panel gag, had left their mark. Her skin was tanned golden brown everywhere but the areas covered by the straps, which were ghostly pale in comparison.

“You’re a twisted guy, Harry,” said Maxwell.

“And that really means something, coming from you,” Harry countered, though smiling. “Don’t worry. I let her even it out a few days later.”

“Did people say anything?” asked Leah.

Harry shrugged. “Nah. If you tip well, nobody asks questions.”

Sitting on the laps of their men, the women could feel rock hard bulges in both of their laps, while the men could feel damp spots growing on their pants.

“Okay,” said Maxwell, lifting Leah up to her feet. “Harry, you ready for a Tie Off?”

“Oh, I’ve been waiting for this,” Harry replied.

“Great. Maybe I can win my thousand dollars back.”

“To hell with that,” said Harry. “This is serious. Make it ten thousand.”

Maxwell rubbed his hands together. “Ten thousand. You’re going down, Ellis.”

“Guys, what the hell are you talking about?” asked Rebecca.

“Tie Off, babe. We’re going to tie you up using all that rope, and later Maxwell’s friends will vote for whoever did the best job.”

Rebecca rolled her eyes as her husband tied her arms into a tight box tie. She panted as her arms were pulled upward and secured against her back. Though the position was stringent, it was not so difficult that Rebecca couldn’t maintain it for hours and hours.

Maxwell responded by tying Leah into elbow bondage, pulling them behind her back while her hands were tied in front at her waist.

“Leah, get used to this position. When I start hosting regular parties, this is how you’ll carry trays with drinks, food, floggers, dildos… anything that makes for a good party,”

“Yes, sir.”

As their arms and hands were bound, neither woman complained, though they did squirm, rubbing their thighs together to stimulate themselves.

“You girls have no idea how lucky you are,” Maxwell muttered as he tightened another knot.

“What do you mean, master?” asked Leah.

“A while back Harry and I made a rule: no reverse prayers.”

“Too cruel,” said Harry, nodding. “A serious Tie Off can take hours.”

Judging by the size of the piles of rope at their feet, Leah knew they weren’t kidding. Even after Leah and Rebecca’s arms were completely bound, the men added more and more rope, decorating the bodies of their women.

Domination is my master’s art thought Leah as the ache in her core grew. And I am his canvas.

“How’s that feel?” asked Maxwell once he and Harry were satisfied.

“Amazing,” said Leah. She swung her hands back and forth, loving how useless they felt in such a restrictive position.

“Same,” Rebecca chirped, happily incapable of exculpating herself from the rope.

“Both of you, on your knees,” said Maxwell.

The women complied, both helplessly straining against their bonds. In unison, the men unzipped their pants and released their engorged cocks. Maxwell crouched down and turned Rebecca and Leah’s faces toward him. “This isn’t a competition ladies, unless you make it one.” He stood back up and presented his rod to Leah.

“Go.”

Painfully aroused by their masters’ game, the women engaged their challenge with unbridled enthusiasm. Leah started by licking Maxwell’s tip, taking advantage of her able tongue. Rebecca immediately took Harry’s shaft deep into her throat, knowing her husband’s stamina had few equals. Both women loved serving their men orally, and their pleased exhalations further inflamed the arousal of the men. Harry groaned and grabbed Rebecca’s head, holding it against his body and forcing his rod all the way into her mouth. Maxwell didn’t bother, as Leah already was working her way down his shaft, one inch at a time, building gradually, as her master preferred.

However, just as both men seemed to be nearing the brink of climaxing, Maxwell said, “Stop.” He pulled out abruptly, and after a moment so did his friend. “Swap?”

“Yup,” said Harry.

“Leah, are you willing to serve me through my friend?”

“Of course, master.”

“Babe,” Harry said to his wife. “You cool with Maxwell?”

“Sure, honey.”

Harry clapped the billionaire on his back. “Enjoy.”

“You too,” said Maxwell.

Now the competition really begins, thought Leah. Maxwell would see how Leah’s formal training stacked up against Rebecca’s natural skills. At the same time, Harry would get to enjoy the fruits of his own labor, as he was among the men who first schooled Leah on the ways of sexual submission. Like Maxwell, Harry was born dominant. Before he married Rebecca, nothing pleased him quite like seeing his finest creations before him, on their knees, giving of themselves in one of the most servile ways possible. Rebecca had supplanted his desire for others, but she wouldn’t begrudge him a bit of nostalgia.

As the women applied their differing techniques, the men groaned in delight. Maxwell began thrusting into Rebecca’s mouth, while Harry stood back and let his former trainee demonstrate her abilities. Soon both men were coming and pulling out; together they sprayed their seed onto the faces of both women, back and forth, until their pets were a white, milky mess.

“Clean each other up,” said Maxwell. “Leah, you go first.”

“Yes, master.” Grinning, Leah shuffled on her knees until she was face-to-face with her friend, then used her tongue to lap up every drop of the juices. Rebecca shut her eyes and moaned, shivering in bliss. Leah had a similar reaction when it was her turn to be cleaned; she beamed with pride as the men watched, their cocks already regaining stiffness. When Rebecca finished, she kissed Leah, wanting to have the taste of all three of them in her mouth at once. Leah moaned, her deep desires stoked and desperate for release.

“They can’t get enough of each other,” Maxwell observed.

“Yeah. It’s my fault, really,” Harry admitted. “Before our engagement, Rebecca and Leah lived together. Before our honeymoon, they still saw each other nearly every day. They’re used to being inseparable. They share a bond that was forged long before any of the rest of us ever met. And I say this without jealousy, because I know the more Rebecca loves Leah, the more she’s capable of loving me too. It’s not a zero-sum game.”

Rebecca broke off their kiss, tears rolling down her cheeks. “I love you, Harry. I love both of you.”

“I love you,” Leah said, sniffing as tears welled up in the corners of her eyes.

“You seem really great too, Maxwell,” Rebecca added, laughing in relief. “And you’re making Leah happier than I’ve ever seen her, which is what matters most.”

“Thanks, Rebecca. I think you’re lovely, by the way, both in mind and body. I know you and Harry are going to be very, very happy together.”

“Thank you.”

“Harry,” said Maxwell, wrapping his arm around his friend’s shoulder. “I think if the ladies want to spend some quality time with one another, we should help them. What do you think?”

Harry nodded. “I think Maxwell Frost is one of the finest thinkers of our time, that’s what.”

“Harry Ellis, you are a scholar and a gentleman,” said Maxwell. “Shall we?”

“Indeed we shall.”

Harry and Maxwell lifting the women to their feet. Maxwell opened a cabinet underneath the television and produced two spreader bars, a pair of big, red ball gags and a bottle of sex oil. He tossed a gag to Harry. “Open wide, ladies.”

Harry and Maxwell wedged the gags between their pets’ teeth, eliciting euphoric moans and excited panting. Leah loved Maxwell’s fondness of symmetry. Seeing her friend bound and gagged in the same fashion as herself worked on the aesthetic level as much as the carnal.

Maxwell tapped Leah’s ankles with the spreader bar. Both women took the cue, broadening their stances until Maxwell said to stop. The men fastened the bars, ensuring that their soaking wet orifices would be accessible.

“You’ve partied at the manor before, haven’t you?” Maxwell asked his slave, breathing into her ear, hands on her shoulders.

“-Ess -err,” she mouthed, nodding.

“You know what it’s like to have a group of strangers use your holes?”

“-Ess -err.” She trembled, wishing her master would plunge his cock into her hungry chasm.

“You like being treated like a little fucktoy, you dirty slut?”

“-Ess -err.”

Harry and Rebecca grinned, enjoying the show. He stepped in behind his wife and reached around her body to pinch her pebbled nipples.

“You just want big fucking dicks inside you, don’t you?” Maxwell continued.

“-Ess -err.”

He massaged Leah’s pussy while squeezing her nipple. “That’s good, because my friends have some pretty big dicks. When they’re done you’re going to walk funny for a week. Does that bother you?”

“-Oh -err.”

“And this is just a few of the guys. Soon I’m going to throw a real party. Dozens of rich, dominant men, all eager to get a taste of Maxwell Frost’s hot little whore. Are you looking forward to that as much as me?”

“-Ess -err.” Leah swung her hips, seeking her master’s rigid staff.

Maxwell spanked her ass cheeks, one at a time, back and forth. “Naughty. Did I say you could fuck me?”

“-Oh -err,” Leah mumbled, weeping deeply. Maxwell savored her tormented frustration like an oenophile breathing in the vapors from an aerating glass of fine wine.

“No. But in case you haven’t noticed, today’s your lucky day.” Maxwell drove his cock into her ready orifice and kept it there. “I’m going to give you what you want. But don’t forget: you’re mine, Leah.” He squeezed her breasts. “Your tits.” He gave her bottom another spank. “Your ass.” He pulled out his member and jammed it back in. “Your cunt. All of it is fucking mine. You hear me?”

Overwhelmed by ecstasy, all Leah could do was nod and moan.

“Good. Now you can come if you want to.” As soon as Maxwell said it, he shifted into high gear, pounding Leah with his full length. He groaned, powered by adrenaline and lust, and soon Leah’s deafening screams filled the penthouse.

Harry whispered into Rebecca’s ear, “What he said.”

She giggled, then sighed as Harry inserted his shaft into her wetness. He could have immediately jackhammered into her like Maxwell did with Leah, but Rebecca liked the gradual sensation of being filled. When Harry took it slow, his massive rod seemed to go in forever and ever. Still, once he was in all the way, Harry’s pumping accelerated until he operated like a machine, perfectly built for the simple harmonic motion.

“-Ay -eye -um?” asked Rebecca.

“Yes,” said Harry, kissing her neck.

Rebecca’s enraptured screams joined Leah’s. All four fed off the cacophony, the men charged by the way their women writhed and heaved. Leah and Rebecca became connected through their mutual pleasure, holding off on climaxing until the other was ready. Staring back at one another, they came at the same time, shuddering and pressing their foreheads together.

“Swap,” Harry said suddenly.

Maxwell looked up. “Yeah,” he said. “And do me a favor: put that giant fucking dong of yours in this little slut’s ass. She’d like that, wouldn’t she?” he asked, slapping the pinkest part of her backside.

“-Ess -err.”

“Can do,” said Harry. “And I don’t mind returning the favor, if Rebecca’s game.”

Rebecca nodded, smiling shaking her ass in invitation.

“It’s a deal.” Maxwell held out his hand, and Harry shook it, laughing. The men changed position.

“You ready for this?” Harry whispered to Leah. She nodded, thinking of all the times she saw Harry and Rebecca’s passionate lovemaking. Though she’d never coveted Harry personally, she was always envious of his magnificent specimen. Not only was he hung, but he knew how to use it. Not every man who sampled her at BonDouleurs Manor had the total package like Harry.

Leah gasped as she felt oil being dripping down both her back and her breasts. Harry poured it from the bottle Maxwell had retrieved earlier.

Master always thinks ahead, she thought.

Harry passed the bottle to his friend, then began rubbing the oil into Leah’s skin. He made sure to spread it all around her ass cheeks and crotch, a job that caused her to spasm blissfully, but he didn’t stop there. He kept going until her entire body was slick and shiny. Maxwell oiled up Rebecca with equal care, and soon both women glowed in the den’s bright lights. 

Once every inch of their skin was coated, the men held their cocks aloft and guided them gently into the tender back holes of their women. Despite the deliberate pace, Leah squealed in agony as Harry’s mammoth cock spread her apart. Rebecca moaned, pain and pleasure equally mixed. Though her inevitable comparisons between the men were biased toward her husband, but she had no complaint about Maxwell’s manhood: Leah wouldn’t have allowed herself to be owned by anyone lacking suitable equipment.

It didn’t take long for the women to rebuild the steam they’d had before. Bound, gagged, dominated, humiliated and punished while surrounded by their favorite people in the world, Leah and Rebecca both cried blissfully. Leah rested her head on Rebecca’s shoulder for support as Harry relentlessly drilled into her.

This is perfect Leah thought. Yet, she knew it was only going to get better. Before long a handful of virile men would arrive and have their way with her. Maybe she’d pass out and wake up in her cage the next day, maybe Maxwell would exact the punishment she’d earned earlier before he let her rest. Either way, at some point Harry and Rebecca would leave, but this time they wouldn’t disappear for a month, they’d be a few minutes away and free to visit as often as they wanted. Leah couldn’t imagine being any happier.

And it’s all thanks to you, she thought, watching Rebecca.

“-Uv -ooh, -eck -a,” Leah mumbled.

“-Uv -ooh -ooh.”

“Leah, you can come,” said Harry.

“Go ahead, Rebecca,” added Maxwell.

Permission given, the women let go, allowing the waves of pleasure to wash over them. They came again and again, the orgasms merging into one sustained transcendent state. Lost together in subspace, they perceived of nothing but joy and one another. How long it lasted, they couldn’t say. When Harry and Maxwell came, they shot their hot loads with thunderous groans. Fully spent and satisfied, they gave the women back to one another, then held them close, all four content to soak in the harmony of their own breathing.

—

Maxwell waited until they’d all regained their composure, then looked to his friend. “Harry, are you ready to finish this?”

“Hell yeah, I’ve got a Tie Off to win.”

“In your dreams.”

The men smiled gleefully as they tied their women more and more; they used yards and yards of rope, forming elaborate harnesses around their breasts and thighs. Although Harry and Maxwell shared a lot of the same skills, they had enough unique flourishes that their technique was easy to tell apart. What they each had in common was a predilection toward very tight bonds.

With Leah and Rebecca’s upper bodies and midsections practically wrapped in rope, the men stopped. Leah and Rebecca laughed, then moaned as their ball gags were removed.

“Remember what I said about the two of you spending some quality time together?” asked Maxwell. Together, he and Harry nudged the women forward until their lips were touching. With her hands finally within reach of something, Leah grasped Rebecca’s hips and held on tight.

The men then resumed their task, starting with crotch ropes that pulled savagely tight into Leah and Rebecca’s lower lips. Standing on chairs for the extra reach, the men worked as a team to tie each crotch rope to the chains hanging from the ceiling. Using a set of switches on the walls, Maxwell raised the chains just enough to lift the women onto their tiptoes.

Leah and Rebecca wept from the combination of pain, restraint and closeness to one another. Chests pressed together and lips locked, their shared moaning only grew louder as rope wrapped around their spread legs. Linked together by their ankles, knees and waist, they couldn’t break away from their kiss, but Harry and Maxwell weren’t finished: they used every inch of rope available to bind their chests from a dozen different angles.

“Spectacular work, Harry.”

“You too, Maxwell. Truly phenomenal. In fact, there’s only one problem.”

“Oh?”

“If I had to judge this Tie Off, I’d have to declare… a tie.”

Maxwell laughed. “Then be glad it’s not up to us.” He opened the cabinet below the television once again and picked out a pair of floggers. “Here,” he said, tossing one to Harry.

“Aren’t the rest of the guys going to be here soon?”

“We have some time,” said Maxwell. He walked in a circle between the two women, watching as they made out. The billionaire took a few light swings, peppering their asses with the dark, suede lashes. “I hope you two have settled in,” he told the women. “We’ve only just gotten started.”

Tongues dancing from mouth to mouth, Leah and Rebecca writhed together, awash in excruciating ecstasy and pure serenity. This is my life, Leah thought to herself. It’s weird and wonderful and I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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If you enjoyed this story but haven’t read the first three titles in the series, check them out! Read on for a preview! These and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich’s Amazon page.

1. “Chosen by the Kinky Billionaire”

2. “Kept by the Kinky Billionaire”

3. “Trained by the Kinky Billionaire”

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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