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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…
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Chosen By the Kinky Billionaire

Leah watched herself in the mirror as a stylist applied bleach to locks of her hair. Opportunities to relax at a salon had become rare in her life. Trying to establish how she got from a normal life to her current one gave her a headache. Take last night, for example: one minute she was saying goodbye to her best friend, who was going on her honeymoon, and the next she was bound, gagged and locked in a cell. All she could do was watch as the rest of the BonDouleurs Manor trainees were escorted into their own cells.

Such displays had become Leah’s “new normal.” Few people embodied the concept like her. Normal used to mean normal: graduating from college, getting engaged, finding a good job and so on. Then it meant bad normal: splitting from her asshole fiance weeks before the wedding, falling into a long depression and engaging in reckless behavior. This was followed by abnormal: discovering a sexually submissive side she never knew existed, and exploring it with the help of her best friend, Rebecca, and her boyfriend, Harry. Finally, it turned into the new normal: seeking to become a full-time sex slave, and spending long stretches of time as a trainee at the manor.

The whole process seemed like quite a leap if you had to jump straight from A to Z. Now waking up in a prison cell was hardly unusual. Feeling aches and pains all over her body meant she’d had a good night. Complete strangers using and abusing her body gave her pleasure, rather than nightmares, provided they were the right kind of strangers.

And that brought her to the present, enjoying the momentary peace while her hair and makeup were fixed by a professional.

“Portia, have you heard anything new?” Leah asked the stylist.

The woman didn’t need clarification; she knew what and who Leah meant. She leaned down and whispered. “Maxwell Frost.”

Yes! she thought. Having his name was quite a coup. “Thank you, Portia,” she said. The other trainees would kill to know what Leah knew, especially because no one would ever tell them. Leah was a special case: she’d been a trainee for months at the manor, and the staff had grown familiar. Women like Leah weren’t supposed to be befriended by the staff: they were there to be matched with the manor’s exclusive clientele.

Unlike most of the trainees, Leah could afford to be selective: she wanted to be owned, but not just by anyone. Confidence, attractiveness, intelligence, compassion — he had to have all of them. The question of wealth was already answered, of course: if he could afford to find a pet at BonDouleurs Manor, then he had riches to spare. Still, Leah refused to settle for some dime-a-dozen millionaire. She wanted somebody who could give her a life of limitless luxury and hedonism. She wanted somebody whose sexual adventurism would never be limited by finances. She wanted a billionaire.

Rumors had spread throughout the past few days that a very high roller would attend the evening’s Expo. Many of the trainees were ready to be chosen by a master, and Leah expected competition to be fierce. Knowing the billionaire’s identity would give her an edge. She could turn away everybody but Maxwell and save her energy and desire for him.

Leah had all the cards stacked in her favor: she had participated in far more presentations than any of the other trainees and she knew her target suitor. Most importantly, she possessed an utterly insatiable carnal appetite, as well as a tolerance for pain few could match.

However, none of that meant her billionaire was in the bag. She had to look beyond stunning, and she’d have to hope her personality suited him.

Assuming he cared about her personality — maybe he just wanted the prettiest girl there who didn’t mind being bound, punished and used. Leah recognized in the situation a slight paradox: she sought somebody who would objectify her, treat her as property and humiliate her; yet she wanted to be an important part of his life, enough that he would choose her only after careful consideration. She thought of herself as the best trainee the manor had to offer. She’d turned down countless suitors at past Expos. The thought of Maxwell passing her by, after all her waiting, filled her with rage.

I’m not going to let that happen, she resolved. I’ll be the one thing he can’t say ‘no’ to.

If Leah had learned anything in the past year, it was resilience. Breaking up with Sean had been devastating, but time and distance showed her how glad she was to be rid of him. Her introduction to masochistic pleasure was the result of an accident of sorts, and had been far more painful than the average first time for most submissives, but the experience didn’t scare her away at all. In fact, it allowed her to forge an even deeper bond with Rebecca, the only person in BonDouleurs Manor history to equal Leah’s prodigious appetite for pain and bondage.

“Beautiful.” Leah turned to the man standing behind her: Huck, an assistant trainer at the manor.

“Thank you, sir,” she replied.

“Watch out; I want one last shot at that ass of yours before you go.”

Leah rolled her eyes. Though handsome and built like a tank, Huck was not known for his charm. As a long-term trainee, Leah had become intimately acquainted with Huck. She appreciated his proficiency with a flogger and his impressive stamina, but she’d never found his crude manner particularly enthralling.

Maxwell will be sophisticated, she reminded herself. Erudite. Worldly.

Still, Leah smiled. If Huck was honestly lamenting the end of her training at the manor…

“Thank you, sir,” she said. “I’m sure my owner will bring me back sometimes. Like when he goes on business trips or something.”

Huck grinned malevolently. “This isn’t a kennel, but we won’t mind keeping you in a cage for a few days.”

It wouldn’t be the first time. “Thank you, sir. I’ll tell my master of your kind offer.”

“That’s the spirit.”

When Portia finished with Leah’s hair, Huck released the straps that kept Leah bound to her chair. She stood up slowly, smoothing out the wrinkles in her fiery, red pencil dress. The way it hugged her hips was certain to draw the eyes of all the men in the room; fortunately for them, being a client at the manor meant that if you saw a breathtaking woman wearing a gorgeous dress, odds are you would soon see her without it.

Huck took Leah’s hands and wove a silk ribbon around her wrists. Cut from the same scarlet cloth as her dress, the matching bond made for an attractive flourish. Out of habit, Leah tested the tight bond to see if she could free herself; she had yet to succeed. “Let’s go,” said Huck.

Leah knew her way around the manor pretty well by this point, so she walked with long, eager strides out of the manor’s salon. Her heels clicked loudly on the tile floors, echoing throughout the hall that led toward the grand reception hall.

Upon arrival, she sighed as she took in the scene. The room would have seemed typical of a gala at a high-class establishment, except for one thing: a row of metal cages. Arranged in an upright, standing position, they were barely tall enough for Leah and the other women to fit inside.

Leah moved toward the ninth and last cage in the row, knowing it was her privilege as the most senior trainee. As the manor clients moved down the line, she would hear them speak to the other trainees, thus revealing the predilections and expectations they would have for their pets. Additionally, being last would afford her the chance to make a final impression on the suitors, the one they would remember best.

On a normal night, she would follow this plan exactly. However, knowing she only wanted Maxwell meant she could politely pass on the other men, giving the other trainees a better chance with them. Despite the time spent together, often in very intimate ways, Leah was not well liked among the other trainees. Her star status at the Expos had stolen attention away from the other girls, whether she meant it to or not.

Am I being selfish? she wondered from time to time. She knew the other trainees were not as lucky as her. For them, being chosen by a wealthy suitor from the manor meant escaping an even more difficult life. For Leah, it meant getting to enjoy a consequence-free life of hedonism. She could go back to the real world and get a good job and earn her way; not all of the other trainees had the same advantages. Still, they all chose to enroll in the trainee program, even if their reasons were different. With any luck, after tonight Leah would no longer be among their ranks.

She took one last look around the room before stepping inside her cage. Dozens of dining tables had been set, decorated with vases full of long, white roses. As it was the center of the room, the cages had been arrayed along the checkerboard-patterned, parquet dance floor. One corner of the room had been designated for demos the manor’s products. Leah smirked to herself, thinking about Harry, the designer of said products. He was likely on a plane with Rebecca at that moment, flying to a tropical paradise honeymoon. She couldn’t wait for them to get back so she could hear all about it.

At last, Leah got into her cage, which Huck closed and locked. “This brings me back,” he said, referring to her first ever visit to the manor.

Leah smiled. “This is a lot nicer than a dark closet.” As she waited, music played from the speaker system as manor staff prepared the venue. Silverware was laid out on the tables; ornamental, antique chairs were carted in one at a time; and a tech crew set up a series of projectors and screens. Leah listened to the music and watched the staff work, and occasionally greeted the other trainees as they finished at the salon and took their places beside her.

The masters at BonDouleurs Manor enjoyed creating a sense of formality, protocol and class in their formal events, including the Expos. Custom dictated that the trainees appear in a simple bondage pose: wrists tied behind the back. Simple, but effective, it put the trainees in a submissive stance; more importantly, by keeping their arms out of the way, it accentuated their figure and other physical features. For instance, Leah had chosen the dress and the silk ribbon to convey a sense of elegance. The other trainees, all of whom looked exquisite, mostly chose sleek, form-fitting dresses like Leah’s, but their bonds varied. Some preferred massive, steel manacles to show their willingness to endure harsh bondage; others opted to be bound with invisible zip-ties that wouldn’t steal attention away from their beauty.

Sunset darkened the sky as the first headlights were glimpsed through the grand hall windows. Traveling down a narrow path, guests arrived in one black limousine after another. Leah and the others could hear them gathering in the lobby; passing through the grand hall from the kitchen, dozens of waitresses marched out to meet the attendees with wine and hors d’oeuvres.

Of the dozens of expected guests, only some would actively be seeking to own one of the trainees. For many, the Expo was just a very entertaining party; the kind only a select few would ever get to attend. Manor clients showed up simply to socialize with others in their clique. Those who acquired pets at previous Expos liked returning as well, and it wasn’t unprecedented for those in the upper echelons to seek out more than one pet. Leah didn’t doubt Maxwell could afford an entire harem, should he be so inclined. She wasn’t sure how she felt about that.

In fact, as she waited in her cage she reviewed her mental catalog of things she had to know before granting him ownership of her. What if he was married, and planned to stash her away in some love nest? What if he already owned a collection of pets, and she would be just another body in his stable? Certain indignities she could tolerate — some of them she even craved — but a deal breaker is a deal breaker, even for a billionaire.

When the buzz of a countless conversations’ bass undertones seemed to reach a breaking point, the doors to the hall opened up and the guests at last spilled inside. Leah and the other trainees couldn’t help but turn their heads to watch them enter. Tuxedos dominated their choice of attire, though some of the guests were women wearing long, slinky gowns. Leah always watched these women, trying to separate the wives from the owned pets. Some, she reckoned, could be there to find a pet as well, though that didn’t happen often. She’d debated with herself as to whether she would have accepted ownership by a woman and ultimately decided she would, for the right person. However, she greatly preferred men, as long as she could have the right man.

Although the guests entered the grand hall eagerly, they did not approach Leah and the other trainees right away. Decorum dictated that they take their seats upon entering. As they found tables, the band played upbeat jazz, setting the convivial tone of the occasion. Waiters poured fresh pitchers of water; took orders for beers and liquor; and delivered dinner menus, wine lists and also catalogs with profiles of each of the trainees. Leah was featured on the cover, bound in rope and being dragged by a leash around the verdant grounds of the manor. When she saw the catalog, Leah creamed herself, loving how expertly the photographer had captured how fully she enjoyed the pain and humiliation.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to tonight’s Expo at BonDouleurs Manor,” said a voice over the speakers. The band’s drummer and bassist kept playing, setting the mood with a sensual, smooth score. “I’m Dillinger Stamp, the new administrator of the trainee program. Today is my first day on the job, and I can already say that I am never, ever leaving this place.”

Stamp paused for a combination of polite laughter and applause.

“It is our hope that tonight that nine of you will go home with a new pet, but if I may make a personal request: could you maybe pick them up later? I haven’t had a chance to train any of them myself, and… wow do I want to.”

More laughter from the crowd; Leah had to admit, Harry’s replacement seemed to know how to charm his guests well enough.

“I’m kidding, of course. I look forward to getting to know them as much as you. So, if you’ve turned in your dinner orders, come on up and start the meeting line. Then-”

Stamp stopped talking suddenly, his attention drawn to the windows. Following his lead, the guests and trainees craned their necks to see; a very loud noise was coming from outside. It took a minute, but once it got loud enough, the sound was unmistakable: a helicopter was landing somewhere close.

Maxwell! thought Leah. She had scanned the half of the crowd she could see but nobody stood out as a billionaire. Fashionably late. A flagrant display of extreme wealth. This had to be him.

Stamp wisely waited for the new guest to walk in, as the audience had all turned its attention to the doors. Leah expected them to fly open to reveal a behemoth of a man, with rays of light and flocks of doves heralding the divinity of his coming. Instead, one of the doors opened just wide enough for the late arrival to slide through.

“Sorry,” he said upon seeing all eyes were turned to him. “Please, keep going.”

Confusion swirled inside Leah. The man looked the part, but he didn’t act as she imagined. A man in his mid-forties dressed in an impeccably fine tuxedo, he jogged — jogged! — to an empty seat at one of the tables. Looking around, he nodded to a few of the other guests, smiling brightly, but otherwise didn’t make any further commotion.

Is that really Maxwell? Leah wondered. He didn’t behave in the brazen, self-important manner she anticipated. She suppressed a frustrated frown, realizing that now the other trainees also knew the identity of the billionaire. At least I know his name.

“Actually, I was just wrapping up for now,” said Stamp. “Enjoy the Expo, everyone! I’ll be wandering around introducing myself, so I’ll see you all soon.”

—

Leah glanced quickly at the other trainees, but they were all focused on different people. Apparently a tardy and seemingly bland billionaire didn’t hold the same appeal as the one they imagined. Leah understood completely; she wasn’t so sure of him now either. However, something about his unassuming manner drew her to him: she saw game in his choices. Show up in a helicopter, but then act as if you’d taken a wrong turn on the freeway? Maybe he enjoyed messing with people’s heads. Leah liked that idea: she wanted her owner to be cruel but in creative, devious ways.

Once Stamp finished addressing the crowd and all of the dinner orders were placed, the guests got up and formed a line to meet the trainees. Leah watched the billionaire every second she could, but had to break away when the first guest reached her cage.

“Hello, Leah,” he said.

“Mr. Freeman,” she replied. The slightly older man in front of her attended every Expo and was well-known. Handsome for his age, Leah smiled. “A pleasure to see you again, sir.”

“Rumor has it this will be your last Expo. A shame for men like me, but a blessing for the lucky one who scoops you up.”

Hearing his soft voice above the din of the other conversations proved challenging, and Leah leaned against the forward bars of her cage to get closer. “Thank you, sir. Hopefully my master will be kind enough to take me to future Expos. I’ve been to so many, I’d really miss them.”

“And we would miss you,” he said.

“Sir, can you tell me anything about… you know who?”

He nodded and leaned in too. “As a matter of fact, I can. You have a close friend in common.”

“Really? Who?”

“Oh, you know I can’t say. Privacy rules. Now, you may kiss me if you choose.”

Freeman smiled as Leah planted a long, sweet kiss on his cheek. She giggled, seeing the vermillion print of her lipstick atop the prints of the other eight trainees. “Thank you, sir,” she said.

As soon as he left, the next guest was ready for Leah. “Haven’t I seen you here before?” he asked.

Leah rolled her eyes. “Hello, Mr. DePaulo,” she said blandly. A man in his early thirties, she had seen him at a few Expos. Corny and brash, he exuded braggadocio. She knew he wasn’t a bad person, just immature and lacking in real confidence. The manor wouldn’t accept into its ranks anyone legitimately dangerous, creepy or abusive. She surmised that a few years of exposure to the manor’s more seasoned clientele would do him well, but that was some time off.

“Oh, don’t be like that,” he said. “You look gorgeous tonight.”

“I thank you for your compliment, sir. I hope you found one of the other trainees to your liking, as tonight I am spoken for.”

“So they say. Good luck, Leah. Ask for me if it doesn’t work out. I’ll show you a good time.”

“Thank you, Mr. DePaulo.” She leaned forward so that he could kiss her through the bars.

Word must have traveled fast through the crowd during cocktail hour: they all seemed to know Leah was here with one goal in mind. They didn’t begrudge her for it, though several lamented that they wouldn’t have a chance. Leah felt sorry for them, and did make many promises of consideration should she fall short of her real objective.

Throughout the meetings, Leah tried to keep her eyes open for Maxwell, but once he left his seat he’d vanished into the crowd. Focusing on her interactions with the guests, it wasn’t until the end of the session that she noticed that he had waited at the end of the line. This posed an even bigger mystery for Leah: had he simply respected the fact that he was last to show up at the Expo, or did he want to be seen last for the same reason as Leah?

“Hello, Maxwell,” she said when he stood in front of her at last. Butterflies bumped around in her stomach, but she refused to let her nerves ruin a moment she’d prepared for so arduously.

The man seemed surprised by the use of his name. “Have we met before?”

“No, sir, but we have a mutual friend.” She thought back to what Mr. Freeman had said, and only one name seemed possible: “Harry Ellis.”

“Oh yes! He’s the one who invited me. I was so sorry I couldn’t attend his wedding, but I’ll make it up to him when he gets back. How do you know him?”

“I was the bride’s maid of honor.”

Maxwell’s face lit up. “No kidding! We’ll have to talk more; I’m very, very interested to hear of this miraculous woman who got Harry to settle down.”

Leah returned his grin. “It would be my pleasure, sir. I’m Leah. Ask Mr. Stamp for me.”

“I’ll do that. And I’m Maxwell Frost.”

“It was very nice meeting you, Mr. Frost.” She leaned forward for a kiss on the cheek as expected, but Maxwell reached through the bars and turned her head so he could press his lips to hers. Her eyes widened in surprise, but then closed again as she savored the pleasure of his tongue on hers. He tasted of champagne and smelled faintly of magnolia; she inhaled his cologne greedily, intoxicated by the subtle aroma.

Adrenaline poured through Leah as she watched Maxwell retake his seat. Jittery and excited, she forgot about the aching in her arms and elsewhere.

“All right,” said Stamp. “We hope you all enjoyed meeting our trainees. Now we’ll begin a demonstration of what they’ve learned here at the manor.”

Leah swept her eyes across the room to see Maxwell without trying to seem too obvious, but he was staring straight at her, and so their eyes locked. He winked at her, then turned his attention back to the first cage, which Huck opened, letting out the trainee inside.

Nora, a cute brunette with a petite frame, demonstrated total obedience by standing perfectly still until Huck instructed her to step out. Huck used a knife to quickly slice through the ropes that bound her hands, allowing Nora to then slip off her dress. This was the expected routine at an Expo: the dresses were so nice, it was a shame to waste them. The plain, white underwear beneath, however, was fair game: Huck grabbed the bands of her bra and panties and snipped them apart, exposing the woman completely. She blushed in embarrassment, but didn’t move to cover herself: that instinct had been successfully drilled out of her during training.

While members of the manor staff picked up the empty cage and turned it around, Huck accepted several bundles of fresh rope from his assistants. Above them, remote controlled cameras traveled on wires so thin they could hardly be seen. The cameras’ footage appeared on the projection screens hanging throughout the room, offering the entire audience an unobstructed, multi-angled view of Huck’s work. Huck backed Nora up against the cage, then began looping rope around her limbs and the metal bars. He tied her with her hands down at her sides, with legs slightly spread, with cinches around her wrists, ankles, knees and elbows, as well as above and below her breasts.

For his own personal enjoyment, he tied a rope around her waist and pulled it tight, then fed the cord through the loop it made around her body. He let the rope dangle in front of her, walked to the other side of the cage and pulled the rope up between her legs. Nora squealed as the fibrous material dug into her folds. Huck grinned, encouraged by the sound, and tied the crotch rope off to the cage’s uppermost horizontal bar.

With Nora’s binding complete, Huck moved on to the next trainee and then the next, binding all of them. Each trainee removed her dress and had her underwear cut away, the same as Nora. The crowd clapped for each discarded garment, enjoying the sight of the beautiful women.

Following manor protocol, Huck bound all of the trainees with rope so that their responses to being in bondage could be compared. Though not made significantly easier or more difficult, the exact positions varied; for example, some had their arms raised up in the air and spread, others had their hands tied directly over their heads. Of course, in the interest of fairness, each woman was also fitted with a cord running tightly between her legs. Some women excelled at handling the pain they caused better than others; in particular, Leah had grown accustomed to them and enjoyed the continuous tension on her clit.

She also noticed that instead of cutting the ribbon around her hands, Huck untied and pocketed it. He winked at her as he pulled her crotch rope extra tight.

A soft symphony of pained whimpers could just barely be heard beneath the clamor of the crowd, who conversed throughout the demonstration. Leah made a point of not holding back her utterances, even though she could. She wanted Maxwell to hear the kinds of sounds she would make.

Once all the women were bound, Stamp thanked Huck and clapped him on the back. Flogger already in hand, he headed for the first trainee. His routine started off easy, softly grazing her breasts with the nylon lashes of the flogger. Leah could tell right away that Dillinger Stamp, in addition to being a capable showman, knew his technique. Nora moaned a little louder when Stamp’s swings grew harder and faster. Leah’s juices ran as she watched. Stamp’s methods grew more devious as he continued: occasionally he would intentionally miss his target, hitting Nora with nothing but the breeze of his swing. Still, she reacted as if struck, which elicited laughter from the audience. Humiliated, her cheeks burned, and when Stamp’s next smack landed solidly on her breasts, Nora screamed and thrashed in her bonds.

“Good girl,” said Stamp. “You took that well.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Nora.

A manor assistant ran up behind Stamp with a magic wand massager; Stamp exchanged his flogger for the vibrating device and held it against Nora’s dripping pussy. Not every trainee responded to pain the same way, but Nora enjoyed it — just not to the same extent as Leah.

When Stamp activated the wand, Nora jumped in her bonds, electrified by the sudden sensation. She breathed heavily, panting and moaning as waves of pleasure took hold. Leah bit her lip, wishing she could touch herself. She knew patience would be rewarded, but there were seven other trainees between Nora and herself; watching every single one of them would amplify her arousal more and more. Regretting her choice of the last cage, Leah forced herself to maintain her composure. This is what your training was for, she reminded herself.

“Oh! May I come?” Nora screamed.

“Not yet,” said Stamp. Nora wailed in frustration but held on. She had to have anticipated her first plea for permission would be turned down, Leah reasoned. Denial was one of the cruelest forms of sadism practiced at the manor, as far as she was concerned, but it worked. When Stamp finally did give her permission, Nora screamed in relief. Her juices dripped from her sodden orifice onto the dance floor, and she bucked against her bonds as if her body was possessed. Stamp kept the vibrator pressed against her for a few more moments, letting the orgasm run its course, and then shut it off.

Satisfied with her performance, Stamp moved on to the next trainee. Stamp’s assistant returned his flogger and took the vibrator, which he handed off to yet another assistant, who provided a fresh, unused vibrator.

Stamp repeated his routine with the next trainee, though he added new variations. Instead of missing with a swing, he would stop mid motion. Occasionally he would follow one of the feints with a bare-handed slap to the breasts. For a few of the trainees, he asked them to count the floggings they received, but would add to their punishment if they lost count after a feint. Leah watched Stamp’s performance with excitement and fascination. If she didn’t get chosen by Maxwell tonight, she could console herself knowing her future included being trained by Stamp.

When her turn came at last, she looked to Stamp out of respect, but she really wished she could watch Maxwell. She wanted to see how he reacted to her. Would he be imagining himself in Stamp’s place? She hoped so.

As Leah expected, her flogging featured all of the different techniques Stamp had demonstrated. He started with mild touches but gradually intensified. He bluffed and feinted, but to Leah’s credit she minimized her flinching and didn’t miscount.

“Impressive,” said Stamp.

“Thank you, sir,” said Leah.

Stamp sent a punishing lash across her chest, causing her to cry out and writhe. “On a scale from one to ten, how painful was that?”

“Six, sir.”

“Six?” Stamp’s mask of dispassion broke, revealing his incredulity. “That’s all?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Geez. I’d heard stories about you. They weren’t kidding. If I wanted to give you three tens in a row, what would you say?”

“I would thank you, sir.”

Whether Stamp or Maxwell knew it or not, Leah wasn’t trying to show off. Between watching the other trainees’ floggings and enduring one of her own, Leah’s core ached with desire. She wanted release, but would accept more pain in its place.

“Let’s see how you handle one,” said Stamp. “Ready?”

Leah nodded. She steeled herself for either a feint or the hit he promised. After a moment in which both built up their nerve, Stamp swung the flogger. His arm snapped into motion like a snake launching itself at its prey: one moment perfectly still, but a vicious blur the next. Leah cried out in agony as the lashes rapped against her tormented flesh. The wail carried throughout the hall, and the audience gasped at the severity.

Leah breathed deeply, shutting her eyes so she could embrace the pain. “Thank you, sir,” she said.

“You’re welcome. Do you still want two more?”

“If it is your wish, master.” As far as suffering went, that swing ranked among the worst she’d experienced. However, she had come through it without breaking. She left the choice to him.

“You’ve already proven yourself an exemplary slave. I’m grateful I had the chance to work with you, even if it’s only this once.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“You’ve earned this,” Stamp said. He held out the flogger for his assistant, who took it and gave him another fresh magic wand. “And you have permission to come.”

Leah sighed when the vibrator met her sensitive clit, but the sound quickly escalated to a scream that filled the hall. Leah shuddered as the tension within her drained away. For a moment she forgot to worry about whether Maxwell would be her owner; she forgot to feel sorry about not seeing her best friend for a month. Pain, bondage and public humiliation wound together like strands of a fuse on a stick of dynamite, and their burn culminated in a blast of transcendent euphoria. Overwhelmed by ecstasy, Leah heaved and wailed as her orgasm erupted. The world around her vanished, leaving nothing but pleasure.

When the vibrator turned off, Leah quivered in her bonds. Stamp took her chin in his hand and lifted her head; he bent down and kissed her at her hairline. He took a step back and turned to face the audience. “Let’s have a round of applause for the trainees.”

The crowd obliged with polite clapping that quickly grew when Leah flashed a smile.

“Good,” said Stamp. “Clients, please use the BonDouleurs Manor app to indicate which trainee you’d like to meet first. We’ll convene in fifteen minutes.”

Conversations began immediately, as the men seeking a pet began considering who they liked the best. For the first round of meetings, the clients were limited to one request, while the trainees would put forth as many names as they wished. This would allow the trainees to spend time with as many clients as they liked, or to be very selective. Leah, as planned, embraced the latter option. “Maxwell Frost,” she whispered to Huck as he untied her.

“Not time for that yet,” he said.

Technically he was right: she was jumping the gun. “Yes, sir.”

To maintain fairness, each of the trainees would give their answers in private. They were untied from the cages, then escorted to the dressing rooms, where they were sat down and handcuffed to a desk. Pens and paper were provided so the trainees could list their choices.

Leah looked to Huck with mild exasperation as she wrote down “Maxwell Frost” on a piece of paper, folded it and handed it over. “Thank you, sir,” she said with enough of a sarcastic tone to earn a nasty look.

“You’re not owned yet, whore,” he said. “Don’t think I won’t punish you.”

“Sorry, sir,” Leah replied quickly. Her breasts still stung considerably from Stamp’s flogging; she didn’t need another right away.

—

Leah had grown used to being bound and left to suffer for long stretches of time, but found waiting for the results of the selection process to be truly unbearable. The anticipation weighed on her heavily; if Maxwell liked what he saw, it would reward months work and patience. If not, she could look forward toward several more months, or even years, before another suitable owner attended an Expo.

The minutes passed by interminably, but after enough of them, Stamp stepped into her dressing room. “Leah?”

“Yes, sir.” She sat up as best she could with her hands cuffed to the desk.

“You requested the company of Maxwell Frost.”

“Yes, sir.”

“He has also requested your company. Shall I inform him?”

Leah nearly collapsed in relief. “Please, yes! Yes, sir!”

“Very good. Huck will escort you to a private chamber; Frost will meet you there.”

“Thank you, sir!”

Stamp nodded. “Good luck.”

As soon as he left, Huck came in. Grinning, he unlocked Leah’s cuffs, pulled her to her feet and gave her backside three sharp smacks. Leah twisted in his grip but couldn’t break away.

“That’s for sassin’ your master earlier,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” Leah replied.

“Let’s go.”

Wanting to avoid further punishment so as not to be too worn out for Maxwell, Leah obeyed Huck immediately. Leaving the dressing room Leah found Huck waiting by her cage, which had been placed onto a dolly for transport. She waited as Huck quickly bound her hands behind her back using the same scarlet ribbon from earlier. Once it was tied, Leah climbed inside the cage.

“Do you think this is it, sir?” she asked Huck as he rolled her down her favorite corridor in the manor. Designed to instill a sense of dread and apprehension, the cream-colored wallpaper at the entrance lost its hue at an imperceptibly slow rate, gradually becoming gray; at the same time, the hardwood floor creaked more loudly and the air blowing from the vents grew colder and colder. The combined effect was known to weed out a few unprepared trainees long before they ever saw a dungeon.

“Probably,” Huck replied. “You like this guy?”

“So far so good, sir.”

“Want some advice?”

“Okay.”

Huck spun her cage around to face him. “Don’t compromise. Don’t get taken just because you want the wait to end. If he won’t give you what you want, don’t be afraid to walk.”

“Yes, sir.” His words surprised Leah: he sounded genuinely concerned for her happiness.

“Don’t be afraid to leave him if he mistreats you.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And don’t worry. If he’s friends with Harry, how bad can he be?”

Leah smiled. “Yes, sir.” She only wished she’d known; she could have asked Harry a million questions. That’s probably why he didn’t say anything, she realized. So I could make the decision for myself. “Thank you, sir.”

Huck nodded, then resumed pushing the cage along.

Dozens of dungeons of various sizes could be found within BonDouleurs Manor. Though scattered throughout the facility, the main block had ten, ranging from rooms barely larger than a broom closet to expansive spaces capable of accommodating a sizable audience. For Leah, Huck chose his favorite room, Lord’s Vault. Found at the center of the floor, it earned its name for its windowless, sheet metal walls. The vault offered complete privacy, and the interior was large enough to offer numerous pieces of bondage furniture, as well as a fully stocked selection of toys and restraints. Leah’s eyes lit up when she saw the exhaustive array of cuffs, rope, chains, tape, dildos, vibrators, canes, paddles, floggers, whips, gags, clamps and more.

Huck unlocked the cage and bid for Leah to step out. He untied the ribbon around her hands and once again put it in his pocket. A memento? she wondered. She didn’t think Huck was the sentimental type.

He didn’t leave her hands free for long, of course. He transferred her wrists to a set of heavy, steel manacles that hung from the ceiling. Once her hands were secure, she could do little but wait for Maxwell to arrive.

Huck leaned in and gave her a quick peck on the cheek. “Good luck.” With that, he walked out of the vault, not looking back.

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 from the toys; he popped the cap on the tube and squeezed its contents out into his hands.

“Uh huh.”

He ran his hands between her cheeks, spreading the lube all around. He poured out more from the tube directly onto her skin, then used a finger to guide some of the lube inside her tight bud.

“You would agree to respecting my word as law, and that you have no further say in matters to which you’ve already agreed.”

Leah moaned as Maxwell pressed the plug against her back entrance. She couldn’t be sure, but it felt like he’d picked the longest, largest plug available; not that she minded.

“Uh… huh!” Her mumbled affirmation turned into a howl as the widest part of the plug penetrated and the rest slid inside. She moaned as the sense of fullness compounded the pain she already felt.

“And you would accept that as my slave, you would not lead a normal life? You would not be free to leave my company without my permission. Unless you were planning to leave permanently…”

Leah nodded, though this was the part that scared her the most. She felt in her heart the need to submit, to be owned by somebody full-time, but actually making that leap would take a great deal of courage. The decision was made easier by a relatively sparse life outside of the manor. Most of her friends she had known through Sean, her former fiance. Following their breakup, she lost contact with them. Good riddance, she’d thought at the time, realizing in hindsight that they were all just as awful as him. For the same reason, she hardly spoke to her family. Rather than being supportive, like Rebecca, they had been furious about having to cancel a wedding at the last minute. And as far as her career went, she’d only recently graduated from college, and had only been at her job for a few months. She knew after the first week that she could take it or leave it.

Spending weekends in rope and chains at the manor, on the other hand, was something she found she couldn’t live without.

“Mmm hmm,” she replied, moaning from the assortment of sensations flooding her senses.

“Again,” said Maxwell. He cupped her face in his hands and looked straight into her eyes. “This is what you want?”

Leah nodded and didn’t stop until Maxwell smiled and let go.

“Good. Now, let’s get to some specifics. Did you enjoy having your breasts flogged earlier?”

“Uh huh.”

“And you like having them clamped?”

She nodded.

“Your pussy too?”

“Mmm.”

“And you like having your ass plugged?”

She laughed through her gag and gave a long, protracted nod as if to say, Yes, dammit. I like all of it!

Maxwell smacked her backside with his hand. The impact smarted, and it had the added bonus of jostling the plug within her and causing the chains connected to her clamps to shake. Leah writhed at first, then sighed. To her added delight, Maxwell began undressing.

His tuxedo jacket and tie he folded neatly and set down on a table in the corner. He unbuttoned his shirt slowly, watching Leah as she unabashedly watched him reveal his broad, muscular chest. When he tossed the shirt aside, Leah felt her knees grow weak, and would have fallen if not for the cuffs holding her wrists aloft.

Sensing her increasing agitation, Maxwell took his time in walking toward her while unbuckling his pants. When he dropped them to his feet, presenting the massive tent in his boxers, it was as if his package were a magnet: Leah stood on her toes to bring her hips closer, desperate to have his cock inside her.

When Maxwell lowered his boxers, a mixture of relief and hunger rose up within Leah. Though she never would admit it to herself, one of her deal breakers was cock size. She’d had enough of men with disappointing equipment — like her ex-fiance, Sean. She had no intention of being owned by somebody whose rod couldn’t fill her properly. She liked to believe her need was purely physical, though she had considered another possibility: that she desired a man with a massive cock simply because of how much she hated Sean. Regardless, she knew what she wanted, and Maxwell had it.

Oh, does he have it, she thought as it slid into her clamped lips and dug deep inside her chamber.

Leah shuddered blissfully as Maxwell thrust his hips. He planted kisses along her collarbone and clutched her by her backside, nudging the plug so it rubbed against his cock from within her.

“You like being stuffed?” he grunted as she bounced in his embrace.

“Uh huh,” she said between breaths. She could barely keep up.

“You like fucking while you’re bound, unable to get away?”

“Uh…. huh…”

He swatted her bottom in time with his thrusts. “You get off on not being in control?”

She moaned and nodded.

“You enjoy being told what to do?”

“Mmm.” Leah couldn’t hold back the orgasm that was on the verge of bursting. Inside she knew she should try to ask for permission, but had no will to do so. All she wanted was to enjoy the immense pleasure. Maxwell could have asked her anything, and she would have agreed with it, if only he would keep drilling her.

He didn’t though: he stopped abruptly and pulled out, just as she was on the brink. Confused, she wailed and thrashed, begging with her eyes and body for him to come back and finish the job.

Instead, he paced back and forth with his hands at his sides. “But you don’t like being denied, do you?”

Looking down at the ground miserably, Leah shook her head and wept.

“Leah, I do like it. I love teasing my pets, driving them to the edge and holding them there. It makes for a much bigger payoff in the end.”

Leah nodded solemnly. She knew he was right, even though she hated it.

“Look at me, Leah. Look at my cock.” She obeyed, taking in the sight of it. “That wasn’t easy for me either, but I did it anyway, and not because I wanted to. I needed to see how you’d react.”

Leah looked up at him in disbelief. She had endured many cruel tests throughout her training at the manor, but this exceeded them all.

Maxwell reached behind her head and took out the gag. “You look pissed,” he observed.

She didn’t care if he was a billionaire, she wasn’t going to hold back. “That was seriously fucking twisted,” she said.

“Says the woman chained to the ceiling with a buttplug in her ass.”

“Funny. But I don’t play tricks like that on people and expect them to enjoy it.”

Maxwell rushed up to Leah and grabbed her by the hair. He pulled her head back and used his other hand to massage her crotch. Despite her fury, he found she was still dripping.

“Who said anything about you enjoying it? You’re not supposed to enjoy being denied. You’re supposed to feel frustrated and angry. You’re supposed to learn something. That way when you do finally come, you appreciate the gift you’ve been given. And judging by how wet you are, I’d say you already understand that.”

Leah hated to agree with him, but there was truth in what he said: every time she’d been denied during her training, the orgasms that came afterward always rocked her harder than any others. They never failed to blast her into subspace and keep her there until whoever was training her felt she had enough.

“Yeah, maybe. But that was still cruel as fuck,” she said at last.

Maxwell poked a finger inside Leah’s sodden orifice and continued to massage it. “Yeah, I’m gonna be cruel sometimes. But I promise it will always be worthwhile. Now, ask me if you can come and see what happens.”

Leah fought it for a second, but then smiled at him. “May I come, sir?”

“Yes, but let’s do this right.” Maxwell walked around the dungeon, selecting a few other toys and a bundle of rope. “Do you know what fascinates me, Leah?”

“What’s that?”

“The existence of the world around me that I cannot see. Everything from microscopic particles to whatever is on the other side of a wall. I’m especially tickled by things that are constantly happening, even though I’m not there to see it.” As he explained, he poured lube on a gigantic vibrating dildo and spread it into an even coat. “Right now there’s a man sitting at a security desk in the lobby of my building. Technically, I’m just assuming. I’m not there, so I don’t actually know for sure.”

Leah groaned as the dildo separated her folds and slowly worked its way into her inviting chasm.

“Still, I have no reason to think he’s not at his desk like he belongs. I just love thinking about the fact that I know he’s there, even if nobody is around to see it. And it could be anything like that: a sign on the side of the road with lights that are always flashing, or a forgotten satellite in orbit that still transmits a signal.

“But, do you know what that has to do with you?”

“No,” she whispered, barely able to speak as he tied a rope around her waist. He extended a cord down through the loop he made and between her legs; he ran it tightly along the bases of the dildo and plug, then tied the rope off behind her waist, locking the toys inside her.

“Leah, what really turns me on more than anything else is applying this fascination to a pet in bondage. If I tied you up and left you somewhere, I would know that you are still there, even though I couldn’t see you. That would drive me wild.”

Leah trembled as Maxwell dropped pairs of weights onto the chains of her clamps, causing them to pull harder on her nipples and her lower lips. Using a remote control switch on the dungeon’s wall, Maxwell lowered the chains that held Leah’s wrists, allowing her to drop to her knees.

“Maybe you’re just in a cage, napping. Maybe you’re bound in an elaborate suspension, utterly unable to move. Either way, I won’t be there, but I will be thinking about you.”

Maxwell crouched down, then reached between Leah’s legs and found the switch to the vibrator. She lurched when he turned it on, the sudden stimulation flooding her with euphoria.

Quickly, he brought his rock hard cock to Leah’s mouth. “As soon as I come, you can come too.”

Needing no further encouragement, Leah swallowed his shaft, sealing her lips and latching on with her tongue. Maxwell groaned as she worked strenuously, trying to get him to come before she lost control. The vibrator shook with ferocious power, and Leah knew she couldn’t keep her orgasm at bay for long. As Maxwell had promised, it was building up to a much more powerful climax than the one she nearly enjoyed earlier.

Despite Leah’s energetic work, Maxwell lasted long after she thought he would finish. She tried to focus on just his cock and her mouth, shutting out everything else. It helped for a time, but soon the numerous sources of stimulation inside and around her body forced their way back into her perception; when they did she squealed and writhed.

However, hearing and feeling her struggle pushed Maxwell over the edge, and most of his load shot out into her mouth. He quickly pulled out his cock so that the remaining bursts could land on her face.

Leah didn’t even feel the warm, sticky mess on her skin. Her orgasm carried her into subspace and dominated her senses so fully she also didn’t feel Maxwell replacing her ball gag. Once it was wedged firmly between her teeth, he took a step back and watched as she came again and again.

—

Leah regained her composure a little at a time. The afterglow of her orgasms left her body warm and tingly; she wondered if Maxwell had bothered to count how many times she’d peaked.

Feeling the clamps and plugs removed from her body stirred her back to awareness; in particular, pain. Every part of her seemed to throb all at once. She even felt it in her jaw when the gag came out again.

“So, Leah. I think I know all I need to know about you,” said Maxwell. “What would you like to know about me?”

“Do you live locally?” she said, still not quite ready to think of anything deeper.

“In the city proper, yes. Only twenty minutes away from here by helicopter.”

Leah smiled; wanting to live close to Rebecca was one of the biggest challenges she thought she’d face in finding an owner. “What about your work? How busy are you with it?”

“It varies. You know how people see billionaires as workaholics who are constantly trying to make the next deal?”

“Yeah?”

Maxwell grinned. “That ain’t me. What’s the point of having more money than you know how to spend if you’re still trying to make more? Most of the time I’m happy to let my very competent staff run the company — that’s FrostGen, by the way — so I can enjoy myself. Except during the occasional crisis or conference, you can expect me to be around most of the time.”

“Good,” she said. “And are you going to want me all to yourself, or do you think you’ll share me with others?”

“At first you’ll belong to me and no one else, but later I’ll share you. Is that a problem?”

Leah laughed. “Not at all. You might want to ask Harry about my first visit to the manor.”

“I will. What else?” As he asked, he began getting dressed, zipping up his pants.

“Do you travel a lot?”

“Oh yes. When you have a private jet, you use it.” He fixed his necktie, then reached for his jacket.

“And you’d take me with you?”

“As much as possible. What else?”

Leah thought about her next question as Maxwell released her cuffs. She wanted to lie down with him and rest, but she realized the Lord’s Vault was not a dungeon for relaxation: it had no bed or couches. She stood up to relieve her knees from the hard cement floor. Finally, she said, “If you own me, are you going to want to talk, and get to know each other? Or do you just want to treat me as your plaything? And do you own any other women? For that matter, you don’t have a wife, do you?” Leah’s brows furrowed at the thought of being his other woman.

Maxwell snorted. “No, I’m not married, and I have no other slaves right now. As for our personal relationship… my inclination would be to see what happens. I don’t like to rule things out. Do you have a preference?”

“I don’t know,” she said. She hadn’t even thought about it. “I like what you said. Let’s see. I want to be owned, but if it was also something more… well, that’s how it happened with Harry and Rebecca.”

“Right.” Holding a small length of fine, white rope, he beckoned for Leah to come close. “That brings me to an important question,” he said as he tied her hands behind her back. “How long do you think you’ll want to be owned by me?”

This was another question Leah hadn’t thought much about. “Can we wait and see on this as well? I’d like to say for as long as we’ll have each other. I’ve never been owned before. I think that I will love it and not look back, but I can’t say for sure. Have you had other pets who have known?”

“I have,” Maxwell said as he helped her back into her cage. “Some of my previous pets have said, up front, six months, or a year. As if they were an apartment to be leased. But I wanted them, and those were their terms, so I agreed.”

Leah sighed as the cage door clicked, locking her back in. Maxwell continued, “I understand that with first-time slaves, the situation is experimental in nature. That comes with drawbacks, but also benefits. I’m going to do things to you that no one has done before. I’m going to teach you more about being a good pet, things that you can’t learn at the manor. There’s a lot of fun to be had in breaking in a young, new slave. So I’m willing to play it by ear.”

“Thank you,” said Leah. The more she listened to him speak, the more surprised she was by his manner. She’d serviced plenty of millionaires at past Expos; she expected a billionaire to be the same as them, only more narcissistic demanding. She’d been seduced by men who portrayed overflowing self-confidence, only to find out their bravado masked deep insecurities. Maxwell, on the other hand, did not portray anything. He said what he meant and he meant what he said. Leah could tell that he liked her, and wanted to own her, but that he would give it to her straight if she didn’t suit his needs. She had a good feeling about him.

“One last thing. What am I to call you? Sir? Master? Max?”

”‘Sir’ is fine. ‘Master’ is fine. ‘Maxwell’ is fine when we’re out in public or not playing in any way. But do not call me Max. Nobody calls me that.”

Leah smiled. “As you wish, sir.”

Maxwell opened the door to the vault and pushed Leah’s cage out into the hall. Waiting for her was Huck. “Mr. Frost. Leah. If you’re ready, I’ll take you back to the party.”

“Yes, please,” said Maxwell. He let Huck take charge of pushing her cage back through the corridor. He positioned her cage so that she was facing forward; she wished he would turn her around she could look backward.

According to procedure, Maxwell still had to deliver his decision to Dillinger Stamp in person, while Leah had to tell Huck in private. They could both choose to accept each other, reject each other, or request an additional meeting. Matches in results would be reported. If a conflict arose from multiple acceptances, the parties involved would be spoken to privately. Depending on their answers, Leah might be about to embark on a journey into the life of her dreams, or she might end up crying herself to sleep in her cell.

In reality, however, she knew that this would be her last time being led, carried or otherwise moved through BonDouleurs Manor as a trainee. It would also most likely be a long time until she returned, relatively speaking. She’d attended training nearly every weekend for almost a year; she thought of the manor as home as much as anywhere else. Being away from it would be strange; like graduating from college and not seeing the campus again for years, if ever. She wanted to look back at the dungeons she knew so well — she’d have plenty of time to look forward soon enough — but she couldn’t complain, and soon their trip back was done.

When they reached the grand hall, Leah discovered that the other trainees had already been assembled; she was the last to return. She wasn’t particularly surprised: the others only met with one suitor, and they would have only been speaking or playing long enough to determine if they wanted a second meeting. She and Maxwell had accomplished the entire process in a single go.

Well, this will be the last time I keep them waiting, Leah thought.

“Do I have to ask?” said Huck as he finished wheeling her into position.

“Please tell them I accept, sir. And thank you for your training. I hope this isn’t farewell, Huck.”

“It isn’t. See you.” Huck nodded to her with a barely perceptible smile, then left to convey her answer. She watched as Stamp nodded, then signaled the band to wind down.

“Ladies and gentlemen, thank you for your patience. I hope you’ve been enjoying the night’s entertainment. We are now ready to release the results the first round.”

Conversations died out in seconds and silverware stopped clinking against plates. Everybody in the room was eager to hear the results: the trainees and the suitors had the most at stake, but in a room full of millionaires, a few wagers had to have been proposed amongst the guests.

“Six of the trainees have requested secondary meetings. Two of the trainees have a conflict to resolve. One trainee has been accepted by a suitor. Congratulations to Leah and her new owner!”

Inside her cage, Leah felt like the winner of an international beauty pageant. Her jaw fell as tears broke free; all she could do was look around the room, bowing her head in gratitude as thunderous ovation shook the building. She caught sight of Maxwell in the crowd: for the sake of manor protocol and his own privacy, he acted the same as everyone else present, but he winked when his eyes met Leah’s.

“The second round begins now,” Stamp continued when the roar subsided. “Suitors, you will receive messages about your next meetings. Trainees, Huck will speak with you, except for Leah: you stay put.” The crowd laughed again as Leah nodded, still too overwhelmed to do anything else. “As for Leah’s buyer: make all the arrangements you need. Talk to me if there’s a problem. As for everyone else, enjoy yourselves!”

Leah watched as Maxwell mingled with the other guests, careful not to stare at him too long. Everyone in the room knew she was his, but rules are rules. When he’d made the rounds and introduced himself to most of the manor’s clients, he pulled his phone out of his pocket and stepped out into the lobby.

Leah wondered what his “arrangements” would include. Obviously, he had to pay the manor for her months of training. Hopefully he was purchasing all of the equipment that had been specifically made for her, like her custom-fitted straight jackets and chastity belts. And since he was friends with Harry, she suspected he would buy or already owned several of Harry’s more devious inventions.

And if he doesn’t, I’ll drop a few hints, she thought.

As the rounds of the Expo came and went, and more trainees were paired off with eager suitors, Leah grew more and more impatient. It figures: even though it’s finally over, I still have to wait. Her wistful nostalgia for the manor was evaporating in anticipation of what lie ahead. She was ready, but with no choice but to be patient, she stood in her cage and enjoyed the firm grip of the rope around her wrists.

It took six rounds, but the Expo ended with six of the trainees, including Leah, being owned by happy clients. The other three would return to the program and try again at the next Expo. In her head, Leah wished them luck.

“Ladies and gentlemen, this concludes the Expo,” said Stamp. “I want to thank you all again for being a great crowd. I look forward to seeing most of you again next time. We have lots more trainees who will be eligible for owners in the coming months, so if you aren’t one of tonight’s buyers, come back soon.”

As he spoke, manor staff began wheeling away the trainees who had not been bought. Stamp approached the rest and said, “Ladies, thank you for your patience tonight. I will now bind each of you as your owners have requested.”

Fortunately for Leah, her position as last in the line of cages no longer mattered: she had been the only trainee to find a suitor in the opening round, and hence was now first in line. Stamp opened her cage and untied the rope around her wrist. He opened up a large steamer chest that had been set in front of him. The first object he pulled out was a metal waistband with neoprene rubber siding. Leah’s fluids began to drip as she recognized it immediately: a chastity belt. Considering his penchant for denial, Leah wasn’t surprised. The only question was, how long would she be wearing it? For all she knew, he was going to keep her in it for the entire first month, just to torment her.

If that is his will, so be it, she thought. She had made her decision and was determined to stand by it.

Leah soon discovered that Maxwell hadn’t picked out just a belt for her: it came with several additional pieces to ensure her total obedience. A matching collar was secured around her neck, as were cuffs around her wrists and ankles. A pair of bands were fitted around her upper thighs; a short chain connected them to each other, and two more chains connected the thigh bands to the belt, meaning Leah would not be able to spread her legs or move them very easily. More chains were then added, connecting the cuffs on her wrists to one another, and both were linked to the belt; all of it was secured using a series of padlocks. Finally, a shiny chest piece was fitted around her breasts, preventing any self-stimulation. Leah thought the piece looked like something a warrior woman in a fantasy story would wear; like it was a piece of armor. Finally, a set of heavier chains were fed through a metal ring at the top of the chest piece; Stamp draped them over her shoulders and joined them together at the back of the chest piece.

Though she had seen such outfits worn, she had yet to don one herself. The feeling was confining in a way she’d never experienced. Though she could walk and move her hands, and was thus nowhere near in bondage as tightly as she usually found herself, her movement was restricted enough that it gave a firm sense of being controlled. Furthermore, she knew that soon she would want to satisfy her growing arousal, but would be completely incapable. Somewhere Maxwell had the key to all of the locks; she doubted he would relinquish it just because she asked politely.

“Come,” said Stamp after he finished locking in the last piece of her belt. “Your owner is waiting, and I have five more girls to tie up.”

The audience of the manor cheered so loudly that Leah could still hear it when she exited the building. She could hear it despite the overpowering sound of a helicopter’s engine warming up in preparation for flight.

When she turned to look back through the windows of the reception hall, she saw the guests lined up and waving. Fresh tears welled up as she waved back to them as best she could. Her sorrow quickly turned to pain as she felt Stamp’s hand smack her backside, the one exciting place on her body not fully covered by the belt. “As sorry as I am to see you go too, your owner is waiting,” he said.

“Yes, sir. Thank you for everything, sir. I’m sure Mr. Frost will want to bring me back here for additional training.”

“I hope so. I’ll look forward to it. Now go.”

Leah nodded and hastened her pace to the chopper. As she got closer, she saw Maxwell standing outside; he came out to reach her as the rotors began to spin, flattening the grass around them in waves.

“You ready?” he shouted.

“Yes, sir!”

He helped her get inside the helicopter, buckled her in and put a headset on for her. A minute later the ground fell away beneath them and they were aloft. Leah had never flown in a helicopter before and found herself delighted by everything: the height, the view, the sound and especially the vibration.

“You think this is good,” Maxwell said to her through their headsets. “Next time you ride in this, you’ll be plugged and feeling every single vibration very, very deeply.”

“Sounds wonderful. Thank you, Master.”

Maxwell wrapped his arm around her as she stared out the window at the lights of the city below. It was enough for Leah in that moment to enjoy the majesty of the glowing metropolis and the warmth of Maxwell’s body against hers; In just a few minutes they would arrive at his penthouse, and her real journey would begin.
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Kept By the Kinky Billionaire

Leah squeezed her eyes shut and basked in the bliss of being held very tightly. Unrelenting steel and smooth neoprene rubber gripped her body: belts and cuffs were locked into place around her wrists, ankles, thighs, waist and chest. To most, the outfit would look like a bizarre metal bikini. While it helped hinder her movement, its real purpose was preventing stimulation in her most sensitive locations. Her new owner, the man who held the keys, would dictate how and when she enjoyed carnal satisfaction. He had complete control over Leah: her ability to pleasure herself with the chastity suit on was nearly zero. She would need his permission from now on, and he would deny her until a time of his choosing, eagerly exploiting the fact that denial ignited her need like gasoline poured onto an open flame.

For the moment, though, Leah felt too good to be frustrated. She’d just been given the chance to live her dream: as the personal slave of a charming, handsome and devious billionaire. Months of training at BonDouleurs Manor had finally brought her to the attention of Maxwell Frost, a man who could fulfill her need to be dominated. He’d proven his capacity for creative cruelty, and it was just the kind Leah craved.

Once they disembarked from his helicopter, Maxwell gathered her in his arms and carried her like a doll across the roof of his skyscraper. Whether it was the whipping winds or the gritty surface of the helipad, Maxwell hadn’t wanted his new pet to walk barefoot across the rooftop. Leah didn’t mind: feeling the strength in his arms and the warmth of his hands against the cold, nighttime gusts made her shiver and burn at the same time. He clutched her against the fabric of his bespoke tuxedo through the short elevator ride down to his luxury penthouse, then he set her down on her feet. “Move,” he commanded as they entered a small anteroom.

“Yes, master,” Leah said, her heart pounding. Her training had prepared her for all kinds of treatment, from strict confinement to agonizing torment, but nothing could have readied her for the anticipation and trepidation now flooding through her system. Wishing to be a full-time sex slave was her great fantasy, but acknowledging it as a reality posed a unique challenge. In truth, she had never known for sure if a life of hedonism and servitude was what she truly wanted, but there was only one way to find out. On the other side of the milky white, wooden door before her lay the answer.

As she approached, it opened to reveal an older man. With a full head of white hair and a rosy complexion, he seemed to be in excellent shape for his age, which Leah placed in the mid-sixties. Though he wore a full suit, Leah could tell he had a very muscular body.

“Leah, I’d like to meet somebody very important,” said Maxwell. “This is the real Mr. Frost. I’m his bodyguard.”

Leah looked to the man who’d carried her from the helicopter, then back at the older man in front of her. She blinked a few times, then shook her head. “You’re joking.”

“He is,” said the older man. “I’m Finn Planck, and please excuse my employer. Mr. Frost doesn’t get to make that joke very often.”

“I see,” said Leah.

“Finn is my main assistant. He’s a bodyguard, a butler, a driver and more. He’s also a trusted confidant. He’s worked for me for more than a decade, and I trust him with my care, and yours,” explained Maxwell.

“Mine?”

“Yes, Leah. Did you think I’d be making your meals and feeding you all the time? Finn, or Mr. Planck to you, will often see to your needs. He’s also permitted to bind and discipline you in my place, should the need arise.”

“You mean, he’s allowed to flog or spank me?” asked Leah. She thought only Maxwell would be playing with her, at least at first.

“That’s right,” said Planck. “Does your new slave have a preference as to which?” he asked Maxwell.

“Dealer’s choice. She’s a very, very dirty girl.” Maxwell took hold of Leah’s shoulders and lowered his head so he could speak into her ear. “You can flog her, spank her, whip her, cane her… I doubt you’ll find anything she won’t like.”

Leah blushed and looked down at her bare feet. Maxwell understood how to humiliate her, even in an environment where she expected to be regarded as little more than a fancy toy. Being degraded by her master she expected; even his friends, someday, would have a chance to use her. Instead, the first person Maxwell introduced her to was his employee. Why she didn’t expect a billionaire to have a staff to serve him, she couldn’t guess.

“Where are my manners?” Maxwell muttered to himself as he nudged Leah through the door. She heard the jingling of keys, then the click of padlocks disengaging. “I can’t bring my new pet home and not show her off to my staff.”

Turning an even deeper shade of crimson, Leah spread her limbs as each piece of the chastity equipment was lifted away and set aside. “Finn, find a convenient home for these. She’ll be wearing them a lot.”

The assistant nodded, then began gathering up the individual pieces.

“Come, Leah,” said Maxwell, grabbing her arm and pulling her forward. Despite her months of training, being stripped naked still made her feel very vulnerable, a condition exacerbated by the surreal situation in front of her: two muscular, dominant older men who had complete authority over her actions and body. Technically, she could leave whenever she wanted, but in reality, she had no intention of quitting. She’d made a commitment to her decision, and was determined to follow through.

Despite herself, Leah smiled: she was now free of the chastity belt, exposed and available. Her juices slicked her inner thighs, and the only question on her mind was, what does Maxwell plan to do about it?

As he led her into his penthouse, she stared in amazement at the opulence of his home. A study in dichotomy, the modern furniture was all black, while the tile floors and tall walls were all white. Chiaroscuro charcoal drawings instilled a cohesion between light and dark: as Leah noted, they all belonged to the same series, and all depicted bound women. Some were chained in a dungeon, eyes raised in supplication; others appeared tied in rope, presented without any sort background. Leah imagined they were suspended in negative space, lost in a prison of their own desire.

“Like the decor?” asked Maxwell.

“Yes, master. Did you do these yourself?”

The billionaire offered a quick but loud laugh. “No, no. I commissioned them. I’ve tried my hand at drawing and painting, but never found I had the knack.”

Leah nodded. “Are these portraits of real people?” she asked.

“Does a piece of art ever truly show a real person?” Maxwell replied.

“I suppose not,” she replied, nonplussed by his cryptic response. Maybe he doesn’t want to say, she thought. Perhaps they were based on his past slaves, or women he wished could have been his; or, conversely, the artist could have made them up entirely. Leah didn’t know, but the mystery planted itself in her mind. Give it time, she told herself. If he wants to talk about them, he will.

Once they reached the kitchen, where stainless steel appliances glimmered in the hard, bright light, two men and a woman entered the area. Leah wasn’t surprised to find they were all fantastically attractive individuals. The woman boasted a slim figure and a generous bust; she wore an elegant but severe expression, as well as a French maid’s outfit. Both men were tall and broad, with pecs and biceps that looked hard as petrified wood. The first man had thick, blonde hair buzzed short, making Leah think he was ex-military. The other kept his reddish locks long and shaggy. All three demonstrated an impressive capacity for self-control — especially the men — as they kept their eyes trained on Maxwell, rather than the beautiful, nude woman at his side.

“Leah, this is Clara Locke. Like Finn, she serves many roles here. Primarily she is my housekeeper and stylist.”

Leah noted the emphasis Maxwell put on the word “serves.” Is she a slave as well?

“These two are Wesley Armstrong and Erik Cole. As Finn cannot be here twenty-four hours a day, Wesley and Erik work when he is not available. All three of them have the same rights to punish you in my place, though these two gentlemen prefer to defer to Finn or myself.”

“Hi,” Leah said to them. She felt sheepish knowing that they too belonged to Maxwell’s inner circle. With this many people aware of his predilections, Leah could hardly believe they could be kept a secret from the world. A lot of money buys a lot of silence, she thought.

The three bowed their heads politely but did not address Leah directly, as she expected. “OK,” said Maxwell. “You’re dismissed for now. I’ll give my pet the rest of the tour.” Without a word, they turned and left.

“Will you be looking for a midnight snack tonight?” asked Finn.

Maxwell paused for a moment to think. “I do expect to work up an appetite,” he said, smirking as he gave Leah’s ass a hard slap. She yelped and lurched forward, but only a few inches, as her arm was still clasped in Maxwell’s other hand. “But I may be too tired, so don’t worry about it. I can have the fresh fruit in the fridge. You should go get some rest.”

“Sure thing. Goodnight, Mr. Frost.” The man bowed, then slipped away so smoothly he almost seemed to glide.

“Night, Finn,” Maxwell called after him. “Come on,” he said, guiding her forward. He led her through the other rooms of his penthouse, giving her a brief glimpse before moving on. His office looked fit for an executive like him, full of state-of-the-art electronics and executive-style furnishings. His mini-gym was fully stocked with aerobic and weight-training equipment, and the entertainment center boasted a theater-quality projection system.

“I’m not going to say you’re never going to see these rooms,” said Maxwell. “But let’s go see where you’ll be spending most of your time: the dungeon.”

He brought her to a stairwell in the center of the floor, which they walked down. She went to open the door at the bottom but found it had no knob to turn. Instead, a panel slid away to reveal a keypad. Maxwell put his hand over her eyes and typed in the code, which activated the door. Leah trembled, taken by how seriously her owner took his secrecy, but also loving the idea that she’d be kept inside an electronically locked chamber. She almost felt like a princess being kept in a tower, even if it was technically the tower’s dungeon. However, unlike most people being taken to a dungeon, Leah couldn’t wait to see what was inside.

—

The room they entered next was not very large: it was no bigger than Leah’s bedroom back at the apartment she shared with her best friend. However, it did have more floorspace: instead of a nice, large bed, Leah found herself staring at a cage.

“Do you like curling up into a ball when you sleep?” asked Maxwell.

“Yes, master,” Leah replied.

“Good, then you won’t have any trouble adapting. Get in.”

The cage was set up in the far corner of the room, though it was not placed flush against the wall. Leah crouched down at the knees, which brushed against the fuzzy, gold carpeting, then climbed through the cage’s relatively small, square opening. Though only a few feet tall and long, the cage was large enough for her to fit inside if she curled up, as Maxwell had asked. Despite their thinness, the cage’s bars seemed quite strong, forming an unbreakable grid of inch-wide squares. She could stick a finger out, but nothing more. The bottom of the cage was covered in gym mat-style padding and a small, thin blanket. At the far end she found a pillow; though circular and narrow, the red cushion was thick and springy.

I’ve had worse accommodations, she thought, remembering her spartan cell at BonDouleurs Manor.

When Maxwell pushed the cage door shut, the lock clicked softly, but Leah still flinched. This is it, she thought. This is where and how you’ll be spending your nights, and probably several hours in between. The notion scared her, but the arousal she felt was palpable. She desperately wanted to reach between her legs and start exploring her sodden chasm but didn’t dare without Maxwell’s command. Patience. She doubted he would leave her like this for the night right then and there; not on her first night as an owned slave.

“Look to your right,” he instructed. Leah did, and noticed that a small intercom panel on the wall was positioned perfectly so that she could reach it from inside the cage. “You can adjust the temperature in the room if it’s too hot or cold in here. You can also press the com to call for aid if you need it. One of the men on duty will answer, any time of day. However, this is not to be misused. You can’t call them because you’re lonely and want somebody to talk to. Infractions will be punished. Do you understand?”

“Yes, master.”

“Good,” he said. “Take a second to test out the controls.”

While Leah adjusted the thermostat and placed a call on the com, Maxwell took a seat in a black, leather recliner that faced the cage from the other side of the room. A pair of floor-to-ceiling storage cabinets flanked the large chair, looming over it. Leah could only imagine what was inside of them. Toys, probably, she thought, not wanting to consider the more devious possibilities.

“Master?”

“Yes, Leah?”

“What if I want a few things for my room. Like, my phone, or a TV?”

“The items you brought to the manor are being shipped here now, including your phone. You can have it soon, but not right away. And you can only use it while not otherwise busy serving me.”

“Understood, master. Thank you.”

“As for other amenities, those you will earn later. A TV is reasonable, though it will come with certain restrictions. We can discuss that more later.” He unzipped his pants and pulled out his thick, hard cock. “For now, show me how much you like your new home.”

He re-opened the cage and bid for her to stick her head out. She had to stand on her hands and knees to get in the correct position, as Maxwell sat flat on the floor. He spread his legs surprisingly wide for a man his age, pulling himself close to the cage so Leah wouldn’t have to get out to reach his shaft.

She opened her mouth and took him deep into her throat. She sealed her lips and sucked hard, causing her master to groan in bliss. She worked her head up and down as best she could, careful not to hit her neck on the bars of her cage. She rolled her tongue around Maxwell’s tip and tasted the drop of his seed that emerged. She hummed, savoring its salty flavor, a sound that made Maxwell grow even harder. He leaned back and rested his hands against the floor, letting his head hang low as he shut his eyes.

Leah worked relentlessly, wanting to please her master as much as possible on her first night as his slave. She’d trained in oral technique for months at the manor, and knew her craft. She raised one hand and slipped her digits through the bars of her cage so she could pull herself up by it. She let his cock out of her mouth for a moment and stroked it with her other hand, leaving her mouth free to suckle on his balls. He responded as she expected, with spasms of pleasure jolting his body. When she took his cock back into her mouth, he groaned again, then shot his seed. Leah eagerly swallowed it and continued licking until she’d cleaned off every last drop.

The satisfaction Leah felt when her master complimented her work warmed her like nothing she had ever experienced. This was the life she had wanted, and she was already off to a great start. Maxwell patted her head and kissed her cheek. “The way you held yourself up using the cage was inventive and not easy. Get out here so I can reward you properly.”

Leah didn’t need to be asked twice. She crawled out and stood up for her master. He stepped to the cabinet left of his chair and opened the main compartment. He signaled for her to come have a look, swinging the door wide. To her surprise, only a handful of items could be found on the various shelves and racks. She spotted a single black flogger; a long, white magic wand massager; one medium-sized, black ball gag; a set of handcuffs; a bottle of lube; a wide, black buttplug; and a couple bundles of rope.

“Master? Is there supposed to be more in here?”

“There will be,” he replied. “We just haven’t bought any of it yet. I have more stashed away, but I wanted your collection to be more personal. Tomorrow we’ll shop, and by the end of the day we’ll have plenty to play with. And of course we’ll continue to accumulate more toys as time goes on, especially if our friend Harry keeps inventing things.”

Leah grinned, thinking of Harry, her best friend’s new husband, and how if it wasn’t for Rebecca and him, she wouldn’t be here right now. Considering the astounding quantities of pain and pleasure Harry’s inventions could cause, Leah was happy to honor Harry by using the inventions as often as Maxwell wished.

“Yes, tomorrow’s going to be a fun, busy day for you. But let’s worry about that later.” Maxwell took the bundles of rope and the magic wand off the shelf, then sat down in his recliner. He took Leah’s hand and pulled her in front of him.

“Hold this,” he said, placing the magic wand between her thighs. Excited, Leah squeezed her legs shut around the vibrator, eager for her master to turn it on. Before he did, however, he used the ropes to create a harness around her waist and upper thighs, crisscrossing each other and encircling each limb until the wand had been thoroughly secured against her clit.

Leah’s jaw hung open in barely contained desire as she watched her master tie the ropes. Every fresh cord tightening against her skin sent sparks of pleasure spiraling through her body. She felt primed to explode, and all she needed was for Maxwell to flick one little switch.

“Get the gag and the lube,” he commanded when he finished tying the wand in place.

Moving gingerly, she pivoted on her feet and shifted back and forth, doing as her master asked, enjoying following his orders, as well as the challenge of walking in such a state. When she had the items, Maxwell held out his hand so she could give them to him. Then he spread his arms and legs, inviting Leah to sit down in his lap. The extra large recliner was more than big enough for the both of them and, with a little effort, Leah moved herself into position. Maxwell lifted his cock, which had already regained its stiffness, and let it rest against her back. She giggled as it tickled her, but the laughter quickly turned to elated screams as Maxwell activated the wand.

The billionaire listened to his slave holler as she bucked and writhed. Nearly breathless, she pleaded, “May I come?”

“You may,” he said as he stuffed the ball gag into her gaping mouth. She moaned as he buckled the gag’s strap wickedly tight, her arousal further inflamed by her filled mouth. Maxwell massaged her breasts with his hands as she convulsed, lost in the euphoria of her first orgasm as an owned pet.

When she reached her peak, Maxwell shut off the vibrator, limiting Leah to just the one orgasm. She groaned, unable to mask her mild disappointment.

“Oh, don’t you whine,” Maxwell said. “We’re just getting started.”

Leah smiled at his reassurance. Maxwell used another bundle of rope to bind Leah’s hands behind her back. He secured her arms in a box tie, raising and bending each limb so that her hands hung uselessly at her sides. Leah struggled against the ropes, testing out their integrity; as expected, they were inescapable.

Maxwell then picked up the lube and popped the cap. He squirted the fluid into his hand and stroked his cock until it was fully coated. Squeezing the tube a little more, he applied lube to Leah’s backside, spreading it between her cheeks. She gasped as he poked a finger inside her tight, rear opening, getting the lube inside. Once he finished, he lifted Leah up by her thighs and settled his cock against her dark entrance. Displaying his raw strength, he lowered and lifted her slowly, allowing his shaft to drive inside gradually. Leah squealed in pain as his massive cock dug its way in, but sighed when Maxwell turned the vibrator back on.

Maxwell used his slave like she was just a tight hole for his enjoyment, propelling her up and dropping her down onto his rod, and doing it quickly. Leah could hardly believe she was being used in such a manner, but found it incredibly hot: she yearned to be treated like a toy, to be used unceremoniously by her master. The pain in her orifice merged with the bliss streaming from her clit, which felt the vibrations change in intensity as Maxwell moved her up and down.

Nearly at his climax, Leah’s master suddenly shot to his feet, taking his pet with him. Her chest clutched in his arms, she didn’t fall, but from the standing position Maxwell was able to begin driving his cock into her with all his stamina and strength. Both master and slave howled in ecstasy as they came together. Leah felt his hot load spurt out inside her, and Maxwell felt her shudder as she continued to come. To her delight, he plunged his fingers into her pussy, keeping orgasm alive until all of her energy was expended. When she finished, Maxwell shut off the vibrator once more and set Leah down on the recliner.

Maxwell watched her breasts heave as she breathed deeply. Leah stared back at him, the back of her lips curled up around her gag in an unmistakable smile. In that moment she knew: If this is what it’s like to be owned by Maxwell Frost, then I will be his for as long as he wants me.

—

Leah purred when woke, happy to find her arms still bound behind her back. Maxwell had removed her gag and untied the vibrator and her legs before putting her in her cage for the night. She had been concerned about being able to sleep on her first night as an owned slave, but between the manor’s Expo and her first night activities, Maxwell exhausted her completely.

Despite her bindings, Leah woke feeling comfortable and rested. She felt as though she’d slept for far longer than normal. Opening her eyes, she noticed Maxwell was sitting in the recliner, reading from a tablet device. Instead of the tuxedo he wore the night before, he was dressed in a more casual, gray business suit with a white, button-down shirt and a turquoise and silver, diagonally striped tie.

“Good morning, master.”

Maxwell looked up with a smile and set the tablet down. “Good morning, Leah. You slept well, I see.”

“Yes, sir, very much.”

“I’m glad to hear it. We have a busy day ahead.” Maxwell stepped over and opened the door to her cage. From his pocket he pulled out a retractable blade, then he reached inside and began cutting Leah’s ropes. However, as soon as her arms and hands were free, he shut the door to the cage again, leaving her inside.

“Use the intercom to call Finn. From now on, you will do this as soon as you wake up in the morning,” he instructed.

“Yes, master.” Leah pressed the call button. At first nothing happened, but after a moment she heard a soft series of descending tones.

“That means your call has been acknowledged, and you’ll be seen to right away. If I’m in the mood, I’ll take you through your morning routine. Otherwise, Finn, or whoever is on duty, will do it. It’s past noon right now, but we’ll ignore that for today.”

“Yes, master.”

Maxwell sat back down in his recliner and watched as Leah stretched her arms as much as she could from inside her cage. When she was done, she settled back in, staring at her master expectantly. They both grinned, unable to help themselves. I never imagined this could be so perfect, Leah thought.

It took less than a minute for Finn to arrive. He carried a large, metal platter covered in a flawlessly reflective dome. He removed it to reveal a platter of scrambled eggs, cubes of melon and a glass of milk, then set the platter down on top of the cage. Maxwell came over to let Leah out, but before he did he retrieved a set handcuffs from his jacket pocket. Once Leah stepped out of the cage, she presented her hands for the cuffs.

“Behind your back,” Maxwell corrected.

“But master, how am I supposed to eat like that?”

“Pets don’t eat. Pets are fed.”

Leah felt the blood rush to her cheeks and bowed her head. “Yes, master,” she muttered, trying to hide the joy from her face. She turned around so Maxwell could cuff her, then knelt down on the floor.

Finn turned and left as Maxwell picked up the plate of eggs and fed them to Leah, spoonful by spoonful. Though her fluids ran, Leah couldn’t help feeling slightly frustrated: she’d developed a strong appetite, and Maxwell was feeding her at a maddeningly slow pace. Patience, she reminded herself, and dutifully ate as slowly as her master desired.

“Now, are you ready to see something very nice?” he asked when they finished.

“Yes, sir.”

He helped her to her feet, then retrieved a key from his pocket and unlocked her cuffs. “Do you like handcuffs?” he asked.

“Yes, master.”

“I like them too, but I prefer rope.” He took out a fresh bundle from the cabinet next to her cage and began tying her wrists again. “Do you have a preference?”

“Rope, sir.”

“What about chains?”

“I like them, sir.”

“Tape?”

“I like tape too, sir.”

“Do you have a favorite?”

“Rope, sir, if I’m being moved around. I love being dragged around on a rope leash. If I’m going to be confined and stationary, rope is fine, but chains and shackles are better.”

“Interesting. Rope is my favorite too, but I like just about everything, as you’ll soon see.”

He turned his slave around and brought her lips to his. Leah drank in his scent, a crisp, almost sporty cologne, and tasted citrus juice on his breath. She wasn’t sure if her owner would want to kiss, which seemed to her to convey a greater sense of affection than she assumed she would receive. Being degraded and objectified aroused her in a way nothing else could, but now, in Maxwell’s warm embrace, she couldn’t deny how powerfully she wanted him. Being treated like a pet, but also loved, was hardly impossible: Rebecca had that sort of relationship with Harry.

Leah had spent such a long time looking for an owner, she forgot about looking for love. Her last relationship ended badly, and since then she hadn’t wanted anything normal. Now she wasn’t so sure. As Maxwell’s tongue danced with her’s, she felt a stirring that had been absent for a long, long time.

“Now, I promised to show you something nice,” he said when he finally broke away. He led Leah not to the door where they came in, but across the room to another door. He tapped the electric panel to open it, causing a bright glow to come through. Leah flinch from the sudden luminescence, but when her eyes adjusted she realized it was merely daylight. She stepped forward without thinking, awed by the vista before her: the floor they were on had no exterior walls: only floor-to-ceiling windows. The entire city seemed to be spread out around her. When she’d stared out enough, she looked around the room to see one area after another set up with various pieces of bondage equipment: a variety of stockades, a series of wooden horses, several St. Andrew’s Crosses, dozens of cages and scores of devices she didn’t recognize. The pieces were designed to make her stand, crawl, walk, sit and lie, all while suffering. It would take weeks to try them all.

Eventually Maxwell slipped his arm between Leah’s and led her through the dungeon. “Like what you see?”

“Yes, master,” she replied.

“Thought you might.” He proceeded quickly, not giving her much time to really study the collection. When he stopped, Leah found the floor had changed from hardwood to gray tile and dipped softly by a few inches. At the center of the dip, a grate covered a drain. Above her a series of shower heads extended from the ceiling.

“This is your bathroom,” said Maxwell. “Somebody will bring you here for a shower every day. You ready?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Start shower,” Maxwell said. The voice command activated the water, which sprayed softly at first, and then with more intensity. To Leah’s delight, the water that came out wasn’t cold at all. She turned around beneath the sprays, letting the water reach every part of her body. Her master undressed and joined her. “Soap,” he said, holding his hand over the drain; a small drop of something blue fell into his open hand. He lathered up her skin, taking his time to coat her entire body. She closed her eyes and moaned as he reached between her legs, making sure to clean her there very thoroughly.

“Shampoo,” he said next. A small squirt came out of the same tiny opening in the ceiling, and it landed right in Leah’s hair.

“That’s really cool,” she said.

Maxwell just smiled as he lathered her hair with the cherry-scented shampoo.

“Master, will I always be showering bound? Will the others be cleaning me?”

“No, and yes. The others will want you to clean yourself, I’m sure, and Finn will have your voice codes recorded sometime soon. However, I expect there will be occasions where I’ll want you to be bound in the morning and somebody will have to clean you. Maybe I’ll be punishing you for some reason, or I’ll have some new restraint I want to try out on you. We’ll see.”

“Yes, sir.” The arrangement sounded good to Leah. She loved the idea of showering in front of an open window. Though it was unlikely, anybody with a telescope could be spying her through the glass. Her exhibitionist side enjoyed the possibility, and fantasized about being watched by the entire city. Maxwell was probably thinking the same; she spied his cock growing as his body moved with her’s under the jets of water. When he finished with her hair, Maxwell slapped Leah’s backside a few times. Leah gasped and sighed, enjoying the sound of wet slaps.

“Start dry,” he said. The water immediately cut off, replaced by high-pressure air streams. Maxwell spun his slave around, exposing her to the air from all directions until they were both dry. Leah felt for sure her hair must look ridiculous, being blown about, but Maxwell didn’t seem to mind.

“And don’t worry, I have some very nice bathtubs too. Just because you’re here to be bound and punished, that doesn’t mean you can’t be pampered once in a while.”

“I agree, master, thank you.”

Together they walked back to Leah’s room, where Maxwell picked up another bundle of rope. He tied it around her upper arms, making her bondage somewhat stringent. He then looped a cord around her waist, then ran the rope back through the front of the ring it formed. He brought this rope down through her legs and up between her folds; Leah groaned as she felt it dig into her tender flesh. Maxwell pulled the rope into her cheeks and then back through the loop around her waist; when he made it nice and tight, he knotted the remaining rope around Leah’s hands, ensuring that if she moved them, she’d feel it in her most sensitive spot.

“Ready to go shopping?” he asked when he was done.

“Sir?” she said, looking down at her naked body.

“Oh, I don’t think anyone will mind.” He grabbed the flogger from the cabinet and gave her ass a few lashes, aiming carefully so as not to clip her hands. “Up,” he said, opening the door to the stairs.

Watching her feet, Leah ascended one step at a time. Her months of training at the manor included walking through a variety of environments while bound in dozens of ways, from a lone pair of handcuffs to metal shackles that hobbled her every inch of the way. She could handle stairs and maintain her balance with ease in her current condition. And I could do it just as easily in heels, she thought.

From the top of the stairs, Maxwell guided them through the penthouse and back to the elevator, which they rode down dozens of stories. Leah remembered she only had explored a small fraction of the building. She wondered what else it held. Was FrostGen, Maxwell’s company, headquartered here? If so, did his staff have any idea about what went on upstairs? Had any of his attractive secretaries taken the full tour?

They exited the elevator into a fairly plain looking corridor; fluorescent lighting reflected off the black, linoleum floor that extended across the entire length of the building. A handful of doors were spaced evenly apart, and the only noise was the hum of the air vents.

Before she had a chance to wonder if a door would open and some unsuspecting office worker would spill coffee all over himself, Maxwell directed her to the first room on their right and took her inside.

“Welcome,” said a woman dressed in a black, full-body, latex catsuit. She wore her dark locks in an asymmetrical bob, with streaks of pink highlights. Her lips, eyebrows and septum were all pierced, but Leah imagined the woman’s body’s jewelry wasn’t limited to her face.

“Hi,” said Leah. She looked around the room, which held an extensive collection of restraints and sex toys arrayed on a series of tables. The setup reminded Leah of a vendor at some kind of conference.

“Leah Gold, this is Ariadne X. Ariadne, this is my new slave, Leah.”

“A pleasure,” said Ariadne.

“The pleasure is mine, mistress,” replied Leah. “Is this your store?”

“Ooh, she knew how to address me. Very nice. And no, dear, this is just my stock. I have a storefront downtown, but Mr. Frost likes to have me bring my best merchandise to him.”

Maxwell shrugged. “I prefer a curated selection. So sue me. Besides, I’m inclined to save us a lot of time and just buy all of it.”

Ariadne looked almost hurt. “That would be fine if it pleases you, Maxwell, but I’d be happy to assist in demonstrating my wares.”

“I like the way you think. Do it. Show us everything we absolutely have to buy.”

The woman smiled at him, then approached Leah. She pinched Leah’s nipple with her gloved fingers, squeezing steadily harder until Leah began to squeal. Despite the pain, she didn’t try to twist away from Ariadne.

“This one has a considerable pain threshold. Is she from the manor?”

“Of course,” Maxwell replied. “In fact, she was a pretty big deal there. She’s quite the catch.”

“Thank you, master.”

“In fact,” he continued, “This one here knows Harry. She was the maid of honor at his wedding.”

“No shit,” Ariadne muttered as she picked out a pair of nipple clamps; connected by an exquisite gold chain, Leah knew Maxwell would want them. “I’d love to meet the great inventor some day. I absolutely love his toys.”

Leah moaned as each clamp grasped her tightly. She said, “I’ll put in a good word.”

“Thanks. What do you think, Mr. Frost?”

“I’ll take them. Is that part of a matching set?”

“It is. Spread your legs, Leah.”

She complied, and Ariadne crouched to examine Leah’s drenched pussy. “That’s a nice, tight crotch rope. Do you like how that feels?” Ariadne asked, giving the rope a little tug.

“Yes, mistress.”

“Think you might enjoy a little more pain from down there?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“She’s a serious pain slut, Ariadne, and she likes to be challenged. Isn’t that right, slave?”

Leah blushed, but nodded. “Yes, master.”

“Very good,” said Ariadne. She surveyed her collection, then picked out clover clamps from the same set as the nipple clamps. She attached them to Leah’s lower lips, eliciting a long, sustained whine. Leah shook from the pain, but didn’t move from her stance.

“Oh yes,” said her master. “Give me the whole set.”

“Very good. Tell me, Maxwell, how’s your aim with a crop?” she asked, holding one up. She swung the long, black toy through the air, narrowly missing Leah’s breast.

“It’s excellent. May I?”

Ariadne handed him the crop and stepped back. Maxwell swung it a few times, getting a feel for its weight and length, then began targeting her breasts. Leah shut her eyes and grunted as the crop made contact with her skin. Her master’s aim was indeed impeccable: he struck her breasts quickly and alternated between them without missing, and he avoided the clamps on her nipples, not wanting to dislodge them. By the time he finished, Leah’s chest felt thoroughly scorched. She inhaled deeply, which drew further attention to her tormented breasts.

“Yeah, I’ll take this too,” said Maxwell. “Do you have it in a few other lengths?”

“I do.”

“And a few different colors?”

“Just black and red.”

Maxwell nodded. “Ahh well. Black and red are fine. What about floggers? I think my pet’s backside needs some attention.”

Ariadne spun Leah around and took a look at his pet’s posterior. “I’m sure it gets plenty, looking like that.”

Leah blushed again, but grinned. “Yes, mistress, it does.”

“Oh?” purred Ariadne. “Mr. Frost’s new slave think she’s got a nice ass, doesn’t she?”

“Yes, mistress,” Leah replied. She thought to herself, You’ve done it now. Her need for harsh discipline had won out over her need to obey.

Ariadne picked out a black flogger with a textured grip and short, suede lashes. She wasted no time in spanking Leah’s cheeks. The swings didn’t hurt much individually, but the lightweight flogger allowed the woman to dish the punishment out faster than Leah could process it. After a few moments, she cried out from the torment, which Ariadne took as the signal to hand over the flogger to Maxwell.

Leah began to squirm under her master’s barrage, and in doing so fouled up his aim; she quickly forced herself to hold still after her bound hands tasted the flogger’s tendrils.

“Good girl,” Maxwell reassured her as she sniffed and blinked a single tear out of her eye. Leah felt her juices flowing past the cord still digging into her folds, which rubbed against her clit every time she flinched from the flogging. She moaned and yelped, back and forth as her cheeks grew sore and red. Trying to embrace the pain, she let her mind wander. and thought about whether there was a meeting next door that could hear the slapping of skin on skin, and what they thought might be going on.

When Maxwell finished the flogging, he tossed the toy back to Ariadne. “Definitely. Give me all of those you’ve got.” He took Leah in his arms and played with the clamps on her breasts and pussy, lightly tugging on them, causing her to squeal and whine as though he was the conductor of a sadistic symphony.

“You poor thing,” he said, holding her chin in his hand so she had to look up at him. She donned her most imploring expression, twisting at the waist. “I think she wants to see our selection of vibrators.”

“I was going to save that for last,” said Ariadne. “Unless you think she’s earned it already.”

“No, your instincts were spot on. You know what Leah really hates?”

“What’s that?”

“Denial.” Maxwell flashed a devilish smile. “Isn’t that right, Leah?”

“Yes, master.”

“Oh wow,” Ariadne giggled. “You’re going to have a lot of fun with this one then, aren’t you?”

“Without a doubt. Now, let’s see your collars. Every slave needs a proper collar.”

“What do you have in mind? Something small and lightweight she can wear all the time, or something tall and heavy she can wear all the time?”

Maxwell chuckled. “Let’s see a few of both. I want her to have good posture, but I’d like some options that will allow for more subtlety.”

“Of course. Right this way.” Ariadne beckoned for her shoppers to follow her, so Maxwell hooked a finger underneath the rope running between Leah’s legs and pulled her along. She moaned and immediately moved her feet to keep up. The group passed by several tables full of dildos, gags and more that Leah expected to see more of later.

Collars of all shapes and sizes awaited them at the end of the room. Some had belts with adjustable straps, while others looked custom-fitted. Leah assumed BonDouleurs Manor would have passed on her measurements to Maxwell, who easily could have forwarded them to Ariadne; Leah bet that any collar she tried on would fit her snugly.

“What do you think of this?” asked Ariadne, who held up a thick wolf collar; protruding from the leather band were three-inch long metal spikes that looked sharp enough to puncture the skin.

“I’ll take it,” said Maxwell, “But not for her to wear on a regular basis. That would be a nice collar if she was on display and couldn’t move at all.”

Leah’s cheeks burned again, mostly at how casually her master spoke of her as if she wasn’t there in the room, but also from the idea of being on display. She’d gone through that on several occasions — the manor’s Expos in particular — and regarded the experience with a mixture of desire and dread. Part of her enjoyed being exhibited and seen in a state of sexual submission. However, she inevitably would grow tired of waiting around in a cage or against a wall or in whatever way they chose to present her. She could only handle so much anticipation before she needed release.

Ariadne picked out another collar, this one with an intimidatingly tall neck band. “If you want something for posture, this is it.”

“Put it on her, let’s see.”

With unmasked enthusiasm, the woman fixed the impossibly tall collar around Leah’s neck, forcing her to keep her chin raised high.

“What do you think, Leah?” Maxwell asked.

“It’s very uncomfortable, master, but I will wear it if you wish me to.”

He nodded. “From time to time, yes. But for your daily usage, I think something else.”

“How about this?” asked Ariadne. She held up a collar made of brown leather; hanging from its band were a series of gold rings and studs. “Made by a hobbyist who really enjoys the work. Comfortable to wear, but very strong and practical.”

Maxwell took the collar and examined it, then fitted it around Leah’s neck. She shut her eyes and sighed as he buckled it, pulling it tight enough to be felt but not to choke her. She shivered in excitement, thinking that she could be wearing it all the time. Leah had kept her jealousy to herself when her friend Rebecca received a gorgeous, one-of-a-kind collar from Harry, but she envied having such a beautiful symbol of commitment and subservience.

“I love it, master,” she said.

“Yes, it’s excellent. Throw it in, Ariadne. And get something thin and black too, something she could wear with a dress.”

“Of course. What would you like to see next?”

Maxwell put his hands on Leah’s shoulders and kissed the top of her head. “This one has behaved herself very well. I think a little reward is in order now, rather than later. I’d like for her to have something very stimulating, but that can be worn under her clothing.”

Ariadne looked Leah up and down. “You’re going to clothe her?”

Maxwell smirked. “Sometimes. If I don’t see her clothed from time to time, it takes the fun out of seeing her naked. Don’t you think?”

“I suppose,” Ariadne replied, rolling her eyes.

“What about you?” Maxwell asked his slave when she didn’t answer right away. He gave her ass a smack, causing her to gasp.

“Yes, master,” she said quickly. Her attention had strayed, thinking about clothing, and how strange it would be to only wear it when ordered.

Ariadne paced around her collection, then returned with what looked like black, latex panties. Leah’s eyes widened when she saw that attached to the crotch was a long, rubber dildo.

Maxwell quickly untied the rope splitting her folds, and detached the clamps on her lower lips. Leah shrieked as the latter was removed, but sighed in relief as the torment coming from her pussy abated. Her master then helped slip her feet into the panties and slowly pulled them up. Leah watched lustfully as the rubber phallus approached her wetness; when it penetrated, it slid in smoothly despite its significant girth.

Leah moaned as her master probed his fingers around inside the tight garment. It clung to her like a second skin, and she could only imagine how it would feel to wear it for hours and hours, as Maxwell no doubt planned.

Her master felt underneath the panties, locating the base of the dildo. As he expected, there was a small switch, which he turned on. As the vibrations sent waves of pleasure into her core, Maxwell played with the chain connecting her nipple clamps, adding the spice of pain to her sea of sensations.

“And you have one like this?” he asked Ariadne.

She giggled and unzipped the front of her catsuit. “I’m wearing it right now,” she said. Her clothes separated past her navel to reveal she indeed was wearing a similar pair of black, latex panties.

Leah shuddered and moaned, as Ariadne’s confession made her unbearably hot. She would love to walk around the penthouse like that all day long. The dildo didn’t even have to be on.

Maxwell laughed loudly. “I’ll take it. Do you have another in red?”

“Of course.”

“And white?”

“I can order one.”

“Excellent. And do you have any that include a buttplug as well?”

“I have one in black.”

“Sold.”

Leah panted and groaned listening to their exchange. It was too much for her to bear without release. “May I come?” Leah begged.

“Since this is your reward, you may.”

“Thank you… master,” she panted, then let go. The orgasm that had been building surged through her body, filling her with euphoria. The shaft inside her crevice shook powerfully, and the pain in her breasts and arms culminated in a powerful release. Maxwell held her close and spanked her ass through her panties as she heaved and screamed. When her orgasm reached its crescendo, Maxwell turned off the vibrator and pulled Leah against his body before her knees could give out. She shut her eyes for a moment and just let herself be held.

—

“That must be a pretty powerful vibrator,” Maxwell commented. Leah breathed in deeply, regaining her composure.

“It is,” said Ariadne as she zipped up her catsuit. “And if you like, it can be controlled remotely using an app.”

“Really? Is this one of Harry’s?”

Ariadne shook her head. “No, as far as I know Harry hasn’t ventured into making garments. But you should ask him.”

“I will. Now, what’s next?”

“Gags. I have literally hundreds, so picking out a few dozen of my favorites was not easy. Come, have a look.”

Maxwell led Leah along; she was just as eager as he to see the gags. Although she loved a proper ball gag as much as anyone else, she craved a little variety.

Ariadne’s stock didn’t disappoint: her collection included bit gags attached to harnesses; ring gags that would keep Leah’s mouth wide open for use; inflatable gags that would fill her until her jaw couldn’t be physically spread any further; gags with a heavy panel that would cover half her face; and cock-shaped gags that would give her something to suck on for as long as she wished. Of course, she also had ball gags: they came in a spectrum of solid colors, a variety of blended designs and even a few that were transparent.

“What do you think, Leah?”

“Can you buy all of them, master?”

He leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. “I intend to, but I meant, what should I gag you with right now?”

Leah looked back and forth, trying to decide what she wanted: something big to fill her mouth completely, or something that would leave her some ability to speak? 

“I suggest this,” said Ariadne. In her hands was a black, leather hood. She held it open to show that it included a fairly thick phallus for the mouthpiece. “A nice, big cock in her mouth, and a little sensory deprivation to boot.”

Maxwell stared at the hood. “I don’t know. I’ve always been more or less ambivalent toward hoods. I like being able to see my slaves’ pretty faces.”

“Understandable,” said Ariadne. “But you can see her face all the time. Isn’t it more fun to have it covered from time to time?”

“I see what you did there,” Maxwell said, grinning. “You make a good point. Show me how this one goes on.”

“With pleasure.” Ariadne pressed a finger to Leah’s lips. She complied, opening her mouth so the thick gag could fill it. Ariadne then applied hood, encasing Leah’s head tighter and tighter as the laces in back were tied. Soon Leah could hear nothing the others were saying, and she couldn’t see anything at all. She squirmed and turned her head back and forth, getting accustomed to the hood and gag.

Wearing it, Leah felt totally alone. Her world had been limited to the sound of her own panting, the throbbing in her still-clamped nipples and the presence of the dildo in her pussy. She creamed herself realizing that Maxwell could turn the vibrator on at any moment. He didn’t even have to touch her: he could use the app Ariadne had mentioned, and Leah would have no way to know it was about to happen.

During her training at the manor, Leah had been hooded only a couple of times. Being extremely susceptible to the effects of deprivation, be it sexual or sensory, Leah had not been extensively trained in hoods; she received the barest introduction, as her masters realized preserving her relative inexperience would provide her future owner with far more enjoyment.

They were absolutely right, Leah thought. She gasped as she felt Maxwell’s hands running up and down her body, feeling her every which way. She moaned as her master felt the base of the dildo inside her and swirled it around. He then put his fingers inside the waistband of her panties and pulled them down just enough to expose her flesh to the air; the shaft of the toy he left inside her.

Unsure of what Maxwell intended, Leah squeezed her thighs together, trying to relieve some of the extraordinary hunger for stimulation. Her reward was a smack on the bottom.

“Open,” Maxwell said. Leah heard it so muffled she may as well have been underwater. She complied, and then flinched as she felt a cold fluid dripping in between her cheeks. I guess I know what was next on his shopping list, she thought, trying to relax herself for what she knew was about to come.

Sure enough, she soon felt Maxwell’s finger inside her tight, back entrance, pushing some of the lube inside. She maintained her steady breathing, but winced and whined as a plug began pressing against her tender bud. Her master worked the toy in slowly and gradually, going deeper and deeper until it slipped inside her completely. Screaming inside her hood, she wondered if Maxwell and Ariadne could hear her. The plug felt massive, and she could feel it pressed against the dildo in her pussy from within.

Having all of her holes stuffed, Leah utterly used, degraded and helpless. Is he going to leave me like this? she wondered. Maxwell had told her how much he loves the idea of binding or tormenting her and leaving her to suffer, how he liked to think of her being alone and unseen somewhere, silently experiencing whatever cruelty he’d devised on that particular day. The more she thought about it, the more she knew, this was what her master was going to do.

Once the plug was in, Maxwell twisted it around inside her, eliciting fresh groans and squirming, then he pulled up Leah’s latex panties, ensuring the plug couldn’t accidentally fall out.

It seemed to take a few minutes before she felt anything new, though Leah couldn’t possibly tell how much time was really going by. Then Maxwell’s strong hands closed around her knees and pressed them together. Either he or Ariadne tied a rope around her legs above the knees, preventing her to parting them, which squeezed the plugs inside her body even tighter. More ropes were tied around her ankles, linking them together, but not right against each other: intended to hobble instead of bind, the ropes would allow her to take very short steps.

Leah gulped, recognizing that Maxwell intended to have her walk around. Doing so with all the plugs in her would create a panoply of sensations, but with the added challenge of walking while utterly blind. To walk, she would have to rely on her trust in her master, which was the point, of course: to be completely dependent on him, and to establish a complete trust in his protection. She couldn’t help being afraid of the challenge ahead, but she also knew she would come through it a better slave.

After a few minutes, Leah felt her master’s hands on her shoulders, and he turned her around. A few pats on the ass gave her the impression it was time to move, so she took her first tentative steps, cautious to keep her balance.

Just as the hood and darkness prevented her from properly telling time, her sense of distance was similarly affected. Every step meant something else: some seemed to propel her forward for miles, while others seemed to have been so slight she may as well have been standing still. With no clues as to where they were headed, all she could do was continue, receiving the occasional spanking and nudging as Maxwell guided her.

It wasn’t until she felt the floor lurch underneath her that she realized they had stepped into an elevator. Was it the one that brought them down from the penthouse? She had no idea, though she suspected it was. When it stopped, Maxwell tapped her shoulder, and they pressed forward. She felt certain they were back in the penthouse, as the cold floor tiles felt familiar against her bare feet.

After what seemed like a while, Maxwell abruptly grabbed Leah’s shoulders and stopped her. The next thing Leah felt was his arm around her waist, and then weightlessness, as she was lifted up off the ground. She whined into her gag and hood as the plugs inside her shifted. Then she understood why he’d picked her up: they were going down the stairs that led to her room, and she was in no condition to try walking down them. Fortunately, time sped up as Maxwell quickly descended, and soon Leah was back to standing on her own.

They continued on, and when Leah felt the warmth of sunlight on her skin, she knew they’d reached the dungeon proper, the outer ring of the building. Once again she felt herself being lifted, only this time when Maxwell put her down, it was on her stomach, and she felt as if she were several feet off the ground, lying atop a smooth surface. A table, or a bench? Or something else? she wondered, but couldn’t tell. The next thing she felt was her feet being tied together properly, then lifted until her knees bent.

Maxwell added more and more rope until Leah was left in a full hogtie, unable to escape. She felt her master’s hands caressing the contours of her body, tracing its gentle curves up and down. He lifted up her chest and removed the nipple clamps, causing a brief surge of searing pain. She squealed, but then felt Maxwell’s warm breath against the back of her neck. “Enjoy,” he said. “I’ll be back later.”

She tensed briefly, then screamed as the vibrator in her pussy activated. She could only assume she had permission to come as desired — she certainly wasn’t in any position to ask. As the euphoria built throughout her body, Leah increased her own arousal by imagining that Maxwell was only playing with her mind by saying he’d be back, that in reality he was standing right in front of her, watching her writhe and spasm as unstoppable waves of bliss blew out her synapses. She wasn’t sure which possibility she liked better: that he was there, and wanted her to think otherwise as part of his devious game; or that he truly had left the room, and was off enjoying the fact that she was unable to resist a series of staggeringly powerful orgasms. Either option held an intoxicating allure, and perhaps the truth lie somewhere in between: he could stand there and watch, then leave without saying a word.

The best of both worlds, thought Leah. It was the last discernible conscious idea she had before her mind became overwhelmed with bliss. In subspace, the procession of one orgasm after another ended, blurring into a sustained state of ecstasy. The bondage that secured her body so tightly; the gag stuffed in her mouth; the humiliating hood reducing her to more object than person; the prolonged soreness of her breasts and backside; the generous plugs invading her orifices — all of it ceased to exist as individual sensations assailing her perception. The ensemble sang to her like a heavenly chorus, though their song was utterly wicked.

As intended, Leah lost track of time completely, and when the vibrating dildo inside her turned off, it felt as though hours had passed. She didn’t come down from subspace right away, as she enjoyed the inner glow of pure fulfillment. She held onto the feeling as long as she could, aided by the fact that she was still in bondage.

Where are you, Master? she thought. How long will you keep me like this?

She tried not to dwell on it, wanting to let her mind wander freely so that the passage of time would speed up, rather than slow to a crawl. It didn’t work: all she could think about was her sorry state. All of the pains returned to her cognizance: her breasts, her ass, her arms and legs. Worst of all, of course, was having no way to tell how long she’d be kept this way; not to mention, being completely helpless to escape.

But this is what turns on my master, she reasoned. So I will endure it. She smiled around her gag and felt her juices start to run again; she lived to serve her master, and reminding herself of that was easy. Though she almost wished she hadn’t: now she was fully aroused, but had no way of satisfying herself. Even when Maxwell returned, there was no guarantee he would let her orgasm again.

Eventually Leah’s mind cleared, as her train of thought stopped; it was as if she’d fallen asleep, but she felt completely awake and alert. However, as soon as she realized she’d entered such a state, she fell out of it.

She didn’t have time to think about it: she felt something tapping her head, then realized it was the laces of her hood being untied.

He’s back! she thought. Her heart raced, and she began struggling against her bonds, eager to be released.

She moaned loudly as the hood lifted off and the gag pulled out of her mouth. Her jaw ached, and saliva freely flowed down her chin. Maxwell wiped it clean with a handkerchief, then kissed his slave on the cheek.

“How you feeling?”

“Amazing, master.”

Maxwell kissed her on the lips, softly at first, but soon his tongue sought the inside of her mouth. Leah shut her eyes, in part to enjoy their kiss and also because the sudden light had hurt. In his kiss she felt an unspoken promise: I will always come back. He might leave her in cruel bondage and torment, but he would always return. That was his responsibility as her owner and master, and she had no doubts that he would live up to his end.

“Did you enjoy going shopping?” he asked at last when he broke away.

“I did, master. Did you get everything we need?”

“Not quite. There’s still more to do to get you fully settled. Tomorrow we’re going out to get you clothes.”

Leah smiled. It had only been two days, but it felt like a while since she’d been out in public. “What kind of clothes, sir?”

“Mostly lingerie. Bras and thongs. Swimsuits. Then some other stuff I like: tight jeans, clingy dresses, midriff shirts.”

“Sir, I have some of those at my apartment. If it pleases you, we could stop there so I could get them.”

Maxwell nodded. “Can do. And I’d like to see where you live. That is, where you lived. We can get your things, though I may not let you wear them if I don’t like the way they look.”

“Yes, master, thank you. I think you’ll find much of my wardrobe very satisfactory.” She thought of the hot halter tops and shorts she wore the first time she visited the manor; she’d had no shortage of attention that night. She also thought of the special gift she’d received from Harry, the one that started everything for her… Her juices ran just thinking about it.

“So,” Maxwell said as he untied Leah’s legs, “did you enjoy your first day as my slave?”

“Very much, sir.”

“That Ariadne’s a piece of work, isn’t she?”

“Yes, sir,” Leah giggled.

With her legs freed, Maxwell spread them apart, eliciting a huge sigh from Leah. He pulled down her latex panties to find her crotch utterly sodden with fluids. Leah squealed as he slowly pulled the buttplug from her tormented hole. The toy had been lodged in there for so long, and it had been hard as a rock.

“Ariadne wasn’t wrong about your ass,” he commented, spanking the freshly bared cheek. “I can have it anytime I want, and I know I’m still going to dream about it tonight.”

“Thank you, master.” Leah blushed as she heard the zipper of Maxwell’s pants and the shuffle of fabric falling to the floor.

She felt the latex panties and attached dildo pull away from her waist and trail all the way down her legs. The loss of the dildo after so long left her feeling empty, but also relieved.

Maxwell stepped around to her front, now nude; his rigid cock standing tall and ready. “Get it wet.”

With glee, Leah took the tip into her mouth, licking, spitting and sucking, taking more and more in, until his cock glistened. He pulled it out of her mouth and ran around her, then plunged it into her sopping pussy. It clamped down hungrily, having wanted something to fill the void left by the vibrator. Maxwell groaned as her inner walls gripped his cock, and he began thrusting with all of his considerable length.

Leah shrieked with abandon, feeling her master’s shaft dig deep into her eager chasm. Orgasms from toys were always nice, but satisfying her master added an extra dimension to the physical bliss, one against which a toy could never compare. “May I come?” she yelled, desperate for release.

“You may,” he grunted.

He continued thrusting away as Leah moaned and bucked, but as soon as her orgasm came and went, he pulled out of her inviting pussy and pressed against her lower entrance. His pet whined and gasped, but his cock had no difficulty penetrating her tight hole. His pleased gasps coincided with each thrust, and Leah found herself on the cusp of a second orgasm. She felt degraded by his use of all of her orifices, and loved his relentless stamina. His technique belied the energy and power of a man half his age; she cackled as she thought of how limp her ex-fiance seemed in retrospect.

The thought escalated her pleasure to new heights, and soon she and her master came at the same time, their moans coalescing into one. Maxwell gave Leah’s ass one last slap, then took a seat on a wooden stool. Leah looked around and noticed that they were indeed in his workshop, and that she was on a long, dark table that reminded her of the tables in Rebecca’s physics classrooms.

“What was that you were laughing about back there?” asked Maxwell.

Leah pressed her lips together, not wanting to spoil the moment by thinking about him, of all people. “Sir, must I answer? It was nothing bad, I promise.”

Maxwell untied his slave’s arms for the first time in hours. She winced as she pulled them free.

“Yes, you must answer. I asked you a question.”

Leah almost pouted, but stopped herself. She did look down, avoiding his gaze. “I was thinking about how Master’s cock is so much bigger and harder than my ex-fiance’s.”

Maxwell nodded slowly. “I didn’t know about that. What happened?”

“He was awful. I just didn’t recognize it until things fell apart. We were always arguing, and he was very controlling, but not in a good way. He wasn’t protective, he was jealous. He didn’t earn my subservience, he demanded it. If I didn’t love submission so much, maybe I would have figured it out sooner.”

“I see. Tell me, what would you want to say to him if you could?”

Leah thought for a moment. “I’d say, ‘Sean, you’re an asshole. I’ve found somebody who has made me happier in two days than you made me in two years.”

Maxwell got up and kissed his slave again. This time Leah felt the same sense of comforting, but he pressed hard; he seemed angry on her behalf, like he wanted to make it right.

“You’ve made me very happy too, Leah. Maybe once we’ve gotten to know each other a little better you can tell me more. I get pretty steamed about people hurting the people close to me. I could make Sean’s life a living hell if I wanted, but only if it’s what you want as well.”

“Let me think about it,” Leah replied, though she grinned mischievously.

“Good call.” With his slave fully untied, the only thing left on Leah now was her collar, but that Maxwell left alone. He picked his slave up in his arms, eliciting a whoop of laughter from her.

Leah looked into his warm eyes as he carried her back to her room. Inside, he set her down on his recliner and allowed her a couple minutes to stretch and rest.

“You’ve had fun today, slave?”

“Yes, master.”

“You understand I have to leave you for now. I have business.”

“Of course, master.”

“Good, then come here,” he said, pointing to her cage.

Leah complied, and as she did Maxwell took something out of the dark cabinet: her chastity belt. She groaned, but spread her legs and didn’t say a word.

Her master fitted the belt around her waist and crotch, then sealed it with the padlocks. He added the breast covering from the outfit, and chained it to the collar she already wore, but didn’t bother with any of the other chains or cuffs.

“Remember, use the intercom if you need anything,” he said, pointing to the cage.

“Yes, master,” she replied as she climbed inside.

“I’ll see you tomorrow then. Enjoy your evening, Leah.”

“Yes, master,” she repeated.

Her owner winked, then left the room.

Leah curled up into a ball and burrowed her head into her pillow, knowing she would remain inside her cage for hours and hours. With the chastity belt in place she couldn’t pleasure herself either. Despite that, however, she felt free and at peace in a way she always dreamed she would. She had done well in pleasing her master, and if every day was like today, she knew she would always be kept.


[image: Trained By the Kinky Billionaire]



Trained By the Kinky Billionaire

As far as Leah knew, no one had ever gotten used to the life of an owned slave in just one week, even someone as submissive as she. The last few days had been the best of her life, but she hadn’t quite gotten used to waking up every morning in a cage. Every time her eyes opened to total darkness, she felt the briefest moment of panic before her brain caught up and reminded her everything was all right.

So when Leah Gold woke up on her eighth day as the personal pet of the billionaire Maxwell Frost, she did as she had been instructed: she reached her index finger through the bars of her cage and tripped the intercom, alerting the penthouse staff that she was awake. A trio of soft tones trilled in response, and the lights in her room slowly brightened.

Leah’s hands began to wander, but she stopped them from reaching down between her legs. Each morning her adrenaline spiked from waking up caged and in the dark, but her love of confinement and humiliation directed the emotional surge into a potent state of arousal. Though she couldn’t help it, Leah was torturing herself: if she could just control herself, she wouldn’t be so desperate for release. She knew in time she would grow accustomed to her circumstances, but until then, she’d have to endure.

Even though Leah stopped herself from seeking her own gratification, she did so less out of obedience and more due to futility. Although she liked to think that she was a dutiful slave, and would never attempt to pleasure herself without the permission of her master, Maxwell decided to protect her from temptation. A chastity belt made of stainless steel and black, neoprene rubber shielded her womanhood from undue stimulation; she wore it most nights, usually accompanied by a matching chest piece that kept her breasts untouched as well.

The belt caused a mild discomfort, the kind a well-trained slave like Leah could tolerate indefinitely. Its real method of torment was feeding her carnal hunger while also blocking her ability to assuage it. Denial provoked Leah like nothing else, titillating her and frustrating her at the same time; every second of forced waiting whittled away at her patience.

To make matters worse, even if Maxwell came down in person to take Leah through her morning routine, he would insist on making her wait before having any fun together. Once she hit the intercom button, either her master or a member of his staff would be there within minutes. Whoever came — most mornings it was Maxwell’s butler and bodyguard, Finn Planck — would take her for her daily cleaning. They wouldn’t even remove Leah’s chastity gear; it was fully waterproof. Some days she had been asked to get dressed after her shower, but often she remained nude. Following her cleaning, she was served a healthy breakfast, but unless Maxwell demanded otherwise, she would then be brought straight back to her cage.

For the first few days in servitude, Leah had been far too thrilled by her situation to really get bored; she was content to curl up in her cage and close her eyes. Smitten with her handsome master, she would recall the scent of his sporty cologne, or the way his powerful hands could tie ropes so tightly. She had yet to experience a day without the sweet bliss of his touch, to go to sleep without the warmth and soreness that indicated she’d been thoroughly used. For hours after he finished playing with her for the day, she could smile and sigh until deep sleep carried her until morning.

But once she woke, the hunger returned. As the first few days came and went, the novelty of her new existence started to wear off, and she needed something to distract her from her needs, or to just pass the time spent alone. Fortunately, a package of her belongings was delivered to Maxwell’s building on her second day, including her cell phone. She turned it on as soon as her master permitted, eager to interact with the outside world. Most importantly, she had been dying to get in touch with her best friend, Rebecca, who had just left on her honeymoon. Leah made Rebecca promise to call or e-mail as soon as she could, and when Leah logged into her e-mail, she was not disappointed.

Leah,

I don’t know when you’ll get to read this, but I have faith it will be from the home of your new owner, whoever he is.

Harry and I have been in Tahiti a couple of days now and we’re having an incredible time. The beaches are gorgeous. You should see my tan! Tomorrow we’re going to see waterfalls and…

Kidding! I know you don’t care about this stuff, you just want to hear about the real fun me and Harry are having. You know it’s way too much for a single e-mail, and I want to tell you most of it in person. But I’ll give you a taste. How’s that sound?

Remember that time we went to Belmar and those guys buried us in the sand, how much fun that was? (Now we know why, don’t we?) Well, imagine having your hands tied behind your back and couple little somethings (OK not so little) stuck you know where. It was incredible. The whole time, people were walking right by, having no idea! They were laughing too, since Harry was teasing me. He whispered in my ear how much he wanted to sit down in the sand so I could suck him off while I was still buried, but there were too many people around. He promised we’d try again somewhere more private. I can’t wait!

Harry says ‘Hi!’ by the way, and wishes you the best. Get back to me whenever you can — I’ll understand if you’re a little tied up too!

Love,

Rebecca

If Leah hadn’t been so excited to hear from her friend, she’d have regretted reading the letter: it made her so hot she could hardly stand it, and she knew she’d have no release for hours. She wanted to write back, but knew it would only worsen her frustration. Desperate to think of something else, she tried browsing through social media, but couldn’t concentrate. Instead, she went back to Rebecca’s e-mail and reread it while idly running her fingers over the leather collar she wore.

I could fight it, but I’ll lose, she thought, going back to read the letter yet again. She was hopelessly bound to her desire. Resigned to her self-imposed torment, she hit the “Reply” button.

Dear Rebecca,

I don’t even know where to begin, so I’ll start with what you’re probably dying to hear: yes, the day after you left I was bought! I’m now the slave of Maxwell Frost. He’s charming and sweet and hot as hell, Rebecca. Oh, and a billionaire. Did I forget that part? I’m writing to you from a cage that’s on the 60th-floor penthouse in the middle of the city. We came here in a goddamn helicopter.

And you think you have things to tell me in person? Wait until you see this guy’s place. Oh, and you’re definitely going to see it. You know why?

Turns out, he and Harry are good friends. (He’s very interested to meet you, by the way! He knows it had to be somebody pretty amazing to get Harry Ellis to settle down.) Maybe your husband mentioned a friend of his being unable to make the wedding? He was even late to the Expo. Anyway, we hit it off there and now I’m his. If you want the whole story, you’re just going to have to come see me when you get back.

All right, go enjoy the rest of your honeymoon! Call me if you can!

Love,

Leah

Sending out the e-mail made her feel a little better, but only for a little while. Then the hunger reclaimed her thoughts. Her insatiable need grew more and more legendary throughout her months of training at BonDouleurs Manor; it had made her the most desirable pet available, and Leah turned down many potential masters waiting for “Master Right.” A week had gone by since she’d chosen, and had been chosen by, Maxwell Frost. Since then, she had not felt one iota of regret. So far her owner exceeded her wildest dreams, and for Maxwell the manor had prepared the finest slave a billionaire could ask for. 

So Leah was more than a little surprised the morning Maxwell told her, “Today you start the next phase of your training.”

“Master, what do you mean?” she asked. “Are you sending me back to the manor?”

“No, no, of course not.” He opened the door to her cage and helped her out. He was dressed more casually than usual: khakis and a sky blue, short-sleeved, button-down shirt. She was used to seeing him in business suits, which always looked stunning on him, but he was no less handsome in less formal apparel. The lack of long sleeves allowed his thick biceps to show, reminding her of how fit he was for a man his in his forties. “The manor taught you everything it can. What I need from you now is a little different.”

“Yes, sir.” Leah nodded, though she still had no idea where he was heading. She followed him across the room to a massive recliner, where she sat down in his lap.

“You’ve been mine for a week now, and you’ve made me very happy. Soon I’m going to want to show you off, but when I do, I want the world to see you as far more than just a lovely and obedient slave,” he explained. “I want them to see your intelligence and passion too.”

“Sir, what do you mean?” Leah shivered as Maxwell unlocked the bra of her chastity gear. Though happy to be valued for her personality, Leah knew she wasn’t like most people: she enjoyed being degraded. She got off on being used like a little fucktoy. She creamed herself whenever Maxwell called her a whore or a slut; it was as good as sucking on her nipples or caning her backside. She didn’t mind at all if Maxwell’s friends saw her as a piece of meat they could use and then discard; in fact, she kind of preferred it.

Maxwell sighed with what sounded like embarrassment. “Leah, my peers are very judgmental people, and around them I can be very vain. My wealth doesn’t impress them — many are just as rich. But since being competitive is what got us to where we are today, we are inexorably driven toward near-constant friendly rivalry.”

“I see, sir.” Leah lifted her body pressing against the armrests of the chair, allowing Maxwell to unlock and remove the chastity belt. Freshly exposed and inches away from her master’s cock, Leah’s pussy dripped in anticipation.

“It might not be fair to either of us, but these people are going to judge me based on what they see in you. Now, I don’t want you to feel inadequate or insulted. Though we haven’t known each other very long, it’s clear that you’re a beautiful person, inside and out.”

Leah blushed at Maxwell’s compliment, and could feel the rock hard bulge in his pants. He wrapped one arm around her chest and used the other to reach for her crotch; Leah moaned as his fingers found their way inside her drenched orifice.

“There’s something else too: while I enjoy very much keeping you in a cage and using you whenever I want, I have a responsibility to you. Should the day come when you no longer wish to be mine, I don’t want you to feel as though you can’t leave because you have nothing else. Therefore, you are going to spend time each day learning something. I will make it fun and exciting whenever I can, of course. How does that sound?”

“Very good, master,” Leah said, and not just out of obligation to obey her master. She liked the sound of his plan, and his considerate forethought. “But I still don’t quite understand.”

“Well, I have to admit — this is as much for me as it is for you. It might even be for me more. I want my peers to be blown away by my erudite and worldly slave. It’s a complete status symbol for me that a gorgeous woman, who could be literally anything in the world she wanted to be, would choose to be a slave, and not just to anybody. Just to me.”

Maxwell worked his digits in and out, massaging her tender flesh as he spoke. Leah forced herself to concentrate on what he was saying, despite the waves of pleasure flooding through her.

“What do you think?” he asked. “Be honest.”

“Master, I don’t have a problem with learning things, but doing it for the sake of inflating your ego around your friends… I’m not sure how I feel about that.”

Maxwell lifted up his pet, turned her around and spread her legs so she could wrap them around his body. Holding her in his arms, he leaned in and kissed her. She returned his affection, loving the salty taste of his lips, but wasn’t going to let the issue drop so easily.

“If it makes you feel any better,” he said at last, “Think of it as a way of serving me, and yourself too. This is something that will please your master.”

As a matter of fact, it did make Leah feel better. Making her master happy was essential to her own satisfaction. The more she thought about it, the more she liked the idea, especially if it meant she wouldn’t be bored in her cage for half the day.

“Will you test me, master? And reward me for doing well?” she asked coyly.

“I will, though you will also be punished for an unsatisfactory performance.” Maxwell pinched one of her nipples, eliciting a pained whine from his pet. “But you’re a very smart whore; I have confidence you’ll do well.”

Leah blushed, loving how her master could compliment and demean her at the same time. “OK, sir. I agree.”

Maxwell tapped Leah on her backside, prompting her to get up. “Good.” He slipped his index finger through the D-ring hanging from the front of Leah’s collar and pulled her forward, leading her to the stairs.

“Sir?” They were headed in the direction of his penthouse, rather than the dungeon. So far she had spent most of her time in the latter.

“Your first lesson is going to be in concentration,” her master explained. “We’ll be using a training tool developed by Harry. In fact, I think you already have some experience with it.”

Leah shivered in excitement, thinking of the many possibilities. She’d been subjected to several of Harry’s cruel inventions, either as a product tester or as a trainee at the manor. However, if the goal was to learn better concentration, she had some thoughts on what her master had in mind.

Ascending the stairs put them at the top floor of Maxwell’s building, and his penthouse never failed to take Leah’s breath away. The decor featured dozens of charcoal drawings of nude and bound women, all depicted in contrasting light and dark tones. The furniture looked modern but comfortable, and Leah was happy to be spending more time in her master’s main living space, even if it didn’t offer the same kind of dungeon equipment.

Scratch that! As soon as they entered Maxwell’s office, Leah saw that a metal stockade had indeed been brought up from their play area. I guess he’s serious about me studying, she thought.

Composed of black, iron bars attached to a large base plate, it would keep Leah in a kneeling position on the floor, her arms secured behind her back with cuffs that locked around her wrists, as well as her arms above the elbows. The stockade also featured at the bottom a set of cuffs for her ankles, and at the top a heavy metal neck piece that would easily fit over her collar. Once locked in, she would be utterly at her master’s mercy, helpless.

Leah’s suspicions were then confirmed about the training method Maxwell had chosen: set up across from her stockade was a digital video camera, and it was trained on the stockade; specifically, it was located just a few feet off the ground so that it would be in line with Leah’s eyes when she knelt.

Finally, next to the stockade Leah noticed was a metal bucket. She couldn’t tell what from across the room, but it was filled with something.

Maxwell opened his desk drawer and retrieved a pair of white panties. He walked back over and held the waistband apart for Leah to step into. She did as her master intended, though she was surprised that he wanted her to put something on. Though Maxwell had bought lots of clothes for her to wear, they were clearly meant only for occasional use; he kept her naked most of the time. She smiled as he lifted the panties into place, taking a moment to pull the fabric into her folds. She moaned as she felt it against her clit, digging painfully into her crevice.

“Get in position,” he commanded at last, letting go.

“Yes, master.” Leah felt wetness between her legs as her fluids soaked into the panties. She had a feeling the cool sensation would torment her a great deal before Maxwell finally gave her release.

She walked quickly to the stockade and set herself down so he could lock her into it. She felt her heart race as each padlock snapped shut, and in less than a minute she was totally bound. She struggled fruitlessly against the cuffs for a little while, testing them to make sure her bondage was inescapable. It always is, she thought, biting her lower lip.

Maxwell took a knee himself so that he could caress Leah’s nipples, which had hardened into pebbles. “Slave, tell me what you see.”

“A camera, sir,” she replied, panting as his touches became pinches.

“Yes. Do you know its purpose?”

“I believe so… master. It’ll monitor my eyes.” She whined as her master squeezed harshly on her tender nips. She’d seen that kind of camera in Harry’s workshop back in the day; it would watch her eyes for movement, or being shut for too long. She could blink without setting it off, but looking away or shutting her eyes for more than a couple seconds would result in a punishment of some kind.

“That’s correct. And what do you see beside you?”

She gasped as Maxwell let go of her nipples and stood up. Freed of his torment, she turned and looked: at her side was the bucket, and now she was close enough to see what was inside.

“Clothespins, sir.”

“That’s right.” He walked casually to the camera and turned it on. Then he flipped a switch on the wall, prompting a white screen to slide down from the ceiling. After a moment, a projector across the room turned on, filling the screen with a news program. She didn’t recognize the source; it wasn’t a TV news channel. She suspected it was being streamed from the Internet.

“Sir?”

Maxwell took a seat at his desk. “Being knowledgeable about current events is essential. All you have to do today is watch and listen. But if you break concentration, you will be punished.”

From her position, though she couldn’t easily twist her neck, all she had to do to see her master was avert her gaze from the news. However, she could guess what the punishment would be for doing so; after the preview Maxwell had given her, she knew those clothespins and her breasts would become very, very acquainted if she lost focus.

Although Leah couldn’t see what Maxwell was doing, she knew he hadn’t left his office. She could hear the click of his mouse and occasional the patter of typing. Is he working, or just messing around? she wondered. Perhaps he could completely tune out a major distraction, but the analysts on the screen were shouting at each other and talking over one another. Leah could barely follow along; maybe that helped in tuning it out?

Though Maxwell had given her explicit instructions, she was always probing his motives in her mind, searching for a hidden objective. Maybe he simply wanted her to understand what was happening around the world, but he also could have been testing her will. The longer she stayed locked in the stockade, the more she wanted Maxwell to play with her. Surely he must have a flogger or paddle somewhere in this office, she reasoned.

To make matters worse, she felt certain that his continued presence in the room was intended to bait her into breaking her focus. She knew that he loved the idea of leaving her in bondage and then disappearing. It’s why he kept her caged in her room. Knowing that she was locked in, potentially for hours at a time with no direct contact, drove him crazy. So for him to stay in the room with her when he didn’t need to, that meant he wanted her to see him.

Then it happened: just a momentary lapse, but she had to look. She saw her master, then quickly turned back, but it was too late: the camera caught her. A high-pitched bell sounded throughout the room, and Maxwell got up out of his seat.

“Leah, Leah, Leah,” he teased, crouching in front of her. “Is this not interesting enough for you?”

“I’m sorry, master.” She heard the sound of her master’s hand sifting through the bucket. She whined and tensed her body in anticipation, and then she felt it: each of her nipples received a clothespin, which bit down savagely. Leah moaned from the pain and squeezed her eyes shut, but doing so only caused the bell to sound again.

“Come now, pet. You have to do better.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, sniffling as he added a second set of pins. This time she was prepared and kept her eyes glued to the screen. Maxwell returned to his desk, but not before massaging her crotch for a moment, challenging his slave to keep her focus. Though she moaned, she did not look away from the screen. He gave her backside a firm slap, which she withstood, then returned to his desk.

Leah used her task of listening to the news discussion as a way of distracting herself from the painful pins on her breasts. The dull throb was always there, but as long as a fresh dialog held her attention, she could keep it from affecting her too badly. The worst part, as usual, was how badly it made her core scream for release. The pain could be so much more pleasurable if he would just…

The bell sounded, snapping Leah out of her reverie. Imagining her master having his way with her caused Leah to once again close her eyes. She groaned, knowing what was coming. Though Maxwell moved with a slight annoyance in his stride, Leah read it as a performance for her benefit; he grinned devilishly as he applied more of the clothespins, so clearly he didn’t mind.

“I’m sorry, master.” A tear rolled down Leah’s cheek as the next pins squeezed her already sore flesh.

“Hush, Leah. You’re doing quite well, actually. Distractions are unavoidable. Would you like some advice?” Maxwell brushed his fingers against the clothespins, watching as they bobbed from his touch.

“Please, sir.”

“You’re trying too hard. True focus is effortless.”

“I’ll try, sir!” Leah thrashed against the stockade as Maxwell pulled her panties back into her crevice, this time leaving them there. She moaned as he left, forcing herself to watch the news again.

She had to admit, she was learning a lot about issues in the world. Like most people in their early twenties, she’d never been especially fond following current events, despite her intelligence. Now that she had no choice, however, she was starting to get a sense of why it was important. The pain emanating from her breasts kept her on edge, of course, but she felt better about herself for each news story she heard.

Throughout the next hour, Leah lost focus several times, adding more and more clothespins to her tortured breasts, but she also absorbed a great deal of the discourse. She didn’t quite understand Maxwell’s advice on true focus, but the less she tried to rigidly direct her attention on the news and nothing else, the less susceptible she became to sudden distraction. Maxwell even tested her: he slammed his hand on his desk, causing Leah to look over to the source of the noise. It only worked on her once. Pleased by her improvement and seeking to build on it, Maxwell stood up and took off his shirt. Leah didn’t even pretend to have difficulty: she simply turned and took a long, loving look at her master’s built physique and sculpted frame.

“My, you are a bold one,” he said. “I bet you think this was worth it, don’t you, Leah?”

“You read my mind, sir,” she replied, grinning.

Her master chuckled. “It’s funny because you think you’re just going to get another set of clothespins. No, baby. Those are for when you fail to keep focus. Intentionally breaking it… that’s something else entirely.”

Uh oh.

—

Leah didn’t fully understand it, but as long as she liked being punished, some malevolent part of her would seek to break the rules. Openly staring at her master when she should have been doing as she was told… such blatant defiance and attitude would have to be met with serious reprisal. She would be terrified of what Maxwell had in store if she wasn’t so excited by it.

Judging by the clock in the corner of the news broadcast, it had been half an hour since Maxwell had left her alone. “I have to get a few things,” he’d said as he stepped out. She thought he’d only be a few minutes, seeing as how his collection of sex toys and restraints was just down the stairs, but the inordinate delay made Leah think her master was letting her stew. After all, she still had dozens of clothespins on her breasts, which produced a storm of agonized sensations. Every time she fidgeted she felt fresh arcs of pain shooting through her torso.

When Maxwell finally did return, he carried a satchel that made a loud, jangly thump as it hit the floor. She gulped, imagining the many, many possibilities. At least he kept his shirt off.

“Leah, would you like me to take off the clothespins?”

“If you wish to, master,” she replied.

“Good. I think I will.”

“Thank you, master.”

“Don’t thank me yet,” he said, taking a whip out of the satchel. Long and black, she flinched at the sight of it struggling against the stockade. So far, she had never seen him use a whip — he always seemed to prefer floggers. 

Maxwell set the whip down, then reached back into the satchel. He pulled out a short, chain made of thick, iron links, and a pair of padlocks. He crouched down in front of her and wrapped the metal chain around her waist, pulling it savagely tight. Leah gasped as she felt it grip her body like a vice, but she didn’t complain. I’ve worn tighter corsets she remembered. Her master fastened the chain to itself in front using a padlock, then fed it through the gap in her thighs. Leah moaned as she felt his hand brush against her sodden panties, and moaned loudly as he pulled the chain up against the wet fabric.

“You’ve been crotch chained before, haven’t you?” he asked.

“Yes, master,” she said, sniffing a little as the intense agony brought on tears.

“Hurts a lot more than a crotch rope, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, master.”

Maxwell yanked on the chain a couple of times, making sure it was as tight as he wanted it. Leah felt like she was being cut in half, and lamented the fact that chains, unlike ropes, had no give in them.

With the chain in place, he picked up the whip and took a couple of steps back. He pressed a button on the camera monitoring her eyes. “Hold very still, or you’ll regret it, slut.” She nodded as her cheeks reddened in humiliation. She started to hold her breath, but then let it out, remembering to breathe.

With a whoosh and a snap, the whip flicked one of the clothespins off her breasts. Leah writhed and screamed, her tormented wail almost loud enough to disguise the ring of the camera’s bell.

“That’s one extra hit,” said Maxwell. “You want to keep this to a minimum, you best keep your eyes open.”

“Yes, sir.”

He resumed his whipping, striking her breasts with impeccable precision; each swing dislodged another pin. He alternated from one breast to the next, knocking off the punishing clips until there were none left. By the time he finished, Leah’s chest was a mess of red lines and gouges. Though grateful to be relieved of the pins, she knew her punishment was far from over.

“Leah, how many times did you hear the bell?”

“I don’t know, sir.” She blinked away another set of tears, furious with herself. How could I have forgotten to count? she wondered. Her training at BonDouleurs Manor had drilled into her many times, If there’s something you can be counting, count it.

“You don’t know? Did you lose count?”

“No, sir. I wasn’t counting.” She answered honestly, knowing she only had herself to blame.

“I see. So I could make up any number I want, and you won’t be able to challenge it?”

“No, sir.” Leah’s instinct was to look down at the floor to hide the shame in her eyes, but since it would cause the bell to sound, she fought the inclination.

“I could say it was 100.”

Leah moaned. “Please, master. It was much less than that.”

“You know this for sure?”

“I think so, master.”

“It was less than 100. I’m going to round it off to 20. How does that sound?”

“Very fair, sir, thank you.” He could have been rounding down from 24, or rounding up from 11; Leah had no idea. Either way, the proper response was unconditional gratitude.

“Good. Now, same rules apply as before: the bell sounds, you get an extra stroke.”

“Yes, master.”

Leah steeled herself against the oncoming discipline, opening up her mind and body to the pain. As much as it hurt, she always wanted it — she always wanted more. It could envelop her and overwhelm her, but eventually it would subside, leaving satisfaction in its wake.

The next 20 lashes with the whip were excruciating. No longer needing to aim for the clothespins, Maxwell swung freely. Sometimes he found unmarked skin to color, but often he targeted the already sore spots to compound the effect. Leah bit back as many tears as she could, and breathed calmly. By the end, she had only counted one bell.

“Very good, Leah. One more. I’m going to make it a good one. I don’t want to hear that bell, you hear me?”

“Yes, master.”

He waited patiently for a moment, giving Leah a chance to collect herself. She stared straight ahead at the camera, as if challenging it to turn away from her. She knew it was silly, but it worked: the whip sailed through the air and struck both of her breasts at once. She screamed and twisted, but she didn’t break her focus. The force behind the swing was tremendous, and Leah couldn’t fathom how it failed to break her skin. She wanted to look down and confirm that it had only left a welt, but she didn’t want the bell to sound. She trusted in her master’s skill, that she wouldn’t have any true injury from his punishment.

Maxwell dropped the whip and immediately opened his belt buckle. Within seconds his pants were on the floor and his cock was pressed up against Leah’s face.

She opened her mouth to let him in, but her master simply slapped the sides of her cheeks with his rod, enjoying the way stuck out her tongue to find his tip. She could just look with her eyes, but the camera was still on and she didn’t want to invite further punishments just yet. Her pussy screamed with desire; after witnessing and experiencing so much pain, all she wanted was release. Sadly, she doubted Maxwell would give it to her anytime soon.

When he finally had enough fun humiliating his pet, Maxwell jammed his shaft into Leah’s open mouth. As soon as he did, she sealed her lips around it and began sucking. She worked her head up and down, no longer worried about the bell. She knew her master would much rather have her look up into his eyes. He loved the pathetically submissive look she gave while her mouth was filled with his massive cock; it made him harder than steel.

He groaned as her tongue curled around his member, but he withdrew it and held it out of the way so his slave could service his testicles. She did not hesitate to get them soaked in her spit; she sighed as she tasted his salt and sweat, and continued to suck until he pushed softly on her shoulder, forcing her to lean back against the stockade. He presented his rod, but kept it slightly out of reach, forcing her to lean forward again.

However, as soon as she did, he pushed her back again.

“Beg for it, slave,” he commanded.

“Please, master,” she panted.

“Please, what?”

“Please, sir, let me keep sucking your cock.”

Maxwell stroked his shaft. The way Leah pleaded, he could have climaxed on the spot. “Why should I?”

“I want to give you pleasure until you feel I have paid for my misconduct, master.” Leah struggled against the stockade, trying to get closer to his cock, but Maxwell stayed just barely out of reach.

He flashed her a quick grin, though he immediately suppressed it. “Very well then, slut. Finish what you started.” He took a step forward so that his fully rigid shaft was right before her eyes, which lit up in delight.

She resumed her work immediately, taking his rod deep into her throat. She gagged as it pressed inside, and Maxwell took the opportunity to hold her head in place so she couldn’t break free. She inhaled through her nose, unable to breathe through her mouth at all. She bobbed her head rapidly, trying to bring her master to climax. She whimpered as he took hold her head again, his staff fully inserted between her lips. Leah felt him spasm, as he enjoyed the sounds of her struggling, then he gasped and shot out his seed.

Leah trembled, eagerly swallowing the load. She kept her mouth open as he pulled out, allowing him to spray the rest over her face and onto her waiting tongue. He stroked himself softly as the remainder of his stickiness squirted free, coating her rosy cheeks in white.

“Thank you, master,” she said.

“Your welcome,” he replied humorlessly. He got up to get a pair of scissors and a roll of duct tape from his desk. He showed them to Leah, then felt around the chain lodged in her crotch. “You’re going to stay here and endure the rest of your punishment alone. I’ll be back later to administer your next lesson.”

“Yes sir, thank you.”

Maxwell slipped the scissor into the waistband of her panties and snipped them apart. As they were stuck behind the chain, Maxwell had to pull somewhat hard to get them to slip out all the way. Leah moaned when they came free and the metal pressed directly against her tormented flesh.

She was quickly silenced, however, as Maxwell rubbed the sodden undergarment around on her face, gathering up the bits of his seed still drying. Oh god no, she thought, shuddering as she caught the aroma of her own juices. She shook her head desperately to prevent what she knew her master wanted to do next.

“If you want to pay for your misconduct, then open your mouth.”

Resigned to her fate, Leah did as asked, and coughed as her panties were stuffed into her mouth. The musty taste was overpowering, and Leah shrieked and shook in her bonds as Maxwell applied one patch of tape after another to her mouth, covering the bottom half of her face. Leah stopped twisting and slumped in her bonds, accepting that the panties in her mouth were going nowhere, possibly for hours.

“That’s right,” said Maxwell. “I know you like pain, but if you always enjoy being punished, how can I possibly train you?”

Leah nodded, though inwardly she knew the truth: as revolted as she was by the panty gag, there was a part of her that liked it as much as anything else he was likely to do to her. Don’t think for a second he doesn’t understand that too, Leah told herself. As far as submissives go, Leah understood that she was in a very small class of women who enjoyed the overwhelming majority of kinky practices. It’s what allowed her to be the most sought after slave at BonDouleurs Manor, and what afforded her the opportunity to be selective about who would become her master.

“Good. Now you stay here and think about what you did.” Maxwell flipped the switch on the wall to turn off the projector and raise the screen. “When I come back, you’re going to have a chance to enjoy a great deal of pleasure, but it will be incumbent on you to earn it.”

She nodded again, smiling slightly behind her gag. The ache in her core was severe — the prospect of hours of denial weighed on her greatly — but the promise that she would be rewarded gave her fresh resolve to endure her punishment and be ready for whatever her master had planned.

—

Though Leah began the final portion of her punishment with enthusiasm, it didn’t take long for reality to set in. Her bondage in the stockade was very uncomfortable, especially for her arms and knees; the gag in her mouth was as disgusting as ever; and the chain digging into her crotch and squeezing her stomach felt like the grip of death, constantly tormenting her.

Normally Leah couldn’t tell how long she’d been in bondage — left alone in the dungeon, time usually passed by very slowly. This time, however, she was in Maxwell’s office, and it had a clock on the wall. She tried not to look at it every other minute, knowing that it would only dishearten her to see that what felt like 10 minutes had only been two. Still, she looked at the clock fairly often, and when an hour had gone by, she felt certain Maxwell would return any minute. An hour is a good portion of time, isn’t it? she thought. Yet her master did not return right away, and soon another half hour had passed.

She began to wonder what sort of security Maxwell had in his office. Am I being watched right now? She reasoned that if he had visitors to his penthouse who weren’t 100 percent trustworthy, he might want to know if they snooped around. Not to mention the fact that if there was a surveillance camera in the room, he could watch his pet suffer for as long as he liked without actually being present. She decided that yes, indeed she was being watched — if not by Maxwell, then by Mr. Planck or another member of his staff.

Finally, upon reaching the two-hour mark, Maxwell returned. Leah moaned when he unlocked the crotch chain and let it fall to the floor. She quivered as he stuck his fingers inside her freshly revealed chasm, but he quickly withdrew them, teasing her. With one merciful motion, he ripped the tape from her face, then held out his hand so she could spit out her panties.

“Thank you, master,” she said. Freed of the most malicious punishments, tears of relief crawled down her cheeks. She’d endured incredibly harsh predicaments during her training at BonDouleurs Manor, but this had been onerous enough to rank in the top ten. Maybe even the top five.

“You’re welcome. You’ve learned your lesson?”

“Yes, sir.” You’re damn right I did, she added silently. And that lesson is, “Do not cross Maxwell Frost.”

“Good.” He reached down to his satchel, which he’d left behind during Leah’s punishment, and retrieved a magic wand massaging vibrator. “I may be a cruel owner, but I am forgiving.”

Leah’s relieved tears turned into a torrent as her master held the vibrator against her clit and turned it on. The waves of pleasure washed over the pain and cleansed it: though it was still there, it became blissfully infused with satisfaction. She’d erred, she’d suffered and now she was absolved. It was one thing to be stimulated by her master’s cock or his toys, but pleasure as a result of service to her master rose to a much higher level. The orgasm building inside of her came from a place of deep fulfillment, as she had given her master what he demanded. And when that kind of feeling occurs, there’s only one thing to say:

“Master, may I please come?”

“Not yet.”

Leah wailed and thrashed, desperate for release. Maxwell swung his open hand in an arc and spanked his pet’s backside. The clap of his skin on hers sent Leah into a paroxysm of euphoria; she moaned as the fresh pain radiated through her, then gasped as her master’s fingers plunged into her wetness. He worked them in and out, feeling her squeeze down tightly.

“Please, master?”

“Almost.” Maxwell twisted his fingers around, getting them thoroughly coated in his pet’s fluids, then withdrew his fingers from her chasm. Now slick and wet, he inserted his digits into her back entrance, applying firm, steady pressure as they penetrated. Leah shuddered at the unexpected surprise, and felt the last of her strength start to go. She wouldn’t be able to suppress her orgasm much longer.

“Master, please? I can’t… I can’t…”

“Yes, you may come,” he said, driving his fingers back and forth into her dark bud.

Leah’s scream filled her master’s office. A surge of ecstasy flooded her synapses. Maxwell didn’t stop using his fingers or the vibrator until Leah had thoroughly climaxed, her juices dripping all over the floor. When she finally ran out of steam, she sobbed openly, overwhelmed by relief.

“Thank you, master,” she said at last, once she started to regain her composure.

“You’re welcome,” Maxwell replied as he unlocked the stockade. Once she was free of the contraption he picked her up in his arms and carried her from his office. She shut her eyes and settled into the cradle of his muscular arms. Being held so closely made her feel like she was his in a way little else could, and she treasured his possessive touch.

After traversing a short distance she heard Maxwell punch the security code into the door that led out of the penthouse and down to his dungeon. He carried her down the stairs, and passed through her room and out into the dungeon proper. Leah opened her eyes so she could look out the floor-to-ceiling windows that lined the entire story of the building. It was a clear day, and the city looked gorgeous, reflecting golden sunbeams as the dusk crept close.

Maxwell set her down at last on a recliner positioned next to a lacquered, rectangular wooden table with thick, squarish legs. Leah noticed that a series of metal braces had been drilled into the table, and knew that she would fit into them somehow. Also, most importantly, a black tablet device had been left on a stand. She had a feeling the next phase of her training would be much more interactive than the last. Though no less punishing, she assumed.

Once he opened up all of the braces, Maxwell motioned for Leah to get up and join him. She still felt incredibly sore and tired, but excitement gave her the strength to continue on. Having only been owned for a week, she’d barely scratched the surface of Maxwell’s extensive dungeon; most of his devices and setups had yet to be tried, and this one was no different. Maxwell directed her to the far end of the table; in order to place her wrists in the locking braces, she had to bend over to a 90 degree angle, contorting her body into the shape of an L.

Her cheeks burned in humiliation as she felt her ass sticking out in the air. Maxwell gave her backside a good smack, causing Leah to slip forward in the unsecured braces.

“Oh. I suppose I should fix that,” Maxwell muttered to himself. He took a handful of padlocks out of his pocket and connected them to the braces, securing them. She felt her nipples harden as each lock clicked. When they were all shut, Leah was bound once again, unable to get up; however, her fingers could touch the screen of the tablet device.

“There, much better,” he said, patting Leah on her head.

He opened up the cabinet of a small nightstand set up next to the recliner and started picking out the rest of the toys he wanted to use. Leah could just barely see him in her peripheral vision, but her pussy began to drip all the same.

Leah felt his hands moving her legs closer to the table’s legs, followed by the cold kiss of steel; a second set of braces held her ankles up against the table. She sighed as he fastened the braces with more padlocks, savoring the totality of her restraint. Generally Leah enjoyed being bound with rope more than metal, but she’d told Maxwell that if she was to be confined in one place for an extended period of time, then metal was the way to go. Apparently he’d taken note.

“Tell me, Leah. After English, what other languages do you speak?”

“I took a Spanish in school, sir. I’m not fluent, but I could get by on a trip if I had to.”

“Spanish. Lovely.” He tapped a few keys on his phone. “Sadly, learning a second tongue is difficult for adults. The mind is so much more inclined to language development at a younger age. This may not be easy, but I want you to master Spanish, since you have a head start. Then we’ll move onto other languages, one at a time, until you’re fluent in at least six or seven. I’m thinking French, Italian, Chinese and Japanese for sure, then maybe Russian and… are there any you’d like to learn in particular?”

“Yes, master. Gaelic and Hebrew.”

“Excellent. Anyway, touch the tablet in front of you,” Maxwell instructed. He stepped around his pet and picked up one of his toys. For a moment Leah didn’t know what was about to happen, but then she felt something long and thick slide into her pussy. She moaned as it settled into place, then remembered her task and tapped on the device before her. The tablet lit up with an app preloaded, no doubt prepared in advance by Maxwell. It read, Welcome to the BonDouleurs Manor Language Development Trainer, Leah!

Leah jumped in her bonds, surprised by the sensation of something cool dripping between the cheeks of her backside, followed by a slight pressure in her back entrance. Maxwell was always careful to lube up her tight bud before using it, which Leah appreciated. She whined as something long, thin and cold penetrated her, digging deeply inside. “Master, was that a hook?”

“It was, but that’s not all. You see, I could very easily hire a tutor to come here every day and teach you one language after another, but that would be boring. I decided to make your learning fun.”

“Thank you, master.”

He chuckled and patted her backside. “I meant this would be fun for me.”

“Yes, sir,” Leah mumbled.

“To keep this interesting, the language app combines short lessons with frequent tests. After a quick review of vocabulary and verb conjugations, you will take a short quiz. When you finish, the dildo in your pussy will vibrate for a period of time based on how many answers were correct. Meanwhile, to punish incorrect answers, I attached an electrode to the hook in your ass. After each quiz you will receive either a series of small jolts, or a single intense shock, the amount or intensity of which will be determined by how many times you were wrong. Thus, you will have significant incentive to work hard and learn fast. Do you understand?”

“Yes, master.” Leah couldn’t argue with the system in place. She wasn’t afraid of having her ass shocked, though she would enjoy the vibrator much, much more, so the incentives sounded effective and fair. She assumed the toys inside her were wireless, as she didn’t feel any cords connecting them to anything. That meant the results would be available for Maxwell or his staff to monitor in real time; she would no doubt be under constant supervision. She felt confident that the software was safe and thoroughly tested. She smirked, thinking of Harry and Rebecca. I think they can vouch for the manor’s dedication to product testing.

However, there was one thing she wanted to know. “Sir, I have a question.”

“Go ahead.”

“After the quiz, will I receive the reward and punishment at the same time, or one after another? And if it’s one after another, in what order?”

Maxwell smiled. “I was going to let you find out, but since you asked… They will be delivered separately, and the order depends on whether you passed the test or failed.”

“I see.”

“Now, do you have any other questions?” Maxwell asked, holding up a harness gag.

“No, sir.”

“Good.” He leaned in and kissed her on the cheek, then stuffed the big, black ball gag into her mouth. He fastened all of its straps — over the head, under the chin and back around her neck — until the gag was in viciously tight. Leah moaned, enjoying how filled her mouth felt, but knowing wearing it for hours would mean future suffering.

Now that the gag was in place, Maxwell was able to put the finishing touch on his devious setup: using a length of rope, he tied the other end of Leah’s anal hook to the back of her gag. Any movement of her head would translate to the hook. Leah screamed as Maxwell tightened the rope, forcing her to lift her head.

How am I supposed to focus on learning a whole damn language like this? she wondered.

“I’m going to stay and watch for a little while, just to make sure you’re getting the hang of this. Sound good to you?”

Leah mumbled a sarcastic affirmative through her gag, earning her a smack on the ass.

“Watch it, pet. You’re in a pretty vulnerable position right now, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Ahm ah-ree,” she mouthed, her tone clearer than her speech.

“That’s better. Now, are you ready? Good luck, Leah.” Maxwell tapped the screen, and the lesson began.

Leah watched closely and giggled as vocabulary words appeared on the screen with colorful, descriptive animations. Most of the words she remembered. Coche. Bibliotecha. Amigo. Salida.

When the quiz began, she answered each of the ten questions correctly. Perfect score! the app announced with a pleasant chime.

“Very good, Leah,” Maxwell said from his recliner.

“Ank ooh, err,” she mumbled.

“Did I mention you get an extra reward for a perfect score?”

He didn’t! Leah thought. Then she felt it: the vibrator in her pussy activated, shaking harder than a space shuttle blasting off. Leah cried out as ecstasy blossomed through her body like the desert after a sudden storm.

“Ay I um?” she mouthed.

“Yes, Leah, but listen to me first. You can come anytime you want during training,” he explained, getting up to massage her folds and kiss the back of her neck. “But be careful you don’t lose control: if you don’t start your next lesson in a timely fashion, you’ll be punished.”

“Ess, err.”

“Good. Now you may come.”

Leah bucked against her bonds and screamed. She squeezed the vibrator between her legs and clenched on the hook in her backside, savoring the combination of sensations they elicited. However, before she could bring herself all the way to climax, the vibrator stopped. She opened her eyes in anger and thrashed in place.

“What’s wrong, slut? Was your reward not enough?”

“Oh err,” she mouthed, blushing slightly. Not even close!

“I see. Well, that was just the first lesson. It was very easy. Maybe as you tackle some tougher lessons your rewards will be more satisfying.”

OK, I get it, she thought. Bring it on.

Leah tapped the screen to start the next lesson. Figuring it would still be fairly easy, she tried scrolling through it quickly, but found she couldn’t. The lesson phase was on a set timer, forcing her to wait in barely contained frustration. She seethed through her gag, waiting for her chance to prove she knew the basic verbs. Ir. Hablar. Comer. Ser. Estar. She flew through the quiz as fast as she could, and sighed as she heard the same chime. Perfect score!

“I think you’re getting the hang of this just fine,” Maxwell said as the vibrator pounded inside Leah’s chasm. “I’ll see you later. Have a good time!”

Leah didn’t reply. She was too busy enjoying the activity inside her. It was hard to tell if the second lesson kept the vibrator on for a longer period of time, or if it shook more potently, but Leah at least liked to imagine it was more in one way or the other. She let the waves of euphoria flood every cell in her body, but it once again fell short of giving her an orgasm.

What if it’s purposely bringing me to the edge without going over? she wondered. But how would it work? She couldn’t guess, and thus decided it was simply a matter of the early lessons being too easy. If only there was some way to skip ahead! She didn’t see one though, and was forced to be patient and build her way up to tougher lessons and greater amounts of stimulation.

Stuck in a cycle of learning and quizzing, learning and quizzing, Leah reviewed the material at the app’s torturous pace, then answered the quiz questions as quickly as possible. Leer. Comprar. Cocinar. Escuchar. Aprender. Esperar.

However, when the third round ended, she didn’t hear the chime.Nine out of ten! Great work! the app reported.

What? Leah couldn’t believe it. The results of the quiz flashed on the screen, showing that she’d gotten the last question wrong. But I knew that one! she thought. Did I press the wrong button? I must have! she reasoned. In her haste to be rewarded, her finger must have touched the wrong button on the screen.

Damn! She felt a jolt inside her back entrance and squealed in pain. The shock wasn’t very potent, but it was the first time she’d felt it, and it caught her off-guard. Fortunately, a single wrong answer resulted in just the one minor shock, followed by more vibrating. Without attaining a perfect score, though, the reward was far less gratifying. Leah sighed and enjoyed the sensation emanating from her pussy, but knew it wouldn’t be enough to get her off.

Though she’d been left at the edge twice, she couldn’t get past it — the lessons took too long to finish. She came down too far to utilize her previous momentum. This is maddening! Leah wondered how much control over the app Maxwell had. Could he set the timer on her lessons so they’d take several minutes? Perhaps skipping them was an option, but he’d turned it off. What if she could skip ahead a few lessons, bypassing the easy material she already knew? Her master could very easily have tailored the teaching system to produce the maximum amount of frustration in his slave. He reveled in denying her release, drawing out her suffering until she couldn’t take any more, and finally granting her a massive orgasm that seized her entire consciousness.

Is that what he’s doing now? she thought. Am I not going to come until I’m fucking fluent? She thrashed angrily, but it jostled the hook stuck in her ass, so she stopped.

There was nothing she could do but remind herself that Master knows best. If this is what he wanted, Leah would obey, trusting that she would be rewarded. She tapped the screen to continue.

—

Leah worked for what felt like hours. Her body ached from the strange position it was forced to maintain. All of her orifices throbbed from being spread and penetrated. Drool ran down her chin uncontrollably, puddling in a warm, sticky pool.

She’d progressed through more than a dozen rounds, and found to her dismay that though the vibration was getting more powerful, she could no longer routinely attain perfect scores on the quizzes. Every round she’d receive a mixture punishment — delivered as either several painful but mild jolts, or a single excruciating shock that felt as if somebody had stuck a live wire into her ass — and reward, a welcome but ultimately unsatisfying session from the vibrator.

It’s not as if the pain was keeping her from achieving an orgasm; she liked the pain. The interruptions were just too frequent, the stimulation just too insufficient. Yet, all she could do was press on and try to get another perfect score.

Feeling as though she’d found a second wind, Leah focused and took her time on the current quiz, and was thrilled to discover at its end that she only missed a single question. She yelped from the mild shock she received, then moaned as the vibrator powered on.

As it shook inside her, she realized that something about it felt different. Leah opened her eyes and looked at the screen: Congratulations, Leah! Twenty rounds! Great work! Leah smiled around her gag, proud of herself. More importantly, the vibrator didn’t turn off when she expected it to; it kept going, intensifying more and more.

Leah could hardly believe it; she sobbed as her long overdue orgasm finally erupted. Overcome by rapturous bliss, she screamed and cried, struggling against her bonds and feeling the wondrous toys within giving their all.

Somewhere between her second and third orgasm — already they were starting to run into each other — she felt occasional jolts in her ass. The pain swirled into the torrent of stimulation already encompassing her body, adding a new dimension and propelling her to come even harder. Leah peered past the tablet and looked to the windows; the dungeon was fully lit, but outside was dark, so she saw her reflection in the glass instead of the surrounding city. She looked utterly pathetic: bound and tortured but quivering and coming. I’m sick, she thought. Truly sick. Yet, she knew it was a good sick.

She also knew that with the windows uncovered, anybody with a good telescope and a naughty streak could be watching her at that very moment. Her arousal swelled at the thought, imagining men and women alike pleasuring themselves as they stared at her from far away. During her training at the manor, she had loved being put on display. She got off on having people watch as she was used, often by many men. Maxwell had promised to share her with others, but hadn’t yet. For now, all she could do was imagine her master standing over her, watching as his handsome, well-hung friends took turns plowing her again and again…

In the throes of insensate ecstasy, Leah never heard Maxwell return. She felt the sting of a flogger spanking her ass, and nearly knocked herself and the table over, she was so startled. She moaned as the shocks and vibration continued to drive her to new heights of pleasure, now amplified by a thorough flogging. The tendrils slapped her exposed skin again and again, raising welts across her cheeks.

“Ank ooh err,” she mumbled, mustering all the coherence she could.

“You’ve done very well,” he said at last. “So many rounds with no orgasm. I thought for sure you’d lose your mind.”

Leah could only babble in response; she wanted to be angry, but her euphoria erased all traces of negativity from her mind. Maxwell finished flogging her backside with two powerful swings, but the scalding pain was quickly assuaged by something warm, wet and firm stimulating her clit. Leah shuddered as she looked at their reflection and saw her master’s face buried in her crotch.

“I figure if you’re learning a new tongue for me, then you should enjoy some tongue from me,” Maxwell said.

Moaning in appreciation, Leah wept openly. The day of training had been one of the most challenging she’d ever experienced; it had certainly been the hardest since Maxwell had taken her as his slave. Yet, her reward had been more than commensurate with her suffering, so she had no complaint. Thank you, thank you, thank you, thank you, she thought as her master’s tongue swept over and around her clit.

After spending what seemed like an eternity in her subspace paradise, Maxwell abruptly stopped tonguing her and shut off the vibrator. Leah whined as he pulled it out, but her disappointment didn’t last long. Maxwell immediately replaced the toy with his rigid cock, driving it into her like a jackhammer.

Leah lost all semblance of self-awareness as she ascended into oblivion. Some far-flung corner of her mind could hear skin slapping skin and her master’s elated groans, but it didn’t register at all. When Maxwell reached his climax and deposited his load inside her, she sighed with contentment as pure as freshly fallen snow.

“I think I’ve had enough for one day,” he said. “How about you?”

She hummed in assent, barely able to understand him. The afterglow she felt was so bright it could have powered an entire city for a year. Maxwell removed the hook and electrode from her ass, then unlocked the braces that kept her bound to the table. She would have slumped straight to the ground if he hadn’t freed her hands last, allowing him to catch her.

Soothed by the sensation of being carried, Leah passed out in her master’s arms. The last thing she felt before drifting off was Maxwell’s warm lips on her forehead.

—

Leah opened her eyes to total darkness. Without moving, she blinked a few times, then slowly sat up. Finding her hands were free, she reached around and found the bars of her cage. She felt the wall until she located the intercom switch; she pressed it, but nothing seemed to happen at first. Then the lights started to turn on, allowing her to see that Maxwell was in the room with her. Wearing only a pair of white boxers, he lay in his recliner; his eyes were open, watching her. He smiled broadly as he stared.

“Good morning, Leah,” he said, taking to his feet.

“Good morning, master,” she replied, her voice dry and throaty.

“Did you sleep well?”

“Yes, master. Very.” Leah rubbed her stomach and discovered she was wearing her chastity belt. Somebody must have put her into it while she was asleep. It wouldn’t be the first time that had happened. She found its familiar presence comforting, at least for now.

“Leah, do you realize that something very important happened just now?”

She looked down at her body, then around the room, but saw nothing out of the ordinary. “No, master. What happened?”

“When you woke up just now you didn’t react to being in your cage or in the dark. You remained calm, as if this was perfectly normal.”

Leah hadn’t been awake enough to realize it at the time, but now she could remember, and he was right. “Oh cool!” she said, breaking out in a grin. “Thank you for pointing that out, master.”

“You’re very welcome, pet. Now, tell me what you thought of your first day of training.”

“Should I be honest, master?” Leah asked.

“Always,” Maxwell said as he unlocked her cage. He helped her out, then picked her up in his arms.

“There was a long, long time where I was furious, but the reward was worth it in the end, sir. And… well… I have a question about the program.”

“What’s that?” he asked. He sat down on his recliner and set Leah down in his lap. Together they stretched out on the chair, getting comfortable.

“Did you fix it so I wouldn’t be able to come?” she asked, nuzzling against her master’s muscular chest. “Did you manipulate it so I wouldn’t be able to skip the easy lessons?”

“Absolutely.” Maxwell didn’t hesitate to answer. “But I did it for an important reason. When you start with a language you already know pretty well, it’s very easy, and you could have flown through your lessons. I didn’t want that to happen.”

“I see,” said Leah, a slight edge in her tone.

“When you start a completely new language, like Japanese, it will be much, much harder. Imagine if it takes you an entire day to pass your first quiz; wouldn’t that be discouraging? So, I did what I could to slow you down a little.”

“Yes, sir.” She wasn’t sure she liked what he’d done, but now she understood it better.

“Furthermore, I want you to have the right perspective on accomplishment and reward. Do you really think you deserved an orgasm for passing a vocabulary quiz on words you’ve known for almost half your life?”

“No, sir.” She couldn’t argue with that. She enjoyed orgasms, obviously, but if last night proved anything, it was that earning them made them far more pleasurable.

Maxwell kissed her head. Leah purred, grateful for his affection despite knowing how badly she needed a shower. “Yesterday was just your first day,” he said. “You have my word: as the lessons get harder, your reward will be greater.”

Good. “Thank you, master.” 

“For today, though, I was thinking of doing something a little different.”

“What’s that, sir?” she asked with slight apprehension. After yesterday’s ordeal, every move she made caused something different to ache. She would obey her master, but…

“Today, we’re going out.”

Leah shrieked in astonishment. She hadn’t been outside of his penthouse since she arrived a week ago. She hadn’t minded being cooped up — she slept in a cage, after all — but now that Maxwell mentioned it, she realized how desperately she wanted to get out for a change.

“First we’ll get brunch, then we’re going to the bookstore,” he explained. “You will select ten non-fiction titles to read. As much as I hate to admit, an electrode in your butt can’t teach you everything; sometimes you just have to read.”

Leah laughed. “Yes, master. That sounds lovely.” A few books would be an excellent way for her to pass the time when she was alone.

“Tell me, Leah. Do you play any musical instruments?”

“No, sir.” Beneath her chastity belt she felt her juices begin to drip, imagining the many ways she could be punished and rewarded during music lessons. “But I’d like to.”

“Good. After the bookstore, I’m buying you a piano. If you want something in addition, like a guitar or a violin, you can get anything you want.”

“Drums.”

Maxwell laughed and kissed her on the cheek. “Really?”

“Hell yeah,” she said. “Think how surprised your friends will be. ‘Oh look, another slave who plays the violin. How predictable!’” she joked with a mockingly haughty tone.

“Point taken. Drums it is then,” said Maxwell. He flipped her over so she could face him, then planted his lips on hers. She closed her eyes, awash in joy as his tongue danced inside her mouth. In his embrace, she felt the freedom in confinement, the excitement in trepidation and the love in torment. Serving Maxwell Frost meant enduring the harshest pain and enjoying the most transcendent bliss; she wanted all of it, both today and for as long as she could imagine.

Maxwell’s kiss carried the promise that he would always give Leah what she needed. In return, she was his. She would serve and obey him with unflinching dedication. Nothing else in the world offered her the same fulfillment. In his cage or in his arms, it made no difference: as long as she had an owner she loved, she needed nothing more.

“Go clean up and get dressed,” Maxwell said at last. “We’ve got a very long day ahead.”

Leah smiled and nodded. “Yes, master.”
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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 and 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 dripped 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, 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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Tamed By the Kinky Billionaire

Chapter 1

Leah knew it was a bad idea, but she couldn’t help herself. She sent the e-mail with a shiver and a grin. 

It’s done, she thought. No taking it back now.

She re-read the letter to herself over and over again, butterflies in her stomach. How mad will Maxwell be if he finds out? she wondered. There was no doubt, he would find out, if for no other reason than that she would eventually tell him. She was not permitted to keep secrets from her master, nor did she wish to.

Sean,

Fuck you.

Just reading the first two lines made her laugh. Would he even keep reading after that? Would he even read the e-mail at all?

Of course he will, she realized. The last time she’d contacted him was months and months ago, and she’d sent him photographs of herself on vacation in Aruba. Tanned and wearing a too-tight bikini, she’d been surrounded by the hottest three guys she could find. She sent a dozen pictures: drinking mojitos and smoking cigars; watching the tangerine sunset from the deck of a yacht; snorkeling in the aquamarine Caribbean waters. What happened between her and the guys after dark she left up to his imagination.

I’m writing to you now because I’m being impulsive, but I don’t care. I really need to throw in your face the fact that right now my life is almost perfect. I say “almost” because there’s just one other thing I need, and that is for you to know just how perfect it is. And now you do.

The night she penned the letter had been the best of her life, without a doubt. After a month of living with the tech industry billionaire Maxwell Frost, he’d treated her to a day of unforgettable sexual bliss and cherished companionship; it had marked the first time in a month that she’d seen her closest friend in the world, Rebecca Ellis, who had just returned from her honeymoon. Leah missed her terribly in the month she was away; though she had been with Maxwell, and was having the time of her life, she had a love for Rebecca that went beyond friendship; a month apart had been far too long.

But with Rebecca back, Leah had everything she needed. Maxwell had turned out to be exactly what she wanted in a master: dominant, gorgeous and rich, but also intelligent and compassionate. His penthouse occupied the top floor of a skyscraper he owned in the middle of the city; in the floor, below he’d built an elaborate, fully-stocked dungeon, where he kept his pet confined most of the time. He played with her every day, disciplining her and rewarding her in equal proportion. He liked to tie her up in stringent and unique positions with rope, chains and more, and then he’d use her until both were spent. In the month since Maxwell had chosen her from among the other trainees at BonDouleurs Manor, not a day had gone by in which she hadn’t enjoyed multiple orgasms.

She was, by any definition, in heaven. And she wanted her asshole ex to know it.

I’ve found another man, in case you haven’t guessed. He’s everything you’re not. He doesn’t scream at me because I forgot which beer is his favorite. He doesn’t flirt with my friends right in front of me.

Leah chuckled when she wrote that part. No, Maxwell didn’t flirt with Rebecca — he did fuck her, though. The night she returned from her honeymoon, she visited Maxwell and Leah with her husband, Harry. Both men were open-minded about sharing their women, especially Maxwell: he loved sharing his slaves with his friends. Leah didn’t object: she fantasized about multiple men having their way with her, treating her like a piece of meat for their enjoyment. So neither master nor slave minded when Harry took a turn with Leah, or when Maxwell enjoyed a round with Rebecca, whose carnal hunger and sexual disinhibition rivaled Leah’s. Of course, the evening wouldn’t have been complete without Leah and Rebecca having their own fun.

And the foursome was just how the evening started: Maxwell’s other close friends had been invited over for dinner, but quickly discovered the real fun would be dessert… Leah could still recall the exquisite soreness in her core from the following morning. For days it lingered, a pleasant reminder of the kind of night she could look forward to much more often.

So telling Sean that Maxwell didn’t flirt with his friends was technically accurate; at worst it was a lie by omission. It didn’t really matter. The letter was addressed to Sean, and he never had to know the whole truth.

Unlike you, my man doesn’t make me feel like shit because I’m not as good as his past girlfriends.

By “girlfriends” Leah meant “slaves,” but she didn’t want to get into that with Sean either.

He doesn’t take out his insecurities on me.

Did Maxwell even have insecurities? Leah didn’t think so, but Sean didn’t need to know that.

He doesn’t make me feel trapped.

That part was the closest she came to a lie. Metaphorically, no: Maxwell made her feel very comfortable in their clearly defined roles. Literally, though, he did trap her: most nights she slept in a cage. Leah, though, wouldn’t have it any other way. Being a slave to Maxwell Frost fulfilled her in a way no other relationship ever did. Serving her master gave her a happiness few could understand. As an owned and collared pet, she always had a purpose, and her obedience was always rewarded.

Don’t reply to this message, Sean. I won’t read it. Every time I think about how close I came to marrying you, I feel like I could vomit. Breaking it off was the nicest thing you ever did for me; I didn’t know it at the time, so I never thanked you properly… Thanks, asshole.

OK, that’s all. Goodbye, and go fuck yourself.

Sincerely,

Leah

Despite her warning, Sean wrote back. Eight e-mails and counting. True to her word, Leah deleted all of them without a moment’s hesitation. She could only imagine what invective was contained within. The first three all came within the first day of sending out her letter. The rest arrived interspersed throughout the next two weeks. Each one gave Leah a combination of satisfaction and dread. As happy as she was to have pissed Sean off so much — and he was pissed, she knew, or he wouldn’t have written back at all — keeping a secret from Maxwell had been eating away at her.

She’d tried telling him after the first week, but he hadn’t been in the mood to talk. Feeling friskier than usual, he flew down the stairs from the penthouse that led to her room. Without a word, he unlocked her cage and pulled her out. He shushed her when she tried to speak, quickly opening the padlocks sealing her inside her chastity gear.

A lot of women go to sleep wearing underwear, a nightgown or nothing at all. Leah wore something that could be mistaken for armor in a bad fantasy movie: a belt made of metal and black neoprene rubber that made sure she couldn’t stimulating herself while Maxwell wasn’t around. Additionally, a matching chest piece prevented her from touching her breasts in any meaningful way.

The chastity gear was cruel but effective: by the time Maxwell or a member of his staff took it off, Leah was always desperate for relief. Being denied gratification was one of Leah’s biggest turn ons, a fact Maxwell exploited at every opportunity. She hated him for it, but also loved it. She couldn’t deny the truth: after hours of slowly building up her desire, the resulting orgasm was powerful enough to catapult her into a state of pure ecstasy. She could stay in that state for hours, given the right amount of stimulation.

So when Maxwell stripped off her belt, hungry for the touch of his slave’s many eager orifices, Leah decided she could wait to tell him about the e-mails.

Yet, she didn’t tell him. She worried about the punishment for keeping a secret all this time. Her guilt grew every day — she tried to work up the courage to tell Maxwell, but each time she faltered. The more time went on, the less reason she saw to say anything at all. This was between her and Sean. After a week, she let the matter go.

The next few days went by as joyously as the rest of her time in Maxwell’s keeping. Every night she went to sleep in her cage with a smile on her face; every morning she woke up sore, but eager for more.

It took until Friday morning for Leah to start thinking something was wrong. The day started off normally, with her regular routines of cleaning and exercise, but her master decided not to bind her in the dungeon for her daily session of intellectual development. She was simultaneously learning both Spanish and Mandarin. She was nearly fluent in the former, and so had begun mixing up her lessons with the latter. The program Maxwell used to teach her relied on giving pleasure for success and pain for failure: while bound to a table, her pussy was stuffed with a long and thick vibrating dildo, which would stimulate her for getting answers correct on a quiz. Incorrect answers, however, caused an electrode inserted into her backside to shock her. While Leah enjoyed the pain as much as the pleasure, it was the combination of the two that she craved — so Maxwell allowed her to study both languages at once.

However, that day he eschewed her training. After eating, he had her dressed in bizarrely casual clothes: skinny jeans and a tight, white t-shirt. Though reading quietly on the couch in his den, she kept an eye on her master,

At last he noticed his pet staring and announced, “I was thinking we might go out tonight. They’re holding an Expo at the manor.”

Despite the iron manacles on her ankles and wrists, Leah shot up out of her seat and shrieked. “Yes, master! I’d love to!”

“Good. So take a seat, do some reading. I want you to be ready for a good time.”

Leah knew what that meant: being used by lots and lots of men. It wouldn’t be the first time she’d been passed around at a manor party. She longed to do it again: the attention, the desire, the combined sexual prowess of the uncountable men — it all made her wet. But Maxwell didn’t want to bring her to the manor exhausted from a day’s worth of activity; he wanted her to be fresh, and to be hungry for hours and hours of domination and public humiliation.

“Yes, master. Can I ask something?”

“Sure, pet,” said Maxwell, stroking her hair.

“Will Rebecca and Harry be there?”

“I don’t know, but I have invited them.”

Leah smiled. “I hope they come, sir.”

Maxwell returned her grin, and looked like he was about to say something else, when the penthouse intercom buzzed.

“Yes, Finn?”

“There’s a situation that requires your attention. They’re holding for you on line 1.”

Maxwell sighed. “Fine, I’ll be there in a minute. Leah, I’ll be back.”

Leah’s master was not the type who liked dealing with the day-to-day minutia of running his company. He left FrostGen’s operations in the capable hands of his subordinates so he could enjoy all the things that made one want to be a billionaire. If there was some matter that truly required his attention, it must have been serious, so Leah didn’t expect to see him for a while.

To her surprise, Maxwell returned after no more than ten minutes. However, he brought back with him a frighteningly dark visage, his features pulled into a mask of rage. In six months of living with him, Leah had never seen her master so angry. Even when annoyed by her behavior, he always kept his cool.

For a moment, Leah wondered if he was going to take his anger out on her. He could easily drag her down to the dungeon, strip her bare and flog her backside until it was redder than a ripe tomato. He could chain her up until she couldn’t move a muscle, then suspend her from the ceiling, leaving her there for hours. He could do anything he wanted. Though Leah wasn’t thrilled about the idea of being his bad-mood punching bag, she decided that she would do it, if called upon. She belonged to him and she would serve him in any way he wished. She preferred for her punishments to come as a result of her bad behavior, rather than a factor outside her control, but she was a slave at heart, and slaves served their masters.

Yet, Maxwell didn’t say a word to her. He walked right by, not even turning in his direction. He exited out the front door, making for the elevator that would take him to the roof of the building. He liked being out there sometimes, especially if he needed a moment alone. Leah decided that as soon as he returned, she would offer to comfort him. Technically Maxwell didn’t have to ask her, but she thought he might appreciate her being proactive.

“Master,” she said as soon as he came back, “I don’t know what’s wrong, but if you wish it, I will serve you until you forget your troubles.”

He looked at her as though gravely insulted. “Not now,” he replied, and shot past her. He slammed the door to his office behind him, and didn’t come out.

Leah blinked away tears, shocked by his cold dismissal. All she could do was sit there and wonder what was wrong, and why he hadn’t said anything. Whenever she’d angered him in the past he always let her know how and why, complete with a commensurate punishment. She assumed that if she had messed up, he would have said so, but the look on his face gave her the unshakable fear that she was somehow to blame.

When Finn, Maxwell’s butler, emerged from the kitchen to bring Maxwell his dinner, Leah decided to risk asking for his help. “Mr. Planck, what’s wrong? What can I do?”

Finn Planck had been working for Maxwell for years, and the billionaire considered Finn to be more than a butler: he was a friend and confidante. If anyone could shed light on the matter, it was him.

“There’s nothing I can say,” he replied to her.

Great, she thought. Vague, much? His answer told her less than nothing. From his wording, she couldn’t tell if he didn’t know, or if he knew but couldn’t say, or if he knew but didn’t want to say anything. Naturally protective of his employer, Finn always kept his eyes on on the women who allowed themselves to be kept in servitude to a billionaire. She figured that, in his mind, anyone who would suffer in such ways for a rich man must simply be looking for a payday. Leah didn’t know how to make it any clearer to him that she simply loved how obedience and degradation made her feel; maybe if she remained Maxwell’s slave for years and years he would eventually believe her.

Leah nearly breathed a sigh of relief when her master returned: he acted like his usual self, but she could have sworn she detected an edge in his manner. His voice sounded sharper, his movement less leisurely. “Come on, pet,” he said with his typical mixture of amusement and seductiveness. “Time to get you dressed for the manor.”

Am I hearing what I’m afraid to hear? Leah wondered, Is it my imagination? She doubted that he would tell her the details of any kind of situation going on with his company. She was his slave, not his wife — but if the matter were resolved, wouldn’t he be in a better mood?

“Master,” she said. “If there’s a problem, we don’t have to go. I would totally understand.”

His face remained unreadable. “We’re going,” he said. He didn’t add anything else as he led her down to her room. Without a word he removed the manacles around her ankles, then watched as she stripped off her jeans, leaving just the chastity belt covering her core. When he didn’t retrieve the keys in his pocket, Leah knew he wasn’t taking it off.

At the manor, she told herself..

Maxwell opened the manacles around her wrists, freeing his pet fully. She pulled her shirt up over her head and tossed it aside, revealing the chastity bra that matched her belt. Rather than remove it, Maxwell began adding additional chains to both pieces. He attached a few of the chains to metal bands that he secured around her wrists and upper thighs. Once they were in place, her body felt like it was in a prison; she couldn’t walk without a cacophony of clicks and clacks. The thigh bands kept her from spreading her legs more than a couple inches apart, inhibiting her movement and further stoking her arousal.

With her body fully secured against undue stimulation, Maxwell selected from her wardrobe the tiniest black dress she had. Sheer and silky, it barely covered her buttocks; bending even slightly would give anybody nearby an eyeful.

Leah shivered. That’s what I’m here for, she thought. Naturally, she didn’t expect to wear the dress for very long anyway.

She wasn’t surprised when her master selected a matching pair of black heels to go with the dress, but Leah gasped when he presented the rest of the ensemble: a black, leather hood with a built-in, though detachable, panel gag. It featured a thick phallus that would be jammed into her mouth, and the hood itself was thick and unforgiving. She whined as Maxwell led with the gag, stuffing her mouth. After that only Leah could hear herself moan. The hood, which Maxwell laced up himself, prevented most sound from reaching her ears. Likewise, it contained all noise trying to get out, leaving Leah alone with her thoughts.

Maxwell finished his preparation by chaining her hands together in back; he connected the bands around her wrists to the collar around her neck, ensuring she couldn’t use her hands in any active way. When he was done, he patted her backside in the direction he wanted her to walk; after a month and a half, she had become fully versed in his wordless commands.

Once upstairs, he directed her through his penthouse and out the door, which brought them to an elevator. They rode it upwards, exiting on the roof, where Maxwell’s helicopter waited. Within minutes they were airborne.

—

The ride to the manor from Maxwell’s building took only twenty minutes. Leah used the time to enjoy the aircraft’s vibrations. Though it wasn’t enough to give her the relief she so desperately sought, the sensation was a nice preview for what was to come. She had to admit, she felt as sexy as she knew she looked. The gorgeous dress, combined with the humiliating hood and the harsh constraint of the chains, was presenting her in exactly the way in which she wanted to be seen: submissive but elegant — a sexpot and a slave.

Upon landing, Leah waited for her master to grab her arm and help her to the ground. She panted inside the hood, her heart pounding with anticipation and desire. How many people there will know it’s me underneath the hood? She could picture the men now: all dressed to the nines in tuxes, most of them as handsome as they were wealthy. Her ass tingled as she imagined them all staring at it. The way her dress wrapped around it, they would be drawn to it, knowing if they had patience they would get their turn.

In the meantime, Leah walked with her master, his arm snaked through hers. She felt like a prop; a trophy. To everyone who didn’t know the great Maxwell Frost, she was just an enslaved body in the possession of an obscenely wealthy man. The notion pushed Leah over the edge, and she wished she could reach down to her sopping chasm and release some of the ache building inside her.

Leah assumed that for the first hour of the evening, Maxwell was mingling with other attendees of the Expo. Every couple of minutes he moved her around, presumably taking her along as he introduced himself to everyone. When she heard the tap of hardwood floor under her feet, she reasoned that they were on the dance floor in the center of BonDouleurs Manor’s grand reception hall. The various slaves looking for owners would be positioned on the floor in cages, just as Leah was only six weeks prior. Some of them would be the very same trainees; the others would be new.

For all Leah knew, Maxwell could have been examining the trainees with an eye toward acquiring one; wealthy masters owning multiple pets was far from unprecedented. Though Leah doubted he was in the market for a new pet, paranoia crept into her heart.

What if he’s not happy with me and wants to return me to the manor? It’s only been a few weeks; he still could. The idea was nonsense, of course — though he could return her, there was no chance the manor had another slave who could meet up to his expectations. Leah had trained for months before she was taken, and her tolerances for bondage and pain were off the charts compared to the average pet. It wasn’t a point of pride, it was a statement of fact, that anyone other but her would be a downgrade.

But what if he doesn’t care? What if he was so mad, he just wanted to be rid of her? Leah hated herself for having such thoughts, but the way he’d acted earlier that day planted seeds that she couldn’t help grow.

After several minutes of moving very slowly from one place to the next, Leah knew that Maxwell was going down the line of cages, meeting all the prospective pets. Telling time while bound and hooded was a challenge, but she counted to herself the passing seconds, and to her relief discovered that none of them took more than two minutes; he clearly wasn’t focused on any one girl in particular. When Maxwell dragged her away from the center of the dance floor and directed her to take a seat, Leah pushed her fears aside.

Soon she made out a sound against the relative silence inside her hood: the host of the event, Dillinger Stamp, was speaking to the crowd. The loudspeakers projected his voice throughout the room loudly enough for Leah to hear a murmur through the thick leather material. She couldn’t decipher his words at all.

Then she felt it: the laces holding the hood tight against her skull began to loosen, and soon Leah felt a hand reach into the hood to disengage it from the gag. As soon as it snapped, Maxwell ripped the hood off of her. She inhaled deeply through her nose, grateful for the cool air around her and now filling her lungs. Her hair felt disheveled and gross, a stark contrast to her attire. She liked the look, however, imagining she resembled a naughty secretary who just got fucked in the photocopy room.

“Welcome back, Leah!” said Stamp. Behind him the audience cheered; after attending Expos for months looking for a master, she had accrued a number of fans. She nodded to them, loving the recognition and welcome. “We knew we’d see you again, only we didn’t know that your master would be bringing you back with such a specific purpose.”

Huh? What is he talking about?

The confusion must have shown on her face, because Maxwell stepped in and took the microphone from Stamp. “Forgive me, folks. I wanted to surprise Leah. I’m here tonight to enlist your help, so I thank you for indulging me. This won’t take more than a few minutes.”

Maxwell scanned the crowd, gauging their reaction. To Leah they seemed intrigued, and maybe a little concerned. Should I be too?

“I see a bunch of friends out there,” Maxwell continued. “Harry, good to see you again!” Leah turned and looked: sure enough, Rebecca was there with her husband. Behind her gag she smiled, glad to see her friend.

“Anyway, let’s begin.” A shadow seemed to cover Maxwell’s face, and his smile disappeared. “The reason I wanted this to be a surprise, is because I wanted Leah to know how I felt this afternoon when I was informed by my staff that there was an irate man in the lobby of my building claiming to be my pet’s ex-fiance.”

Leah felt the blood drain from her face. Nausea stirred within her throat. 

“That’s right, Leah. Sean was in the building earlier today, and he was demanding to see you.”

Oh god. Maxwell knew about her past, of course: the broken off engagement was no secret to him. However, she had promised that the past was in the past. In an act of pettiness, she had kicked the hornet’s nest, and now Leah felt swarmed.

“You lied to me, Leah,” he said. “Two weeks ago, Leah e-mailed him. When this Sean handed me a printout, at first I didn’t know what to think. I was worried she was going to leave me. But I was very, very wrong. It turns out, she wrote to tell him how happy she is now. I admit this made me very happy, but I also was sad that she didn’t tell me what she did. ”

I’m sorry! Leah wanted to say. She could only hope her contrition showed in her eyes.

“I can tell you feel bad, Leah,” said Maxwell. He reached behind her head and unbuckled the panel gag. “But you know you have to be punished for this.”

“Yes, master,” Leah replied, nodding. “Please, do whatever you see fit.”

“Actually, Leah, I’m going to give you a choice. Though you’re not going to like either of them, I promise.”

She shook her head. “I will do whatever I have to, master.” She had no complaint; she knew she messed up. “I will make this right.” The crowd applauded politely, appreciating her dedication.

“Good. Option number one is to endure seven days of chastity and punishment. You will be disciplined, but without any reward. You. Will. Not. Come. Am I clear?”

“No, please, Master,” she begged. She could hardly stand to go a day without an orgasm. How could she last seven? She’d go mad.. “What is the other option?”

Maxwell inhaled deeply, as though whatever he was about to say would hurt him more than it hurt her. “The other choice is to apologize to Sean and to fuck him until he’s satisfied.”

“What?” Leah screamed, shrinking in disgust. “How?”

“Oh, he’s here. We have him waiting in a limo right outside the building.”

Leah’s cheeks burned as tears trailed down, mussing her mascara. “No, I’d rather die than let that piece of shit touch me again.”

Maxwell clutched Leah’s long locks and pulled her head back, revealing her collared neck. “That’s not one of your options,” he snarled into her ear. “I can send Sean away. With one order from me, his driver will take him back to the airport with a one-way ticket out of here. But only if you’ll submit to the seven days of denial instead.”

Weeping, Leah looked to the crowd as if they might chant for mercy. She spotted Rebecca, who looked like she was going to be sick. Harry, who Leah couldn’t remember ever seeing without a smile on his face, donned a countenance of reserved interest. 

Was Maxwell over the line? she wondered. Or do they just feel bad for me?

Though she hated to consider the alternative, Leah dismissed the second option outright. She couldn’t give Sean the satisfaction of humiliating her in front of everyone she truly cared about. Leah would have gladly been taken by every man in the room, offering up all of her orifices for as long as required, than allow Sean to even catch a glimpse of her in person. 

I’m like a princess in a tower, she thought. Except I wasn’t a prisoner: I was being protected. Locked away on the top floor, nobody could get to her except her master. Sean couldn’t even get past the lobby without Maxwell’s say-so. Although she didn’t feel like she couldn’t protect herself, she liked being within her master’s care. It was one of the many things he provided, which she repaid with her service.

But a week’s worth of continuous chastity? Leah shivered contemplating how irritable she could be after a day of denial. She envisioned herself after five, constantly in pain from unfulfilled desire, as well as the additional punishments her disobedience would inevitably earn.

How can I agree to that? she wondered. I can’t do it.

“Leah, you have to decide.”

She hated to even consider it, but whether Maxwell voiced it or not, she did have a third option: she could end her time with Maxwell. Just as he could terminate their arrangement, so could she. The manor would gladly take her back, or put her up in a hotel off-site until she figured out her next move. She didn’t have to suffer such cruelty.

But I want to, she thought. Leah meant what she’d told her master about paying for her mistake. She wished the proposed punishments weren’t so horrific, but it was what her master decided. Maybe if he hadn’t given her a choice — if he’d demanded she submit to Sean — maybe then she’d have told Maxwell she couldn’t continue. But he gave her an alternative, one that she could live with.

If I can survive it.

“Tell Sean to stay out of my fucking life,” said Leah. “If I’d married him, it would have meant a lifetime of pain and suffering. I can handle seven days.”

Maxwell smiled and nodded. “You’ll never see him again, Leah. As your master, I promise you this. I have no compunction with you telling him off, but I can’t have you lying to me and keeping secrets.”

“Yes, master.”

He approached her and wrapped her in a hug. “And I can’t have him making a scene at my office. That’s my job.”

Leah laughed, relieved by her master’s return to good humor. She knew she was about to suffer horribly, but knowing she still had his love gave her strength. She felt like a chain smoker who’d just tossed a full pack down a garbage chute: calm and ready to face the coming storm, but nervous about being unprepared to face its full fury.

He’s going to have to tie me down real good.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Maxwell said, projecting his voice for the audience. “I thank you for your time. Leah and I will be across the room throughout the Expo. Feel free to stop by and help me punish this slut.”

Leah gasped, awash in humiliation. She whined as Maxwell took her by the arm and led her across the room, hiking up her dress and revealing her backside. He massaged her inner thighs with his fingers, feeling her wetness.

“You see this?” he asked, holding his glistening fingers up to her face. “You feel how much you’re trembling? This is just the beginning, and it’s going to get worse before it gets better. In 24 hours you’ll want to kill me. In three days, you’ll be miserable. In five, you’ll be repentant. In seven, you’ll be tamed.”

“Yes, master.” Leah quivered. “But, sir, am I not tame?”

Maxwell laughed. “When you’re happy and sexually satisfied, of course. But when you’re desperate to come, imprisoned by your own body? Then we’ll see the animal within you. I think it will be ferocious.”

A single tear fell onto her breast, soaking into her dress. “Thank you, sir.”

“You’re welcome, pet. And since you haven’t been pleasured since yesterday, I’ll give you credit for today. But for the rest of the night, you’re at the mercy of the manor. You would know better than me: are there many here who might want to see you suffer?”

Let’s see. There’s the suitors who wanted me but didn’t get me because of you. There’s the trainees who were worked extra hard because I raised the bar. There’s my former trainers, who would love another chance to make me squeal…

“Yes, master. Lots.” Scanning the room, Leah saw dozens of men — and more than a few women — eying her, grinning wickedly. If not for manor decorum, she had no doubt they’d already be lining up, as though she were some kind of circus attraction.

Well, I am a freak, she lamented. 

“I see,” said Maxwell. “Then I guess we best get you ready. It would be rude to keep everyone waiting.”

“Yes, master.”

Here we go.


Chapter 2

Huck licked his lips and chuckled to himself as he locked Leah’s wrists and neck into a classical wooden pillory. “Good to see you’re back,” he said, slapping her bottom with his bare hand. “I’ve missed this ass.”

Leah moaned through the black ball gag Huck had stuffed into her mouth.

“Have you missed me?” asked Huck whilst smacking her pink cheeks.

Not really, she thought. “-Ess -err,” she mumbled.

“You’re too kind.”

Every time Huck spanked her, Leah felt an ache in her pussy that wouldn’t go away. Bound in the inescapable grip of the pillory, Leah felt as if she were drifting out into a sea of arousal. Each new source of pain or humiliation was a riptide that tugged her beneath the surface. Laughter from the audience always sounded as though it came at her expense. Dozens of stares burned into her.

All the while, her master sat next to her in a party chair, reading the news on his phone and making sure none of the men brought her to orgasm. He’d removed her dress and all of her chastity gear, exposing her body. He left on her collar and heels, knowing they wouldn’t get in the way of anything fun.

Though Maxwell enjoyed watching others use his slave, he did establish a few conditions. “Do not make my slave come. You will regret it, and I’ll be watching. There will be no vaginal or anal penetration of any kind. For now she remains gagged, but she’ll give oral before the end of the night. Be careful with impact play, particularly with the breasts. She can come from pain alone,” he warned. “So take it slow, take it easy. We’ve got all night. And if you somehow don’t get a chance with her this evening, have your people call my people. We’ll set something up.”

To his slave he added, “And don’t you dare come. Don’t even ask for permission, because you won’t get it. If you come tonight, I extend your chastity another day. And starting tomorrow, if you come we start over from day one. Understood?”

“Yes, master,” she’d said, just before the gag was wedged between her teeth.

“And if you’re about to come and can’t hold it, let me know and I’ll stop things.”

I’ll try. She wanted to obey all of his orders, but that one she suspected might be more challenging than most.

All too happy to abide by Maxwell’s conditions, Huck waited for Leah to settle down. In all her months of training at the manor, Leah had never met anyone as sadistic as Huck. He could be nice — even affectionate — in his own way, but during play he let his mean streak take the wheel.

“You’re so lucky I can’t put anything in that ass of yours,” he said at last. Leah rolled her eyes, hoping he couldn’t see it. “I’ll settle for slapping it though.”

True to his word, he landed another series of smacks, alternating between her cheeks. She screamed and cried, more from her frustration than the pain. Huck finished by retrieving a set of nipple clamps from his jacket pocket and attaching them. She moaned as they bit down, but mumbled, “-Ank -ooh, -err.”

“You’re welcome,” said Huck. “Come back soon, all right?”

Following her former trainer, a trio of men came to punish Leah; she thought they might have been familiar from a past Expo, but she’d been to so many, she couldn’t be sure. From her position, they seemed intimidated by Maxwell, trying not to stare at the billionaire or seem too eager. However, they were too tempted by the chance to punish Leah, so they mustered up the courage.

“Go for it, guys,” said Maxwell without looking up from his phone. “Just follow the rules.”

A selection of whips, canes and floggers had been set up on a table next to the pillory. The men picked out floggers and tested them out with a few swings through the air. Leah listened to them whistle by; the men might not have her master’s wealth or presence, but they were young and came to play.

One of them counted to three; his voice was barely audible, but Leah was in such an adrenalized state that her senses were capturing everything. At the end of the countdown, the men began whipping her at the same time. Targeting her ass, breasts and pussy, they struck their marks softly at first, but gradually increased the force of each swing. Leah writhed, struggling against her bondage. She wailed as every part of her was lit with agony. She could barely think, the waves of pain were too intense, but she was cognizant enough to panic: she was on the brink of climaxing.

“Stop!” Maxwell thundered. All the eyes in the room shifted toward their corner. “Can’t you tell when a woman is about to orgasm?” He grabbed the floggers out of their hands. “Get lost.”

“-Ank -ooh, -err,” Leah said after she recovered from the onslaught.

Her master leaned down and kissed her forehead. “You’re welcome.” He removed the clamps from her breasts and set them aside. “I just got word that Sean has boarded his flight. Apparently he almost got into a fight with airport security; he was not very happy when the limo took him back to the airport.”

Leah laughed through her gag, imagining her ex being forced to back down in the face of getting put on a No-Fly List.

“I’ve called in a little favor from a buddy of mine in air traffic control. He’ll make sure that plane sits on the tarmac for a few hours before being cleared for takeoff.”

His pet giggled some more, drool dripping from her lips. “-Ank -ooh, -err.”

Maxwell caressed her pussy so softly she could only just feel it. “Don’t mention it. That guy was a total dick. Hmm… speaking of…” He turned back to the crowd. “OK, who has next?”

Applause rang out from the audience, and to Leah’s horror, the next participants in her punishment emerged: the BonDouleurs Manor trainees. There were seven of them, Leah now saw. A few she knew from her time as a trainee; the rest were new. Like some kind of feral pack, the cadre of nude women approached the pillory.

“Remember me?” asked one of the women, a petite brunette.

“-Or -a.” Nora.

The trainee whispered something into Maxwell’s ear while Leah looked up at them both. Her cheeks burned from the indignity of having a trainee talk to her master privately. You’re not a master, she thought, glaring daggers at the woman. Yet, Leah was in no position to object.

“All right,” said Maxwell. “You can do it, but if she comes, I get to fuck your ass so hard you’ll be catatonic for a year.”

“It’s a deal, Mr. Frost.” She turned to Leah and clapped her hands together. She rubbed them together, as if preparing to perform a magic trick.

“Dear, sweet Leah,” she said. “Do you have any idea how badly I wanted Maxwell to be my master?”

Leah moaned. This is not good.

“But you were the prime trainee. You had months of experience on us. It wasn’t exactly fair, now was it?”

“Nuh-uh,” Leah agreed, her voice the only sound in the entire room. Unlike before, all other Expo activity had ceased.

“No. And you’ve probably had the time of your life since he chose you.”

“Uh huh.”

“Yeah, I figured. When you left on that helicopter, I was so glad to see you gone; but at the same time, I wasn’t. I enjoyed seeing you get punished during training. It made my pussy wet.” Nora spread her legs to show off her sodden crevice. “So you can imagine how much I’ve enjoyed tonight.”

Leah didn’t respond. She focused on breathing steadily, refusing to let herself become overwhelmed by rage. What the fuck did I do to you? she wondered.

“Now, I don’t see the point in whipping you, or caning you. I know you like it. What you hate, however, is denial.”

Do your worst, bitch, thought Leah, but inwardly her fear instincts were blaring alarm klaxons. Leah squeezed her eyes shut and waited. Nora gave her victim a little time to squirm, then began. She put her hands on Leah’s thighs and squeezed. She rubbed up and down, coating her palms in Leah’s fluids. When they were slick, she moved up to Leah’s ass and pussy. With the index finger of her left hand, she caressed Leah’s swollen folds; using her right, she cupped Leah’s face. smearing it with her own wetness.

“So I take it you consider yourself a switch?” asked Maxwell.

“Yes, Mr. Frost. I submit to men, but I dominate other women,” said Nora.

“Interesting. If it makes you feel any better, you wouldn’t want a master like me. I wanted a pure submissive, like Leah. You should find a master who has more than one pet. That way you can enjoy both roles during your service.

Nora stopped. She nodded. “You’re right, sir.” She looked to Leah. “Sorry. I forgive you for winning Mr. Frost. But I’m still going to enjoy this.”

Nora began rubbing Leah’s pussy, coupled with smacking her backside. Leah breathed rapidly, trying to control herself. The woman’s hands against her felt incredible; she wanted to rub herself against them. Her body screamed for release, but Leah maintained her self-control. She knew that the second she tried to press back, Nora would pull away, teasing her.

You’re not getting the satisfaction.

Nora frowned, frustrated by Leah’s resistance. She walked a fine line: if she didn’t do enough, she couldn’t make Leah suffer, but if she did too much, she might make Leah come. Nora reached underneath Leah’s body to squeeze the bound woman’s breasts. Leah tried to suppress a moan, but Nora’s change in tactics caught her off-guard. Nora pinched her still-sore nipples, cruelly twisting them. While Leah cried and fidgeted against the pillory, Nora grinned and licked Leah’s face. Starting from the base of Leah’s chin, Nora dragged her tongue upward, tasting Leah’s lips and the rubber gag in her mouth.

Leah squealed in anger, hating the feel of the tongue on her face. Nora laughed, then spit on Leah’s face to compound the insult. She stepped around the pillory and grabbed Leah’s ass cheeks. Pulling them apart, she spit again. Leah felt the warm fluid land on her tender bud and shook furiously. Utterly humiliated by the trainee, she thrashed and babbled pure venom through the gag. Not a word of it was intelligible, but the meaning could not be clearer.

“You poor thing,” said Nora. “I’m tempted to just lick your clit until you come all over me. Mr. Frost can fuck me until I need a hip replacement, it will still be worth it.”

Nora buried her head into Leah’s crotch, sticking her tongue out onto Leah’s folds. She lapped against them, but to her surprise, Leah didn’t respond. Nora gave her ass a hard slap, and the sound echoed through the reception hall. Leah still gave no response. Nora swirled around to check that Leah was still conscious.

I’m right here.

Eyes narrowed belligerently, Leah stared at Nora until the trainee turned away. She circled the bound pet, then grabbed Leah’s crotch again, rubbing the drenched flesh with far more force than she thought Leah could stand.

What, you think I’m going to come for you?

As confused as she was livid, Nora tried again, but still couldn’t elicit a response. “Mr. Frost, can I penetrate her with my fingers?” she asked.

“Absolutely not. You know the rules.”

“But, sir, I need to go deeper.”

“No,” said Maxwell. “You need to stop.” He grabbed a bundle of rope from the table with the toys and quickly bound Nora’s hands behind her back.

“Please, Mr. Frost, I wasn’t finished.”

“I decide when you’re finished.” He pressed her body face down onto the table, then tied her legs together at the ankles. When he was done, he bent her knees, then tied her hands and feet into a hogtie. Leah laughed, listening to Nora beg for another shot. Within minutes, Maxwell finished binding her tightly, leaving her on view at the table.

“You know the difference between you and Leah?” Maxwell asked.

“No,” Nora replied, turned on but also ashamed.

Maxwell stuffed a long penis gag into her mouth and buckled it. “Leah has a master who loves her. Even when she screws up.” He smacked Nora’s ass, then swung back to Leah. He pulled the gag out of her mouth and kissed her.

Leah felt like she could have melted. Though bound, humiliated and sore all over her body, she felt the glorious glow of serving her master and having his affection reciprocated in monumental fashion. The only thing she could have used then was for her master to plunge his cock into any of her orifices, but she knew she wasn’t free of his punishment just yet.

“That was amazing,” he said. “I’ve never been more impressed with you.”

“Thank you, master,” she replied, beaming proudly. “But I was so close to coming. I really need…” She paused, thinking about what she wanted to say. “I really need to rest.”

He planted another kiss on her lips, then replaced the ball gag. “I’ll give you a few minutes. Then you’re sucking some cocks.”

—

The remainder of Leah’s night went as promised. Locked in the pillory, suffering from clamps on her nipples and lower lips, Leah sucked off one man after another. She tasted dozens of cocks, and a couple of pussies, as she pleasured everyone who seemed interested.

As she served the manor guests, the Expo continued, and after several rounds of meetings between the trainees and the interested suitors, six of the seven trainees found owners.

The only one left out was Nora, who was still bound to the table where Maxwell left her.

When the night finally wound down, Stamp took to the stage. “Thank you, everyone, for coming out to the Expo. I hope you all had a good time,” he quipped, gesturing towards Leah, who still had a thick shaft in her throat. The man she was servicing waved to the audience, evoking an outburst of laughter.

“If you were among the many suitors who did not sign with a pet today, don’t worry. We have lots more trainees who will soon be ready to find a master. Come back again and maybe your turn will be next,” said Stamp.

The crowd cheered, and the newly owned pets bowed to the assembly.

“And a special thanks to Maxwell Frost for providing a little extra entertainment. You two come back soon, OK?”

“You bet,” he replied, winking. He whispered to Leah, “We’re never missing a single one of these, you hear me?”

She mumbled her assent, her mouth still full. When the last man finally came, plastering her face with yet another milky coat, Leah took a deep breath. She felt like she’d just run a marathon. Her core ached for relief as bad as Leah could ever remember, but she tried to keep her mind distracted. So many cocks, and none where I really needed them.

Maxwell worked quickly to lock her up in her chastity gear. She cried in frustration at the familiar feeling of the protective metal belt and bra. When all of the pieces were secure, he let her out of the pillory, then helped her put on her dress. After saying goodnight to Stamp, Maxwell carried her to his helicopter. The last thing she remembered from the night was taking off and seeing the line of limousines driving away from the manor.

She woke up in her cage feeling strangely numb. Normally she would have expected to be sore all over, but instead she only felt a tingle of unsatisfied hunger. I must have been asleep for a very long time.

She reached through the bars of her cage to press the intercom button on the wall. She heard the trilling tones that indicated her call had been received by Maxwell’s staff. After a couple minutes Mr. Planck arrived. He took her into the dungeon, but bypassed the exercise equipment she used every day. Instead, he took her for her cleaning in the voice-activated auto shower. She made special note of the fact that he did not remove the chastity gear she wore.

That’s strange, thought Leah. Although she could clean with the gear on, normally Maxwell or his staff removed it to facilitate a more thorough cleansing. Leah started to think her punishment had something to do with the change in routine, an assumption that was confirmed when Planck took her back to her cage for breakfast. Instead of the pleasant but healthy course of scrambled eggs, toast and honeydew, he spoon fed her a small bowl of plain oatmeal. The whole time, he didn’t say a single word.

When he finished feeding her, Planck left and the intercom turned on.

“Good afternoon, Leah.”

“Good afternoon, master. I am here to serve you, if you wish.”

He ignored her offer. “How horny are you?”

Leah felt her cheeks flush, embarrassed by her master’s uncharacteristic lack of subtlety. “Very much, sir.” Leah nearly reached down to the crotch guard of her belt, but resisted the temptation.

“Today is day two of your punishment. However, since last night was so… eventful, I’ve decided what you need next is to be alone. A member of my staff will come around later with dinner. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Just like that, the intercom clicked off.

“Master?”

There was no response. Leah knew that she was being monitored 24/7, but unless she gave them an urgent need to make contact, they would ignore her. She could cry and scream or sing; none of it would help.

Leah looked around her cage, but she couldn’t find her phone. She wasn’t surprised. Of course he would take that away while I’m being punished. With no phone and no way to turn on the TV in her room, Leah truly had nothing to do.

She thought back to her first days living as Maxwell’s slave. At the time, being locked in a cage for hours at a time by her master was such a new experience, she was able to simply lie around and enjoy the sense of confinement and servitude. However, the novelty eventually wore off, and she became bored. Hence, access to her phone. Now, though, she had no choice but to suffer as her master demanded. Time would stretch out from the lack of stimulation — intellectual or otherwise — and her imprisonment would pass by at a crawl, but she would get through it.

Despite her resolve, however, Leah soon found her situation unbearable. The more she thought about how helpless she was, the more aroused she grew. Knowing that there was no reprieve coming — nobody would let her out, nobody would give her what she wanted — was powerfully intoxicating. Dwelling on the fact that she had no recourse whatsoever — none that she’d consider anyway — sent shivers through her body.

She tried desperately to think of something other than her plight. She sang to herself, going completely through several of her favorite albums. However, the strategy backfired, as she didn’t need to think about her favorite songs — she knew them inside and out — and soon she was singing without distracting herself from the ever-present ache.

Making the punishment worse, of course, was the fact that Leah’s room was located in the center of the building — it had no windows for her to look through. At the same time, Maxwell purposely left the room lacking a clock. The only point of reference she had to the time of day was the official lights out, over which she had no control, of course.

What if he doesn’t turn out the lights? she wondered. What if he’s going to deprive me of sleep?

Her eyes shot open and a grin bloomed on her face. That’s it! Sleep! She shut her eyes once more and snuggled into the blanket in her cage. Her master hadn’t given any instruction on whether or not she had to stay awake. Why pass the time bored and awake when she could rest?

A tone played from the intercom. “Eyes open.” It was Mr. Planck. “If you sleep all day, you’ll mess up your day-night cycle. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” Leah replied glumly. So much for that idea.

Now faced with an unknowable number of hours before lights out, she began to despair. “Please, master,” she said out loud. “I’m sorry. Please just let me out.” She cried softly, feeling more alone than ever in her life. She received no response.

“Please,” she begged. “Just come talk to me. I’ll suck you off, master. I’ll do anything you ask. Just don’t leave me here.”

Nothing.

“This isn’t fair!” she screamed. “This is inhuman!” Her heart pounded in fury. She gripped the bars of her cage and shook them, but they didn’t move. “I know you can hear me!”

Leah pounded on her chastity belt, but all it did was bruise her hand. “I hate this thing!” she yelled. “You hear me? I hate it!”

Furious now, she pulled at the padlocks on her belt, trying to break them off, but she didn’t have the strength or the patience. Eventually she ran out of energy, and fell onto her back. She stretched out her legs against the top of the cage and cried again to herself. “Please,” she cried. After a time, the lights in her room went dark, and Leah slowly drifted off to sleep.

—

The third day of Leah’s punishment began like the second, with Mr. Planck seeing to her needs but skipping her exercise. She was beginning to worry that she would be left alone in the cage all day again when Maxwell entered her room.

“Good morning, pet.”

She grunted angrily. “Good morning, master.”

“I heard you were quite upset last night. That you had a serious fit.”

“Yes, master.”

“How do you feel now?”

Leah took a deep breath, barely containing her fury. “Really fucking horny, sir.”

Maxwell nodded, ignoring her attitude. “Which is worse. The denial or the confinement?”

“The denial, of course, sir. I feel like a drug addict going through withdrawal. How am I supposed to make it a whole week?”

“The same way as all recovering addicts: one day at a time,” said Maxwell.

“None of them have ever been addicted to you, sir.”

“That’s very sweet, Leah. But you’re still not getting out of this. The good news though, is that today you won’t be alone. You’ll be at my side almost all day.”

“Thank you, master,” she said, but her instinct called out in alarm. What’s the catch?

She let Maxwell lead her upstairs, where he chained her hands up in the air using the cuffs that hung from the ceiling. Once she was properly bound, he removed most of the chastity gear from her body, leaving just the belt.

Is this how I’m going to spend the day? she wondered. She reckoned that it was better than being alone in her cage, but what if being around Maxwell was actually a worse punishment? Like the torment of Tantalus — the answer to her desire was right there, but she couldn’t get at it.

“By the way, Leah, Rebecca and Harry asked if they could visit tonight. If you can behave yourself for a few hours, you can see them.”

“Thank you, master.” They asked to come over? Leah didn’t get it. She saw how they looked at the manor; Rebecca especially looked appalled. Why did they want to see her now? Still, she was very eager to see them. “What would you like me to do until then, sir?”

He chuckled. “You’re doing it, doll face. Do keep your head up, though. No slouching. And don’t speak until spoken to. I have something very important to do.”

“Yes, master.” She told herself, I can do this.

Yet she wanted to scream when she discovered what Maxwell meant by “something important.” First he disappeared for an hour, during which time Leah could hear the slap of fists against a punching bag emanating from the billionaire’s personal gym.

OK, training is important. But is that what he meant?

Once he finished his workout, he returned to the den, shirtless and glistening with sweat.

Oh, fuck you, thought Leah. She couldn’t help but stare at his gorgeously developed physique. For a man in his early forties, he was probably fitter than any of the men she dated in their twenties. Especially Sean. Her ex-fiance had a bit of muscle on him, but he’d have been twice as built if he spent as much time training as he did preening in front of the bathroom mirror. For a moment she almost felt an inkling of pity for her pathetic ex. How inadequate he must have felt, discovering not just that his ex had totally moved on, but that she had found a stunningly handsome billionaire to live with?

But… how did he find out?

She looked at Maxwell as he poured himself a glass of lemonade from a pitcher. When he noticed she was watching, he smiled at her, but said nothing. She moaned softly, eaten at by curiosity, but needing to respect her master’s order not to speak.

Finally, he relented. “What is it, pet? Would you like some lemonade too?”

That did sound good. “Yes, sir, but I also had a question.”

“About?”

“About Sean.”

He put down the pitcher. “Go ahead.”

“How did he find out where I was? I said nothing about that in my e-mail.”

Maxwell laughed. “No, you didn’t. He said he hired a private detective. Apparently when you seemed to disappear without a trace, he told the investigator to check out Rebecca, since he figured she would lead to you. He was right: the marriage announcement in the paper told him that Rebecca and Harry got married. So they put a tail on Harry and Rebecca, which eventually led them to the manor.”

“Oh wow,” muttered Leah.

“That’s right. Of course, they didn’t know what went on at the manor, but they did see my helicopter. Before they could get any further, manor security forced them to leave. Without any other leads, they looked into my company, and found that I’m the type of guy who’s often been seen with a cute, young woman by his side. And that was that.”

“I’m so sorry, sir.”

Maxwell squeezed his pet’s breasts, eliciting a guttural groan. He let go, then returned to the kitchen for a pair of glasses. “Don’t worry about it.”

“And they discovered all that in just two weeks?”

“Oh yeah. Sean paid top dollar for that investigation. I was really glad when you opted to take the seven days instead of letting Sean fuck you, by the way. I really liked the idea of him not getting his money’s worth.”

Leah giggled despite herself. “I’m yours, sir,” she said. “I’d never let that piece of shit have me.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” he said, helping her to sip the lemonade. “Now hush. It’s starting.”

Maxwell turned on the TV and sat down on the sofa. Leah had her back to the screen, facing Maxwell, but she could hear the sound of rackets striking a tennis ball.

Are you fucking serious? This was his something important? She had trouble believing that he would really keep her naked and chained up right next to him, but not play with her.

“Have you ever watched women’s tennis?” he asked.

“No, master.”

“Ahh, well, you’re in for a treat. You don’t even need to watch. Just listen.”

“Yes, master.”

At first she didn’t understand what the hell he was talking about. She heard the commentators discuss the players and the action; she heard the ball being hit back and forth, and the linesmen calling balls out. None of it did anything for her. But after a while, as the match continued, something changed. As the competitors went deeper into the match, they began grunting every time they swung their racket.

High pitched and a product of great exertion, the grunts of the women began to remind Leah of something other than sports. Maxwell smiled, noticing that Leah had finally comprehended. He shot to his feet, and retrieved a flogger from the drawer. “For the next hour, your fate is in the hands of a feisty Croatian counter-puncher and a Russian veteran just returning to play following a doping scandal. Sound good?”

Leah snorted, laughing, despite the raging desire in her core. “Sound” good. “Yes, master.”

Maxwell waited for the action to resume, then spanked her ass with the flogger as soon as he heard one of the players sound off. As he’d hoped, Leah’s own groan joined theirs. Leah looked down at her master’s black workout shorts and noticed his erection forming a tent. 

Goddammit, she thought, wishing she hadn’t looked. All she wanted was his cock, and knowing it was there and ready to go only intensified her carnal need.

To make matters worse, Leah had no idea how long the flogging would last. Some of the games played by the women went by quickly, and after a few smacks they went to commercial. Additionally, sometimes the women wouldn’t grunt after every swing; Maxwell was very careful about not flogging her in those instances, exhibiting incredible self-control.

By the time the match was done, Leah’s backside had been thoroughly painted. Her skin burned, but Maxwell had used the pace of the match to keep her pain from getting so intense that she climaxed,

“So,” said Maxwell. “How are you feeling now?” He stood before her, the bulge in his shorts still evident.

“Still really horny, sir.”

“Good girl.” He kissed her cheek, then gave her ass a couple quick spanks. “That’s the idea,” he said. “Now stay here, I’m going to go tell Harry you’ve been good and that they can come over.”

Leah forced a smile, but couldn’t help think that now there would be two incredible cocks nearby that she’d be forbidden from enjoying. At best she’d get to suck both of them off, but she needed more than that.

Why do they have to come here? Leah thought. Was it really their idea? I don’t want Becca to see me like this…

She shut her eyes and cried quietly, feeling the ache between her legs until she couldn’t focus on anything else. Maxwell didn’t say anything after he returned; he took his seat and put the tennis back on. Men were playing, and he seemed more interested in watching the match than tormenting his slave.

Small mercy, or patience? Who knew what he would do when their guests arrived?

When Mr. Planck announced that guests were on their way up the elevator, Leah tensed and struggled against her chains. Maxwell’s cock hardened, lifting the crotch of the brown trousers he’d put on. “You know you’re not the only one who can’t wait for your punishment to end,” he said. “You know I miss getting inside you. But I take your discipline very seriously. I can’t relent just because it suits my needs.”

“Yes, sir.” She understood his reasoning, but didn’t care for it. He might not be willing to give her what she needed, but he would still gladly accept the use of her mouth, as he’d let so many others. What’s more, there was nothing stopping him from hitting up a club in the heart of the city and bringing back any woman he wanted. Leah could be kept downstairs in her cage, and the billionaire’s conquest for the night would be none the wiser. Leah didn’t expect either of them to be monogamous, and she relished the idea of having him bring another woman into their games… but she also would hate if he left her out, just to fulfill his needs whilst she suffered.

Leah squeezed her eyes shut, not wanting to see or be seen by her friends, but of course it didn’t help. Rebecca and Harry filed in quietly, whispering to Maxwell.

Rebecca walked right over and kissed her friend on the cheek. “I’m so sorry, Leah.”

“What do you mean?” she asked, opening her eyes. Rebecca wore a plain white T-shirt over a pair of extremely tight jeans.

“That you have to go through all of this. I wanted to come over to talk to you, give you some moral support. Maxwell was kind enough to agree…”

Leah didn’t like the way her friend trailed off. “Becca, what?”

“He had one condition. I can stay with you as long as you like, but if I do, I have to help punish you first.”

Leah blinked away a tear. “Did he say how?”

Rebecca nodded. “You have to make me come. Then I can spend as much time with you as you like tonight.”

“That’s fucked up, master,” Leah growled, pulling at her chains. 

“I’m sorry, what do you think this is, Leah? Social hour?” Maxwell snapped back. “You’re being punished. If you want to have a nice cup of tea with Rebecca without getting her off first, ask her to come back next week.”

“I’ll go if you want,” Rebecca cut in. “I totally understand. But I wanted to help you get through this, if I could. We can talk all night, and maybe I can take your mind off things. You know I have a little experience with extended periods of chastity.”

This was true. Rebecca had agreed to be belted for days at a time more than once. For her, it wasn’t a form of punishment, as the days of frustration culminated in the most mind-blowing orgasms of her entire life. If Leah’s predicament held any silver lining, it was the opportunity to experience such rare pleasure. Rebecca’s record was ten days, and her hope was to someday attempt an entire month. Surely she could help Leah survive the rest of the week.

Leah was torn: she knew playing with her friend would exacerbate her intense arousal. Yet, she didn’t want to brush off Rebecca’s kindness and expertise.

“All right, sir. I’ll do it.”

“Fantastic.” Maxwell retrieved a key from his pocket and unlocked the cuffs holding up Leah’s wrists. She moaned as each was freed, letting them hang limply at her side. “On your knees, hands behind your back,” her master instructed.

She did as asked, while at the same time Harry helped his wife out of the skin-tight jeans. He pulled them down, revealing that underneath Rebecca wore transparent latex underwear. With a grin, Harry spun Rebecca around, revealing that the garment helped hold a thick plug in her ass.

“That was my idea too,” said Maxwell. “I thought it appropriate that Rebecca suffers along with you. And to her credit, she’s a true friend — she agreed to it without hesitation.”

“Thanks, Becca.” Leah smiled, knowing that for Rebecca, being plugged was as fun as it was painful. She’d endured far bigger toys for much longer durations. Plus, the toy’s presence was going to make getting her off that much easier.

Harry finished his work by pulling down the latex panties and massaging his wife’s folds for a minute. He kissed her on the cheek. “Have fun, babe,” he said.

Rebecca stepped into position above Leah, who tilted her head back and stuck out her tongue. She found her friend to be very wet already; whether it was from the plug still partially inside her or the expectation of Leah’s well-trained oral technique, Leah wasn’t sure. She licked her friend’s folds softly at first, then swirled her tongue across Rebecca’s clit. Rebecca moaned blissfully, already feeling the swell of a powerful orgasm rising within her.

While Leah continued, Harry set about taking off his wife’s top and bra. Once she was nude from the waist up, he found some rope — Maxwell always had some handy — and tied Rebecca’s hands behind her back. Liking the effect it was having on Rebecca, Maxwell took a cue from his friend and began binding Leah as well.

Leah could tell right away that Rebecca was nearing her climax. Of all the types of restraint at Harry’s disposal — and, as an inventor, he had quite a few — rope bondage was Rebecca’s favorite. It could be used in a million different ways, and it required the rigger to be skilled in its use. As much as Harry preferred his various devices for binding women, he still devoted ample time to mastering the intricacies of rope. 

“Can I come?” Rebecca panted.

“Sure, babe,” said Harry as he wound rope underneath her breasts to form a chest harness.

Rebecca screamed, enraptured by the orgasm that ripped through her body. She felt as though Leah’s tongue found all of the thousands of nerve endings in her sensitive clit, flicking them all on and then turning the dial to 10. Leah’s tongue lapped at Rebecca rhythmically, occasionally slipping into her sodden chasm and exploring. Rebecca twisted around in her bonds as her juices squirted out and dripped down Leah’s chin.

As soon as Rebecca’s ecstasy peaked, she waddled back, careful not to fall with her pants down and arms bound. Leah took a deep breath and lowered her head. This is supposed to be the part where I get mine, she rued.

“That was incredible, Leah.”

The slave nodded, crying slightly. All of the things she wanted to say would be wildly inaccurate. My pleasure? No, not exactly. Don’t mention it? Well yeah, but literally, I don’t want to think about it.

“OK, you’ve held up your end of the deal,” said Maxwell. He pulled Leah to her feet. “Let’s take these two down to Leah’s room so they can have some privacy.”

Harry nodded and lifted Rebecca’s panties back into place. She moaned and winced as the plug dug back in, but she laughed as Harry struggled to get her jeans back up. They were at least a size too small for Rebecca, but that had been the idea.

The men helped their bound women walk down the stairs to the dungeon floor. Once in Leah’s room, they resumed their rope work, tying off the ankles and thighs of the women, then connecting their arms and legs in inescapable but maintainable hogties. Once both were done, the men worked together to lift and move Leah into her cage. She moaned as the door was locked; the idea of being tied up inside her cage drove her wild, but now it was the last thing she wanted.

If Rebecca is going to help me, she’s got her work cut out for her.

“OK, Leah — have a nice night. I have another guest coming over tomorrow who is not going to be anywhere near as nice as Rebecca.”

“Yes, master. Thank you,” she mumbled. Still worked up from pleasuring Rebecca, all she could hope to express was irritability and resignation, rather than the hostility and hatred she really felt.

“Good night, honey,” said Harry. “I’ll come get you in the morning. Brunch sound good?”

“Sure thing,” she replied. “Don’t forget to make reservations.”

Leah shook her head in amazement at Rebecca. She has a dildo bigger than most men’s cocks locked into her ass, and she’s worried about not getting a table for brunch.

Harry nodded. “Ooh, thanks. I’ll do it right now. Leah, good luck with the rest of your punishment. I hope you get out of it what you need.”

“Thanks, Harry.” What I need is a fucking orgasm!

Rebecca waited until the men left and the security door locked shut behind them. “How you doing, Leah?” she said once they were gone.

Leah wriggled in her ropes, but to no avail. It was difficult looking at her friend through the bars of her cage, and if she wanted to really see her, she had to strain her neck uncomfortably high. The only comfort for her was that Rebecca was in the same ordeal. “It’s bad, Becca. I feel like a volcano that wants to erupt but can’t. My pussy is so damn sensitive, if you could just breathe on it I’d probably come. But nothing gets past the belt.”

“Well, there’s nothing I can do about that. But I can try to take your mind off of it.”

“Is that what you do when you’re belted?” asked Leah.

“Well, yeah, but it’s a lot easier because I’m busy. I’ve got physics classes to go to, you know? I have something I can wrap my mind around to the point where there’s nothing else. But if you had something like that, I could try and help get you there.”

Leah thought about it, but started to cry. “My thing… the only thing I think about… is being Maxwell’s slave.”

“Well, shit.”

Leah laughed. “Yeah. Shit.” Then something occurred to her, an idea that excited her in a way that she didn’t think possible in her state. “Becca! You know how Maxwell is having me learn languages and study current events and learn all sorts of stuff?”

“Yeah. So he can impress all of his buddies with his astonishingly good taste in slaves?”

Leah slide let her friend’s mocking tone. Saying it in a dumb voice doesn’t make something dumb.

“Well, you’re in grad school. You’re teaching freshman physics, right?”

“I am…” Rebecca grinned, realizing where her friend was going.

“Then teach me physics. We’ve got hours. Start from the top. If anyone can make it fun, I know you can. And if it’s boring, I’ll fall asleep. It’s a win-win!”

Rebecca laughed. “Thanks for the vote of confidence. But OK, it’s a deal. If you think it will help, then that’s why I’m here.”

“It will, Becca. And I get the added bonus of surprising my master with the fact that I know freaking physics. He’ll never see that coming.”

“Okay. But I’m warning you: normally students have things like textbooks and pens and calculators. There’s a lot of math in physics.”

“That’s fine. I’ll study the math parts later.”

“No, Leah. I mean it’s practically all math-”

“Becca. Shut up and teach me physics. OK?”

“All right, all right. We start with vectors. Picture a straight line on a chart…”


Chapter 3

Leah woke up the next morning with a head full of equations and a body full of aches. Her arms burned from being bound all night long. Her pussy dripped with unfulfilled desire. She looked up to see Rebecca was still there, sleeping with a smile on her face. Leah shut her eyes, not wanting to wake her friend and hoping she could get a few more winks. However, there was no chance of falling back to sleep in her supremely agitated state. Waking up in her cage was no big deal, but waking up in bondage sent a spike of adrenaline through her.

Fully alert, she lifted her head and watched her friend rest. Although she’d never been particularly interested in science, the hours of physics tutelage flew by. She loved the idea of being versed in an entirely different discipline than the ones Maxwell had prescribed. She would be well-rounded in her knowledge, more so than Maxwell required. And though she wouldn’t say so out loud, she knew that Maxwell would be impressed with her initiative. Because I’m the best damn slave he’s ever had.

The sense of accomplishment soothed her weary mind, dulling the anger she’d felt so acutely the night before. Sometime after this was all over, she’d have to ask Maxwell to let her thank Rebecca properly. Although she got Rebecca off just fine before, she knew she could do far, far more — and she wanted to.

Eventually Rebecca woke up. “Morning, class,” she said, her voice dry and throaty.

Leah chuckled. “Hey, Becca. Sleep well?”

Her friend winced and jostled in her ropes. “My ass fucking hurts. But other than that…”

“Think Maxwell will let you take it out before brunch?”

“Yeah, but it’s still going to suck to sit down. ”

“Yeah. Sucks to be us, huh?”

Rebecca shook her head, then moaned as she struggled uselessly against her bonds. Soon Harry and Maxwell came downstairs to untie their women. They hugged and said goodbye, while Maxwell and Harry made arrangements to play racquetball in a few days.

“Oh, and Harry, how’s the work going on that thing you’re making for me?” asked Maxwell.

“Coming along. Another few weeks.”

“Thanks.” He turned toward Leah. “I think this one is going to love it.”

Leah didn’t bother to ask what it was; without a doubt, her master intended to keep it a surprise. In that way, he and Harry were cut from the same cloth.

“OK guys, thanks for visiting,” said Maxwell. “Rebecca, it seems like you did wonders for Leah here. Her mood seems greatly improved, despite everything.”

“Any time,” said Rebecca.

Leah shed a few tears as they ascended to the penthouse; watching her friends leave meant day four of her punishment had begun, and she knew he harbored nefarious plans. Who was this other guest who was coming? Did she already know the person? What were they going to do that Maxwell couldn’t?

After they ran through her morning preparations, Maxwell took his pet into the den, where he had a pair of black heels waiting for her. As Leah put them on, she discovered that one of the chains from the day before had been retracted into the ceiling, while the other had been lowered by a couple of feet. The cuff that had been connected to it was gone, replaced by an elaborate harness gag. Leah gave no complaint as Maxwell locked her into the harness, easing the large, black ball gag into her mouth. When the various straps were secured around her chin, face and neck, Harry retrieved a roll of blue tape and bound Leah’s wrists behind her back.

“Have you ever used bondage tape?” he asked.

“Mmm hmm,” she replied.

“Not like this, you haven’t. But neither have I, so we’re going to wait for a professional to show me how it’s done.”

What on earth is he talking about?

“You remember my friend Ariadne? She’ll be here in an hour. I’ll see you then,” said Maxwell. He gave her ass a hard slap, then retired to his office.

Leah remembered Ariadne all right. She wasn’t the kind of woman who was often forgotten. They met on Leah’s first full day as Maxwell’s slave, and she directly contributed to a great deal of fun for both her and her master. Ariadne X sold kinky sex toys, boasting the best selection in the city. She acquired stock from all over the world, obtaining everything from run-of-the-mill handcuffs to unique inventions from master artisans like Harry. The one time they met, Ariadne had dressed in a full-body, form-fitting catsuit, which hid the fact that underneath it she was wearing a choice item from her own stock. She wore her dark hair in an asymmetrical bob with pink highlights; several piercings dotted her face, and Leah suspected the woman had plenty of body piercings as well.

If Ariadne was coming to the penthouse, there was practically no limit to the number of things she could be bringing with her. Leah tried not to think of the possibilities. Instead, she ran through the physics lessons she’d picked up with Rebecca the night before. A lot of it was buried in a haze of deep, unfulfilled sexual hunger, but she recalled enough to give her something to think about while waiting. She debated whether or not she should tell Maxwell, considering it was a secret that put her into her current mess. Yet, this wasn’t so much of a secret as a surprise. Maxwell would be happy she was branching out into science. Wouldn’t he?

By the time Maxwell emerged from his office, Leah decided she would tell him. Some member of his staff had been monitoring she and Rebecca during the night. Leah didn’t know if their lessons would be reported to the billionaire, but he would want to know what she and Rebecca talked about for so long. Knowing her master, she figured he would ask her directly, not wanting to hear it first from a tape.

“How you feeling, pet? You ready for something you’ve never done before?”

Leah nodded, but moaned mournfully. As much as she loved the chance to try something fresh, it was guaranteed to send her arousal skyrocketing, with still days before relief could come. And what could it be? In her months of training, what would she not have had a chance to try?

“Maxwell, your guest has arrived,” Mr. Planck called out through the intercom.

“Thanks, Finn!”

He opened the door himself. “Ariadne, welcome. Come in.”

“Mr. Frost, so nice to see you,” she purred. Ariadne was dressed in skin-tight, vinyl leggings with a matching tube top. The crimson outfit squeaked as she walked through the penthouse and straight to the den. “Leah, how have you been? We never got to say a proper goodbye last time.”

Leah shot her a look as if to say, Yeah, because I was gagged and hooded. What do you want? She realized she was starting to get surly. She hated to admit it, but she felt intense jealousy over Ariadne’s outfit. The woman must have gotten her fair share of catcalls on the way over: the leggings hugged her bottom, and her exposed midriff revealed a flawlessly flat stomach. Maxwell was clearly flustered, and that alone was enough to raise Leah’s hackles.

She knew she shouldn’t be possessive of Maxwell: she was his slave, not his girlfriend. If he wanted to fuck the sex toy saleswoman, that was his right. And it’s not like Leah hadn’t been shared with other men, which she enjoyed. In her state, she just didn’t like to think of her owner getting to have his way with a woman equally as kinky as herself. But there was nothing she could do, so she just watched as Ariadne took a seat on the couch.

“Did the package you order arrive?” she asked.

“It did. Expedited shipping was perfect. Thanks for offering that.”

“Of course. You never know when you might need ten rolls of bondage tape.”

Ten rolls?

“Do you think that’s enough?” asked Maxwell unironically.

“Oh yes. And if it’s not enough, we can supplement it with saran wrap. I assume you have a little in the kitchen.”

Maxwell shrugged. “Probably. If not, I can send someone out for it.” He looked at his pet, whose confusion was evident. “Are you ready to start?”

“I am,” said Ariadne. “Good work on the set up, by the way — this is perfect. I’ll start from the bottom and work my way up.”

Leah wanted to scream. What the fuck are you talking about?

Sensing the slave’s anger, Ariadne turned to her and held up a roll of the tape. “You’re familiar with this, I take it?”

“Mmm hmm.”

“Good. So you know that this tape sticks to itself, but not your skin, making it very safe?”

Leah nodded.

“Then I’m going to show you what it’s like to be bound in it from head-to-toe.”

Fear, excitement and frustration flooded through Leah simultaneously. As a lover of bondage, the thought of being totally confined in the tape sent shivers through her body. Yet, she’d feel a lot better if Maxwell would fit her with a remote-controlled vibrator first. She had little doubt that this was something he’d do in the future, but not today.

“And I’m going to watch,” Maxwell added. He took out his phone and activated the video camera. “I want to be able to do this again, and to do it right.”

“By all means,” said Ariadne. “OK, here we go!”

She pulled a hanging flap of the tape and unspooled an arm’s length. She made a show of stepping up to Leah with the tape at the ready, licking her lips and swinging her hips. She winked at Leah, then crouched down in front of her. She pressed the tape against Leah’s bare ankles, then wrapped the roll around it until the tape adhered to itself. She made one revolution after another, peeling out more tape and circling Leah’s legs. One loop at a time, she worked her way up until she reached Leah’s waist.

“This looks amazing,” said Maxwell. “What do you think so far, Leah?”

His pet shuddered and swiveled on her feet, moaning.

“Mr. Frost, you have a little decision to make here. You’ve got her hands tied behind her back, which is fine, but you could also bind her hands to her sides. It’s up to you.”

“You’re the expert, Ariadne. What do you prefer?”

“Well,” the woman said, pacing around Leah, examining the slave’s body. “The nice thing about having her hands behind her back is that the tape will go directly over her figure, allowing you to see that nice shape she has. If you have her hands at her sides, you lose that a little. However, if they’re at her sides, you can lie her down on something and keep her that way for a much longer period of time.”

“Oh, she’s going to be standing today,” said Maxwell. “Let’s leave her arms where they are.”

“Works for me,” said Ariadne. She resumed her task, tearing off the tape and starting a fresh section. For this one, she picked up where Maxwell had left off with Leah’s wrists, binding her arms tightly with the tape. Once Leah’s elbows were forced together by the unyielding material, Ariadne moved back to Leah’s torso, starting at the hips.

Leah writhed as each length of tape squeezed her body. She’d worn corsets, she’d been roped and chained; she’d been bound with tape before; none of it compared to the all-encompassing sensation of having bondage tape wrapping her from top to bottom. Ariadne didn’t stop until the tape reached her neck. When she finished, only Leah’s head and feet remained outside the shell of tape.

“Outstanding,” said Maxwell. “And how long can she stay like that?”

“Depends,” replied Ariadne. “A big concern is overheating, but this is excellent tape — it breathes surprisingly well. Plus, if you keep her somewhere cool, that will help.”

The billionaire smiled. “I’ve got just the place.” He reached down to his crotch and felt his rigid member through his trousers. “It’s a shame I can’t have any fun with her while she’s like this.”

Ariadne shook her head. “The fun is having her like this. Right now she’s probably ready to pop. Aren’t you, honey?”

Leah nodded, fresh tears streaking down her face. Please, she thought. Just one touch and I’d be happy.

Maxwell leaned in close to whisper in her ear. “Leah, I promise you two things. The first is that after your punishment is up, we’ll do this again very often. I want you to enjoy it properly, trust me.”

“-Ank -ooh, -err,” she mumbled.

“The second is that this is going to be the hardest bondage trial of your punishment. You know how when you’ve been studying, you’d have a period of learning, followed by a test?”

She nodded.

“After today, the lessons are done. Your physical confinement will not be as rigorous. But that’s when the real test will begin. Do you understand?”

“-Ess, -err.”

“Good. Ariadne, what’s next?”

She unzipped her leggings, revealing a pair of black panties. “If it’s all right with you, I’d like to enjoy my handiwork. I’ve got it as bad as you right now,” she said, gesturing toward his erect shaft. “Have a magic wand I could borrow?

“Of course.” Maxwell opened the drawer under the TV and found the requested toy. “Though I feel obliged to mention that this is very, very cruel. Are you trying to make my pet jealous?”

Ariadne shrugged. “Call it a bonus.”

Maxwell pulled the vibrator back. “Call it an exchange. I’ll let you have this, and you can do whatever you want with it, but then I get to have my fun with you. How about it?”

“Yeah, sure,” said Ariadne. “I don’t have anywhere else to be today,” she added, receiving the vibrator from Maxwell. She positioned it against her clit, without bothering to remove her underwear. She sat on the couch and pushed out her lower body. Leah cried as she watched the cruel woman writhe in euphoric bliss. What I wouldn’t give for ten seconds with a vibrator like that…

Ariadne’s pleasure manifested with soft gasps at first; she applied the toy to her clit but only kept it on low power. She kept it there and watched Leah, who moaned and bucked against the tape. Enjoying the wrapped slave’s suffering, Ariadne flicked the vibrator’s power setting up. She screamed, tossing back and forth on the couch.

Not wanting to be left out, Maxwell came up to Leah and massaged her breasts. “Don’t hide yourself a way right now, Leah,” he ordered. “This is the kind of suffering that you can expect when you’ve been bad. You understand?”

Leah nodded, looking at her master with all the misery and regret evident on her face.

Ariadne hollered, grinding her body against the vibrator, which she’d brought up to full power. “Oh my god,” she gasped. “That look… I’m not going… to be able to…. forget that.”

Leah babbled a line of invective at the woman, furious that her suffering was being used to power the orgasm of another.

When Ariadne turned off the vibrator, she heaved in place, spent and out of breath. However, even while resting she seemed to have a plan. “Maxwell, can you do me a favor and take these leggings off me?”

“I think I can,” he replied, grinning. She held her legs aloft and Maxwell tugged until the garment came off.

“Now, here’s a question for you, Mr. Frost. Have you ever heard that wearing gold and silver jewelry together is considered tacky?”

“I have heard that,” he replied. “From what I understand, it’s still up for debate. Why do you mention it?”

She pointed at the ball gag in Leah’s mouth. “Although your slave looks absolutely adorable in that gag, it just doesn’t go with all the tape. So if it’s all right by you, I’d like to fix that.”

“By all means,” said Maxwell. “Do you need me to hold her up?”

“Yes, please. Or set her down, if you like.”

“No,” Maxwell said as he unbuckled the harness gag’s straps. “We’ll be moving to the dungeon in a moment, so she may as well stay upright.”

“Got it.” Ariadne chuckled as she waited for the gag to come loose. However, instead of preparing a piece of tape, she reached to her sodden panties and slid them down to her ankles. She stepped out of the garment with one leg, then used the other to lift it up, spreading her legs like a ballerina until her foot was raised over her head.

“Aren’t you just full of surprises?” said Maxwell.

Leah gasped when the gag came out, and whined as Ariadne held to her lips the soaked garment.

“Open up, or your master won’t be pleased.” Ariadne giggled, lowering her leg until it rested on Leah’s shoulder.

The slave let her jaw hang down just enough to admit the noxious fabric. It tasted musty and repulsive, and Leah hated the fact that it made her own pussy just as wet. Ariadne pushed at the fabric until every last thread found its way into Leah’s mouth, then planted a piece of tape across her lips. Ariadne wound the tape around Leah’s head the same way she’d done with her body, and soon the gag was finished. Secured by several layers of tape, the repugnant stuffing in Leah’s mouth wasn’t going anywhere.

Anger and frustration were rising in Leah like steam from a teakettle. In the past, she’d been fucked senseless by a dozen men in front of an audience. She’d been stripped and punished and paraded around while others watched and laughed. Yet, she’d never felt so humiliated in her life as she did right then. She’d been gagged with used panties plenty of times, but usually the taste filling her mouth was her own. At least once it had been Rebecca’s, and perhaps another trainee or two at the manor, but never had it been a woman who’d been tormenting her. Leah raged at the indignity, wanting nothing more than for Ariadne to get a taste of her own medicine. She looked at Maxwell, who winked and gave a sympathetic smile.

What’s that supposed to mean? she wondered. Something about his expression comforted her, though she wasn’t sure why.

“Come on,” he said, picking his pet up off the ground. “Time to show Ariadne the dungeon.”

The billionaire slung his pet over his shoulder, then made for the stairs. Leah watched Ariadne, who grinned gleefully at the chance to see Maxwell’s infamous dungeon.

“This is Leah’s room,” he said. “That armoire over there is filled with things we bought from you a few weeks ago. ”

“I’m honored.”

When Maxwell opened the door to the dungeon, Ariadne’s jaw dropped in disbelief. The outer walls of the room were formed by the building’s very exterior, which was comprised of floor-to-ceiling windows. The dungeon looked out over the city, which spread out in panorama around them.

“But can’t people see inside?” Ariadne asked, moving her hand to cover her crotch.

“Not so much during the day,” said Maxwell. “It’s darker in here than out there. But at night.”

“Wait, seriously? Do people watch at night?”

He shrugged. “Maybe. Nobody’s left a note on the front porch asking us to put up some blinds. If anyone is watching, they clearly are liking what they see. Isn’t that right Leah?” He smacked her backside through the layers of tape. It didn’t hurt, but Leah yelped anyway. He carried his pet half-way through the dungeon, eventually arriving at a stretch of interior wall covered in wooden boards. Sticking out of them in four vertical columns were a series of fixtures with wide, round openings. Judging by the uneven length of the fixtures, Leah assumed they were adjustable.

Maxwell set her down in between two of the columns, then picked up a long metal bar from a pile on the floor. He slipped the bar into two of the fixtures, one in each of the columns on either side of Leah. He then adjusted the fixtures, moving the bar closer and closer until it was snug with Leah’s body, just below her breasts.

“Oh, that’s lovely,” said Ariadne.

Leah agreed.

“Thanks,” said Maxwell. He kissed Leah’s tape-covered cheek. “You enjoying this, pet?”

She nodded, deferring to the wetness between her legs, rather than the frustration. If he just put a vibrator inside the tape, he could leave me like this as long as he wanted, she thought. She absolutely loved how bound she felt. The wrapping was like a cocoon, almost: she felt confined, but also protected. The metal bars that Maxwell lovingly put in place would keep her upright, with no chance of falling. The set up gave her the ultimate feeling of freedom through restraint: she was totally helpless, and thus free of all responsibility. All she had to do was stand there and just be. The only thing that would have made her complete was something to assuage the maddening hunger inside.

“Very nice,” said Maxwell after the last bar was secure. “Leah, you’ll be the control group in this experiment.”

Ariadne laughed nervously. “If she’s the control, then does that make me the test subject?”

“Bingo!” The billionaire turned to his pet and winked again.

Below the tape covering half her face, Leah smiled.

Payback time, bitch.

“Remember what I said to Leah about learning and then testing? What kind of master would I be if I didn’t take the same approach to my own education? Earlier you showed me how to wrap somebody with bondage tape. Now I’m going to show you what I’ve learned.”

Ariadne nodded. “Sure, Mr. Frost. I suppose that’s fair.”

“Good. But it wouldn’t be a proper experiment without a variable.” Maxwell opened a tall, narrow cabinet built into the wall, revealing several shelves full of dildos and plugs. They were all uniformly long and thick, like proper cocks, but their exact shapes varied: some were smooth, some contoured. Many were straight, but some of them bent slightly. All of them had flared bases, ensuring they could be used in whichever orifice the user wished. “Pick out any two you like, Ariadne.”

The woman hid her fear very well, but Leah was watching her every move, and caught the pained look that flashed across her face. Ariadne picked out two of the toys and presented them to Maxwell. He took just one and in return gave her a bottle of lube from the cabinet.

Ariadne gave the first dildo a small squirt and spread the lube around; she gasped as she slid the toy into her pussy, which dripped freely.

“You do the other,” she said, turning, spreading her legs and bending them slightly.

“With pleasure,” said Maxwell. Leah laughed and jostled in her bonds, feeling the thick, metal belt covering her crotch. Although she tended toward masochism, rather than sadism, there was a part of her that would enjoy very much seeing Ariadne humiliated as much as she.

Maxwell coated the second dildo very thoroughly, making sure every bit of its surface was slick. Ariadne grunted and whined as it penetrated her tight bud; he nudged it in a little at a time, then brought it back out, gently spreading her orifice. When at last he’d gotten it to the point where he could insert its full length up to the base, Ariadne was panting heavily and tears were tracking down her cheeks.

“How’s that feel?” he asked, smacking her backside.

She screamed, and twisted. “Super… stuffed… Mr. Frost.”

Maxwell grinned, then picked up a roll of bondage tape; it was the same blue shade as the one used on Leah. “Ready?”

Ariadne sniffed. “Yeah, I suppose.”

Maxwell nodded, then got to work. He started from the bottom, like Ariadne had earlier with Leah, and wrapped her legs as tight as he could. Ariadne winced and whined as the plugs shifted inside her; squeezing her legs together with them inside proved difficult, but she managed.

“Which do you prefer?” Maxwell asked when he reached her waist. “Hands behind the back, or at your sides?”

“Uhh…” said Ariadne.

“Wait, what am I doing?” Maxwell cut in. “It’s an experiment. The variables should be as similar as possible, right?” He grabbed her wrists and pulled them behind her back. He bound them with the tape, then finished her arms, making sure they were sealed as tightly as Leah’s. Following the method he learned, he completed Ariadne’s taping by sealing her torso all the way up to her neck. As soon as he was done, he helped her hop into position along the wall, then slid each of the metal bars into place and adjusted them until they held Ariadne tightly in place.

“How’d I do?” he asked.

The woman struggled in her bonds, drops of sweat running down her forehead. “Perfectly. You’re a quick study… Mr. Frost.”

“Thank you. Now, I just need to gag you with something and I can start the experiment.”

“Start? What do you mean, start?”

Maxwell ignored her, looking around for something fabric to put in her mouth. “Damn,” he said. “I don’t really have anything to match. Oh well.” He opened another cabinet, one that housed a selection of gags. He selected a panel gag with a thick phallic plug on the inside.

Now that’s a taste of your own medicine, Leah thought, remembering the first time she and Ariadne met.

“Lean your head forward,” Maxwell instructed. He inserted the plug into her mouth, then buckled the strap around her neck. The proximity of the wall and the inability to see what he was doing made the task a challenge, but when Maxwell succeeded, Ariadne was properly bound and gagged.

“You doing all right there?” he said to her.

She groaned, fidgeting in her bonds, but nodded.

“Leah, how about you?”

She nodded too. The need within her was overwhelming, burning uncontrollably, but she took some succor knowing that Ariadne was going to suffer alongside her, albeit in a more pleasant way.

“All right then. Let the experiment begin.” Maxwell took his phone out of his pocket and loaded an app. After a few commands, he found the wireless signals for the plugs stuffed inside Ariadne. She shrieked as they turned on and began vibrating within her.

“Did I mention those were going to do that?”

Ariadne shook her head.

“My bad. I thought you’d recognize that collection; I bought them from you. Are you still OK to proceed with the experiment?”

The woman sniffed as more tears flowed. Then she nodded.

“Good. Leah, it’ll be your job to count how many orgasms she has. Ariadne, you have permission to come as much as you want. I have to go get some work done, but you two have a good time.”

Both women screamed as Maxwell turned and left. How long was he going to be gone for? Leah wondered. She laughed as Ariadne reached the cusp of a massive orgasm. Welcome to the dungeon. She knew what it was like to be powerless to stop a flood of forced orgasms: as fun as it could be, it could also be scary and torturous. She figured the toys only had so much charge in them, and were likely going to turn on once in a while, keeping Ariadne guessing throughout the course of several hours of bondage.

Ariadne exhaled in relief as her orgasm subsided and the toys turned off.

That’s one, thought Leah. Maxwell may have been setting the mood with all his talk of experiments, but he ordered her to count Ariadne’s orgasms, and that’s what she was going to do. She didn’t care how insane it drove her. After this, she would have only three days to go, and then the pleasure would be all hers. I’m ready. Let’s do it.

—

One advantage to spending hours in the dungeon, instead of her room, Leah found, was that the passage of time was easier to track. The arrival of sunset and nightfall told her how many hours she’d spent wrapped in tape and barred to the wall. Additionally, the plugs inside Ariadne seemed to activate at regular intervals, most likely every half hour. So far, Leah counted twelve cycles.

She listened to the rush of air coming from a vent overhead. Her master had selected a perfect spot to bind them: even though the tape trapped a great deal of heat, their positioning near the cooling currents kept them comfortable, at least in terms of the temperature.

Ariadne moaned pitifully, which was music to Leah’s ears. Welcome to the big leagues. Leah could fall back on her months of training to endure her circumstances. Although she’d never been wrapped up like a mummy before, in principle the confinement was the same as any other: just much, much more complete. Leah had no doubt she’d be in a state of supreme bliss if she’d been stuffed full of toys like her counterpart.

Leah’s stomach began to growl for dinner, as outside the city glowed like a million fireflies. Maxwell had set the lighting in the dungeon to darken as the sun went down, allowing them women to see out the windows. Somehow, Leah didn’t think the view was helping Ariadne take her mind off her predicament.

Both women perked up when the lights turned on and they heard Maxwell’s footsteps. Before saying anything, he came up to Leah and kissed her forehead. He pulled the tape off her lips and yanked the sodden panties from her mouth.

“You hanging in there, pet?”

“Yes, master.”

“How many orgasms has our friend had?”

Ariadne moaned and shook.

“Twelve, sir.”

“That’s correct. I’ve been keeping an eye on you two. You’ve done so well, Leah. I’m very, very proud with how you’ve handled yourself.”

“Thank you, master.” Her skin crawled with unfulfilled need, and she felt so exhausted she would collapse if not propped up, but she smiled, bolstered by her owner’s very high praise.

“You’ve taken a crisis situation and found in it an opportunity to grow independent of the lessons I’ve sought to teach. That’s very impressive.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Maxwell kissed her on the lips. “I promise you. When you finish the seven days, your reward will be worth the wait.”

Leah nodded, then looked over to Ariadne. “Sir, she’s probably had enough.”

“I agree.” He walked over to the barely conscious woman and unbuckled her gag. “What do you say? Have a good time?”

“Yes… Mr. Frost,” she wheezed. “Please… that was amazing… but I’d like… to go home.”

“Of course. Thank you for helping me with the experiment.” He worked quickly to undo the bars. When they were all dismantled, he pulled a pair of safety scissors from his back pocket. Carefully, he cut through the tape until Ariadne fell out of it and into Maxwell’s waiting arms.

“Ready for this?” he asked, holding onto the plug in her backside.

“Please… just do it.”

He counted to three, then pulled on the plug. Ariadne screamed as it came free after such a long time. He tossed it aside, then started counting again. On three, he removed the dildo in her pussy, producing an equally pained response. When both toys were out, she collapsed into his arms, her knees completely turned to jelly.

“If you like, I have guest rooms,” said Maxwell. “You’re welcome to rest and recuperate before you go.”

“Thank you… just a… glass… of water…” whispered Ariadne. “I need… to go.”

“I’ll have my limo take you home then.”

“Thank you… Mr. Frost.”

Maxwell lifted her up, her light weight posing no challenge for his developed muscles. He turned around and said to Leah, “I’ll be back shortly.”

“Yes, sir.”

As glad as Leah was to see Ariadne taken away, she bristled at seeing her be carried like a babe. That’s supposed to be me in his arms, she groused.

At some point, she must have gotten her wish: the next thing she could remember, she was in her cage. She figured she drifted off waiting for him to return. She closed her eyes again, letting her fatigue take her back into slumber.

When she woke, she found she was in her full chastity gear, instead of just the belt. She cried softly as the hunger returned.

Maxwell had said that by day five she’d be repentant. She couldn’t argue with that, though Leah would have attested to feeling that way since day one. However, the rage that arose in the first few days didn’t stir in quite the same way. Maybe she just didn’t have the energy for it, or maybe the days of denial were having their desired effect.

If the point of submission was to surrender control, then wasn’t that what she was doing? Was she not accomplishing the act that gave her purpose? Wasn’t that more important than having an orgasm every day? Leah couldn’t believe it, but the idea of eschewing gratification was almost starting to appeal to her. Achieving a higher form of subservience felt like a noble goal. Demonstrating total obedience at the expense of her own temporary pleasure struck her as the path to an even greater form of submission.

Ever since she’d discovered her desire to be owned, she’d seen the dynamic as an exchange: she submitted to the will of another, and gave her service, and in return she received the kind of bliss only a dominant person could provide. However, a new possibility was opening up before her. Giving did not have to be a one-way transaction. By serving her master, she could be serving herself at the same time. Reward would be nice, but it didn’t have to follow service. Her submission could be its own reward.

“Good morning, pet.”

Leah broke from her revelation. She hadn’t even heard him enter the room. “Good morning, master.”

“What were you just thinking about?”

“Serving you, master.”

Maxwell opened the door to her cage. “What about your needs? Your hunger?”

“It’s there, sir, but I wasn’t thinking about it.” She hoped Maxwell could hear the truth that she believed.

“Interesting. It might be premature, but I think it’s possible you’ve learned your lesson.” He took his pet’s hand and helped her stand. She was still very sore from the extreme confinement she’d experienced, but she felt as though she’d slept through the worst of it.

“That is for you to determine, sir. Please, master. Could you tell me what form my punishment will take today?”

“Yes, actually.” He motioned for her to follow him into the dungeon, where he could give her her morning cleaning. “Yesterday I tested your body. Today I test your mind. After breakfast, you’re going back in your cage for the day. But this time you won’t be bored. You’ll be tormented, but not bored.”

Leah wanted to ask what that meant, but thought better of it. “Yes, master.” She wasn’t sure what would be worse: some form of actual torment, or boredom. She could usually handle the former, but the latter gave her problems.

After cleaning and another plain oatmeal breakfast, Maxwell brought her back to her cage and gave her a long, heavy kiss. Leah answered it with affection and desire, in that order. She accepted the fact that her master was not going to end her suffering, and didn’t want to convey such a misplaced hope. She simply wanted to be with him, and serve him.

“Well now I feel a little bad about what’s about to happen to you,” he said after the kiss.

“Don’t be, master, I believe that you have a purpose behind whatever it is.”

“I do. Yesterday we brought you to the height of desire through pure physical stimulation. Now it’s time for you to see how much more receptive your mind can be than your body.” He helped her into her cage, then locked the door. “I’ll see you later. Leah, I think you’re going to do very well for the remainder of your punishment.”

“Thank you, master.”

She still had no idea what he’d planned for her exactly, but once it started, everything became clear. The television screen inside her room turned on and played a series of videos. They all had one thing in common: Leah. Since she required constant supervision while locked up or bound, Maxwell possessed countless hours of footage of his pet. She hadn’t asked if he was saving it, but now she knew: at the very least, he was saving the highlights.

She didn’t mind: she’d already been exposed to the practice at the manor. Like a play-by-play, they showed her how she responded to her experiences. Not only had she learned from the videos, she’d enjoyed watching them. They made her incredibly horny, wanting more.

And that’s the torment, she realized. The scenes rotated every few minutes. Sometimes it was a period of her bound so tight she could barely move, sometimes it was her being led around the dungeon on a leash. Several of the videos depicted sex with Maxwell; those were the hardest for her to watch. They showed, in graphic high-definition, exactly what she needed. To present the contrast between then and now, the clips were interspersed with live footage of herself in her cage at that very moment. She cringed when she saw how sad and small she looked. Despite her breakthroughs, the urges inside her were as powerful as ever. She felt better equipped to handle them., but sooner or later something had to give. She needed release. On day one of her punishment, the wait seemed unbearable. On day four she felt convinced she would get there. Now, on day five, doubt crept into her mind.

The real blow came with a juxtaposition of two very distinct videos. One was from the day master started her training in language and current events. After a day of frustration and torment, he rewarded her with a mind-blowing orgasm. She remembered it very fondly. The next clip, however, was one from just a few days prior: in her cage, out of control, screaming and crying.

Highest high to lowest low, she thought bitterly. No, that day was not one of her greatest moments, but she considered the bright side of remembering it: if that was hitting bottom, she could only improve from there. It reinforced the progress she felt she’d already made, giving her hope that she could reach the end of her punishment without falling to such depths again. All she could do was hope she was right.

When Maxwell returned, it took every ounce of her will power not to beg him for sex. The videos had played for hours and hours, and took their toll.

“Come with me,” he said, unlocking her cage.

Leah’s chastity gear rattled as she got out and stretched her legs. The sheer amount of noise it made as she moved served as an unavoidable reminder of her bodily confinement.

Maxwell took her upstairs, into the penthouse, and to the dining room. Waiting for both of them was a dinner that smelled to Leah like paradise. Steaming bowls of thick, creamy lobster bisque awaited on the table.

“Sit, eat, while it’s hot.”

After several days of nothing but oatmeal, Leah was happy to follow his order, and dug into her soup. It was so good, she worried she might just come. “Thank you, master. This is delicious.”

“You’re welcome. You’ve earned it. We’ve got steaks coming, then tiramisu for dessert.”

Though tears of joy came to Leah’s eyes, she couldn’t help wonder if this was some kind of trick, as if her master was about to pull the rug out and somehow make things even harder.

Yet, if the dinner was part of some insidious design, she couldn’t see it. The steaks and tiramisu were served as promised, and were as sumptuous as one would expect from a billionaire’s dinner table. When the meal ended, Maxwell brought her back to her cage. “Get some rest. Two days to go. They won’t be easy.”

“Yes, master. Thank you.”

The appetite he’d sated wasn’t the one she wanted most, but she was happy. With a wonderfully full stomach, sleep came easy.


Chapter 4

On the sixth day of her punishment, Leah was taken for cleaning and breakfast by Mr. Planck. He didn’t say a word the whole time. During her cleaning, she felt her desire return to the forefront of her mind. The videos she’d watched the previous days had invaded her dreams; though they’d been sweet at the time, she woke several times during the night with her hand on the metal piece blocking her crotch.

She cried, feeling betrayed by her own subconscious. She’d worked so hard, and it would have undone all her work if it had been allowed. She wondered how she could truly believe herself to be submissive if she was undermining herself?

Once she’d eaten, Planck brought her upstairs and chained her up in the den. She was left to wait there for more than an hour, by her estimate, and when the door to the penthouse opened, Maxwell wasn’t the only one to enter.

“Good morning, Leah,” he said.

“Hey,” said Huck.

“Good morning, sirs.”

“How are you feeling now?”

“Very horny, sir.”

“The videos?”

“Yes, sir.”

“What videos?” said Huck.

“Nothing you haven’t seen before,” Maxwell replied. He asked Leah, “Was that harder for you to endure than the bondage the day before, or easier?”

It was an easy question. “Much harder, sir.” She enjoyed being bound, it was only the lack of resolution she found difficult. “Watching the videos did more than make me horny,” she explained. “It reminded me of how badly I’d behaved. I felt ashamed.”

Maxwell kissed his slave tenderly. “Good. You took away from that the right lesson. If there’s one thing that you should learn from this whole experience Leah, is that sometimes we fuck up in life. We suffer the consequences and we move on. But if we never face such challenges, we never grow. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Now, today is the day those lessons are reinforced.” Maxwell opened a black briefcase that had been waiting on the couch. He showed the contents to Leah: floggers, whips, canes, gags, clamps and more. “Today you suffer. I brought Huck here to help me.”

Leah sniffed as a tear dropped onto her breast. “Yes, master.”

No further explanation was needed. Maxwell selected a set of clamps and attached them to Leah’s erect nipples. She moaned as they bit down, then screamed as Huck added weights to the end of each, The men both picked out a flogger and set about whipping her all over her body. They circled her like a pair of vultures. Sometimes they only took a swing every once in a while. Sometimes they laid into her with a flurry of smacks on her ass and breasts. They never established a consistent pattern, leaving Leah unable to anticipate the severity of the punishment until it was delivered. More than once the men made a feint, causing her to flinch at a swing that never came.

After a half hour of the torment, welts had risen all over her back and front.

“OK,” said Maxwell. “Stop.” He reached into the drawer by the TV and retrieved a blindfold. After fixing it around her head, completely obscuring her vision, he activated the stereo system. A classical overture Leah knew but couldn’t name boomed out over the penthouse loudspeakers. Leah knew what he was doing: effectively blinded and practically deaf, she wouldn’t be able to tell at all when she was about to be flogged, or who was doing it. She waited, tensed and ready, for her punishment to resume, but the entirety of the overture played out with nothing happening to her.

Fucking mind games, she thought. Just as she started to wonder if she misunderstood Maxwell’s plan for the day, another musical suite began, and with it, the next round. She felt leather tendrils lash her breasts and a suede paddle pound her ass. For several minutes she screamed and wailed as her body absorbed each impact. In her training and her tenure as a pet, she’d been flogged so many times, she’d developed a tremendous threshold for pain. She enjoyed it, especially if she was being pleasured at the same time. Her master knew that if he induced too much suffering, she could come from the pain alone, so every few minutes he and Huck took a break.

“This is hard work,” he said, catching his breath. “I’m pretty glad I hired some help.”

“He didn’t hire me,” said Huck. “He asked nicely. I agreed.”

“He missed you,” added Maxwell.

“I missed that ass.”

“I wouldn’t say you were missing it,” said Leah, wincing from the pain. Heat radiated from her bruised skin.

The men laughed. “My my,” said Maxwell. “Humor in the face of brutal agony. Exceptional.”

“Yeah, she’s something,” Huck agreed.

“Good, Leah. Use it. You’re going to need it.”

“Yes, master,” she replied. As she spoke, Maxwell selected a wide ring gag and buckled it in. Within seconds, a line of drool began to drip down her chin. Her cheeks reddened in humiliation, especially when Huck scooped the drool onto his index finger and deposited onto her breasts. 

“OK, we’ll be back soon,” said Maxwell.

Soon, of course, was a relative term. Leah tried to hold still as she waited for more than an hour, as every movement caused the weights on her nipples to sway, but she’d only been chained high enough to keep her from falling or walking around. She could take steps back and forth, she could turn her body around; she could exacerbate her punishment if she didn’t maintain her discipline.

Mercifully, the first thing Maxwell did when he returned was take the clamps off her nipples. However, he replaced them with a handful of clothespins that stung her in several different places. Her chest burned from the fresh pain.

When Huck joined them, Maxwell took a seat to watch. As she was still blindfolded, she didn’t know what was about to come next until she felt it: a sharp thwack against her ass. It was a wooden cane, and she knew it would leave a nasty red line across her cheeks. She screamed and bucked as the pain arced through her entire body.

“Count for me, whore,” said Huck.

“-Un, -err,” she mumbled. Attempting to speak with a ring gag always embarrassed her. She felt like she drooled the words more than she spoke them.

Huck waited and waited between canings, drawing out the tension and anticipation. She found herself hating the waiting more than the caning itself. Just get it over with, she thought. She could take it.

But that’s just the problem, she realized. The day would only go by so quickly. Whatever happened during it happened; she couldn’t control that. No amount of pain tolerance could make time speed up or slow down. Only her masters could help with that.

Roll with the punches, as they say.

So Leah drank from her well of patience, counting out each swipe of the cane until Huck had enough. “-Wen -ee, -err,” she said. Her voice faltered from the pain, but there was strength in it too.

“Excellent, Leah,” said Maxwell.

And just like that, she heard the footsteps receding, and she was left to wait once more.

The cycle repeated again and again throughout the day. Half an hour or so of torment, followed by an hour of waiting. By sunset, Leah felt like a raw nerve. A live wire. A woman on fire. She was glad to be blindfolded — she didn’t want to think about all the marks marring her skin. She knew they would disappear soon enough, but pain without pleasure only made her feel so good before it felt like the punishment it was meant to be.

“No, thank you,” said Huck. “I haven’t had this much fun since you bought our little Leah.”

“All right, all right. Your services are appreciated,” said Maxwell.

“Bye Leah. Been fun!”

Leah didn’t respond. Her mouth was stuffed with panties. In one small mercy, they weren’t soiled — they were just the best thing handy. A patch of clear tape sealed them in, and they’d been there now for hours.

Maxwell paced around his pet, then removed her blindfold and gag. “How do you feel?”

“Awful, sir.”

“It was a long day. You don’t feel injured though?”

“No, master. Of course not. Just very sore in a lot of places.”

“Good. How is your libido?”

Leah realized she hadn’t thought about it for quite a while. The pain had been too distracting. “Still there, sir, but not as obvious. Too much pain.”

Maxwell nodded. “Which is worse? The pain we put you through today, or the constant desire you’ve endured this whole time?”

Leah didn’t have a quick answer. “I don’t know, sir.”

“I see. Well, you’re going to find out. Tomorrow is your final test.” He unchained her from the ceiling and held her hand as she walked very, very gingerly down the stairs to her room. She brightened when she found dozens of additional pillows had been left in her cage. It was a nice gesture, though she wasn’t sure how much they would help. There were too many bruises on her body: no matter how she tried to sleep, something would hurt.

“Get some rest,” he said as he dressed her in the rest of her chastity gear. “You’ve come so far. In a little over 24 hours, you’ll be done, if you can pass the final test.”

“Yes, master.”

Maxwell shut the door to her cage and locked it. “Good night, pet. I want you to know, whatever happens tomorrow, I’m proud of you.”

“Thank you, Master,”

He nodded, then left. Leah tossed and turned in her cage, trying to find a configuration for her body that was the least painful. She eventually settled on her side in the fetal position. She rubbed the metal piece covering her crotch. One more day.

—

Leah awoke with a start: Planck was in her room, opening her cage.

“Out,” he said.

Adrenaline shooting through her, she bolted into action, scurrying out of the cage despite the many aches in her still sore body.

“Move.”

He pointed at the door to the dungeon, which was open. He took her to be cleaned, then fed her the same bowl of oatmeal. However, when he brought her back to her room, Maxwell was waiting.

“You ready?” he asked.

She shrugged. “I don’t know, sir. I hope so.”

“I think you are ready.” He held out his hand, and she took it. Together they walked to the den, but this time she found it devoid of any bondage equipment. The chains were gone; the cabinet full of toys was open and empty. Then she heard the jingle of something small and metallic.

“Hold out your hands,” he instructed.

Gently, he inserted his keys into the padlocks locking the cuffs in place. After a moment they fell to the floor. Maxwell kicked them aside, letting Planck pick them up. Next, Maxwell moved onto the thigh bands, then the chest piece, the chains and finally the main section of the chastity belt.

Leah moaned and wept as the pieces were removed. It felt incredible to be rid of all of them at once for the first time in days. Has it been since the Expo? she wondered. She couldn’t remember.

Yet, another matter stole her attention. “Master?” she said, confused. “What’s going on? I haven’t passed the test yet.”

She may have been tired, but she wasn’t delirious; she knew she hadn’t somehow jumped hours into the future. She didn’t know what the test was supposed to be, but it clearly hadn’t happened yet.

“That’s right,” he said at last. “Spread your legs. Put your hands on your head.”

She complied, but still didn’t understand.

“This is it, Leah. This is the test. You’re not in bondage. You’re not in chastity. If you want to pleasure yourself, no physical implement is in place to stop you. The task is now entirely up to you to complete.”

Leah whimpered. She kept her position, but her whole body shook. It’s right there, she thought, looking down at herself. It would take less than a minute. It would feel so good!

No. “Sir, the temptation… Please, will you slap me?”

“I will not.”

“Tie me up then! Please, sir!”

“No.”

Leah breathed in deeply and held it as long as she could. When she couldn’t hold on any longer, she exhaled in a burst. It didn’t help. Her pussy dripped, calling on Leah to relieve its agony.

“Master, I’m begging you. Put my belt back on. Lock me up. Anything! I don’t want to fail!”

Maxwell took her into his arms. The feeling of his polo shirt on her pebbled nipples was enough to make her gasp. She pushed him off her, and immediately put her hands back on her head. “Please, I can’t take it!”

“You’re going to have to,” he said. “This is the final test, pet. It’s supposed to be hard.”

“What am I supposed to do, sir?” Tears spilled down her cheeks. Fluid from her disloyal chasm fell onto the floor below.

“Hold on until midnight. Maintain your discipline. Serve your master.”

She nodded. “Yes, sir.” The authority in his words and the confidence in his tone sent shivers through her. Serve your master. It’s what she lived for. He might not have meant to stir her arousal, but the new found urge to reach between her legs pressed against her mind even harder.

Come on, she thought. Hands on your head. All there is to it. Yet she knew she was lying to herself.

Maxwell sat down on the couch. He wore a bespoke, black suit with a striped blue tie over a white, button-down shirt. Leah wanted to take in the sight of her gorgeous master in such elegant attire, but every time she looked she had to clutch her hair to keep from breaking from her pose.

To make matters worse, Mr. Planck brought Maxwell a bottle of cognac and tulip glass. He poured a straight drink and sipped it. He finished the entire glass, never taking his eyes off Leah.

“Sir?”

“Yes, pet?”

“What are you… what are you doing?” She could barely speak. Her heart beat out of her chest, and she felt fluids dripping down her leg.

Her master grinned. “I’m having a nice drink, what’s it look like?”

“Please. Are you just going to sit there, sir?”

He nodded. “That’s it. I’m going to watch you, and be here for you, until this test ends, one way or the other.”

“Won’t you be bored?”

“Bored?” he laughed. “Staring at the most beautiful woman in the world? I pity the person who can get bored of that.”

Leah broke into a fresh sob. Stop talking to him! It’s only going to make this harder!

“Thank you, sir.”

For the next few hours, Leah tried to clear her mind as much as possible. She focused on her breathing for a time, but soon became bored. She thought about her life before she discovered her submissive desires, but that bored her as well.

She considered what she might ask of her master after the punishment was over; if she succeeded, he would no doubt be in a good mood. Perhaps she could go out with Rebecca, just the two together, for a day. They could catch a movie, they could visit a cafe, they could shop — normal things that she didn’t really miss, but that she’d enjoy once in a while. Of course, Maxwell would demand she be belted while outside, but that would be fine.

She recalled the e-mail she sent to Sean, what seemed like ages ago; she’d suffered terribly because of it, but she had to do it. He had to know how much happier she was, if only for the sake of whatever poor woman he seduced next. Maybe next time he’ll appreciate what he had.

While Leah pondered the past and the future, Maxwell watched patiently. Occasionally he poured himself another glass of cognac, but not too often. Leah marveled at his ability to wait in silence, yet not seem even slightly uncomfortable. She pictured him in board meetings, acting the same way, while nervous underlings presented reports on company earnings, ongoing projects and new enterprises for hours on end; once they finished, Maxwell would stand up and just say, “Keep up the good work.”

He didn’t seem to mind that she wasn’t saying anything. Then again, she didn’t have to: she couldn’t go more than a minute without trembling. She’d tap her fingers against her skull, wanting to remove her hands, but fighting the temptation.

“Master?”

“Yes, Leah?”

“I meant to tell you about the e-mail. I was going to, but then I didn’t. And the more time went on, the worse I dreaded the punishment, so I never worked up the courage.”

“It’s OK. I could see there was something troubling you during those weeks. I could hear it in your voice. And I debated asking you, but didn’t.”

She sniffed, relieved, but also upset. “Why didn’t you, sir?”

Maxwell sighed. “I feel bad that I didn’t, but I feel very strongly about honest communication, Leah. I want you to feel that you can tell me anything. If it’s bad, you may get punished, but you’ll get through it.”

“Yes, master.”

“Forgive me for this,” he said, then came over and kissed Leah on the cheek. She whined as her hunger roared back into the forefront of her mind. She wanted to squeeze her legs together; she wobbled on her knees for a moment as she firmed up her stance.

“Thank you, master,” she said.

“You’re so close. Just a little while longer.”

“Yes, sir.” She looked out the penthouse window, but it was too dark out; all she saw was her reflection. The next few hours passed maddeningly slowly; several times she nearly slipped. Every time her hands lost contact with her hair, she forced them back on with a frustrated grunt. Whenever her knees felt weak, she closed her eyes and took a deep breath.

The real irony, she realized, was that binding herself mentally, rather than physically, could be just as arousing. Serving her master without any form of restraint meant submitting to him on a new level. It caused a stream of her fluids to slowly drip; she wanted to wipe herself off, but she didn’t, she couldn’t guarantee what else would happen.

Finding new ways to submit made her wonder how much there was to know. She thought of the other submissives she knew, and what they might have to offer.

She wondered where Rebecca was at that moment. Probably grading tests, but maybe having trouble concentrating, thinking about her best friend, who was on the final stretch of her punishment. Leah made a note to ask for her cell phone back in the morning, so she could call Rebecca and tell her if she succeeded.

Then she grinned, thinking about Ariadne, who she pictured lying face-down on a bed, still sore from her stay in Maxwell’s dungeon; and Nora, most likely locked in her cell in the manor, imagining what life would be like once she found a master of her own.

Both of them put their own needs first, and look how they suffered because of it. That’s not going to be me, ever again.

Leah thought she heard something. She looked around, but nothing seemed amiss.

Is it my imagination? Am I hallucinating?

Her master noticed the distress on her face. “Leah, what are you thinking?” asked Maxwell. He got up and came over to her.

“Sir, I’m going to do this,” she replied, steeling her resolve. “I know I can do this.”

He took his phone out of his pocket. “You already have.” The display lit up. It read, 12:01.

—

“Congratulations, Leah. You did it.” Maxwell took her hands in his and pulled them around him in a hug. He then wrapped her in his arms and kissed her.

Leah broke it off quickly, however, so she could rest her head on his chest and cry. A week’s worth of nerves and fear evaporated. She felt as though she’d been buried alive, but after a week of digging and scraping she’d burst free of the ground, and above her there was now an endless expanse of blue sky and fresh air.

When the last tear fell, she turned back toward her master and kissed him, now hungry for his touch and affection. She drank in his aroma, the sweet taste of cognac on his breath. Her weariness dissipated as adrenaline crashed through her. Like a sprinter on a second wind, she left her feet, coiling her legs around Maxwell and holding fast to his body.

Her master laughed, and a few joyful tears escaped his eyes as well. “Ready for your reward?”

“Yes, master,” she replied, happier than she’d been in a long, long time.

Maxwell carried his pet through the penthouse, kissing her as he walked.

“Master, where are we going?” asked Leah when she realized he wasn’t headed for the dungeon.

“Shh… you’ll see.”

He rounded the corner, and when the lights came on, Leah saw that she was in his bedroom.

“Oh, master…”

She’d only seen the door before, she’d never been inside, and certainly had never been taken to it to sleep with her master. The interior was gorgeous; decorated in white and black like the rest of the penthouse, the carpet was soft under her feet, and the king-sized bed looked almost cloud-like.

Maxwell set her down upon it and quickly stripped off his shirt and pants. The bulge in his boxers rose like a mountain. Leah stretched out her arms and legs, sprawling on the bed, feeling the heavenly fabric below her.

I could get used to this. As much as she loved her cage, she had forgotten how nice a bed could feel.

Maxwell opened the drawer of the mahogany nightstand and retrieved a few bundles of rope, a red ball gag and a pair of nipple clamps.

“Sir, I thought my punishment was over?”

He grinned. “This isn’t punishment. This is foreplay.”

Leah laughed and moaned as her master tied her wrists and ankles to the bedposts. After all the elaborate ways she’d been bound, a few feet of ordinary rope seemed both amusingly quaint and pleasingly simple. We don’t need a dungeon with hundreds of expensive toys. We just need a little rope and one another.

The nipple clamps hurt as they squeezed her tender flesh, but Leah was past the point feeling pain in any kind of punitive fashion. She held her mouth open in a smile until Maxwell gagged her, then moaned as he massaged her breasts.

“Leah, you have the strongest spirit of any woman I’ve ever met. Nobody could have endured this week like you did. I want you to remember this. If you’re ever down, if you ever have doubt, just remember that you have faced incredible challenges, and you’ve bested them. I love you, my pet.”

“-Of -ooh -ooh,” she mumbled.

Maxwell kissed her forehead, then removed his boxers, revealing his massive erection. Leah felt her heart pounding inside her chest, and then it happened: her master’s cock slipped into her drenched pussy and plunged in deep.

Leah writhed blissfully, the pleasure she hadn’t felt in a what seemed like centuries now flooding through her system.

“And yes, you can come. As much as you want, whenever you want, all night long.”

His pet shuddered as a spasm caused her body to jerk against the ropes. She clenched down on his rock hard shaft as it drilled into her eager orifice, and soon she felt her first orgasm ready to break.

Seeing the look on his slave’s face, Maxwell increased the pace of his thrusts, launching Leah into a state of pure euphoria. She pulled at her bonds and bit down hard on her gag as she came, juices and tears flowing as pleasure filled her body. She wept in relief and joy as her master kept pounding and pounding, showing no sign of stopping.

Normally Leah could count on enjoying a few orgasms before they began to take the form of a single sustained state of ecstasy. That night, after a week of chastity and frustration, she ascended into subspace almost immediately, and didn’t come down from it for hours. Maxwell buried his cock into her, giving her a dozen orgasms before he finally spilled his load. As soon as he did, he grabbed a magic wand vibrator from the nightstand and pressed it to Leah’s clit. He turned it on to full bore, then used another set of rope to tie a harness around her thighs, holding the vibrator in place.

Leah barely registered the change in stimulation; she was too blissed out to care. When she felt a large, rubber dildo slide into her crevice, amplifying her pleasure even further, she wailed and thrashed, as much comforted by the rope as restrained by it. When the lashes of a flogger made contact with her breasts, she heaved and moaned. The sensation added to the bondage, the vibrations and the satisfaction of serving her master in a way she never imagined she would or could.

Of all the times Leah had reached subspace, she had never once been able to tell whether or not she was in that state for minutes or hours. That night, she still couldn’t tell exactly, but it felt like days.

—

She woke up in her cage. The room was dark. She pressed the intercom button, and the lights slowly turned on. She sat up and realized she was still totally naked: no chastity gear whatsoever, and she wasn’t bound by anything.

Well, one thing. She still wore her collar around her neck. She wasn’t physically restrained, the collar signified a promise to always be bound her to her master.

As the room became illuminated, she discovered she was surrounded by a series of vibrators. Some were magic wands, others were large dildos. All of them were propped up against her cage, so that all she had to do was pull them inside through the bars. To her added delight, she also noticed her cell phone had been left in the corner of her cage.

“Good morning, Leah,” Maxwell’s voice came over the intercom.

“Good morning, master.”

“How do you feel?”

Leah twisted at the waist, stretching out as best she could inside the cage. “Amazing, master. Like I’ve been ill for a long, long time, and now I’m cured.”

Her master laughed. “Well, you did enjoy quite an injection last night.”

“Yes, master.” Leah blushed and bit her lip. Well, it’s true. “Sir, where are you?” She wasn’t sure what she was supposed to do. She’d been so preoccupied with her punishment, she didn’t think much about what would happen afterward.

“I’m upstairs. If you want, you can get cleaned and come up. Or, you could play with those toys and have all the orgasms you can handle. You can come until you pass out. It’s your reward. You’ve earned it.”

“Thank you, master. But, can I be honest?”

“Leah, I always want you to be honest.”

Oh, right. “In that case, master, if you really want to reward me, you’ll get your ass down here, tie me up and fuck my brains out. Sir.”

Leah heard the sound of cutlery being dropped onto a plate. “You’re right. I’m on my way.”
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Leah had a sneaking suspicion Maxwell was buttering her up for something. It had been two weeks since he’d punished her with seven days of total denial, which had been one of the most difficult challenges of her life. The successful completion of her sentence had resulted in a honeymoon of sorts for them: her master had brought her to the heights of ecstasy every day since. The billionaire had devoted entire days to pleasuring her, often building her up throughout the day, teasing her and stoking her desire until she couldn’t bear it anymore. Then, without fail, he’d tell her those four words she always longed to hear:

“Leah, you can come.”

Every time her master gave her permission to climax, her toes curled and her body writhed. It didn’t matter what technique he used to stimulate her senses — what mattered most was knowing she had served him and earned her carnal satisfaction. Maxwell strongly believed that the struggle made the reward that much sweeter, and Leah had seen the wisdom in this first-hand. Her seven day drought had been utter torment — a series of unique trials that challenged her body and mind — but when she finally succeeded, the euphoric release she experienced had been like no other in her life. The state of subspace she reached felt as though it lasted for days.

After that, Maxwell had been so enamored with his pet, he’d given his all to rewarding her. He still punished her when necessary, but often times Leah had purposely acted out so that she could enjoy the harsh sting of his strict discipline. However, each night she slept the serene, untroubled slumber of pure contentment. Half the time during their play she passed out, rocked by a series of orgasms. After a few hours, she’d wake up locked inside her cage, smile and wait for more.

In the two months she’d been Maxwell Frost’s collared pet, calling a cage her home had become so ingrained, it hardly seemed strange. As long as she had her cell phone or a book, she could spend hours and hours inside without complaint. The confinement instilled a constant, steady thrill in the back of her mind — like a pot set to a slow boil, she was always cognizant of the situation, always aroused. Sometimes she’d turn off her phone or put down her book and just lie in a ball, daydreaming of her master and his many ways of making her scream in bliss. Like the bars of her cage, they literally surrounded her: the room with her cage was located in the center of the second highest story of Maxwell’s mid-city high-rise. Forming a ring around her room and occupying the entire remainder of the floor was an extensive dungeon. Fully stocked with dozens of bondage devices and hundreds of sadistic toys, it offered the master and slave an unlimited number of ways to dominate and serve one another. And to top it all off, the dungeon’s walls were the floor-to-ceiling windows of the building’s exterior. When she was in the dungeon, she could stare out at the city below, and at night the voyeuristic eyes of the city could look in on her. Had anybody peering through a telescope discovered the bizarre scene on the 59th floor of the FrostGen building? Leah didn’t know, but she liked to think they were out there: admirers or perverts, she didn’t care.

This is who I am. This is what I need. Deal with it.

Of course, at that moment, there wasn’t much of a show to be seen. One of the happiest results of her week of punishment, which her master affectionately referred to very officially as “The Taming of Slave Leah,” was discovering a taste for total bodily confinement. Maxwell had learned the fine technique of tightly wrapping her from head-to-toe in bondage tape. Now she craved the incomparable titillation of feeling her body being slowly restrained by a single unbreakable bond, followed by the ensuing state of total enclosure.

While the tape was nice, Leah now found herself fully enclosed in a new way, one that she liked even better. It was tight and inescapable, and Maxwell had commissioned its creation just for her. When Harry, the kinky inventor of BonDouleurs Manor, visited during her week of punishment, she heard Maxwell ask him when it would be ready back. Now it was here, and it was worth the wait.

She wriggled around helplessly, enjoying the way his gift felt as it touched her body…

—

The day had started off like any other in the last couple weeks: she woke up feeling sore but happy and, once again, her master had not made her sleep in her chastity gear. Normally he wanted to make sure she would not be naughty and enjoy an unsanctioned orgasm. However, considering how active they’d been with their play lately, Maxwell trusted Leah not to seek out her own pleasure; he would supply it soon enough. All she had to do was reach through the bars of her cage to trigger the intercom system, and she knew it would only be a matter of time until she could count on a massive release. She could stand to wait a couple hours. After all, why fill up on appetizers when the main course would be so much more appealing?

Informed that Maxwell’s pet was awake, his butler, Mr. Planck, arrived to see Leah through her morning routines. After exercising, cleaning and having breakfast, Planck was about to set her up for her daily development training, but Maxwell stopped him. At her master’s behest, Leah had been studying every day. Learning current events and a variety of foreign languages had been her main priorities, but she’d branched out into science and culture as well. Maxwell wanted his slave to be intelligent, worldly and well-informed, as he felt it would serve as a projection of himself amongst his peers. Leah didn’t mind: she was happy to learn, to have something to do while Maxwell was busy and to have an array of skills to fall back on, should she and her master ever part company.

His decision to cancel her training for the day surprised Leah: she enjoyed the sessions, as it provided a great deal of pain and pleasure. She received vibration in her core to reward success on quizzes, and electrical stimulation in her backside to punish failure. Of course, for her, the shocks delivered into her sensitive back entrance were plenty enjoyable, but too many wrong answers on a given exam would leave her smarting for days, so it proved a powerful motivator to succeed. 

However, a day without training usually meant one thing: Maxwell had special plans, and he didn’t want her too worn out for whatever was to come.

“Leah, you know what we haven’t bothered to do since you became mine?” he asked.

“No, master.” They’d done so much, it was hard to imagine what could have been left out.

“We haven’t played with your belongings from your training days at the manor. I was thinking that might be fun.”

He was right: Maxwell’s dungeon had so many extraordinary devices to use, Leah still hadn’t tried them all. It never occurred to her to go back to the various toys that had been made specifically for her at the manor. Now that he mentioned it, of course, she could think of a few favorites she’d missed.

“Yes, sir, sounds great! But if I might ask, master, why now?” she asked, trying not to seem too cheeky. She knew something was up; whether or not he would confirm her suspicions was another story.

Maxwell shook his head, grinning. “Nothing gets past you, Leah, does it?”

“No, sir,” she replied, matching his expression. “It’s fine, sir. Forget I said anything. I’d love to play with some of my old toys.”

“Old” being a relative term — she only left the manor two months ago.

“Wonderful. I believe they’re in the southwest corner of the dungeon. There’s something I’d really like to know about you, something to make tonight more interesting.”

“Sir, is there something special going on tonight?” She laid it on thick, hamming up the act for fun.

Maxwell immediately got in on it. “My yes, sweet little Leah. There’s going to be a nice party, as a matter of fact, and I’d like to get you in the mood for it.”

Leah felt the ache in her core start to swell; he knew how much she loved parties. Getting used by a series of powerful, dominant and attractive men was one of her biggest fantasies. Except that, for me, it doesn’t have to be a fantasy anymore.

“Master, you know I’m always in the mood for a party.”

He chuckled. “Oh, I know. But this one is going to be very, very special. Now, no more questions. You’ll find out soon enough.”

“Yes, sir.”

Maxwell led her through the dungeon to where her old toys were kept. Instead of a regular cabinet, they had been carefully stored in a small closet. Although most of its contents were restraints, there were a few articles of clothing worth having that were hung properly. Among them were the bridesmaid’s dress Leah wore to the wedding of her best friend, Rebecca; the red dress she wore at the manor’s Expo event where she and Maxwell first met; and a custom-made straight jacket. The site of the black, leather jacket sent Leah back to the night of Rebecca and Harry’s wedding: she’d been bound in it at the after party, and she’d worn it until the following day. Featuring cutouts to expose her breasts and an excessively high posture collar, the jacket both intimidated and called to her.

Maxwell noticed it too. “How did I not know about this?” he asked, rubbing one of the sleeves between his fingers. “I really should have checked this stuff out before.”

“I’d love to wear this sometime, sir,” said Leah. She hadn’t been properly jacketed in some time.

“Yeah, that can be arranged. Not tonight though. There’s something I’m looking for specifically: the Devastator.”

Leah gulped and felt a tingle in her backside. Every time she thought of that particular invention, she could feel it inside her again just as clearly as if it was actually there. She had a history with it.

“You know which one I mean. That’s Harry’s name for it, of course.”

“I know, sir. May I ask you a serious question?” 

“You may.”

“Sir, is there a particular reason for your interest? It’s a rather challenging toy.”

He nodded, probably expecting the question. “There are two reasons. The first is that I think it sounds hot as hell, and I want you to wear it for me. The second is that I’d like to combine some elements of your journey into our play today; I know that this was key to your sexual awakening. There was mention of it in the dossier given out by the manor.”

“I see, sir. Did it explain fully what happened?”

“No. Just that it was your first experience with pain as a form of pleasure. If you like, I’d love to hear the whole story while we play.”

“Yes, sir, gladly.” Leah could think of no better way to spark a tremendous carnal hunger than to recount the fateful night.

Maxwell sifted through the closet’s contents as his pet told the story, setting aside numerous serendipitous discoveries he wanted to try out later.

“I was living with Rebecca, and she had gone out to see Harry. She was supposed to test one of his new devices and would be gone all night. I told her to go, but I felt so lonely. Eventually, I decided to have a little fun, and went poking through Rebecca’s things, looking for some kind of vibrator I could use.”

“Naughty,” chided Maxwell.

“Well, I certainly paid for my mistake. I found… Yeah, that’s the one.” Leah recognized the toy’s dark case. She had traced her fingers over the leather sides of the cubic container. So often she thought about playing with it by herself, but the memory of what had happened happened gave her pause.

“Instead of a normal vibrator, I ended up coming across this.”

Maxwell snapped the case open, revealing the toy. It resembled a chastity belt, but its purpose was quite the opposite: instead of keeping things out of Leah, this was designed to keep them in. Attached to its waistband was a narrow crotch piece about as narrow as a straw. When worn, the piece would reach up inside her folds, splitting her deeply. Additionally, the crotch piece passed right through the base of an exceedingly large butt plug, from which the device derived its name. By feeding the structure of the belt through the plug, it ensured that the toy would not go anywhere and that movements of the wearer would be felt inside her tenderest of openings. Of course, the toy was customizable: the plug could be removed entirely, or replaced with any number of alternatives. Changing out the standard plug could mean something smaller and less taxing, or something larger and more brutal — it could be a toy that vibrates, or shocks with electricity.

“I couldn’t believe Becca owned something like that. I had no idea she was into anything kinky. She kept it a total secret. Although, to be fair, she was still learning a lot about what she likes. We both were.”

“Still are,” said Maxwell. He took from the case a bottle of lube and began applying it all over the plug.

“Yes, master. Anyway, when I saw the thing, at first I thought, ‘There’s no damn way I can fit that inside of me. Becca must have gotten this as a joke.’ So I continued looking for a normal dildo, but then I realized that nobody — and I mean nobody — would have gotten that as a gift for Becca. Also, where would they even find something like that? I’d never seen anything like it, and I’d shopped for sex toys as much as anyone I knew.”

“It was the original prototype, wasn’t it?”

“That’s right, sir. Custom made by Harry for Rebecca. If the two of us weren’t so similar in height and figure, it never would have fit me.”

“It was fate.”

“I think so too, sir. Now, I didn’t understand it at the time, but the idea of having this plug locked into me was driving me out of my mind. At first, I didn’t want to admit that the Devastator was the cause, but every time I picked up a regular vibrator and turned it on, it just didn’t excite me in the same way. My eyes were drawn back to that scary-looking belt and, finally, I couldn’t deny it anymore. I had to try it on.”

“Bend down, hands against the wall,” Maxwell instructed. “I can’t believe you managed to get it in by yourself.”

Leah gasped as she felt the tip of the plug press against her tender back orifice. She felt more lube being poured between her cheeks. “It took a very long time, sir. I struggled for at least an hour. But the more I managed to take inside, the more I enjoyed it — ah!” Her breath caught in her throat as the massive plug penetrated fully.

“How’s that feel, pet?”

“It hurts, but… familiar. Good, sir.”

Maxwell pressed a bit harder, driving the plug into full depth. At the same time, the metal crotch band sank between Leah’s folds, splitting them deeply. She squealed, tormented by excruciating agony; the crotch band felt like it was cutting her in half, while the plug filled her so much, she thought she would burst. Then she heard the click as Maxwell connected the crotch piece to the two halves of the waistband, which disconnected so that it could be placed above the wearer’s hips. When the three ends came together, they locked, squeezing down on Leah’s midsection and adding to the difficulty of wearing the device.

It’s not called ’The Devastator’ for nothing, Leah lamented. She moaned, imagining how it would feel to once again have the toy locked into her body for what could be several hours.

“What did you think, when you finally got it on?”

Leah took a deep breath. “I couldn’t believe the pain. It was the worst I’d ever felt in my life. But I also couldn’t believe how incredible it felt. I loved it. I walked around the apartment, feeling how it shifted with each step. I used a magic wand on myself for at least an hour, coming over and over again.”

“Sounds like fun,” said Maxwell as he retrieved a few sets of chains from the closet. “What happened next?”

Leah shuddered thinking about it, then sighed as Maxwell chained her elbows behind her back.

“Well, after I’d had my fill of orgasms, and my ass was really starting to hurt, I decided it was time to take the belt off. Except, when I went to open it, I realized I had no idea how to do that. I would have expected some kind of buckle or clasp. There was nothing — just smooth contours.”

“Where was the remote?”

As if the design of the device wasn’t enough, the most submissive aspect of it was the remote control: it was the only way to open the belt once it’s locked. Should the remote be given to one’s master, they would have complete domination of their pet.

“Rebecca had it in her purse.”

Maxwell laughed. “And she was with Harry.”

She smiled sheepishly. “And she was… with Harry.”

“So what did you do?”

“I tore through the entire apartment, looking for some kind of key, or instruction manual — anything that might give me a clue on how to take the thing off.”

“You poor thing,” Harry said as he snapped handcuffs around Leah’s wrists. The two cuffs were connected by a chain long enough to stretch across her waist. With her elbows bound in back, her hands were forced to her sides, where they hung uselessly. “And you found nothing, of course.”

“Nope. I panicked, texting Becca over and over, hoping she might have her phone on, but it was no use. She wasn’t going to get any calls or texts until the morning. So I got into bed on my stomach and tried to sleep.”

“That couldn’t have been easy.” Maxwell shook his head. From the closet, he produced a set of nipple clamps.

“No, I barely slept at all. I’d never experience such pain before. Yet, the more I let it sink in that I was stuck that way, the hornier I felt. I tried to pretend it wasn’t the case, but it didn’t work. After hours of tossing and turning, I reached between my legs and got myself off again. It was incredible.”

Leah whined as the clamps gripped her erect nipples they were connected by a thin, metal chain that swayed with her every movement.

“Yet, the relief of coming only helped for so long. After a little while, I began to focus on the pain again. I started to think I would be up all night for sure, but eventually I fell asleep from pure exhaustion.”

“Wow,” said Maxwell. Leah noticed a tent in the crotch of his khakis; she had a feeling his sadistic inclinations would guarantee an enthusiastic response to the story. “I take it Rebecca let you out of it when she got home?” he asked as he crouched at the knees. He hobbled her legs with a set of ankle cuffs; she’d be able to shuffle forward with continuous quick steps, but walking normally was out of the question, especially when he helped her don a pair of black heels.

Leah laughed. “Yes, but not at first. I sort of derailed the rest of her date with Harry with all my texts. She made a case that I ought to make it up to her, and I agreed. In a way, she was my first master.”

“No kidding. So then what? Wait, stop. Save that story for another time.” Maxwell picked out a magic wand vibrator from the closet, then pocketed a bunch of weights. “We’re ready.”

“Yes, master.” Leah could see the bulge in his pants had only grown taller, and her juices were running down her thighs. She eyed the wand in Maxwell’s hand like a moth following a flame.

He turned on the toy, then lowered it to the height of Leah’s sensitive lower lips. “You want this, slut?”

She nodded, blushing. “Yes, master.”

“Then come get it.”

Leah panted hungrily, then inched forward until her pussy made contact with the buzzing vibrator. She moaned as its energy sent arcs of pleasure that rippled through her body and caused her knees to wobble. Soothing the pain caused by the Devastator, the vibrator evoked the beginnings of a powerful orgasm. As it grew, Maxwell took the opportunity to gag her with a large, black ball gag. The taste of rubber and the sense of fullness in her mouth spurred her arousal even further. She knew she was on the cusp. However, just as release was imminent, the sensation suddenly stopped.

She looked down to see Maxwell had stepped backward, taking the toy with him. “Come on. I won’t wait all day.”

Yet, as soon as she took a step to get back to the vibrator, Maxwell kept going. Desperate to restore the source of her bliss, Leah followed along whining through her gag until her master relented and stayed still.

“-Ay I -umm?” she asked.

“I’m not going to let you come just yet, slave. But when I decide you can, you won’t need my permission.”

Leah shuddered as her frustrated whine seemed to carry through the entire dungeon. Her master’s display of sadism had a potent effect. Denial was his favorite form of torment, and Leah’s least. Deprivation stoked her desire, driving her mad with hunger. Though she had learned how to better handle the pain of unfulfilled need, she still felt it as strongly as ever. If she didn’t also somehow enjoy being tormented, she would have been furious. Furthermore, she knew her master’s intentions were benevolent and sadistic at the same time. By delaying her gratification, the eventual release would be so much more intense. Still, in the moment it was hard to think that far ahead. Leah’s body screamed out for resolution, and as a result, she chased her master around the dungeon, her ass and pussy aching with every step. The band running between her lower lips applied a steady pressure to her clit, and every movement exacerbated her misery.

Maxwell faced the same challenge: his pants looked like they were on the verge of bursting. When she saw it strain against the fabric of the garment, Leah felt inspired to surprise her master. Instead of moving toward the vibrator, she bypassed it in an attempt to reach Maxwell’s cock and rub it with her hands. If she stood on her tiptoes, she could almost reach; she figured, Maybe if he likes it he’ll take off his pants…

Laughing, Maxwell swung his hips backward and put a hand on Leah’s shoulder. “I love the initiative, Leah. You must want my cock pretty badly.”

His pet nodded, drool escaping her lips because of the gag. “Mmm.”

“Is that right? You want the cock?

“Mmm hmm. -Ess -err.”

Maxwell nodded, then spun his pet around. He began spanking her ass, cupping his hand to smack the underside of her cheeks. She squealed in pain and surprise. The impact of his hand added to the punishment she already felt from the Devastator. “Be honest. Is it really my cock you want, or to come?”

Truthfulness could be difficult when you’re trying to make sense of a hundred conflicting signals inside your body. Leah only had to answer a simple question, but the answer was elusive. Do I just want release, or am I actively asking for cock because I want to please us both?

Leah shook her head and shrugged.

“You don’t know?”

Realizing her answer was complicated, and that she couldn’t verbalize it while gagged, she babbled incoherently at Maxwell, which he understood as code for: “You want to hear this, please let me speak.” Leah was very careful not to abuse this signal. Asking to have her gag removed would earn a severe punishment if she didn’t have something worth saying.

Maxwell pulled the ball out of her mouth and let it hang against her collared neck. “Master, in my mind, I want to want to please you above all else. But am I telling myself to think that so I can justify coming, or do I really feel it? I’m not sure, sir.”

“Interesting.” Maxwell leaned in for a kiss. “So you’re curious about whether your submissiveness has overridden your own need. I understand your concern. Unfortunately, I don’t know that there’s an easy answer. You may have to figure it out over time. Thankfully, we have lots of time. Sometimes the answers to difficult questions can’t be sought; they can only be found. Do you know what I mean?”

“That it may come to me someday as an epiphany, sir.”

“Yes, exactly.” He wrapped his arms around Leah, then kissed her cheek again. “Now, if you’d like to please me, get on your knees.”

Leah needed no further invitation. She lowered herself down, Maxwell grabbed her by the shoulders to help set her down gently. The motion sent the plug in her bottom jostling, and she gasped at the reminder of its massive presence. Still, she was eager to serve her master, and the excitement sent fresh fluids dripping down her legs. She opened her mouth as Maxwell unzipped his pants.

When he took out his cock, it had grown to full tumescence. Rigid and thick, Leah’s heart hammered in her chest at the sight.

“Come here,” he said.

On her knees, Leah thumped her way forward until she could reach his tip with her tongue. She took the tip into her mouth, focusing on it as a prelude to the rest. After two months of his ownership, Leah knew what techniques her master enjoyed, and when he might appreciate trying something new.

Maxwell groaned as she ran her tongue all over the tip in circles; she tasted the salt of his skin and thirsted for more. When her master couldn’t wait any longer, he jammed his shaft deep into her throat. She gagged at first, but then settled down and enjoyed the hot rod invading her mouth. She sealed her lips around its base, barely able to contain its width.

In her pained state, the act of bobbing her head back and forth became an act of total devotion. Every movement could be felt in the most sensitive parts of her body, as the Devastator’s punishing presence made her task a daunting but exciting challenge. Leah knew that the level of difficulty would put her master in a very giving mood.

Maybe that’s the problem, she realized.

She intensified her effort, her head rapidly riding her master’s member. His blissful exhalations went straight to her warmth, and she hungered desperately for his touch. When he finally came, he pulled out and waited for Leah to take a breath and open up. When she did, he deposited his load in spurts that collected on her tongue before being swallowed down. She shrieked has he lifted her up to her feet.

“Did you enjoy serving your master, Leah?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, still working to regain her composure. Her pussy throbbed, tormented by the lingering taste of his seed.

“I thought you did. You really picked up the pace there, I wasn’t expecting it. Trying to earn your reward?”

“Actually, sir, I had an idea, if I may.”

He nodded. “Of course.”

“Sir, I’d like for you not to reward me every time I serve you. I won’t feel truly used if I get something back in return every time. Know what I mean?”

“I think so. It’s an interesting experiment. We can try it, if you like, my dear.” He held her head in one hand and used the other to massage her folds. “But are you sure this is what you want? You know me. I could have a lot of fun at your expense.”

Leah moaned as his fingers gently kneaded her soft flesh. “Y-yes, master. I am yours. I trust you.”

“Very well. We’ll try it out, but not right now. I can’t in good conscience deny you a reward after making such a bold proposal.” He crouched and picked up the vibrator, then held it against her drenched lips, as well as the Devastator’s crotch piece, ensuring that the motion of the toy would spread throughout her entire body.

“Thank you… master,” Leah panted. Her head swam as ecstasy lifted her into subspace.

“Come for me, Leah. Know that when I deem you worthy of reward, you are worthy.”

“Yes… master.”

“You’re very aware that I will withhold pleasure from you if I judge it necessary.”

“Yes… sir.” She knew this to be true; he had made the point abundantly clear during her week-long punishment.

“Good,” he said as he replaced her gag. “Now don’t worry. Tonight you’ll experience a new form of deprivation and torment. I want you going into it from a place of satisfaction, otherwise you may not appreciate it fully.”

Leah screamed as anticipation flooded through her, adding to her euphoria. When she came, her cries reverberated throughout the dungeon. The spasms of pleasure shook her entire body, as the totality of her condition — helplessly bound by chains, utterly humiliated by the gag and the drool escaping her lips, and continuously tormented by the mammoth plug in her ass and tight band through her crotch — coalesced into the transcendent state of pure pleasure, both mental and physical. Overwhelmed by bliss, she lost touch with the outside world, and only just barely felt the embrace of her master as he carried her off.

—

Leah awoke feeling something soft underneath her back and an excruciating soreness inside her bottom. She groaned, remembering that Maxwell had used the Devastator on her.

I must have passed out. An afterglow of satisfaction radiated from her core, and for a moment she could recall the intoxication of subspace. The ephemeral joy left her just as quickly, however, as she didn’t have enough stimulation to sustain the state.

As she regained her senses, she found she was still bound but in a new position. The decadently soft surface underneath her, she realized, was the bed in Maxwell’s room, and her arms and legs were roped to its bedposts. The lights were off in his room, the blinds were drawn, but the glow of daylight broke in through the corners of the window.

Waking up anywhere other than inside her cage constituted a rare occurrence for Leah. She’d become used to spending hours inside; it made her feel kept. For that same reason, she also rarely left the dungeon or the penthouse. Maxwell took her outside no more than once a week, which made the instances where she did go out that much more exciting. She hated to liken herself to a dog looking out a car window on a rare ride through town, but she couldn’t help notice the comparison. As a billionaire, Maxwell traveled in style: either a helicopter or a limousine, and Leah always felt compelled to stare out the windows at the world around her.

After two months of being a pet, she felt a sad fascination for the people in the outside world. She’d been one of them once, but she couldn’t imagine living like that. Getting up every day to go to work — most of them hating their job and wanting nothing more than to just stay in bed and watch TV. She understood that not everybody could live a hedonistic life like hers, but the thought of living like they do made Leah extremely morose.

She reminded herself, This isn’t a gift. You earned it. 

For months she had trained at BonDouleurs Manor, learning what would be expected of her as a collared pet and consensual slave. Months of strict discipline had distilled her latent needs to be dominated, bound and used. If she hadn’t had such deep needs for all of it, she would have accepted the first master who would have her. But Leah knew her potential was greater, and had the means to wait for someone who could truly satisfy her and keep her in the lifestyle she craved — her Master Right, as she liked to think of him before Maxwell came along.

So Leah didn’t feel too badly about living in the palm of an obscenely wealthy master. She knew what she wanted, and so did he.

At the same time, she could understand how some people would think she’s crazy. She slept in a cage, after all. It’s not normal, they’d say. Leah didn’t disagree. To her, normal just meant the same. It didn’t mean bad or good. Just different. For her, sleeping in a cage was a good different. As nice as Maxwell’s bed felt, she wouldn’t be enjoying it as much if her body weren’t restrained.

“How long was I out, sir?” she asked when Maxwell entered the room.

“A few hours. I wanted you to get as much rest as possible. You’re going to have a very busy night.”

“Yes, master.”

Using a dimmer switch Maxwell raised the lights in his room, revealing in his other hand a black, nylon flogger.

“Harry and Rebecca are going to be here in a few minutes. He’s going to bring with him his newest invention. I’m very excited.”

Leah’s juices began to slick her inner thighs. “I am too, sir.” She didn’t know what the invention was, but if Harry designed it, that was all she needed to know. Although there was one thing that she was curious about: “Master, this invention… has it been tested on Rebecca?”

Maxwell grinned. “I didn’t actually ask, but I have to assume so. Even though I commissioned the device, it’s still Harry’s creation. He can do with it what he pleases. I have no claims to ownership of it. I imagine there are many people who would pay top dollar to have a unique Harry Ellis piece — that is if he ever agreed to such exclusivity — but that is not my intent. I wanted you to be bound in such a way that you would be as restrained as physically possible, but also exposed in a way that allows me and others to stimulate and worship your body. I wanted to be able to tease you and reward you. I wanted you to be mine, but also everyone’s at the same time.”

Leah shivered as her master spoke, electrified by every word. It didn’t matter that she couldn’t quite parse the cryptic speech; he spoke with such a passion and anticipation that she had no doubt, the fruition of his fantasy would drive them both to unimaginable bliss.

“Sir, I can’t wait.”

Maxwell bent over, supporting himself with the bed’s headboard, and kissed his pet’s forehead. “I can’t either, Leah. I’ve been dreaming about this since the day I took you home with me. Now, I thought I’d warm you up a little before our guests arrived. Tell me, where would you like to be flogged first?”

“Whatever you wish, master,” said Leah, wriggling happily.

“Oh well, then I wish to punish those wonderful breasts.” He swung the flogger in a broad arc that caught both of her nipples. Leah moaned from the sting, but she looked to Maxwell with an expression that said More. He obliged, moving in closer so he could swing rapidly, focusing on a single breast at a time. Leah gasped from the pain and fought uselessly against her bonds, and the sateen sheets of Maxwell’s were soon drenched beneath her. Once her breasts were painted pink and pulsing pain, Maxwell shifted his focus to her pussy, which still felt sensitive from the orgasms she’d enjoyed earlier. However, he only whipped her there hard enough to make her sigh.

“I don’t want to punish you there too severely. There will be plenty of that later.”

Leah moaned and whined. His playful promises inflamed her hunger, and curiosity stoked her anticipation. She wanted to know what he meant. She knew she would find out soon enough, but Maxwell’s description had been so inscrutable, she was dying to know. However, she didn’t let that distract her from enjoying her disciplining. She was on the brink of climaxing from the pain when the voice of Maxwell’s butler broke in from the intercom.

“Maxwell, they’re here. Arriving from the service elevator.”

“Thanks, Finn,” he said. He set the flogger down and released the ropes from the bedposts. Leah didn’t miss the fact that he left the ropes around her wrists and ankles: as soon as they were free, he retied her arms behind her back and hobbled her legs. He helped her to stand up, and gave her ass a spank to set her in motion toward the entrance of the penthouse. She yelped, but stepped tentatively, getting a feel for how much range she’d have with her feet partially bound.

Leah quivered as she watched the floor indicator display slowly count to 60. In addition to the excitement of discovering her master’s plans for her, she was eager to see Rebecca. It had been a month since her best friend returned from her honeymoon with Harry, but Leah still longed for her friend while separated. Even before the year they’d lived together, they’d been very close. The two communicated regularly by text, but that wasn’t enough for Leah. Fortunately, Rebecca had an open invitation to visit Maxwell’s penthouse whenever she wished, and she often did. And if Maxwell happened to be home, and wanted to play a few games with both women, then neither them nor Harry would object. The two men went way back almost as long as Leah and Rebecca, so the understanding between the four of them had been declared mostly open.

Leah had a suspicion that she was bound to be shared in the next few hours; if not with Rebecca and Harry, then by others. Everything about Maxwell’s manner and preparation inclined her to think her friends were hardly the only guests expected. Although she’d napped in Maxwell’s room, it was still fairly early in the evening. No self-respecting billionaire would arrive at a party for at least another three hours.

“Becca!” Leah shouted as soon as the elevator doors opened. She hopped forward and planted herself against her friend. Rebecca caught her and gave her a giant hug. Rebecca wore a stunning pencil dress, navy blue and so tight it might have been shrink wrapped onto her. “You look gorgeous.”

“Thanks, Leah. So do you. Tied up and naked is a good look for you.” Rebecca winked and gave Leah’s ass a squeeze.

“Harry.”

“Maxwell.”

The men shook hands, then turned to the giant crate behind them: it was at least 10 feet tall and three feet wide. If Leah had to guess its contents, she’d have said a full-length, antique mirror. “Is this it, master?”

“You didn’t tell her, did you?” asked Harry.

“No no,” he assured his friend. “This is the surprise, Leah. You’ll see what’s inside once we get it into the penthouse. Finn! You and Wesley get over here!”

Maxwell’s butlers showed up in less than a minute with dollies to move the crate, which lifted with surprisingly little effort.

“It’s not very heavy,” Harry explained. “Just large.”

“Becca, have you tested this thing out?” Leah asked her friend.

“No comment.” Rebecca blushed. “It’s confidential for the time being.”

“I’ll take that as a ‘yes.’ Was it fun?”

Rebecca’s face adopted an even darker shade of crimson. “It was fun for the first six hours. The next six…”

Harry kissed his wife on the cheek. “The next six were fun too. You can admit it.”

She sighed. “Yeah, it was fun.”

Twelve hours? Leah knew her friend liked extreme challenges, but knowing the types of inventions Harry designed, Leah could barely fathom spending such a long time in one. And this thing isn’t just a Harry Ellis design. It’s a Maxwell Frost concept. Chills ran through her as she tried not to psych herself out of the evening her master had planned.

He wouldn’t put you through something you weren’t ready to handle, she reminded herself.

“Finn, please show the women to Leah’s room. I don’t want to spoil the surprise,” requested Maxwell.

“Sure thing,” the butler replied. Finn, or Mr. Planck, as Leah referred to him, was more than just a butler, and didn’t address his employer with the usual formality.

Together the three of them descended the stairs from the penthouse down to the lower floor, where Planck punched in the security code to Leah’s room. He locked his boss’s pet in the cage, but Rebecca was free to enjoy the luxurious recliner at the other end of the room.

“So,” said Rebecca. “How are your physics studies going?”

“Oh, you know, pretty good.”

“Tell me the force of gravity on earth.”

“It’s 32 feet per second squared.”

“And in metric?”

“That would be 9.8 meters per second squared, Becca.”

“Good. You told Maxwell about this, right?”

Leah nodded. “Oh yeah. He thinks it’s great, although not as practical for me.”

“Hmm, I guess. It’s good to know some science, though. Actually, you might get more use out of biology. You could learn what goes on in your nerves and skin when you get spanked.”

“You don’t think that would take the fun out of it?” asked Leah.

“If you can think about all that while being spanked, then maybe spanking isn’t for you.”

Leah laughed. “Amen.”

—

Setting up Maxwell’s big surprise took less than half an hour, and the time spent chatting with Rebecca passed far too quickly. Leah whined when her master came downstairs to collect the women, but her excitement to finally see the surprise quickly took over.

When they reached the top of the stairs, Maxwell untied the rest of the rope from Leah’s body and picked her up in his bulging arms. Leah never failed to marvel at how strong he was for a man in his early forties.

“You ready for this, pet?” he asked.

“Yes, master. Please show me.”

He kissed her forehead and carried her into the den. Positioned along the far wall was a massive, black, rectangular panel that looked like a television that had been rotated to stand vertically. Inside the panel hung what looked to be a thick, black pair of latex panties. A pair of chains held it up, while a single black wire was connected to it. At the base of the device, a black, latex tarp was folded up on itself.

“Master, what on earth is this?” Leah asked.

“It’s a vac bed. I’m actually surprised you didn’t recognize it.”

“Not one like this, sir.”

“The manor doesn’t use those on the trainees,” said Harry. “We don’t want to deprive future owners the fun of seeing their pet try one for the first time.”

Leah nodded. There were a handful of other things on that list, and now that she was no longer a trainee, she looked forward to trying all of them.

“I see,” said Maxwell. “Then you’re in for a treat, Leah. Come, I’ll help you into it. Harry, hold the harness down, would you?”

He picked up his slave at the hips and lifted her straight up as if she weighed nothing at all. Leah cackled at the sensation, then sighed as he lowered her into the device, slipping her feet into the panties, which Harry kept pulled down to her knees. Her feet came to rest on a small platform that stuck out the bottom of the device.

“Now, take hold of the harness. Feel around in there, tell me what you find.”

Leah did as he asked, and immediately discovered two thick, rubber plugs sticking out of the inside of the panties. “I think I can guess where these are going, sir,” she said, grinning.

“Tell her the best part, Harry.”

“Oh no. This is your show,” said Harry. “I’m just the props guy.”

Maxwell rolled his eyes. “So modest. Well at least hold up the sheet so she can see the inside. Leah, you can put that on whenever you’re ready.”

“Honey, tell them what you call this one,” said Rebecca.

Harry grinned. “This is The Freezer. Named in part after you, Mr. Frost.”

“I love it,” said Maxwell. “My legacy lives on.”

Leah slowly allowed the chains to draw inward and pull the panties up to her waist. As they got close, Maxwell held onto them as she guided the set of plugs into her orifices. She had trouble grasping them at first, as they had been coated with lubricant in advance, but she was glad they had been: although not as enormous as the Devastator’s plug, the Freezer’s pair were wide and long enough to make Leah winced as they reached full penetration. “Are these customizable, Harry?” she asked.

“You bet.”

She wondered if he also meant the panties themselves: the tight latex squeezed her like a vice, though that may have been intentional. Harry had a record of her exact physical dimensions from her time at the manor. Everything he made for her would be calibrated exactly as he wished.

Leah looked all around her and realized something seemed off. “Sir, are there no restraints for my hands and legs?”

“The sheet will keep you bound,” replied Maxwell. “Believe it or not, I actually want you to have some ability to move while you’re inside this thing. You won’t be able to escape, but you won’t be totally immobile.”

“Ahh.”

Maxwell picked up the long tarp and stretched it out so Leah could see the inside of it. She noticed that a handful of dark panels had been built into it at about waist and chest high. “Sir, what are those?”

“Harry?” Maxwell prompted.

“They’re a variety of things,” said the inventor. “Not all of them are the same. Some conduct electricity, to give the user a little jolt. Some send signals throughout the Freezer to monitor your safety, or to provide some other form of stimulation.”

“Like these, for instance,” Maxwell said, massaging the bases of the plugs inside Leah’s panties. “They’ll vibrate, given the correct signal.”

Leah moaned as the two dildos shifted inside her. She could only imagine how they would feel if they were vibrating together while she was sealed inside the contraption before her. “Becca, you were in this for twelve freaking hours?”

“No comment,” she replied.

“It’s OK, babe,” said Harry. “It’s not a secret anymore. She was, Leah. And that reminds me:hey, Maxwell. Pay up.”

The billionaire sighed and retrieved a checkbook from the pocket of his gray, pinstriped sports jacket. He tore the first check out of the book and handed it to Harry. “Ten grand. Don’t spend it all in one place.”

“Honey, what was that?” asked Rebecca. “Did you bet him I could stay in the Freezer for twelve hours?”

“No… just ten.”

Rebecca nodded. “And no bonuses for each extra hour?”

Harry shrugged. “Didn’t occur to me.”

“This is why you’re an inventor first and a businessman second, Harry,” said Maxwell.

“Yeah? Would you have taken the bet if I put that on the table? Would that extra dash of confidence have swayed your opinion?”

Maxwell thought about it for a minute. “Yes, I’d have given it a second thought, and then went for it anyway. I don’t need to win the bet, Harry, I just wanted to enjoy thinking about Rebecca spending half a day in that thing.”

Harry laughed. “Fair enough.”

“Sir?” said Leah. “Can we get on with this?”

The group turned to Leah, whose patience had run out.

“Sorry, pet,” said Maxwell. “OK, where’s the mask?”

“Here.” Harry popped open a compartment behind the device’s padded interior and pulled out what looked like a combination of a ring gag and the snorkel of a scuba tank.

“Mask?” said Leah.

“No more chit chat,” said Maxwell as he stuck the large object into her mouth. contorting it into an O. “This thing is going to keep you gagged, and also make sure you’re getting enough air.”

“Normally a vac bed has an opening for the mouth,” added Harry. “Not this one. I wanted it to be tighter, and capable of staying sealed for a lot longer. Now, are you ready?”

Leah nodded and pressed her back against the wall of the Freezer. She lifted her arms, then lowered them again, and held her hands up in a questioning shrug.

“Hands at your sides,” Maxwell commanded. “Unless you want to have to keep them up for the next few hours.”

Leah wondered how many he actually meant by “a few.”

Working in tandem, the men began inserting the edges of the tarp into the frame of the device. The sides of the tarp were lined with small rivets, each of which clicked into place as they engaged with clasps within the machine’s frame. Leah shivered as each one sounded off, imagining how each augmented her binding.

“Oh, one last thing! I can’t believe we almost forgot this,” said Maxwell. He produced a blindfold and fitted it around Leah’s head.

Wait, why do I need one of these? she thought.

“Close your eyes, Leah. And on the count of three, open them. Ready?”

“Mmm,” she mumbled.

“All right. One… two… three.”

Leah opened her eyes and gasped when she found that she could see again. Except she was now on the other side of the room, looking down on it from the ceiling. She saw Maxwell, Harry and Rebecca, and…

Is that me?

“Mmm! Mmm!” she squealed.

“That’s right, pet,” said Maxwell. “Those are smart glasses. You’ll get to watch everything that happens while you’re in there. I hope you don’t find it too disorienting.”

Leah shook her head. This is awesome. She could see her own head move on the screen, as the screen moved with her.

After another couple of minutes, the tarp was fully connected to the Freezer’s frame.

“Hey in there, can you hear me?” said Maxwell. The voice sounded like it came from right behind her ears, presumably from a small speaker. Leah pressed her fingers against the tarp a few times. The material stretched a little at her touch, but not by very much.

“Good. Tonight, the real torment is going to be listening to me mingle with all our guests,” Maxwell quipped.

Guests?

“Leah, what I’ve been waiting to tell you until now is that tonight is to be your official unveiling as my pet. I’ve invited dozens; not just the small group you met a month ago. Only those who were here before know about you, and they’re sworn to secrecy. I’m going to have a little fun with my guests, and I’d like you to help me. All right? While you’re in there, I want you to remain perfectly still until somebody touches you. You get it?”

Leah raised her fingers again. Interesting.

“The entire exterior of the tarp is lined with pressure sensors, so trust me, when somebody touches you in the right spot, you’ll move. But all the same, be a good sport and stay still until then.”

Yes, master.

“Engaging the vacuum,” said Harry.

“Go for it.”

Leah felt a sudden pull as the air in the device was sucked out, and the tarp sealed around her skin. At the same time, a cooling unit within the padding activated, sending a chill through her body. Though the temperature being produced was low — making the name of the device rather apropos — her body heat quickly started to counteract it, creating a surprisingly comfortable equilibrium.

Once the conditions inside the device settled down, Leah moaned as she became aware of the constricting grip of the latex tarp. She tested out moving her arms and legs: it was like trying to wade through a pool of molasses. Looking at herself through the goggles, she could barely even tell she was moving. She had no doubt that her master’s request to stay still would prove facile to fulfill.

She watched as Maxwell admired her and the invention. “Spectacular work, Harry. Really, you’ve outdone yourself.”

“It was my pleasure. This is my first custom vac bed. If it wasn’t for you, who knows when I would have gotten around to making one?”

“Glad I could help. Care to do the honors?”

Harry shook his head. “No, please. This was for you.”

“Thanks. Leah? Get ready, this is going to be… interesting.” Maxwell reached his hand between her legs and began massaging her crotch. Immediately Leah jerked and spasmed; the jolts of electricity were mild, but everything was intensified by her extraordinary form of bondage. The pleasure and pain nearly brought her to climax from just a few seconds of contact.

“Wow,” said Maxwell. “That shit works, huh? Harry, how are her vitals?”

“No alerts popped up, but I’ll check.” He took out his phone and opened up an app. “All green. She’s good. Almost came.”

Maxwell laughed. “Incredible. By the way, Leah, you can come if you want. I don’t mind. This is a special night for both of us.”

Thank you, master, she thought, nodding her head slightly.

“The party officially starts in two hours, but you know everyone will be fashionably late,” said Maxwell. “I recommend we all take a load off until then. Finn, can you bring us a nice Riesling? We’ll save the Dom Perignon for Leah’s introduction.”

“You got it, boss.”

Inside the Freezer, Leah panted and immersed herself in the many sensations running through her body. After only a few minutes of immersion, Leah already felt she understood how Rebecca enjoyed spending twelve hours inside. She wondered if Rebecca had ever been left completely alone during that time; had Harry stayed with her throughout, or did he simply check in every so often, monitoring her condition on his phone? Leah wished she’d asked. Though she could close her eyes and shut out the sight of herself, she couldn’t keep her master’s voice from reaching her ears.

I hope he leaves me inside this overnight. Somehow, the idea of being completely enclosed and isolated left Leah hotter than a nuclear reactor. The sense of being utterly restricted was amplified by the plugs in each of her orifices. Between the chains holding the panties and the vacuum-sealed tarp, she could barely move at all; the inability to dislodge any of the intruders in her body made her feel that much more helpless.

Not that I actually want any of them to come out.

Though she was sore from her fun earlier in the day, the presence of the dildos kept her constantly on edge, ready for a powerful release. Yet, she knew she probably wouldn’t get it until the party started, as neither her master nor her friends were going to play around with her until then. She had truly been left to suffer, knowing that the man and the satisfaction she craved were only a few feet away.

What’s more, Leah had no doubt in her mind that the plugs could be activated with the app on Harry’s phone: they could set her to go for hours on end, and the fusing of subspace and sensory deprivation could potentially send her into a state of bliss she’d never before reached. The idea sent a wave of arousal through her, and in frustration she tried shifting around, hoping she could generate enough motion inside her core.

“Hey, I saw that,” said Maxwell.

Leah yelped in her mask as she felt a jolt in her backside. Her body attempted to buck forward from the shock, but the result was a muted thrust that barely registered in Leah’s vision.

“I know nobody’s here yet, but that’s no excuse.”

Leah moaned, an unheard plea that only served to enhance her own desire. She felt pathetic — completely objectified — and she couldn’t get enough of it.

—

When Finn alerted Maxwell that the first guests had arrived, Leah could hardly believe two hours had gone by. She felt like a burning fuse that never seemed to reach the payload. She could explode at any moment, but had no idea if she ever would.

“Vittorio, welcome,” Maxwell said, greeting the first guest. Due to the angle of the camera, Leah couldn’t see him yet, but she still heard her master clearly. “And who is this fetching thing you’ve brought?”

“It’s good to see you, Maxwell. This is my friend Petunia.”

“Very nice to meet you. Come in, come in. What would you like to drink?”

Leah tuned out her master’s voice as the guests entered her field of vision. In his mid-fifties, with salt-and-pepper hair, the man wore a white, bespoke suit with a black tie: eye-catching and original, it matched the decor in Maxwell’s penthouse. Leah was not surprised that his companion looked much, much younger — probably the same age as her — and had a breathtaking figure. Her, short, curly brunette hair glimmered as she turned her head and accepted introductions from everyone else.

“Oh… what’s this?” she asked, spotting Leah and the Freezer. “It looks so real.”

What? thought Leah. You’ve never seen a sex slave in a vacuum-powered, full-body latex enclosure before? 

Vittorio joined Petunia in admiring the strange figure attached to the wall. “It’s very, very realistic, Maxwell. Did you have this one commissioned?”

Leah couldn’t tell if the man was humoring his consort, or if he legitimately thought Leah was some kind of avant-garde sculpture. In fairness, vac beds usually have some kind of opening for the mouth, don’t they?

Remembering her master’s wishes, Leah held still as the guests leaned in to take a closer look. Petunia raised her hand as it to feel Leah’s leg.

“Wait, Petunia, don’t-”

Too late. She touched Leah’s inner thigh, causing a slight jolt to be delivered. Leah squealed and jerked, turning her head to the side. Petunia screamed and jumped backward. Vittorio flinched too, then started laughing. “Delightful, Maxwell. How does it work?”

“You know, sometimes I’m not sure I’ll ever really know.”

Ha. Ha. Leah was glad her master couldn’t see how high she’d rolled her eyes.

Vittorio chuckled with a dearth of confidence, as if he knew Maxwell was joking, but was unsure about which part was the joke. Fortunately, he was spared by the appearance of Finn, who brought a bottle of wine and fresh glasses.

“Thanks, Finn.”

“You’re welcome. FYI, Ariadne is on her way.”

Oh great. Leah figured the butler was referring to Ariadne X, the city’s most prolific procurer of exotic sex toys.

“Leah,” Maxwell whispered. “I know she was a little cruel to you last time. I promise, she said she felt bad about it after.”

Leah doubted that very much.

“Getting bound next to you for all those hours taught her some new respect for your resilience and obedience. She told me she wanted to make it up to you.”

If you say so, master. Leah trusted him. If he was right about Ariadne, she’d give the woman another chance.

“Mr. Frost,” Ariadne said when the billionaire answered the door. “It’s good to see you again.” She spoke in a sultry, throaty voice that, despite their history, gave Leah excited chills.

“You as well. You look much better than you did when I last saw you.,” he replied.

Oh snap! Leah smiled. He was like a boxer going straight for a knockout blow. At the end of their last play session, Ariadne was a complete mess: physically exhausted from literally a dozen orgasms — Leah had counted. Ariadne had been bound from head to toe, and penetrated by a set of powerful vibrators. She had agreed to being bound in exchange for dominating Leah, but she had no idea just how exacting Maxwell Frost could be. By the time she’d left, she’d experienced the confluence of pain and pleasure like never before.

That’s what Maxwell does to his pets, and now you know.

Once Ariadne came into sight, Leah could tell the woman hadn’t forgotten the lesson. She wore a low-cut black dress with matching gloves that extended to her elbows, a rather conservative outfit for her; in her past visits, she always wore something skin-tight and glossy. Of course, the dress showed lots of skin, revealing the dozens of colorful tattoos decorating her decolletage. Her eyes lit up when she saw Leah, and came over to take a closer look. Maxwell was quick to join her.

“Can she hear?” Ariadne whispered.

“Tell me whatever you’d want to tell her, and I’ll make sure she gets the message.”

Ariadne nodded. “Hi, Leah. Sorry about last time. I went overboard. You’re such a little hottie, I overstepped my bounds. For what it’s worth, you’re an amazing pet, and your master is lucky to have you.”

“Thank you, dear, on both our behalf,” said Maxwell.

Leah debated nodding, but her instruction not to move overrode the thought.

“Mr. Frost, might I try to make things up to her a little? I have an idea on how.”

Maxwell looked over his cocooned pet, then nodded. “How about we make an arrangement like last time. Only, my pet will get to decide your fate if she’s not happy with what you do.”

Oh, master… Leah wanted so badly to squeeze her legs together and stimulate herself, but kept still. She made a note to thank Maxwell very, very thoroughly later.

“That’s acceptable to me,” said Ariadne. “I trust your pet to be utterly without mercy if I fail to make amends.”

“It’s a deal then. Have at it.” 

Ariadne grinned and rubbed her gloved hands together. She then got down on her knees so her face was level with Leah’s crotch. She put her hands on Leah’s thighs and began caressing them with the tips of her fingers. Leah immediately spasmed, shocked by the mild electric currents. She moaned and twitched as every sensation brought an intense new sensation.

Was Ariadne aware of how the Freezer worked? Leah didn’t think so. She suspected Ariadne had no idea how incredible those little touches really felt; the woman probably thought she was giving a sensual massage through a layer of latex. And master is probably not going to tell her, is he?

After playing with her legs, Ariadne worked her way up, her hands circling Leah’s sides and stomach.

“So responsive,” she purred.

Oh my god, thought Leah. An orgasm was moments from breaking, and Ariadne hadn’t even reached her crotch yet.

Ariadne laughed as the figure in black twisted like a live wire. “I have got to get one of these. I could play with this all day long.”

Watch it. One word from me and you’ll be in here next. Leah imagined Ariadne taking her place, being left to suffer for hours on end, and the fantasy gave her what she needed: with a scream that only she heard, she came hard, overwhelmed by a wave of euphoria that encompassed her entire body. To the outside world, the strange piece of art was barely moving, but inside, Leah howled.

Ariadne pulled back for a minute, giving Leah time to recover. Even in her blissed out state, the slave did her best to follow her master’s orders and stopped moving, freezing in the position she had been in. If anybody watching could notice the subtle difference, they didn’t comment. Now that she opened her eyes, Leah noticed that several other guests had arrived; they watched the tattooed woman play with the billionaire’s new “toy” with great interest.

The additional audience fed Leah’s arousal even further, so when Ariadne resumed her routine, it didn’t take long for Leah to once again reach the brink of a massive orgasm. Ready to up her game, Ariadne began caressing the interior of Leah’s crotch. She tested the spot right over Leah’s clit, which sent the bound pet into an uncontrollable fit of orgasmic ecstasy. What neither woman had known was that touching her there activated the powerful vibrator inside her pussy.

Leah screamed so loudly she was sure somebody on the outside must have heard, yet they gave no indication. They did laugh, however.

“This is brilliant, Maxwell,” commented a man about Harry’s age. “I feel like us guys could learn a lot with one of these.”

“Oh, I know I am,” he replied.

Somewhere his comments and mingling registered in Leah’s mind, but not consciously. She was far too busy enjoying one release after another.

Ariadne stood up and brought her tongue to Leah’s latex-covered breasts. She traced her tongue around, sending arcs of pain into Leah’s breast. When she found the pet’s nipples, she licked furiously, sending Leah into a paroxysm of masochistic glee.

Did she know I can come from nipple stimulation, or is she just having some fun? Leah wondered. Either way, she shook back and forth under Ariadne’s inadvertently cruel torment. To make matters worse, she began using her hands to massage Leah’s folds while still licking her chest. Every time her fingers brushed Leah’s clit, the slave felt a singular pulse inside her sopping orifice. Every time it moved, she felt it acutely pressing against the plug in her ass as well, which so far hadn’t vibrated.

Leah didn’t have time to wonder why.

When Ariadne finished, seemingly the entire party wanted to try, but Maxwell broke in.

“Thank you, thank you all for coming tonight. I hope you’ve enjoyed the show. A round of applause for Ariadne X!”

The crowd clapped and cheered, and Ariadne gave a polite curtsy. Inside her prison of pleasure, Leah wanted to give a sign of her appreciation, but was too exhausted. I forgive you, she thought. savoring how her body seemed to throb as one entity, rather than as a collection of parts.

“Thank you, Ariadne. I think we all enjoyed that a great deal. Now, I’d like to take just a few minutes of your time to explain why I threw this little shindig. This isn’t just a run-of-the-mill champagne and caviar at Maxwell’s place — although there will be plenty of that served throughout the night. No, I asked you all here so I could make a very public declaration that there’s a good reason why most of you haven’t seen me at all throughout the last two months.”

A soft murmur  arose through the attendees.

“No, no,” said Maxwell, putting the kibosh on the speculation. “This is good news. A few of you already know about it — if you were at the last Expo at BonDouleurs Manor, for instance. But I’ve asked those individuals to keep quiet.”

Maxwell put his hand on Leah’s shoulder. To her surprise, nothing happened at first: no jolts whatsoever.

“The fact is, I’ve barely been able to tear myself away from this very penthouse because I’ve been having too much fun, but also because I’ve been falling very, very deeply in love with somebody who has helped me fulfill my wildest dreams.”

Leah began to feel it. So slight it could have been her imagination, the sensation grew and grew: the plug in her ass was vibrating, and it was only getting stronger.

“Now, there’s nobody in the room who would be shocked by my list of sexual predilections or my long list of conquests. I’ve had lots of girlfriends in my day, a handful of friends-with-benefits and, yes, a few collared pets.”

Leah moaned and shook as the force in her bottom kept growing; if her master kept talking, she was going to have a very, very powerful orgasm. Yet, she struggled desperately to keep it at bay. She wanted to hear what he was saying more than anyone else there, but she couldn’t do that if she let herself stray into subspace.

“The pets I’ve had in the past were wonderful, but after a few years they felt the itch to go, so I set them free. I was sorry to see them go, but it was always for the best. Maybe they no longer craved submission in the same way, or maybe they were bored with me. It doesn’t matter to me anymore. Two months ago, I chose a new pet at an Expo, and have spent nearly every day since then playing with her, training her, enjoying her — and she is without doubt, the most incredible pet I’ve ever collared.”

Leah wriggled and moaned as she tried to focus on her master’s words. The pleasure emanating from her orifices threatened to wrest control away, but she was determined to stay in control. Please, master, wrap it up!

“She is a pure submissive. She lives in a cage one story below us, in my dungeon. She wears chastity gear whenever I ask. She comes on my command. She services any man or woman I wish her to. But, there’s so much more to her than that. She actively seeks new ways to please me without my asking. She ponders the deep meaning of submission and obedience, and how she fits into it.”

Leah wept inside her mask, feeling her master’s love and an ecstasy so pure she wanted to be enveloped in it forever. Both of the plugs were now active, and she thrashed openly through the Freezer’s covering. Though the party guests had their backs turned to her, she could tell most were watching her, rather than Maxwell.

“What’s most important, however, is that for her, not just any master would do. Some of you may know the story, that she remained a trainee at the manor for months and months waiting to find the right man. With her skills and her beauty, she could afford to be choosy, and I thank my lucky stars every night that she was. I’m blessed that I can use my wealth to give us both the kind of bliss others can’t even imagine. Yet, at the same time, I know that all of my resources are only bolstering a foundation of mutual need and desire. She brings out the best in me. I have to challenge myself to come up with new ways to dominate her, and bind her. Tonight, for instance, I needed a lot of help setting things up.”

Chatter in the crowd erupted, as well as some laughter. Leah imagined at least a few of them suspected Maxwell’s bizarre toy was more than it seemed.

“For those of you who don’t know, her name is Leah. She can hear me right now, so I say this to her as well as you: Leah, I will keep you for as long as you wish to be mine. There will always be a home for you here. I will always love you, my pet.”

Leah let it all go. Her tears flowed freely, pooling below her chin, as she came, lifted into subspace by her master’s touch. Enraptured by love and carnal fulfillment, she drifted into a state of complete joy. If Maxwell was still speaking, she’d have to request the transcript. She was lost inside her world, though she heard some kind of roar.

They’re cheering, she realized.

“Harry, now, please,” said Maxwell.

With the press of a button on his phone, the rivets inside the Freezer’s frame released, popping apart in sequence, and the tarp fell away, revealing Leah to the crowd. Maxwell was ready, and caught her in his arms as her knees gave out. He quickly removed her breathing mask and blindfold while Harry released the chains that held up the device’s custom panties.

Leah smiled and looked up into her master’s eyes as the crowd continued to cheer.

“This is Leah, everyone,” said Maxwell. “I wanted you to see her the way I do after she’s just experienced the kind of joy we bring to each other every single day.” He lifted her up so that her feet touched the ground, then pulled her arms behind her back. “Did you enjoy yourself in there?”

“Yes… master.” Her voice was raspy, but the crowd quieted immediately. “I bet I could stay inside a lot, lot longer.”

Maxwell chuckled, then felt between Leah’s legs, shifting the plugs still inside her. She moaned as her arousal began to grow once more. “Don’t you worry, you’re going back in later. I think there are many here who would love a chance to play with you.”

“I’d like that, master.”

“Good, but first we’re going to clean you up so you can meet my friends and accept all their many, many compliments on how lovely and wonderful you are.”

“Yes, sir.”

Maxwell scooped his pet up into his arms and held her aloft so his guests could see her. “Everybody, we’ll be back in a half hour or so. Please, avail yourselves of the food and drink. When we get back, we’ll all have ourselves some fun.”

Leah laid her head against her master’s chest and enjoyed the feeling of weightlessness. She sighed from pure contentment as she realized he wasn’t taking her to the dungeon, but to his own bedroom and private bath.

He sat down on the edge of the tub with his pet still in his arms and used one hand to turn on the water.

“Master?”

“Yes, Leah?”

“I’ll always love you too.”

He smiled and kissed her forehead as steam rose behind them. “Oh good. I was worried you were too preoccupied and I’d have to say all that all over again.”

“No, sir,” she said, sticking out her tongue. “I waited to come until you finished.”

Maxwell pulled her into a tight hug. Leah shuddered, enamored at his embrace, and the way his suit felt soft against her bare skin. He held her until the water overflowed the tub and splashed the floor. He reached for the knob without looking, missed it a few times, then found it and turned it off. “How’s that feel?” he asked.

“Amazing, sir,” she said, breathing in deeply, taking in his musky cologne.

He laughed. “And the water?”

“Oh. Still a little hot, sir.”

“We can wait,” he said. “There’s no rush.”

Leah squeezed tightly, feeling his hard body against her. Soaking in his love, she could have sat there in his lap forever. “Yes, master. No rush at all.”
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Leah rested on the floor of the den. Curled up into a little ball, she felt relaxed and warm. The ends of her lips rose in a smile and she closed her eyes. She wanted to expand her other senses and enjoy everything she could perceive. The luscious throw rug under her body. The exquisite orchestra music playing through the penthouse entertainment system. The aroma of cognac her master sipped. The feel of his hand stroking her head when he occasionally reached down to touch her. The heat coming off his skin as Leah nuzzled up against his calves.

Most of all, she perceived the ropes pulling her arms behind her back, and tasted the thick rubber ball spreading her jaw. Those were her favorite, of course.

She’d lazed about in a puddle around Maxwell’s feet for hours. She occasionally looked up into his handsome face, eyes tracing the shape of his chiseled jaw. She’d think about running her hands through his thick, luscious hair, or being held in his arms, which were toned and rock hard. Thankfully for her, he happily let her stay on the ground next to him while he read trade journals, listened to the world’s greatest composers and occasionally played with his pet’s bare body. Every time he’d poke or squeeze or yank something she’d giggle and moan, then go back to basking in her serene state.

For all the months she’d spent cooped up in her master’s dungeon, experiencing one intense predicament after another, she found simply being present with Maxwell, ensnared in a submissive position, was enough to send her to the heights of arousal.

Is this tantric? she wondered. Is this what they do?

She’d never studied the practice, but she had learned all about sustaining long periods of excitement without resolution. She’d suffered the cruel trick of denial, whereby her pleasure was withheld while her need was exacerbated. She loved to hate it, or hated to love it, or maybe both. For all the frustration it caused, the reward would be that much greater for it.

Yet, there was nothing frustrating about her current state. Bound and gagged at Maxwell’s feet, she felt a contentment that could only be replaced — not increased. Should her master decide to pleasure her, she would be grateful for it, but she didn’t need it immediately. She could wait. She could simply exist in the moment, knowing her man was right there beside her, and she was ready to serve him, whenever he desired.

It was perfect.

“You know I’m going to have to go soon,” said Maxwell.

Leah whined softly.

“Not yet. An hour or so.”

“Mmm,” she purred. One could have a lot of fun in an hour.

She yelped in surprise as Maxwell lifted her up off the floor and perched her on his lap. “I know you don’t want me to go. I don’t really want to leave you here either.”

Leah nodded, nuzzling her nose against his gray, pinstriped suit. She wanted to play with his patterned blue tie, but he would be cross if she wrinkled it before his big meeting.

Maxwell didn’t like to attend FrostGen meetings. He owned the company: he had people to run it for him. Yet, every once in a while, a serious matter required his attention, and he had to take a break from playing with his pet.

Just part of the billionaire lifestyle. Leah accepted it, but she didn’t have to like it.

“What would you say if I had a way to take you with me, to the meeting?” he asked.

“Mmm!” she trilled, eyes wide like saucers. But how?

“You won’t be in the board room with me, but you’ll be close.” He pulled a pair of glasses out of his pocket and put them on. “I’ll be able to see you, and you’ll know when I’m watching.”

Leah laughed and wriggled on his lap in pleasure. Clearly her master had something interesting planned.

“Do you think you can be a good pet for me until then, and do what I say?”

Leah nodded furiously, smiling behind her gag as a line of drool escaped her lips.

“Wonderful. Now, lie down on my lap. Present your bottom. Hey, Finn!” he shouted, calling for his butler. “Bring me a plug, please.”

“What kind sir?” the query came over the intercom.

“Oh, I know you’ll pick out a good one, Finn.”

Leah turned her head so it could rest on the couch. Her feet dangled in the air, her knees on the couch’s armrest. She felt the wetness spreading between her thighs and hoped Maxwell wasn’t getting too much on his pants. Not that he’d particularly mind, but she would feel guilty. He was powerful enough that he could walk into the meeting in sandals and a pair of boxers and no one would dare say a word, but he had a fondness for decorum.

The butler arrived carrying a thick, rubber plug with a wide, flared base. He also brought a bottle of lube, which Maxwell hadn’t asked for verbally, but the request was implied. Finn had been working for Maxwell for many years, and the familiarity between the two allowed for much to remain unspoken.

“OK, here it comes.”

Maxwell pressed the plug against her tight bud gently at first as the butler walked away, giving them their privacy, such as it was. Leah grunted as the toy spread apart her back entrance, but sighed as the arcs of pain dulled into a steady throb. After enough pushing, the widest part of the toy penetrated her orifice, and the rest slid in quickly. Leah gasped as the remainder suddenly found its way home; she knew it was going to happen, but that didn’t prevent her from experiencing the shock each time. For this she was glad: she liked for the sensation to still feel new. She never wanted to get used to the pain, or it wouldn’t keep her sharp.

“There we go,” said Maxwell. “It looks wonderful, my pet. So cute, sticking out of you like that.” He tapped the base of the plug, causing Leah to moan as it shifted inside of her. “Now, have you been a good pet?”

“Mmm,” Leah hummed. He was just playing with her now. You know I have, master.

“I don’t know. You could just be saying that.”

“Nuh uh.”

“No? Well, I think I should give you a spanking now, just in case.”

Oh, yes.

“What do you think? Do you deserve a spanking?”

Define “deserve.”

“I’m just kidding, I’m going to spank you either way.” Maxwell swatted her cheek softly but rapidly, increasing the speed and intensity gradually. He focused on the same cheek, punishing it until her skin burned. Leah shrieked and cried as the torment grew, amplified by the plug in her backside.

When he stopped, she shuddered in his lap, writhing in ecstasy.

“Would you look at that. I only did one side. Why didn’t you say something, pet?”

Leah moaned and ground her hips against her master’s legs. Stop being funny and keep going, please, she thought. She whined and bucked, wanting to feel his hand against her once more.

Maxwell didn’t disappoint. After stroking her hair a few times and caressing her leg from heel to calf, he resumed his routine, only this time on the untouched cheek. He used both hands, thumping her soft flesh like a drum. She squealed and wriggled as his smacks landed without interruption, painting her skin pink. She strained against her rope bonds, which held her arms in a box tie. With her arms tied against one another, they were kept out of the way of her bottom, but also tied comfortably enough to maintain the position for hours. Leah would have gladly stayed this way all day, if her master didn’t have other responsibilities.

When he finished tormenting her, she groaned in pleasure. The pain was exquisite, radiating heat and overwhelming her other senses. Yet, within that physical ailing, there was an understanding that turned the sensation into one she craved: honored servitude. She had pleased her master, and that was what mattered most.

A few weeks prior to that day she had proposed a to Maxwell a test to see whether her submission gave her the same fulfillment if it came without the guarantee of reciprocity. He had always rewarded her for her obedience, bringing her to orgasm day in and day out. Leah wondered if that was what drove her to give of herself to her master, or if she could simply serve him for no other reason than because it gave her satisfaction.

Of course, Maxwell loved the idea: one of his favorite games to play with his pets was denying them pleasure, delaying their release until the need built up to unbearable levels. Leah knew the ache of chastity: she had spent days at a time denied. Yet, she still wasn’t sure if her little experiment had taught her what she needed to know. Maybe Maxwell was spoiling her. Despite his agreement to the proposal, he still gave her pleasure nearly every day.

So, after the spanking, when he stood her up and reached for the magic wand vibrator, she closed her eyes and shook her head.

Surprised, he slipped the gag from her mouth. “What’s wrong?”

“Sir, I’m concerned that you haven’t really honored my request not to always be rewarded.”

He grinned but tried to tamp it down and be serious. “I’ve never had a pet complain about having too many orgasms. But this is important to you, and I appreciate that. As your master, what would you have me do?”

“Thank you, sir. I… I almost hate to ask it. But, I would like for you to keep me in chastity like you did that time before.”

“You mean for a week?” he asked.

“No, sir. Indefinitely.”

Maxwell looked as if Leah had grown a second head. “Indefinitely? Are you sure? And, at what point does it end? Do you wish to simply say, ‘OK, I’m good. Orgasm please,’ or do you want me to decide?”

“Both, sir. When I feel I’ve found the answer, I will ask to be let out of this deal, but you will ultimately decide whether or not I’m ready.”

He sighed and ran his hand through his pet’s hair. “Remember what I told you before, about not finding the answer?”

Leah nodded. “That it could take time, sir. That I may not be able to seek it, that it must come to me.”

“That’s right. You could be putting yourself through hell for nothing. After all, what sort of timetable are you imagining? Another week? A month? Six months?”

A tear formed and trekked down Leah’s cheek at the idea of six months without an orgasm.

“I don’t know, sir.”

He rubbed her back and kissed her forehead. “I will agree to your proposal, but I’d like to add two things.”

“Yes, master.” Leah didn’t have to know what he wanted to agree to it. She trusted Maxwell implicitly.

“The first is that I want to give you a grace period to call this off. One week — if you change your mind at any time within the next seven days, I will not hold it against you at all.”

“Thank you, sir.” She couldn’t argue with this: she didn’t have to exercise the option, but it would be there if she needed it.

“The second is that it starts tomorrow. Today I’m going to wear you out. By the time I’m done, you’re going to need to take a break, I promise.”

Leah shook her head but smiled, knowing that this was a promise on which he could always deliver. “Yes, master. I accept your terms.”

“Good. Now, let’s get you set up. Today you’re going to help motivate me during a major negotiation.”

“Sir?”

“You’ll see.”

—

Maxwell didn’t untie Leah or remove the plug from her backside until they’d ridden more than a dozen flights down the elevator. Leah blushed and squirmed, knowing that the offices of Maxwell’s company lay beneath his penthouse and her dungeon: would he really parade a naked and bound slave through a workplace? Even billionaires had limits to what they could get away with.

However, when the doors opened, Leah breathed a sigh of relief through her gag. The elevator opened up to a small hall, rather than a cubicle farm, and nobody was around. His arms linked through hers, he walked her through the hall and into a massive conference room.

Though empty at the moment, the room was set up to host at least a hundred people by Leah’s count. A pair of tables faced each other, allowing for two adversaries to face one another head on. One group would have a view of the city through the floor-to-ceiling windows, while the other would see gorgeous watercolor paintings acquired by Maxwell throughout the years. The billionaire would sit centrally, ready to lead his company in pitched negotiation.

“You, however,” said Maxwell, “Are going to stay in here.” He guided Leah into a small room positioned between Maxwell’s art collection. A one-way mirror connected the two rooms; Leah felt like some kind of twisted focus group with a front row seat for something few people ever get to see: behind the closed doors of two major companies hashing out a deal.

Except I won’t exactly be focused on them, she thought as Maxwell untied the ropes that bound her.

“Sir,” she said after the gag came out, “Won’t you be able to see me?”

In response, Maxwell winked and took a pair of glasses out of his pocket. “Of course, pet. Using augmented reality, I’ll be able to see through the glass, in a manner of speaking.” He pointed to a camera stuck on the window using a suction pod; positioned at Maxwell’s eye level, Leah had to look up to see it. “This will record what’s going on in here and superimpose the image on the mirror. I alone will be able to see it. And…” He took out a headset from his pocket and inserted it into his ear. “I’ll hear you as well.”

Leah shivered, enraptured at the thought. As much as she loved having an audience watching her be used and punished, the idea of it happening mere feet away from so many people and have them not know it… Yet one other concern crossed her mind.

“But, sir: if you’re out there, will I be in here alone?”

“No, pet. I’ve got somebody coming to keep you company.”

Maxwell let Leah take a seat in a leather waiting room chair until the door to the conference opened. “In here,” said Maxwell, his finger pressed on an intercom button.

A handsome man in his mid-thirties walked in; he wore khakis and a white, button-down shirt with no tie. Leah perked up immediately.

“Hey, Harry!” she said. As husband to Leah’s best friend, Rebecca, and one of the men who oversaw her training and BonDouleurs Manor, as well as a good friend of Maxwell’s, Harry held a beloved place in her heart. Additionally, Maxwell and Harry had a progressive attitude toward sharing their women, as did Leah and Rebecca. If Leah had to choose who would dominate her while Maxwell was busy, Harry would have been at the top of the list.

“Hi, Leah. Good to see you!” He bent down and kissed her cheek. 

“Thanks for coming, Harry. I wanted somebody I can trust with my business in here; I figured you’re my best bet.”

“I’m honored, man. Don’t worry — your business secrets are safe with me. Leah, your secrets, on the other hand, are fair game.”

Maxwell chuckled as Leah whined. Harry’s capacity for sadism was legendary: the bondage and punishment devices he designed could sell for tens of thousands of dollars. Unique and individually crafted, his products routinely ended up on back order for months.

“Well, the situation is even a bit more complicated now.” Maxwell quickly updated Harry on Leah’s request. “So you’re going to really have to give her a challenge. Who knows how long it will be before she comes again?”

Harry rubbed his hands together, and Leah spotted a tent in the crotch of his pants. Like Maxwell, Harry had a particular fondness for keeping women in chastity. His record with Rebecca was ten days, and it was only a matter of time before they attempted to try for twenty. “I think it’s a great idea, Leah. It sounds like this is a part of yourself you need to explore. I just hope you can get through it without undue suffering. I’m sure Rebecca would be happy to help you in any way she can.”

Maxwell’s eyebrow lifted in interest. “Harry, would you want to put Rebecca through the same thing? Create a little solidarity between these two?”

Harry laughed. “Sorry, no. I know it’s been a while since we got back from our honeymoon, but our hearts are still in Tahiti. Maybe in a few weeks, if Leah hasn’t found what she’s looking for.”

A few weeks… Leah hoped it wouldn’t take that long, but she was resolute in her determination to go as far as she had to.

“No problem,” said Maxwell. “I hear you. If Leah hadn’t been such a good pet, I’m not sure I would have approved of this experiment. It’s going to limit my options a little.”

“Master, I’ll still pleasure you every day,” said Leah. “And I don’t mind if you bring in others. Your happiness is what I want, sir.”

Maxwell picked Leah up out of her seat and kissed her softly. He held her in his arms, keeping her close, feeling the fresh welts on her bottom. Leah breathed in sharply at the jolt of pain and felt a powerful ache between her legs. What am I doing? This is going to be impossible! All she could hope for was that Maxwell didn’t make her self-imposed chastity unnecessarily difficult.

As their tongues danced together in her mouth, dozens of men began entering the conference room all at once. They took their seats, opened briefcases, plugged in laptops and whispered into each others’ ears.

When Maxwell finally broke off their kiss, tears had formed in Leah’s eyes. “Don’t be sad, pet. You could open up a part of yourself that has been a mystery all your life. You could find a clarity most people never achieve. The sacrifice will be difficult, but I promise, it will not go unrewarded. Now, I’d like you to do something for me, OK?”

Leah nodded. “Of course, master.”

He kissed her forehead. “Put all this out of your mind, and just enjoy yourself. Be in the moment. I know Harry is going to show you a good time. And when I’m done with my business, I’m going to join in.”

“Yes, sir.” She smiled, burying her apprehension deep into her heart, and letting the rest of it fill with her master’s warmth and promises.

Harry took her wrists and fastened manacles around them. The two cuffs were connected to chains that hung down from the ceiling. With the press of a button on his phone, the two chains receded into the ceiling until Leah’s arms were fully spread and her feet barely touched the ground.

“OK,” said Maxwell. He smacked her ass and squeezed her breast. “Gotta go.” He stepped out into the conference room and greeted the assembly.

“Good afternoon, everyone. Thank you for coming. Let’s begin.”

While Maxwell led the meeting, Harry finished preparing Leah. He tied a chain around her waist, then fed a length through the loop he’d formed and pulled it between her ass cheeks and between her legs. He connected the chain to a pulley hanging from the ceiling, and activated the lift on the pulley, bringing the chain into Leah’s folds. She winced as it dug into her, and concentrated on standing on her toes to relieve the pressure.

“Tell me, Leah: do you understand what purpose you’re here to serve?”

“No, sir.”

Harry nodded. “Today Maxwell has to strike a major deal for FrostGen, but it won’t come easy. That’s why he’s seeing to it personally. You’re here to help motivate him. Sometimes these meetings can go on for the better part of a day. He wants to wrap things up faster than that, so I’m going to see that you are punished and pleasured according to his progress. At regular intervals, you’ll be punished. Whenever he secures a concession or compromise, you’ll be pleasured. Understand?”

“Yes, sir.” The plan sounded fun to her. The thought of being in constant pain for hours and hours intimidated her slightly, but she trusted that Maxwell didn’t become a billionaire without knowing how to get his way during negotiations. She expected to have lots to enjoy as well.

“Ladies and gentlemen, esteemed colleagues: today it is my hope to come to an arrangement that will be mutually beneficial to both FrostGen and Bullworth & Redstone. The upcoming passage of the Stalton Act will create opportunities from coast-to-coast, and it is my belief that a partnership between us will allow us to gain rapid market share, long before anyone else is equipped to match our level of saturation. The only question is, can we settle on terms? I hope so.”

The crowd applauded politely, and Leah smiled.

“How much of the situation do you know about?” asked Harry.

“None of it. Haven’t heard of the Stalton Act, or that other company. Why?”

Harry opened a briefcase that had been set beside the chair. He picked out a flogger and tested swinging it a few times in the air. He brought his arms back, as if he was on the verge of taking a swing at an oncoming fastball, and smacked Leah’s ass with the flogger. She screamed and shook in her bonds, but then sealed her lips shut in horror.

Is this room soundproofed? Maxwell didn’t say! Yet, when she opened her eyes, nobody was looking at the mirror. They were still listening to her master.

“Don’t worry,” said Harry. “Maxwell heard, but nobody else out there did, Still, you might want to think about how much of your pain and pleasure you hold in or let out. Depending on what’s going on, you could inspire him, or distract him.”

Leah sniffed. “Harry. Sir… what should I do?”

At that moment, her attention returned to Maxwell, who said, “In uncertain times, the one thing that never changes is that effort and hard work will always be rewarded.”

Harry grinned. “I think you have your answer.” He caressed Leah’s breasts and massaged them until Leah sustained a long, deep moan.

“Sir, are you really going to do this for hours?”

“Leah, this meeting could go on for a week and I don’t think I’d run out of things to do to your body. I only wish Rebecca was here too. I’m sure she wishes she could be.”

Leah could only imagine how Rebecca felt, knowing her friend was enduring a deliciously sadistic game of bondage and pain while she was stuck in a small graduate student office grading exam papers.

Wish you were here too, Becca.

After a while, Harry’s phone gave a quiet beep. “OK, 15 minutes are up,” said Harry. He reached into the briefcase and pulled out a single white, plastic clothespin. “Where would you like me to start, Leah? Left or right?”

She shuddered as her jaw dropped in disbelief. “Left, sir. And does this mean what I think it means?”

Leah groaned as the pin squeezed her sensitive nipple. Harry smiled and flicked it with his index finger. “Yes. One pin will be added every 15 minutes. But don’t worry, I’ve got lots of pins, just in case this takes a very long time,” he teased.

That’s not what I was worried about. The math was simple enough: at that rate, she’d don four pins per hour, two per breast. At first it would be fairly easy, but the longer Maxwell took, the worse her pain would grow.

With a chill, she realized that the 15-minute pins would certainly not be the only source of pain Maxwell had planned. How many other intervals would carry a specific torment? She wanted to ask, but doubted Harry would say. He’d much rather let her wait and find out.

“If you’re going to have exclusivity on international licensing rights, then you have to grant us a higher percentage of the domestic,” said a woman in a tight, black blazer and pencil dress. Leah didn’t know Claire Redstone, the company CEO and its bargaining principal, but already liked her: she hadn’t expected to see a woman going toe-to-toe with her master at the negotiation.

“Come on. Why should we do that?” Maxwell asked. “B&R can’t legally expand internationally under the Stalton Act, so if you want to build name recognition outside the country, you’re going to have to do it through us, or not at all.”

Leah felt her fluids running down her thighs. Maxwell dominated his professional counterparts in much the same way has his pet: fair but demanding, his baritone voice booming authority.

“What say we table this for now and come back to it later?” Claire proposed.

“Very well,” said Maxwell. “What do you say we move on to lobbying?”

“Of course.”

Leah listened to the continued discussion until Harry’s phone beeped again. This time, however, it played two tones.

“Half an hour. Ready for more?”

“Yes, sir.” One pin on her breast and something else? She assumed the second note indicated a new interval.

As expected, Harry attached a clothespin to her other breast, equaling out the pain in each of them, though the first had already started to throb a bit more dully. Having an asymmetrical punishment somehow made it worse, as the difference between the two kept her focused on it more effectively. As he added more and more clips, the distinction would decline, but that also meant there would be more and more pain. Either way, Leah expected to keep suffering.

Harry retrieved the flogger and tested it out with a graze of Leah’s backside. “Leah, what does a good pet do during a flogging?”

“Count, sir.”

“Correct.” Harry swatted her bottom with a real swing.

“One, sir,” she said. The hit had been hard, but she could take it without losing her composure. She continued to count each flogging, but was surprised when Harry stopped at “Five.”

“Good,” he said, kissing her cheek. “We’ll do this every half hour from here on in. I’m not going to remind you to count.”

“Yes, sir,” Leah sniffed.

Harry set the flogger down and flicked his finger against the pins on her nipples, sending waves of fresh pain through her breasts. She whined and squirmed, but Harry just grinned and paced around her, occasionally poking or prodding her.

Leah tried to focus on Maxwell’s work, but Harry’s constant needling drew away her attention. At 45 minutes, he added another clothespin, right on schedule, followed by another at the one hour mark. However, at that point his phone played three tones.

After the pin clipped her sensitive skin, producing a long, mournful moan from Leah, he started flogging her again. Leah thrashed with each smack but counted them off. To make the session more difficult, Harry threw in an occasional feint, swinging the flogger past her, just close enough that she could feel the rush of air going by.

“Seven,” Leah said instinctively, before she could stop herself.

Harry shook his head and tsk tsked. “Leah, I thought we trained you better than that.”

“I’m sorry, sir.” But he was right: she should have kept her mind in the moment. Harry had punished her many, many times, and eliciting a miscount was not a new trick.

“We start over.”

Leah nodded and reset her count. This time, she tried to shut out all other distractions and not count until she felt the lashes against her skin, but she couldn’t help stare at Maxwell. He was looking back at her as Claire spoke.

No sir, listen to her, not me! Leah wordlessly implored.

Maybe the look on her face conveyed her thought because Maxwell turned to his sparring partner. “Look, if you’ll commit to the renewable energy pledge, we’ll cut you in on the Greener Cleaner ad campaign. Sound fair?”

“Absolutely,” said Claire. “The PR will be good for both companies.”

“Wonderful, mark it down.”

Maxwell looked to the mirror and nodded so subtly Leah wasn’t sure if she imagined it or not. Yet, the next thing she felt was the massager of a magic wand vibrator being pressed against her folds. When Harry turned it on, the vibrations traveled through the chain pulled into her crotch, transferring its motion to her clit. Leah threw her head back and moaned as pleasure exploded through her body.

“I haven’t forgotten your one-hour interval punishment, don’t worry. We’ll get to it after you come, Leah. Your master’s successful negotiation takes precedence.”

“Yes… sir,” she panted.

“And you can come whenever you like,” Harry added. “Since this is a special occasion.”

“Thank you… sir.”

Leah pulled with her arms, lifting her body, then lowered herself again, and did so over and over, which created the effect of rubbing herself on the vibrator. Harry chuckled at her effort, but appreciated that she took matters into her own hands.

“Please, sir, harder,” Leah begged, thinking about how this would be one of several orgasms that would have to last her for potentially a long, long time.

“No,” said Harry. “And you have thirty seconds to come, or you’re just going to have to wait for the next one.”

With an anguished wail, Leah squirmed against the vibrator, attempting to feed her desire for contact and stimulation. Her heart pounded as she felt time running out.

Then the pressure broke and Leah shrieked as the orgasm released. The pain of the chain, the clamps and her bound wrists fed into her pleasure from the vibrator, and soon her howling bounced off the walls. Leah shuddered as the negotiation continued on as normal, nobody in the room the wiser, aside from Maxwell. She couldn’t believe how hot it was to her.

She sighed when Harry pulled the vibrator away and turned it off. Her core throbbed happily as she felt her fluids trail down her legs. However, before she knew it, the chain in her crotch began to move, pulling tighter and deeper.

“One hour,” said Harry. 

Leah moaned as the added pain both drew her away from the orgasm’s afterglow and fed her arousal for another. The thought of the chain getting tighter and tighter as the hours passed, and then the part about having to endure it for all those hours… She closed her eyes and bathed herself in the all-too-real fantasy. She barely perceived of the cloth being swabbed over her legs and pussy, collecting all the fluids that had run throughout the course of the hour.

Leah didn’t return to the moment until she heard Harry’s phone beep. She didn’t open her eyes, however; she waited for the next clothespin to bite down on her breast, and soon it did, but Harry didn’t bother her otherwise. He caressed her chest, tracing a finger around her skin, avoiding the pins. Leah shook and moaned, but her mind was lost in Maxwell’s rich voice.

“No, forcing the app to download is out of the question. We’ve never had any trouble enticing users to download it, we’re not starting now,” he said. He didn’t yell, or pound a fist on the table, or rally his subordinates to nod along with him. His tone carried his authority more than enough.

“That’s not good enough, Frost,” said Claire. “We need at least a 20 percent climb in end-user downloads, and I don’t see you reaching that mark on your company’s good will alone.”

Maxwell crossed his arms and leaned back in his seat. “You don’t need 20. You want 20, but you can get by just fine on 15. And we can help you get there, let’s just make a plan. What about offering a free trial period for the premium features?”

Leah marveled at his ability to remain committed to the task at hand while she suffered only a few feet away. She was less surprised by Maxwell’s complete internalization of the business he was dealing with. Every figure presented, he could tell if it was exaggerated and ready to be bargained down; every stumbling block, he had a solution in mind. He knew every card Redstone had to play. He anticipated when his opponent had a legitimate reason to push against his offers, and when she was being obstinate because she felt an imbalance in their game of give-and-take.

“I’ll consider that,” said Claire. “But let’s move on to shipping. We’d like to continue using our company, but we’d be open to change if there’s a better deal on the table.”

Before she knew it, Leah felt another pin on her breast, which gave her the warning she needed to be ready to count floggings. She called out the number each time the lashes stung her ass cheeks, ready for feints and tricks. She reached ten without making a mistake.

“Good, good,” said Harry as he caressed the freshly tormented skin. Leah twisted from his touch, but Harry persisted. Once again she felt a cloth wipe between her legs, catching her fluids. She looked down this time to see that it wasn’t an ordinary rag: it was a pink pair of panties. She moaned, knowing that it would be used to torment her in some way soon enough.

—

The remainder of the hour passed by slowly, as Leah was torn between listening to her master and listening to the pain in her body evoking the need for another orgasm. When the two hour mark arrived, Leah heard four tones, and shivered wondering what new punishment would be added to the retinue.

Harry added the eighth clothespin and waited for Leah to finish whining before flogging her again. The count had now reached twenty, and by the end Leah’s entire backside seemed to smolder. Tears leaked off Leah’s cheeks and chin as her scorched ass absorbed one stroke after another. However, despite the torment, Leah never lost track of the count. The more she listened to Maxwell, the more her training at the manor came back to her.

I can do this, she said. I was meant for this.

After her flogging, Leah felt the chain in her crotch creep a little bit higher, and the pressure on her clit intensified. She took a deep breath, adjusting to the new pain. She could relieve it by lifting up on her tiptoes, or by pulling herself up with her arms, but at two hours into the ordeal, none of her limbs had a large reserve of strength left over.

Leah tensed up as Harry stepped in front of her and cradled her chin in his hand. “All right, Leah. For your two-hour punishment, you get to choose what comes next. I think I’m going to give you a choice between… wearing a blindfold, having these wet panties placed on your head or… clothespins on your labia. It’s up to you.”

Quailing at her options, Leah moaned thinking about each one. The blindfold seemed like the easiest, but she couldn’t bear the thought of not getting to watch Maxwell for the rest of the trial. They could be at this for hours and hours; she’d hate to be in the dark the whole time.

The panties wouldn’t block her vision, but being immersed in her own scent would be repugnant; she wished to push that option back as long as possible. Yet, if she waited on it, Harry would keep using it to collect more and more of her juices, making its eventual use even more disgusting.

The last option, the most painful choice, somehow struck her as the best. Clamps on her lower lips would be excruciating, but she could handle the pain. She would even enjoy it. At least, she hoped so. “The pins, sir,” she answered.

“I had a feeling you’d say that,” said Harry.

“You know me, sir.”

Leah screamed as the pins clamped down on her lower lips, but it was a pain she had felt many times before, and soon it was just another flavor in the constant torment.

As the pain grew intense, Leah detected a noticeable rise in her master’s energy. He spoke with a greater sense of urgency. Leah knew Maxwell was enjoying her punishment, and suspected he might be hiding a massive erection. The sooner he finishes with them, the sooner he can finish with me, Leah mused.

She suspected that Maxwell wanted to secure another agreement for the sake of earning her an orgasm as soon as possible, but wouldn’t compromise the integrity of his positions. Of course, Leah wouldn’t want him to. She was determined to serve him properly, and that meant putting his needs above hers.

“You know what?” he said, taking in the sight of his pet through the virtual window. “It’s been a long time. Let’s take five.”

“We can do that. But I’m curious, you’re not conferring with anyone in that room over there, are you?” asked Claire.

Maxwell spun around slowly, despite his surprise. “I’m sorry?”

Claire shrugged. “You seem to be paying an unusual amount of attention to that room. I’m guessing somebody important is in there. Though I don’t know who, or why.”

“Exactly,” he replied. “If I needed to confer with somebody, they’d be sitting right here. Now, excuse me.”

Maxwell slipped out from the conversation and pushed his way through the crowd to exit the conference room. After a moment, Harry’s phone rang. “Maxwell? Is everything all right?” he said. Leah could only hear his side of the conversation, but she understood it well enough. “No, she’s all right. No complaints yet. How much longer do you think you’ll need? Yeah, I think she’ll get through that. Won’t be easy. OK, I’ll put her on.”

Harry held the phone up to Leah’s ear. Through it she could hear the sound of a hot air hand dryer. “I’m fine, master,” she said first. “You’re doing great, don’t worry about me.”

“Leah, you’ve been extraordinary so far.”

“Thank you, master.”

“I’m going to get a win for you, all right? Watch this.”

The phone went dead, and seconds later the door to the conference room burst open. Maxwell walked in, striding long and energetically. “Claire, we’ll donate ten percent of the funding for a new, high-tech factory if you build it and hire domestically. I know you’re going to expand after the Stalton Act passes. I want you to do it here, and am willing to make it worth your while.”

Claire swiveled her head on her neck, weighing the offer. “Labor costs will be a lot lower if we build it overseas.”

“Please,” said Maxwell. “Ninety percent of the factory’s operation will be automated regardless of where you build it. The rise in labor costs will be well worth it. And you won’t have to pay import taxes on the units produced.”

“Twenty percent,” said Claire.

“I’ll do twenty if you agree to relocate all of your factories back stateside after the new one opens.”

Claire took out her phone and tapped away on it. She held up one index finger as she watched the screen, waiting for some kind of answer. Then she looked to Maxwell and nodded. “Very well. The publicity will be worth it.”

“Great,” said Maxwell. “Mark it down.”

Leah sighed in relief as she felt the vibrator against her folds once more. He did it, she thought.

“Want to hear what a genius your master is?” asked Harry.

“Yes… sir.” Already the pleasure flooding her system was tearing away her ability to concentrate.

“He was willing to go as high as thirty percent on that deal. He wanted the factories moved, and he got it for a lot less than he thought he could. He’s absolutely brilliant.”

Harry sounded as awed as Leah felt. She had no trouble beating the clock to orgasm this time around: all of the hours of pain seemed to wash away as ecstasy cleansed her body with an effervescent torrent.

When the energy within her was expended and her scream ran out of steam, she slumped down in her bonds and moaned in relief. She felt the damp panties sponging up her juices, and the pain returned as a dull but heavy ache. It didn’t help that by the time she recovered, the next 15-minute interval had completed and Harry added another pin to her breast.

“Starting to hurt, huh?” said Harry.

Starting? “Yeah, you could say that, sir.”

He rubbed a cream into her bottom that soothed her burning skin. “Rebecca’s going to be really impressed when she hears about how resilient you’ve become. And she’s going to be jealous she couldn’t join in.”

“I wish she were here too. Tell Maxwell that next time he needs to schedule his big billion dollar deals around Rebecca’s office hours.”

Harry laughed. “I bet after seeing this, he will.”

Leah nodded, then directed her attention back to Maxwell. Maybe the woman Claire realized she’d been partially played, because her tone grew far more combative.

“We’re not abandoning our metadata practices just because you are unhappy with it,” she said. “That information is worth far more to us than you’re making out. We’re not budging on this. The answer is no.”

Leah groaned, predicting it could be a long time before she felt relief once more. Despite her state of rigorous bondage and overwhelming agony, she credited her master with enduring the real torture. She couldn’t even fathom having to listen to the interminable back-and-forth of a tense negotiation, talking indecipherable jargon and clawing for the biggest share of the pie. And she had a sense that Maxwell felt the same way: it was why he rarely invested himself in the regular operations of his company. He’d rather let subordinates run FrostGen and spend his days playing with a kinky sex slave. This was a rare example of a situation that required his direct control. If he had his way, there wouldn’t be another for quite some time.

When the phone beeped again, Leah accepted another clothespin on her breast and another flogging. Mercifully, Harry had balanced the increasing length of the floggings with the force he put behind them. At more than 20 strokes each time, they were getting lighter and lighter. Still, the accumulated punishment was plenty difficult to endure, and by the end Leah felt exhausted.

She moaned softly to herself and shut her eyes, willing her consciousness to drift. She wanted to be able to enter subspace from pain as well as pleasure, but as yet the ability to do so at will eluded her.

Now would be a pretty good time…

Her master’s voice dissolved into an incomprehensible drone as she lost focus. Harry continued to massage parts of her body — her thighs, her stomach, her pinned chest — but said little, letting her fall deeper into her trance, knowing he would have to interrupt it soon enough.

Yet, when the time came for the next clothespin, Leah barely reacted. She flinched and groaned, but otherwise didn’t stir. It was only when the next hour mark arrived, the fourth, that the assorted measures added up to a response. As soon as the next pin bit down, she lifted her head and prepared to count the floggings.

“Forty,” she said at the end. Harry didn’t try to trick her with fake swings, and he’d run through them slowly enough that she wasn’t overwhelmed. He divided his strikes equally between her cheeks, and alternated all forty strokes, giving her some time between them to recover. Still, by the end Leah seemed on the brink of passing out from the pain.

“Leah, are you OK?” he asked.

She took a deep breath and lifted her head. “Yes… sir.”

Harry looked her over, lifted her eyelids. “I don’t think so.” He took out a phone and pressed a few buttons. After a moment, the chain running through her crotch when slack, followed by the chains holding her wrists. Harry caught her and removed the manacles, tossing them aside. Leah tried to protest, but had no strength with which to do so. Harry helped Leah down, then lowered her slowly onto the chair.

“I’m sorry Maxwell, this is too much,” said Harry.

Inside the conference room, Maxwell removed and pocketed his glasses. “Everybody out.”

Claire gasped in shock. “Excuse me? What did you say?”

Maxwell shot to his feet. “I said out. We can resume in an hour, but something has come up and I need the room.”

The FrostGen employees didn’t hesitate: they tossed their belongings into their briefcases and messenger bags, got up and filed out. Claire’s people watched them go, then followed suit. Claire stared daggers at Maxwell, and was the last to leave.

“I don’t know what your play is here, Maxwell.”

“It’s not a play,” he snapped, then slammed the door in her face. As soon as it shut, he bolted for the back room and found his pet resting.

“Leah, are you all right?”

“I’m sorry, master,” she said, sniffling and holding back tears.

“Hey, you haven’t done a thing wrong. I had no idea this would be so hard.”

“It isn’t, sir,” said Leah. “I don’t- I’m not sure what happened. One minute I was enjoying the pain as usual, the next I was completely out of it.”

“Strange. That’s very unlike you.”

“Maxwell, she had been drifting off into a bit of a state,” said Harry. “In my professional opinion, she just lost focus, then was overwhelmed trying to regain it. I’ve seen it before. It happens to the best of us.”

The billionaire kissed his pet on the forehead. “I guess so, because she is the best.”

“Thank you, master,” said Leah. “But what about your negotiation! What are you going to do?”

Maxwell shrugged. “They’ll be back. They need this deal to happen. If I wasn’t as determined to get the best possible deal I could, I’d already be…” He stopped mid-sentence and looked past Leah and Harry. After a moment, he snapped out of it.

“Leah, if you’ve had enough, say the word and Harry will take you up to the penthouse. But if you want to finish what we’ve started, I can call everyone back in and guarantee this won’t take very long.”

Leah took a deep breath, then looked up into her master’s eyes. She felt like a sprinter getting a second wind. “I’m ready to finish this, sir. Take all the time you need.”

“That’s the spirit,” he replied. “But I mean it. I’m wrapping this up now.” He took out his phone and dialed it. “Yeah, send Claire back. Yes, just her. Immediately, I’m ready. I know it hasn’t been an hour yet, just do it.” He hung up, then kissed his pet. “Leah, you’ve made me very proud. Now get up.”

Leah trembled as she obeyed her master’s command. Fresh fluids ran between her legs, and didn’t stop, as Maxwell pulled her into a savagely hard kiss. She tasted his minty breath and felt refreshed by it, empowered to resume her service. When he clutched her bottom, the stinging of his hand on her skin didn’t bother her: his touch intoxicated her, muting the pain.

When he took her wrists in his hands and lifted them into the air, she sighed in pleasure. Harry quickly cuffed her and lifted her to her tiptoes. The clothespins never left her breasts, which now had become fairly numb to the pain, but when Maxwell brushed them back and forth, the tingle returned in an explosion of agony. Leah gasped, but quickly recovered, adrenaline pumping through her veins. When Harry slipped the chain back around her waist and through her crotch she shuddered in delight.

“If I recall, this is where we left off,” he said, raising the chain a little higher than it was before.

“Yes, sir,” said Leah. She panted as she felt it dig into her. He could have lifted it even higher and she would have been happy for it.

“This is remarkable,” said Maxwell. “One second you were on the verge of passing out. Now you look ready for a marathon.”

Leah felt that exactly. “I am ready for one, sir, and I think you know what kind.”

Maxwell kissed her cheek and smacked her backside. “See you soon. Harry, do me a favor and finish dressing her.”

“With pleasure,” said Harry as Maxwell stepped out into the conference room and returned to his seat. At first Leah thought Harry was going to place the sodden panties over her face, as he’d offered earlier; instead, he tapped her lips, prompting her to open her mouth so he could stuff the garment inside. She groaned at the musty taste, but a shiver ran through her body and evolved into a full on spasm; as if a switch had been flipped, she felt a furious need for release. The sensation bloomed into an all-encompassing hunger as Harry smoothed a piece of clear tape over her mouth, then dragged the roll around her face, sealing the garment in place under a dozen plastic layers.

Harry didn’t stop there. Completing the options he’d presented to Leah earlier, he blindfolded her, then replaced the clothespins on her lower lips. By the time he finished, Leah writhed in blissful torment.

When Claire Redstone emerged from the hallway, both Leah and Harry listened with great interest, neither one having the slightest clue what Maxwell intended.

“All right, Frost,” said Claire. “What’s the deal? What was that all about?”

“Like I said, I had a minor situation to deal with.” He gave her a look that said, Drop it. “Now listen, I’m going to make this quick. I’ve got better things to do than argue with you all damned day. We’ve talked at length, and I’ve made my positions clear. The offers I’ve made are reasonable, and exhaustive. I think if you accepted them right now we’d both be getting a very fair deal. However, I understand that your job is to whittle down those terms and make them as favorable to you as possible. I think here, in private, we can hash out a few adjustments until we’re both satisfied. How does that sound?”

“Strange, Frost. It sounds strange. Why aren’t my people here with me? Make me understand.”

“I’ll show you,” said Maxwell. He took off his glasses and set them down on the table. “Claire, I’ve read up on you a little bit. I happen to know that in some ways you’re a lot like me.”

The woman stiffened up. “How so?”

“For one, you don’t want to be here any more than I do. You want this deal done so you can go back home and… play.”

Something about the way Maxwell said that last word set Leah off like a firecracker. Is she…?

“Spell it out, Frost.”

“Take those glasses and put them on. I want you to see what I’ve been looking at for the past few hours.”

Leah could hardly believe what she was hearing. She’d been presented to audiences plenty of times in the past, either at BonDouleurs Manor or at Maxwell’s penthouse; and she’d engaged in months of sexual games in a dungeon surrounded by clear windows, allowing anyone with a quality telescope to see inside; yet, somehow, the idea of being shown to this one woman left Leah feeling as exposed and vulnerable as she’d ever been.

“Oh my god,” said Claire.

“That’s right,” replied Maxwell. “That’s my pet, Leah. And I show you this because I had a plan for this meeting today. I wanted to use my desire for this poor little thing here to drive me forward in our negotiations, to conclude them quickly and to get what I wanted. I realized that I have more desire, more passion for Leah than I ever had for FrostGen, and I thought I could channel that into our work here today. Maybe I was wrong.”

Right or wrong, I love you, master.

“Harry, do me a favor and give Leah a nice spanking.”

“Yes, boss,” said Harry. He positioned himself behind Leah, then put his hands on her waist. Leah swiveled her hips, eager to feel his hand rock across her bruised backside. She felt his hands lift off, and a moment later the sting of impact on her cheeks. The energy of the blow seemed to travel through her, and she felt it not just against her ass, but through the chain between her legs, and in the pins all over her chest and pussy.

Leah didn’t scream. What came out was more of an anguished hoot, followed by a deep sigh.

“Care for another?” asked Harry.

“Mmm hmm,” she moaned hungrily.

He delivered, targeting the exact same spot as the first. Leah hollered happily, riding out the storm of suffering bouncing through her nervous system.

“Shall I continue?”

Leah wept but nodded. The onrush of torment that came next sent Leah out of her body and into subspace, like she’d wanted before. Only this time, instead of completely sapping her strength, an orgasm ripped through her. Powered by the pain alone, it plunged Leah into the euphoric state she found so often while indulging her carnal appetite.

“All right, Frost, I’d say you’ve made your point,” said Claire. “My question to you is, how does this change anything at all in our negotiations? Not wanting to be apart from your precious pet is your problem, not mine.”

“Well, Claire, I’m making it your problem. My pet suffered a little episode before, and that really convinced me that I’m done with all this nonsense. You can take the deal I’ve laid out, which is more than fair, or you can go home empty-handed.”

Leah wished she wasn’t blindfolded, because she would have given anything to see the look on Claire’s face. Her core ached with need for her master.

“You’re insane,” said the woman. “You’d throw away billions of dollars, just like that?”

Maxwell patted Leah’s ass. “She’s worth it.”

“You’re bluffing.”

“Am I? Only one way to find out,” said Maxwell.

Leah listened to her heart pound, waiting for somebody to blink.

“Fine,” Claire said at last, tossing up her hands in exasperation. “I’ll take the deal. You’re fucking unbelievable though, you know that?”

“Yeah, I’ve been told. If you’ll head downstairs, legal will bring you the paperwork.”

“Great,” she growled.

“And, Claire?”

“What?”

“If you feel like getting spanked, stop by anytime.”

All Leah heard in response was the clicking of heels against the tiled floor, then the blindfold lifted off of Leah’s head. Maxwell stood before her, gazing into her eyes.

“I love you, Leah,” he said, pulling the tape from her mouth. “You were amazing.”

“Thank you, master,” she said, spitting out the sodden panties. “Sir, may I ask a sensitive question?”

“Anything.”

She had to know. “Were you bluffing?”

Maxwell laughed. “No, I meant it.”

“You were really going to throw away all that money?” She was ignoring proper decorum, but she didn’t care. “Because you couldn’t wait a few hours to get back to me?”

“Leah, I’m already a billionaire. I’ll take the time to make a big deal if I can, but not like that. Not standing around pecking at one another until somebody gives. Life’s too short. I’d rather throw away billions of dollars than hours with you.”

“Oh, master,” said Leah, swooning in her bonds. “I love you too.”

Maxwell planted his lips on hers and drove his tongue into her mouth. She moaned as his body brushed the pins on her breasts.

“No, this won’t do,” said Maxwell. “Harry, give me that flogger. Leah, are you ready to suffer just a little more?”

“Yes, master. Whatever you wish. I am yours.”

Another pet may have uttered those words by rote, but when Leah spoke them, they rang true. Her master’s cock hardened in his pants, lifting against the soft fabric of his suit.

Maxwell took the flogger from his friend and swung it back and forth for practice, then directed its thin, flat lashes at her breasts. With every swing another clothespin flew off her skin, and Leah shrieked in pain and relief. Like peeling off a bandage, Maxwell worked quickly, not stopping until all the pins lay scattered across the floor. At that point he crouched on his knees. “Ready to lose these?” he asked, tapping the pins on her lower lips.

“Yes, sir.”

Grinning, Maxwell swung the flogger in a series of rapid swats, removing all of the pins from her pussy as well. Leah twisted her body and screamed, but her voice carried strength and hunger more than pain and suffering.

Maxwell stood up and embraced his pet in a tight hug. Leah whimpered as his body brushed her still sensitive breasts, but she longed to feel him against her.

“You’re perfect,” he whispered into her ear. Harry took that as a cue to step out of the room, patting his friend on the back as he went. “I’ve never been so happy,” Maxwell continued.

“Thank you, sir,” she said. “I feel the same way.”

“Remember when we met at the Expo and I told you I liked to travel?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And yet we haven’t traveled at all since you arrived.”

Leah shook her head. “It’s all right, sir. I’m happy to be in your home.”

Maxwell kissed her forehead. “I know you are, but I want to get out, take you to a part of the world you’ve never been. Then I want to tie you up and fuck you there.”

Leah laughed, rolling her eyes, but then she gazed into Maxwell’s and mustered a serious, but adoring face. “Sir, I’d love to, but maybe it would be best to save it until after my… experiment.”

He squeezed her backside and massaged her tender folds. “You sure you still want to go through with that?”

She nodded vigorously. “I am, sir. I have to at least try.”

Maxwell kissed her cheek. “I can respect that. After, then. It will give me plenty of time to plan the trip. Now, I did promise to make your last night before the experiment a good one, didn’t I?”

“Yes, sir,” she replied. “I think you did.”

He winked, then opened the door to their room. “Harry, you still here? Come back, I could use a hand with something.”

“A hand?” Harry asked as he stepped back inside.

“You know what I mean.”

Without a word, the men took positions in front and behind Leah and examined the many marks on her body. Maxwell massaged her crotch slowly, drawing a protracted moan out of his pet, while Harry felt the heat rising from her flogged backside.

“Harry, how would you feel about helping me double up on this little slut for a few hours?”

A few hours… Leah laughed and sighed.

Chuckling, Harry gave Leah’s ass a few quick smacks. “I’d love to.”

“Good,” said Maxwell. He unbuckled his pants and let them fall into a pile around his ankles. Stepping out of them, he then stripped off his black underwear, revealing his rock hard cock. Harry quickly followed suit, dropping his trousers and boxers. His massive member rose in eager anticipation. Harry retrieved a bottle of lube from the briefcase with the other toys, and handed it off to Maxwell once he was finished.

Leah tugged at the chains holding her wrists. Minutes ago, her arms burned from the strain of being hung for so long, but now the pain barely registered. Her juices ran down her leg as she twisted her head to look at the two meaty rods; they glistened from the lube, and Leah’s heart pounded in anticipation of having her body penetrated by each man.

Maxwell bent down and kissed her breasts, then trailed kisses all the way up her chest, leading to her neck and collar, and then finally to her lips. As they tasted each other, Maxwell slipped his shaft into her eager crevice. The lube he’d used was rendered utterly superfluous by the wetness in her core: Leah had been waiting for this long-promised moment. She moaned loudly as Maxwell buried himself inside her, plunging in his full length. He used one hand to rub her clit, and the other he placed on the back of her head. Then he began thrusting, withdrawing his cock and jamming it back in slowly at first, but soon he hammered at her.

Leah shuddered as spasms of euphoria lifted her out of her senses. Pleasure poured through her body, and Leah barely had the wherewithal to ask, “Sir, may I come?”

“Yes,” said Maxwell. “As much as you want.”

He didn’t stop his rhythm, and in moments Leah came. She bucked and heaved against Maxwell’s body, wishing she could somehow drive him deeper into her greedy chamber.

Her desires were answered when Maxwell paused just long enough for Harry to line the tip of his cock against her tight, back entrance. He eased it in gradually, letting Leah adjust to its presence.

Leah groaned and cried as his hot shaft spread her apart. She’d experienced the full majesty of Harry’s tool on many occasions, and every time the experience rocked her as if for the first time.

As more and more of Harry’s length dug into Leah, Maxwell continued to pound her pussy, bringing her to a second orgasm. Though in his forties, Maxwell possessed a stamina enviable of a man half his age. The only person Leah knew who could compare was Harry, making his continued intrusion into her back entrance all the more exciting. By the time her third orgasm coalesced into ecstasy, Harry had driven himself all the way inside, and began a steady course of thrusts timed opposite to Maxwell’s.

Together they sawed at her for what seemed like an eternity. Neither man spoke. Occasionally Harry would smack her ass, or Maxwell would squeeze her breasts, and the only time their rhythm stumbled was when Harry reached for a ball gag. Leah moaned as he wedged the large, red rubber ball into her mouth. Her orgasms stopped having a distinct beginning and end, merging into a single sustained blissful state. Leah screamed into the gag until she had no voice left; she didn’t hear it anyway. She’d lost all sense of the physical world. Adrift in subspace, she felt only the joy continuously exploding through her body.

And when the men exhausted their prodigious wealth of energy, blasting one load after another into her dripping orifices, they replaced their tired members with a pair of vibrating dildos. Though as massive as the rods they replaced, the dildos slipped into Leah with no resistance. She moaned as Harry quickly tied a rope around her waist and looped it between her legs, holding the toys in place. As soon as it was knotted securely, Maxwell activated the plugs.

Leah writhed and heaved, slammed by the fresh waves of pleasure. The men watched the slave as they dressed, but Leah’s carnal hunger was insatiable. No part of her wanted the stimulation to stop, and so the men waited. Harry texted with Rebecca, but Maxwell embraced his pet, not letting go.

By the time Leah passed out, she was aware of only two things: the pair of toys buzzing away inside of her, and Maxwell’s body against hers.

—

Leah sighed when she woke, feeling the exquisite throbbing in her core. She winced as she tried to move, unprepared for the extent of her soreness. Opening her eyes, she discovered she was in her cage back in her room. Located a floor below Maxwell’s penthouse, she’d become accustomed to waking up there.

In addition to being caged, she found herself in another familiar situation: she had been dressed in bondage gear. In particular, she wore a chastity belt that covered her sensitive orifices, as well as a matching chest piece. Made of black neoprene rubber and stainless steel, the pieces were connected to wrist cuffs, thigh bands and her collar by several chains.

Sighing, Leah reached through the bars of the cage and pressed the intercom button on the wall to signal that she’d woken. The chastity gear solidified in her mind that Maxwell had taken her proposal seriously: he was not going to pleasure her again for quite some time, and she had nobody to complain to about it but herself.

Instead of a member of Maxwell’s staff, the billionaire himself opened the door to Leah’s room and stepped inside. “Good afternoon, pet.”

“Good… afternoon, master.” She hadn’t realized she had slept so long.

“Sleep well?”

She nodded. “Yes, master. Very well. Thank you for last night. It was incredible.”

“You’re welcome.” He sat down on the floor next to her cage and reached inside the bars to take Leah’s hand. “I hope last night was enough to get you through the trial ahead.”

“Thank you, sir. It will have to be.”

“I guess that means I can’t talk you out of it.”

“Sorry, sir. No. This is important to me.”

Maxwell stood up. “I know it is, and I’m so proud of you for wanting to do it. I just hope you don’t put yourself through a lot of undue torment. That’s my job.”

Leah laughed and twisted around inside her cage, looking for her phone; she breathed a sigh of relief when she found it.

“You’re not being punished,” said Maxwell. “I wasn’t going to take that away.”

“I know, sir. Sorry. I debated asking you to take it, but I wasn’t sure if I wanted you to. Now I know.”

“I see. Anyway, I wanted to check in on you myself when you got up; now that you’re awake, it’s time for your experiment to really begin. I’m leaving now. Finn will be by in a minute to run you through your exercise, cleaning and feeding. He, or a member of his staff, will be available if you need anything. But aside from cleaning and exercise, you’re spending the entirety of the next three days in your cage. Maybe longer.”

For a moment, Leah wanted to take it all back. She’d never been locked inside her cage for such a prolonged period. As much as she loved being confined, it stopped being as much fun if she wasn’t getting out. Yet, she knew her master was attempting to rattle her resolve.

“Yes, sir,” she said.

“You know this is going to drive me crazy, right? Knowing you’re locked in here this whole time. I’ll be thinking of you.”

Leah smiled sadly. “I know, sir. Thank you. If you want me to pleasure you, I will be happy to do so anytime.”

“Oh, Leah. You’re going to be pleasuring me every single day. Just not until you’ve done some hard time down here.” He bent over her cage and pressed his face against the bars. “Kiss me.”

Leah craned her neck upward and pulled herself up until her lips met his. She held on until Maxwell broke off their kiss. He seemed mournful, but also proud and excited. With this test, she would learn once and for all whether or not she was a true submissive, and when she did, he would be there for her.

“Bye, pet,” he said. “I’ll see you soon.”

“Bye, master,” she sniffed.

When the door shut behind Maxwell, Leah slumped back against the wall of her cage and rubbed the metal shield guarding her pussy. As she expected, not a trace of the motion transferred through, robbing her of its stimulation. In frustration, she curled up into a ball and rested her head on her pillow.

You can do this, she thought. You’ll see.
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Leah thought the first three days would be the hardest: no contact with her master for 72 hours. She hadn’t gone as much as a day without seeing him since they first met a couple months ago. Nearly every day had been spent together, bringing each other untold bliss. She’d served him dutifully, and he’d rewarded her.

However, that was the problem. Leah didn’t know if she enjoyed serving him because it brought her untold pleasure, or if she was, in her heart, a true submissive. She thought she was, but wouldn’t know for sure — couldn’t know for sure. Thus, the experiment had been her idea, as much as it hurt her. She proposed to forgo all pleasure, save the satisfaction of pleasing her master, until she felt as though she were serving him without any consideration of reciprocation.

But keeping her in her cage for three days straight, that part was his idea.

Naturally, she would be taken out for her bodily needs: cleaning, exercise, feeding and more. But Maxwell Frost would not be the one to help her; a member of his staff would take care of her as necessary. Leah hated to be separated from Maxwell, but his absence would make her desire that much stronger.

To make matters worse, her cage was not the only way Leah was restrained: for the entire duration of her imprisonment, Maxwell had decided she would wear her full chastity outfit. A belt made of stainless steel and black, neoprene rubber encircled her hips and ran between her legs, secured in place by padlocks and chains. A similar chest piece protected her breasts, and a series of bands and cuffs encircled her arms and thighs. None of them could be taken off without her master or a member of his staff.

Doubt crept into Leah’s mind on just the first day. What the hell were you thinking? she wondered. When she came up with the idea, she hadn’t expected Maxwell to remove her from his presence, but she wasn’t entirely surprised. She felt terrible asking her master to indulge her in this endeavor, as it meant he would have to go without using his slave in a number of ways he likes. She had promised she’d still give him pleasure in other ways, but this was a man used to getting what he wanted. He was a billionaire, and a handsome one at that: very little was out of his reach. In his mid-forties but in phenomenal shape, he could charm women with ease. If he wanted to go out and seek companionship in someone else, Leah would understand. She had no holds over him: she was his pet, his property — not a wife or girlfriend. She expected to be treated as such. Yet, he was quite fond of her, just as she was with him. She knew he wanted her touch, and she craved his. She only asked that he give her the time she needed to figure herself out.

Still, she wasn’t sure she could stay true to her goal. Her mind went back to one possibility: opting out. Maxwell had promised a one-week grace period, during which she could call off her experiment. They would go back to the master/slave arrangement they both loved so dearly, with no questions asked. She could do it.

No. She refused to give in. Leah knew the challenge would be difficult — excruciating, even — but she couldn’t bear the idea of giving up so quickly.

So she hung on through the first three days. She used her phone to stay in touch with Rebecca, her best friend and somebody who would understand her plight; she read one book after another, learning about the world and generally distracting herself from the tremendous ache between her legs. It didn’t work very well, but what choice did she have? She couldn’t relieve the pressure, even if she tried — the chastity gear was utterly impenetrable.

When she woke up on the fourth day, she moaned in misery; she wasn’t conscious for five seconds before she felt the hunger awaken . The blank-mindedness of sleep had been her only succor, and now she couldn’t even count on that to last more than an instant.

She reached through the bars of her cage and pressed the button for the intercom. She had hoped Maxwell would be waiting for her to wake as the fourth day began but he was not there. His butler, Finn Planck, collected Leah for her morning routine. However, after exercise and cleaning, he led her out of her dungeon and up the stairs to her master’s penthouse.

Located on the 60th floor of Maxwell’s corporate headquarters, his home was decorated in modern, minimalist style: all the furniture was black or white, with some interplay of shadows and lighting. Charcoal drawings of women in bondage adorned his walls; to this point, Leah had never learned the nature of those drawings, whether they were inspired by Maxwell’s past slaves or other women in his life. Leah wasn’t sure she wanted to know. She hated to imagine a rendering of her stuck on some wall of his, rather than being there for him in person.

The smell of fresh bacon and black coffee met Leah as she emerged from the dungeon. After three days of nothing but oatmeal, the aroma lifted her spirits and aroused a more mundane, but just as needful, hunger inside of her. Turning the corner into the kitchen, she saw him there, scrolling through the day’s headlines on an e-reader, as if nothing unusual had transpired.

“Master!” she screamed. To her surprise, he had started to grow a beard in the past few days; she was so used to seeing him without one, she could hardly believe it. Why do you have to hide that gorgeous face? she thought to herself. 

“Good morning, pet,” he said, putting down the device. “Good to see you again.”

Leah wanted to run up to him and leap into his arms, but she took her cues from her master, and he clearly didn’t seem to be inviting such an outburst. Maybe she had raised her expectations too high, but his nonchalance hit her like a gut punch. She assumed he would be much more excited to see her again.

“Sit,” he said, pointing to the seat across from him. A tantalizing breakfast plate had been set out for her. “Eat.”

“Yes, master.” She did as asked, forcing herself to eat slowly and politely, though she felt ravenous.

“Have you given any consideration toward calling this all off?”

She shook her head, swallowed her mouthful of scrambled eggs and said, “I’ve thought about it, but I don’t want to, master. And please, sir, don’t bring it up. It only makes this harder.”

Maxwell laughed, but not in his usual easy chuckle. “Oh, Leah, if you think that’s what’s going to make this harder, you really have no idea what you’ve gotten yourself into.”

Leah gulped, though she had stopped eating. She felt her juices collecting in her chastity belt and escaping out between her thighs.

“I wanted to give you a few days to cleanse yourself of both pleasure and pain. Normally this would be the part where I give you plenty of both, but since pleasure is off-limits, pain will be all that you know. Understand?”

She nodded. “Yes, master.”

Bring it, she thought, eager to be challenged. Leah loved to be in pain, and while she preferred it to come as a part of the stimulation leading her toward a massive orgasm, she could bask in pure agony, and it could make her climax, if properly applied. She didn’t doubt her master would provide just enough to keep her primed, like a slow burn, but not enough to push her over the edge. Throughout the past three days, she pictured what Maxwell would do to her; she imagined many, many floggings, spankings and canings. She imagined being tied down, locked up and bound every which way. None of that scared her; the trepidation she now felt came from the concern that her master was displeased, and was going to be cruel in how he expressed it.

Still, this was exactly what she wanted. Would she still want to serve him just as loyally if all he brought her was pain and frustration? She was going to find out.

“Eat up, pet. No more little bowls of oatmeal for you. You’re going to need a lot more strength from now on.”

“Yes, sir.” I’ve got all the strength I need, she told herself.

Maxwell stepped over to her and placed a hand on her shoulder. After three days without any personal contact, his touch electrified her, and she remembered that strength can seem a lot stronger until it’s tested. Her master didn’t move until she’d cleaned her plate, and as soon as she did he pulled her up by the forearm. Her fork clattered to the floor as she stood, and then they were on the move. Leah groaned happily as Maxwell twisted her arm behind her back, forcing her to advance at his pace. She expected him to lead her to the dungeon, but they shot right past the stairwell down.

Instead, Maxwell brought her to his office, where she spotted a tall, metallic stockade. He wasted no time, locking her neck into the yoke, from which a pair of heavy bars extended outward. Leah’s wrists fit into manacles at the end of each bar. Within seconds, she was locked up, unable to escape or touch herself in any way.

Here we go, she thought. Maxwell opened his desk drawer and took out one item after another, letting Leah see each one, building her anticipation. When they were all set out, he produced from his pocket a small, brass key, which he used to unlock the chastity gear locked around her body. Leah writhed and panted as each piece came off. After several months of wearing the gear to bed most nights, her body had grown accustomed to feeling it removed, resulting in a predictable physical response: extreme arousal.

Tears escaped Leah’s eyes; she knew he’d done it on purpose. She wished he’d left her in chastity. Instead, he exacerbated her desire, tormenting her by exploiting her own psychology. It was worse than any whipping he could dish out.

Of course, the whipping came next. Maxwell slipped a ring gag into Leah’s mouth, a wide one that turned her mouth into a perfect O. She immediately started to drool, a continuous stream she couldn’t stop. Cheeks blushing in humiliation, she squeezed her eyes shut and tried not to think about her master shoving his thick, hot cock inside. She wanted to serve him, and with her jaw spread wide, he could fuck her mouth until his hot load sprayed the back of her throat.

Maxwell, however, had other ideas.

He flicked the whip softly at first, grazing her backside; each time he did, she flinched. Though she felt no significant pain, three days without any play had left her impossibly sensitive. She felt like a smoker who had tried to quit and now a single drag gave her a serious buzz. She panted, and closed her eyes, waiting for the intensity of the whipping to increase.

Yet, Maxwell continued to just barely make contact with her skin. On some of the swings, she couldn’t even say for sure that she felt the lash, just heard the sound it made going by. She tried to maintain her composure, not letting her master’s teasing get the best of her, but doing so sapped her strength much faster than an actual whipping. After a few minutes, she trembled in her bonds. Tears trailed down her cheeks and landed between her bare breasts. Maxwell circled her, caressing her body with his hand and the whip, staring into her eyes. Now the edge in his intention showed clearly on his face.

He kept up the performance for what seemed like hours, and just as Leah felt she would break, Maxwell finally reared back and swung the whip hard enough to punish her bottom. She screamed as she felt it scorch both cheeks, but then sighed in relief. As much as it hurt, the arrival of pain siphoned off the tension and anticipation. That momentary relief gave Leah the will to open her eyes and steel her body as Maxwell continued to torment her. He focused primarily on her ass and took his time in making each swing. He paused for several seconds at a time, and sometimes only for an instant, preventing Leah from establishing any sort of rhythm. The possibility of getting hit at any moment, but not knowing when, gave each whipping a harsher sting.

Leah thrashed blissfully against the stock as Maxwell moved on to her breasts, using his skill and accuracy to target her sensitive nipples. He made sure to give attention to the rest of her breasts, but Leah noticed Maxwell was giving less consideration to the aesthetics of how her body looked after the session, focusing instead on causing pain. In the midst of the whipping, Maxwell stopped to fondle her punished chest. She moaned as he massaged each breast separately, then together, playing his thumbs over her nipples.

After several more lashes, Leah’s chest radiated heat and throbbed in agony. The trail of saliva dripped from her lips, and the muscles in her arms started to burn. Throughout the session, Maxwell hadn’t said a single word. When he opened his mouth to speak, Leah hoped he was about to drop his act, and offer her comfort.

“Spread your legs,” he commanded. His tone reminded her of a prison guard more than a lover.

Leah whined dejectedly, then complied. Maxwell backed up and tested out his underhand swing a few times. When he was ready, be swept the whip into an upward arc that touched off Leah’s tender folds. She screamed and twisted, instinctively forcing her legs together to try and protect herself.

“Keep them spread,” said Maxwell.

“Sorry, master,” she replied, panting. After months and months of training at BonDouleurs Manor, she had been disciplined harshly many, many times. Fighting off her body’s instincts had comprised a significant part of her instruction, and such a lapse was uncharacteristic of her.

Once she returned her prior stance, Maxwell practiced his swing a few more times. Each time she heard the whip split the air she shook in her bonds. When he actually started making contact, she howled; she hadn’t experienced such pain in weeks. Normally the torment would be leading up to an orgasm, but without it, the pain felt less like foreplay, and more like what it really was: punishment.

Leah sobbed as he thrashed her pussy, though not so much from the pain. She was far more distressed by the idea that she was truly being punished. Torture for the mutual enjoyment of sadomasochism felt very different from what she was going through now. The last time Maxwell had truly punished her, and she had been denied pleasure, the experience had simultaneously been one of the best and worst of her life. Though she learned a great deal and proved herself to her master, it had been an extraordinary challenge.

What’s more, Leah didn’t think she deserved to be punished. This was an experiment she suggested, but it was her master’s decision whether to proceed or not. He could have turned her down, and she would not have held it against him. At least, she liked to think so.

Would I? she wondered as Maxwell finished his whipping. Is he doing this because he felt he has to? Leah considered the possibility that she would have been dissatisfied if she hadn’t been given this opportunity. She thought she gave Maxwell a choice, but maybe he didn’t see it that way.

Does Maxwell know me better than I know myself? Maybe he does.

“Thank you, master,” she said once Maxwell removed her gag.

For the first time that day, he smiled.

“You’re welcome, pet. A true submissive always thanks her master.”

“Yes, sir.”

Maxwell pulled out his chair and took a seat at his desk. He opened his laptop and started typing. Leah watched him, unsure of her master’s intentions. After half an hour, she gave up hoping that he was just taking a break. All she could do was wait.

Unlike her dungeon, Maxwell’s office featured a clock, allowing Leah to count off each minute of the day spent locked up. Maxwell worked for hours and hours, and Leah began to wish she were in the dungeon. Since the clock was there, she felt compelled to check it. The more time passed, the more often she checked. She whined as little as she could, not wishing to upset her master, but could only hide her displeasure for so long. Yet, Maxwell didn’t respond when she whined — he just kept working.

Finally, he shut the laptop, stood up and left. Leah wanted to call out as he disappeared into the hall, but held her tongue as tears dripped down her cheeks. After a few minutes, the butler arrived and began replacing her chastity gear. She held back her cries as he worked, eventually releasing her from the stocks. Wordlessly, Planck led her back to the dungeon, brought her dinner and saw to her needs. When they finished, he locked her cage and turned out the lights.

For a while, Leah simply stared into the darkness, too shocked to even cry. She had never seen this side of Maxwell before; even when he’d been angry at her, he still showed his affection. His apparent disinterest unsettled her. But is that an act, or real? She found it hard to believe that after all the bliss they’d experienced since they’d chosen each other as master and slave, he now no longer cared — or worse. It had to be an act; Leah knew her master had a knack for deception, and used it when it suited him. This had to be something he was doing for her benefit; that her quest had to feel totally real; that if he couldn’t turn off his feelings for her temporarily, he had to pretend he could.

Leah barely slept that night, plagued by doubt. When Planck took her through her morning routine, she followed along by rote, barely present in the moment. When they finished, he brought her back to Maxwell’s office, where he locked her in the same stock.

To Leah’s surprise, her master proceeded to apply the same torment as the day before, brutally whipping her body. She still hadn’t even fully recovered from the day before, and when he finished, she felt like her entire form was a single, raw nerve. This time, when the punishment finally ceased, she lowered her head and just fought back the pain until she recovered.

The same day played out two more times, putting Leah in an endless cycle of torture and loneliness. At night, after her sessions, she wrote to Rebecca, looking for any information about Maxwell’s mindset.

Sorry, Leah, she texted. Harry says he knows nothing. Neither does Huck. Are you OK?

Yeah, she replied. Today was the last day I could back out. I didn’t. I hope that sends a message.

I know it will. Maxwell loves you, he’s just testing you. He thinks he’s giving you what you want.

Thanks, Becca. Leah hoped her friend was right. 

—

With the start of the second week of Leah’s experiment came a new direction in her treatment. The day started like the rest had, with her morning ritual. Planck had the day off, so his assistant, Wesley, took over. He treated Leah with the same silence and implacability as Planck, and when they were finished, he brought her back to her cage.

For a time, Leah worried Maxwell would opt to leave her there all day like in the previous week, but after an hour he emerged from the penthouse.

“Leah,” he said. “This is your last chance to opt out.”

She shook her head. “No, master. I’m not giving up.”

“Very well.” He opened her cage. “On your feet.”

She climbed out and stood at attention, hands behind her back, ready for whatever Maxwell wished. He opened the cabinet of the first armoire located next to her cage. Inside it held a variety of sex toys; though Maxwell had thousands to choose from in his dungeon, these toys were personal to Leah, most purchased after she became his pet. He selected from the cabinet several bundles of rope, a big, red ball gag and a pair of nipple clamps.

Leah’s juices dripped from between her legs; she was excited to be back in her master’s sights again, even if he had nothing but torment planned for her.

Working quickly, he unlocked and removed all her chastity gear, then used the rope to tie her hands behind her back. Leah couldn’t help but become exceedingly aroused. A week ago, this would have been a delightful way to start a punishing, but rewarding, session of bondage and pain. When Maxwell completed the binding for her wrists, he looped a length of rope around her waist, then fed the rope back through the loop, down between her legs and then back up to her wrists. Maxwell pulled the rope as tightly as he could, causing it to dig deep into her folds. The pressure it placed on her clit was unbearable, and she thought that if she moved too much or too quickly, she might come.

“Master,” she said, risking Maxwell’s ire. “I might… I don’t know if I can…”

“You can,” he replied. “You’ll hold it because I say you will. You won’t come, because I have forbid it. Is that clear?”

She was perfectly willing to follow his commands; whether or not she could, that was the question.

Before she could protest any further, Maxwell pressed the gag into her mouth and buckled it tightly. Leah moaned as the strap dug into her neck, locking the large ball in place. The taste of rubber sent fresh shivers through her body, and her fluids kept leaking out of her tormented pussy.

Finally, Maxwell flicked Leah’s erect nipples with his fingers. She whined and twisted her body as he punished the pebbled flesh, prompting him to hold her steady until he’d punished them as much as he wished. When he was done, he attached the two nipple clamps, which grabbed hold and intensified her punishment.

“Move.”

Leah knew the command was coming, and had steeled herself for it, but she couldn’t have prepared for how truly exhilarating it would feel. The rope lodged in her pussy shifted with every step, and the short walk up the stairs was enough to make her pant and moan. The pressure inside her core built and threatened to burst.

“Mmm!” she screamed.

“Hold it, slave,” said Maxwell.

Leah whined and tried to slow down, but her master didn’t allow it: he tugged on the rope at her waist, digging the cord into her crotch a little harder, and Leah immediately picked up her pace. She thought she couldn’t possibly hold back the flood anymore, but then they reached the den, and he let her stop.

That was close, she thought. She wanted to scream at her master; the whole point of the experiment was for her not to be pleasured until she had set out what she wanted to, and Maxwell had nearly ended it. The entire previous week would have been for naught. Admittedly, the predicament she was in was extremely hot, and her body was screaming for release. She knew this would happen, yet she didn’t think Maxwell would be so brazen about taking her to the brink.

Leah noticed that the coffee table had been cleared and cleaned, and then, sure enough, Maxwell picked her up and placed her down on top. He positioned her body so that her upper torso hung freely off the top of the table, letting her clamped breasts hang down.

Underneath the table, Maxwell had stashed several additional bundles of rope. He retrieved them one at a time as he bound Leah’s legs and arms. He tied a rope harness around her chest, squeezing her breasts even further, and soon all of her bindings were connected to her crotch rope. Any struggling from her resulted in a shifting and rubbing in her pussy, so she tried to keep it to a minimum, despite how much she wanted to test her bonds.

Maxwell used every last inch of rope to tie her body into an utterly inescapable web. Her legs were bent and bound into a hogtie, her arms were joined at the elbows. Her gag had been looped into the bindings, forcing her head back and her eyes level to the floor. Her body felt stretched and twisted, and the stringent position made her pant constantly. All she could do was focus on her breathing, for fear that if she let go, she might just come from pain alone.

After spending a few minutes admiring his work, Maxwell took his cell phone out of the pockets of his khakis and began making calls. If he had sat down on the couch right next to the table, Leah would have moaned but she always could have drawn enjoyment over having him there with her. In fact, he could have laid his legs over her body, using her as a human footrest, and she would not have complained. Maybe he still would, but for quite a while he paced around the room, conducting conversations with business partners around the world. To add insult, he bragged to his colleagues about the deal he made with Bullworth & Redstone, a deal that had only been brought to fruition when he used Leah’s presence to encourage a sudden resolution to the negotiation.

After what seemed like hours of calls, Maxwell finally hung up and looked to his pet. She perked up, thinking he might have something to say to her, but instead he took a seat on the couch, pulled out his e-reader and started flipping through the news. Leah moaned, sore from the hours of bondage, and didn’t stop whining until Maxwell was forced to pay attention to her.

“Quiet, pet. If you wish to serve your master, you’ll endure your binding until I say otherwise. That’s what we’re doing this week, so you best get used to it.”

Leah obeyed, quieting down; she was glad at least to be informed about what awaits her for the next several days. She began to wonder just how much advance planning Maxwell had done for her experiment. Now that he’d revealed that she’d be in extensive bondage all week long, she debated whether this was just because he had seven days worth of intricate bondage plans, or if he was using a week as a defined period of time to unroll different phases of punishment. She’d endured isolation and pain, now she would suffer through extreme restraint. What was next? And would it be for another week?

Such thoughts gave her a mental reprieve for the remainder of the night; she didn’t always have so much to occupy her thoughts. She was still creating a mental catalog of ways Maxwell might test her when he said “Good night,” and walked away.

That’s it? thought Leah. Yet, she was glad he said anything at all. She wouldn’t have been surprised if he’d just upped and left.

As Wesley untied her, one aspect of the night concerned her a great deal: she had expected to be pleasuring Maxwell as an alternative to their usual games; yet in all this time, he hadn’t given her the chance. He told her she would, so what was the delay?

Leah moaned and sobbed as Wesley untied the ropes one at a time. He could have sliced them apart, but apparently there was no rush; Maxwell had probably instructed him to take it slow. When the rope in her crotch finally came out, she screamed and thrashed, desperate not to come. The soreness left in its wake throbbed and burned, and walking still produced severe pangs.

With all the ropes gone, Leah had a minute where she was completely nude and completely unrestrained. If she hadn’t learned so much self-control, her fingers would have invaded her pussy and relieved the glorious ache within. Instead, she kept her hands on her head, as if she were being arrested, until Wesley finished securing her chastity gear. She hoped he would report her actions back to Maxwell, so he would see how good she had been.

Is thinking that wrong?

She recognized a contradiction in such a notion. She wanted to serve Maxwell without any expectation of reward, but if she wanted him to know how good she was being, did that mean she still wanted to be rewarded? Or was seeking her master’s approval exactly what a true submissive would do, regardless of how she was treated in return? Either way, she couldn’t deny how she felt. Having her efforts noticed, even if they weren’t rewarded, mattered to her. 

In the past few weeks, one of Leah’s efforts had been to study and learn. Maxwell wished for her to be multilingual, so she studied Spanish and Mandarin — once she was fluent in both, she would move onto other languages. He also expected her to be versed in world affairs, so she followed the news. One thing she had decided on her own was to also learn physics; Rebecca was a graduate student and could teach her whenever they had time. The most important thing she had picked up so far was the value of thinking scientifically: this experiment was being conducted to test a theory. She had an outcome she hoped would be reached, but she had to be open to the idea that the results would be different. Perhaps she was not a true submissive; maybe she thrived on the dynamic of receiving pleasure in exchange for her subservience.

If this was the case, then that was simply who she was. She could try to change it, but would it work? That was another experiment for another day. But who’s to say it had to work? Did she really need to be a true submissive? Not necessarily. She needed to know if she was, but she also needed to be herself. If her relationship with Maxwell depended on reciprocation, then so be it: it had worked so far. They could go back to that, couldn’t they? Leah thought so.

But first she had to have the answer she sought.

—

The next day, Maxwell had Leah brought to the dungeon after her morning routine. Planck fed and cleaned her, then led her to Maxwell, who waited next to a standing cage set up along the dungeon’s inner wall. Next to the cage a chair and table had been set up, along with his laptop and brunch.

The billionaire sipped coffee and watched as Planck removed her chastity gear. When he was finished, Maxwell got up and stepped over to the cage. Leah had her back turned, and couldn’t see what he was doing. “Ready,” he said.

Holding her shoulders, Planck walked her backward into the narrow cage. They stopped just short of the entrance, then Leah felt her master’s hand touching her backside. Within his warm palm was a cool, slick fluid that he pressed into her tight back entrance. She yelped from the contact, which instantly made her wet.

Lube? she thought. She couldn’t believe it; was Maxwell really preparing her for penetration? The last time she’d endured long-term chastity, that had been completely forbidden.

Sure enough, Maxwell and Planck directed her backward, and as she angled her shoulders to fit inside the tiny cage, her master angled a massive buttplug that was fastened to the bars. She gasped and winced as the toy spread her tender orifice; Maxwell kindly eased it into her gradually.

“Please, master,” she begged. “I’ll come.”

“If you do, it’ll be your fault,” Maxwell replied.

Once the toy found its way inside, the men picked up bundles of rope and secured her arms and legs to the bars. Her arms were lifted and bent inward at the elbows, placing her hands above her head. They tied her arms to the bars and to each other in a dozen different locations, allowing for no possible motion. The ropes couldn’t slide around, thanks to the presence of both vertical and horizontal bars. With her arms ready, they moved onto her legs, which they spread apart and tied at the ankles, as well as above and below the knees. By the time they finished, Leah’s body was rendered completely incapable of movement. Shutting and locking the door to her cage was superfluous flourish; the ropes did their job.

Now Leah could see what Maxwell had meant: with her body fully restrained, there was no way for her to use the anal dildo to make herself come. Its presence was there simply to tease her, introducing an element of pain and offering a sensation of penetration she hadn’t enjoyed in more than a week.

Maybe he thinks this will help tide me over, Leah considered. Yet, without the release of an orgasm, she didn’t think it would work. Maybe he just misses putting things in my ass.

To complete their task, Maxwell attached a set of clamps to her nipples while Planck gagged her with a thick, heavy panel gag. Both men reached to the bars to finish their work, making it tricky, but soon they finished.

Maxwell took a seat at the nearby table and served himself the brunch that had been waiting, a simple plate of scrambled eggs with cubes of honeydew on the side. Using his phone, he activated the dungeon’s stereo system, which played selections from Bach. Leah found the music enjoyable, as it gave her a distraction from her predicament, but left her no way to draw her master’s attention. The panel gag, which had a phallic plug built in to keep Leah’s mouth full, would muzzle most of the noise she made; the music would cover the rest.

Like the day before, Maxwell kept her in the same position for most of the day, occasionally glancing at her but mostly focusing on his own work.

What is he even doing? Leah had never seen Maxwell work so much. Generally, he liked to delegate the work of running FrostGen to his army of managers. Then again, who says he’s working?. For all she knew, he was messing around on the Internet. Still, it wasn’t her place to question what he was doing. What mattered is that he was leaving her to suffer.

The major difference between that night and the one before, came at the end of the evening, just before Maxwell had Leah taken back to her room for the night.

Before that, he opened up the door to the cage she was in and removed her nipple clamps. She groaned as the feeling returned to her numbed flesh, which was exacerbated by Maxwell’s pinching. She squeezed her eyes shut until he let go, and when she opened them he was staring at her.

She waited for him to say something, but he didn’t. Instead, he picked out a flogger from a cabinet and started working over her breasts and pussy. She screamed in pain as the lashes punished her skin. Every time the flogger made contact Leah tried to skirt backward, but she had nowhere to go. The plug in her ass hadn’t moved in hours; it had been a constant source of arousal and pain the whole day. Despite how thoroughly she’d been tied down, she’d worried that she’d be tempted to try and create enough stimulation with the plug to make herself come. It hadn’t been possible, but the fear that it could happen never went away.

During that final flogging, she wondered if it had been Maxwell’s intention to make her suffer that fear all day, only to have it realized just before the end of the session. True to his word, though, she couldn’t move enough, and when the flogging ended, her breasts and pussy were sore, but her experiment was intact.

Rather than call on Planck, Maxwell did the work of untying Leah himself. She marveled at the marks on her skin left by the hours of bondage: deep, red imprints lined her skin up and down her body. She screamed as Maxwell lifted her off the ass plug; as soon as it came out, Leah wanted to rub her backside and soothe it, but her master intervened, grabbing her wrists and holding them aloft until she settled down.

When she was ready, he let her go long enough to retrieve her chastity gear and dress her in it once again. As he worked, Leah started to tear up, and she decided that the hours of silence had to end. She had to know where her master’s mind was at.

“Master, what is this all about?” she asked. “What’s wrong?”

Maxwell sighed. “Leah, I’ll admit I’m not thrilled about this experiment of yours. I told you that this discovery you’re looking to make may not be possible to reach by forcing the matter. You may have to spend years searching for it. I told you this. Yet, you wanted to go ahead with it anyway. I’m sure you can appreciate how that made me feel. I am your master, after all.”

Leah nodded. She was relieved to have him talking to her again instead of just dominating her mercilessly. Yet, his words hurt as well. It hadn’t been her intention to upset him so. She thought that what she was doing was for his sake as well as her’s.

“I’m sorry if this has been hard for you, master. I didn’t want to hurt you. But you’ve given me a lot of time to think the past few days, and I’m not sorry about my decision.”

“Then I’m not sorry for taking a heavy-handed approach, Leah. If you want to see if you’re a true submissive, you’re going to find out, I promise.”

“I understand, master.” Leah tried to reply without coming off as defiant, but she couldn’t help it. When she had proposed her trial, she hadn’t expected Maxwell to react so negatively. Perhaps he was surprised by his own reaction as well. “Do as you must with me, sir, but I had to go through with this, or I’d always wonder.”

Maxwell nodded. “I know, dear. That’s why I agreed, despite my misgivings. But I ask you, how much of this can you take? For how long? And do you really think you’re learning anything from it?”

Smiling faintly, Leah answered his questions one at a time: “I can and will take whatever you can dish out, sir. And give me until the end of the month. If I’m just spinning my wheels at that point, I’d be willing to call it off temporarily. I’d like to withhold the right to revisit it.”

Maxwell started to lean in to kiss her on the forehead, then stopped. “That’s a reasonable proposal,” he said instead. “I’ll consider it. The decision to let you out of this trial is still mine to make.”

“Of course, master,” she said as Maxwell finished locking her in her chastity gear.

Without any further deliberation, the two returned to Leah’s room, where he promptly locked her back in her cage for the night. He didn’t say good night to her; he turned around as if he was going to, but then he just left. At first, the lack of a gesture saddened Leah; he never used to treat her so coldly. But then she wondered if that was why he hadn’t kissed her earlier. She had her suspicions as to what was going on. Now she just had to find out if she was right.

—

The rest of her extreme bondage trials were conducted similarly to the first two, but each time Maxwell introduced more discipline sessions. On the third day she was suspended above the floor in the penthouse den, her legs spread out wide, allowing Maxwell easy access to flog her breasts, ass and pussy. He took advantage of her position to torment her three times over the course of six hours in bondage. The suspension used so much rope, that enduring such a long period of time was possible, but still incredibly taxing. At the end, she could barely stand, but her bottom had been so thoroughly punished that sitting wasn’t any better.

On the fourth day, Maxwell wrapped her from head to toe in bondage tape, then locked her back in the standing cage; she teetered in the cage for hours, wearing out her feet and languishing in the impossibly tight bindings. Of course, when he wrapped the tape, he made sure to leave her breasts exposed and sticking out. The tape compressed her chest, creating a constant throb, which Maxwell used to make whipping them even more punishing.

On the fifth day, Maxwell did something Leah hadn’t expected. the bondage position for the day left her on her knees. Her ankles and calves were bound to the floor with heavy metal shackles that Planck screwed into the hardwood floor with an electric drill. Maxwell drilled a series of chains into the floor as well, then cuffed Leah’s wrists, forcing her arms apart at her sides. She had enough slack to pull just a little at her bonds, but no more than an inch. With just a few bits of metal, she was utterly helpless.

However, Maxwell was far from finished. He presented to her a stainless steel ass hook with a large orb at the end.

“Get it wet,” he said, holding it to her mouth.

Leah did as asked, using her tongue to apply as much saliva as she could to the hook, but she worried it could tied in a way that made it possible for her to come. As soon as the hook had been fully coated, Maxwell sat down on the floor and rubbed it against Leah’s tender folds. She moaned, not expecting him to touch her there with the toy, and soon her fluids leaked out onto the end of the hook. Then she felt Maxwell’s hand, again full of lube, applying it into her back entrance. He slicked her ass up as much as he could without stimulating her too much, then pressed the hook against her entrance with more and more force. Being very careful with his pet, Maxwell made certain that she never got too excited, and finally the metal ball slid home, penetrating deep into Leah’s tight orifice. She moaned as she once again felt the pleasure of pain and fullness, but was quickly beset by trepidation.

To make matters worse, Maxwell tied the other end of the hook into her hair using a short length of rope. He pulled her head back painfully far, leaving her in a torturous predicament: she could relieve the pain in her neck or her ass, but not both.

Maxwell dropped his pants, revealing his massively engorged cock. Leah didn’t know for certain that he’d abstained from seeking pleasure from other women, but from the rigidity and size of his member, she could easily believe that he had been as chaste as she.

Leah felt again that she could cry, though she didn’t want Maxwell to see it. The idea that he would sacrifice his own pleasure for her — a slave — made her indescribably sorrowful, but also grateful. She had never wanted him to sacrifice his own enjoyment. She would have happily sucked his cock ten times a day, every day, since her experiment began. She didn’t understand at first why he hadn’t asked her to do so, but now she had a guess.

As he drove his rod into her mouth, and her lips sealed around it, she realized how much she loved worshiping his hot shaft. The salty taste made her wet every time, and the warmth of his load — either on her face or in her throat — gave her a sense of accomplishment and satisfaction that she needed to truly feel euphoria. Her ability to enter subspace hinged on knowing that she served her master, and Maxwell had taken that away. Without being able to give him what he needed, she wouldn’t be truly happy either.

So, as Leah took his rock hard staff deep into her throat, she put on an act of her own: she didn’t let on how much she enjoyed serving the only purpose she had ever truly found in life. She let him fuck her face, and when he sprayed his load, she dutifully held her tongue out to accept every drop he had. She swallowed it down and blandly said, “Thank you, master.” If he wanted her to feel used and unappreciated, she could let him think he’d succeed.

Is that it? she thought. Is that what I’m looking for? To know my master better than he knows himself. To anticipate his needs, and give them to him, even if he doesn’t know what he really wants?

Yet, her deceit left her wondering if she’d made a terrible mistake. How could she be submissive if she wasn’t fully honest? It seemed like a complete contradiction.

“Slave, what are you thinking about?” he asked suddenly. She had been completely caught up in her own questioning, she hadn’t noticed that he never left.

Already his cock was rising, ready for more. She opened her mouth and waited.

“I asked you a question,” he said.

Leah tried to look at him, but she feared the movement would bring her to the brink of climaxing. She had gone so long without an orgasm, it would take very little to send her off the edge.

“Master, I’m thinking about everything,” she said, resolute to be honest. “And how much I really liked getting you off.”

Maxwell walked over and patted her head. “I was wondering. You did a good job of hiding it. Thank you for telling the truth.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“Now, this time, I want you to suck it, instead of me doing all the work.” He let his erection tap against her face, teasing her.

“But, sir… the hook.”

“You’re just going to have to control yourself, Leah.”

She moaned and panted heavily. “Sir, please.”

“If it helps, I won’t try to hold back; when I’m ready to come, I will.”

Leah whined some more, then opened her mouth to begin the task. Maxwell only came close enough for her to lick the tip, so that’s what she did. She wondered if she could get him to climax through this alone; he hadn’t specified that she had to deep throat his rod. Encouraged by the potential loophole, she licked and sucked his tip vigorously, switching between the two actions, but after a few minutes her master seemed more amused than aroused.

“We can do this all day, pet, I don’t mind. But I don’t think this is going to work.”

Leah knew he was right, but she kept trying anyway. She hated to be wrong, but she could only play with his tip for so long. When she gave up, she took Maxwell’s full length directly into her throat, wanting to get the deed done quickly. Her master groaned, finally stirred by her efforts, and soon Leah began working her lips up and down on his rigid shaft.

The motion she made caused the hook to shift inside her, and her pleasure grew to heights she hadn’t experienced in a very long time. She held off from climaxing only because she could focus her thoughts on keeping the bliss at bay; performing oral had been so deeply ingrained that she didn’t have to think about it.

By the time Leah brought Maxwell to completion, she’d needed every ounce of her strength not to give into the sensation originating from her ass. However, like her master had said, she was able to resist coming. When he shot his load into her mouth, it was one of the sweetest things she’d ever tasted. She’d bested yet another challenge she would never have thought possible.

Master knows best, she remembered. In this case, she couldn’t argue.

“Very well done, pet,” he said.

“Thank you, master.”

Maxwell picked out a riding crop from a chest nearby and proceeded to swat at her breasts and ass. She squealed and moaned, trying to keep that same pleasure at bay; she simultaneously cursed and thanked Maxwell for continuing to challenge her and showing her she could succeed. By the time he stopped, she no longer wanted the torment to end.

This feeling persisted throughout the rest of her intense bondage trials. Now that she had sussed out her master’s intentions, she grew fonder and fonder of his harsh domination.

At the end of the last session, Maxwell led Leah back to her cage himself.

“It’s been two weeks. How do you feel?” he asked as he locked her inside.

Where to start? Exhausted, sore all over, mentally drained, desperate to come… Additionally, she missed Rebecca, who she’d only been able to e-mail since her experiment began. On the plus side, she also felt accomplished: if a month was her target goal, she was now nearly half-way there. She’d learned so much since it began, and she felt as though Maxwell was wrong about one thing: she could learn what she wanted to on her own. She was nearly there, she could feel it.

“I’m all right,” she said at last.

“Good, sleep well. I’ve made arrangements for the next phase of your test, and you’re going to need to be well-rested.”

“Yes, master.”

With that, he left, and the lights went out. Leah didn’t let his warning worry her. Whatever challenge lie ahead, she could handle it. She hoped.

—

When Leah first became Maxwell’s pet a few months ago, she needed a little while to get used to waking up in her cage. Every morning her adrenaline spiked as she woke up in the dark, naked, save for her chastity gear. She got over it eventually, as she found the life of a pet suited her, and it hadn’t been an issue in a long time.

The first morning of the third week of her test came with a new surprise, once again waking up with a start. Except now it was for the opposite reason: she wasn’t in her cage. For the first time in several months, she woke up with her limbs splayed out across a wide, soft mattress.

A bed? Where am I?

She had been in her master’s bed, of course, but this wasn’t it. The bed filled nearly the entire space around her, unlike in Maxwell’s glamorous bedroom, which was bigger than most people’s whole apartment.

Leah started to panic, having no idea where she was or how she got there. She sat up in bed, and as she did she noticed she had none of her chastity gear; she was completely nude.

Oh no! Suddenly more afraid than she’d ever been in her entire life, she reached for her neck.

Please, Maxwell… She touched her neck and started to sob. For the first time in months, she could feel her skin from chest to chin: her collar was gone. The symbol of her status as the property of her master, the only item in the world she cared about even a little, was gone.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” she screamed. If she were in Maxwell’s home, somebody would hear her. If not… she may never know.

Leah rolled around in the bed, beating the pillow with balled fists, trying not to think about how she was completely free to pleasure herself.

You’d feel better.

She shook her head, not wanting to give in to temptation.

No. This is just a test. That’s all.

Looking around for surveillance cameras, she got out of bed and opened the door to the spartan bedroom. Out in the hall, she walked timidly, listening for somebody else present, but there was only silence. She exited out into a living room that was undecorated, but otherwise seemed perfectly normal. Tan couch and glass coffee table, average flat screen television and empty, white bookshelves — it was as if she’d just rented a new apartment and hadn’t unpacked.

Seriously, what the hell?

The only item that seemed out of place was a laptop left open on the kitchen table. The screen glowed, so Leah went straight for it, hoping it might have a clue as to what was going on.

Loaded up on the screen was a video file called “For My Pet,” so Leah pressed the play button. As soon as she did, Maxwell appeared on the screen.

Dressed in a dark, bespoke suit, he sat in the recliner kept in Leah’s room. The view captured Maxwell from a downward angle, and Leah realized the camera must have been positioned on the bars of her cage.

“Leah, I’m sure you’re confused, and probably angry,” he said.

Check, and check.

“The fact is, I’ve done everything I can with you in the dungeon. To continue your experiment, you need to gain a fresh perspective. So I’ve arranged a test that I think will open your eyes in ways that I, by myself, cannot.

“If you love something, set it free — it’s an old saying, I think we’ve all heard it at some point. Well, that is quite literally what I have done. I’m sorry for taking your collar. If you want it back, you will have it — but you have to prove it not just to me, but yourself. You will be a free woman for the rest of your test — two weeks — or for as long as you wish. If you don’t come back, I’ll understand. Otherwise, I’ll see you in two weeks.

“However, if you want to come back, you’re going to complete a task. I have left instructions on what you have to do.” 

Leah found the document labeled “Instructions” and opened it. She scanned feverishly, reading the list again and again. She could hardly believe the lengths her master had gone to in setting everything up, but Maxwell was a man of means.

I can do this, she thought, after she’d memorized everything Maxwell had set out for her. It’s just two weeks. The only part that worried her was the complete lack of chastity gear, and the temptation to relieve her pent up desire.

I could buy a new belt, she thought, but dismissed the thought; it would be cheating.

Sitting next to the laptop was a wallet containing everything she needed: her ID, a credit and bank card in her name, hundreds of dollars in cash. In an aquamarine bowl on a stand at the door to the apartment she found her phone and a set of keys. When she returned to the bedroom, the oak dresser was filled with clothes.

That morning, Leah returned the rhythms of normal life for the first time in months: she dressed in normal, if maybe a little provocative, clothes; she made herself an omelet for breakfast from fresh eggs and cheddar from the fridge; she watched morning television news while cleaning her dishes.

However, through all of her tasks, she never took her mind off of the challenge Maxwell had set forth for her.

Did he really think I would like going back to doing all this normal stuff? she wondered. Why would I want to make breakfast for myself? Why would I want to clean my own dishes? I didn’t like to do that before I was a slave!

Worst of all, of course, was that she had to leave her new apartment. She wrote down the number of her building, lest she risk not finding it again. It occurred to her she didn’t know the address of the FrostGen building where she’d lived for months. She’d never seen it from the outside. Sure, she knew roughly where it was in the city thanks to seeing out the windows, but in all the time she was there, it never occurred to her to find out the address. She’d never seen a piece of mail, or got a letter of her own that wasn’t electronic. She never needed to know anything except what her master expected from her on any particular day, and that rarely changed: obedience, loyalty and passion.

At 8:30 she left, running to the nearest subway station after she lost track of time. When she reached the platform, a train had just left. She didn’t get to her destination until 9;08 — she was late, and not off to a good start.

Her supervisor, Rhonda, was clearly not happy about having a new employee sent to work for her for no apparent reason.

“Don’t ask me,” said Lowell, a middle-aged, middle manager, who handed off Leah’s papers to Rhonda. “Just train her and keep her busy. Does she look like she’ll last long?”

Rhonda snorted. “Fine. I hope you’re right. I’ll give it two days.”

Two weeks, bitch, Leah thought, smiling blankly out of mock respect.

Leah used every ounce of her discipline not to roll her eyes at Rhonda, who provided her with an entire hour of instruction on how to sort incoming mail and separate it into bins, so that other mail room clerks could deliver it throughout the building. She never knew that FrostGen owned a subsidiary business, FrostCorp, or that its offices were only a few blocks away from her real home. She only had a vague idea of what they did — some sort of support software for the FrostGen line — not a household name. Not a bad place for a billionaire to stash somebody who needed a job without inviting too many questions.

Just like she had during many of the days of her test, Leah constantly watched the clock in the mail room. When the lunch hour came, she had a job to do, and she had to be ready. She watched her co-workers every time she could spare a glance. There were three other sorters working beside her: Cornelia, a wizened woman who sorted envelopes like a sloth; Ranjit, a middle-aged man who worked while whispering to his wife on his cell phone; and Travis, a man who looked maybe a year or two younger than her, whose long-sleeved, button-down shirt didn’t quite cover the sleeve of tattoos decorating his arms. His ears were pierced by wide gauges that she could see through, and he sported a small goatee underneath his pierced lip. He was no billionaire, but she had to admit the look appealed to her, in a rugged way. She had become so used to elegance and her traditionally handsome master, she’d forgotten the appeal of grit and punk style.

“Hey,” she said to him. “I’m Leah.”

“Hey,” he said back. Leah could hardly believe it, but he sounded intimidated. Nervous. It had been such a long time since she’d spent time with a non-dominant, normal guy, she’d forgotten how nervous she used to make the boys. Especially now, wearing a mini-skirt and a tight blouse. Either the mail room didn’t bother to enforce a serious dress code, or Rhonda had been instructed not to bother Leah about what she wore; she could imagine either possibility being true.

“What’s your name?” she asked, even though she already knew the answer. hoping she wouldn’t have to do all of the work.

“T- Travis. Are you- are you new?”

Great. She would never have expected him to be so timid. You really can never tell, can you? Welcome to the real world. It’s fine. Just speak his language, she reminded herself. “I am new. First day. You know, I’d love to see those tattoos of yours.”

Travis grinned, a cute look.. “Yeah? You like tattoos?”

Play the part. “I love them, but I’d be too scared to get one myself. Doesn’t that hurt?”

He shrugged. “Nah. Just a pinch.”

“That’s so cool. Are you in a band?”

“Yeah, how’d you know?”

Lucky guess, Travis. “Oh, just a feeling. What do you play?”

“Well, you know… Guitar, bass. A bit of drums. I’m only doing this,” he said, pointing to the piles of mail filing in, “until our band cuts an album and goes on tour.”

“That’s so cool…”

Leah kept Travis talking, which wasn’t easy, until it was time for their lunch break. She had to admit, speaking with somebody who wasn’t a billionaire, a sex toy inventor or a sex slave was refreshing.

“Hey, Travis. Come with me, I want to show you something.”

“Uh, all right.”

Leah could tell he was confused. She led him through the building to the elevator, following the directions her master had provided, and guided Travis to the building’s sixth floor.

“Hey, where are we going?” he asked.

Leah retrieved a keycard from her purse. “Somewhere more private.” She led him to the room she’d been told to use, a vacant office in a hardly used wing. “You know I think you’re pretty cool,” she said as she unlocked the door.

“Thanks. But seriously, what are we doing here?”

She shut the door behind them and began unbuttoning her blouse.

“Tell me, Travis, do you have a girlfriend?”

As she revealed more and more of her chest, Travis’ expression changed from mild confusion to excited anticipation. Had the nice guy routine been an act? Leah wasn’t sure, but it didn’t matter. She was glad to see him break out his true nature.

“Nope. What about you?” He closed the gap between them and started to help her pull off her blouse.

“Let’s just say I’m available.” She flung away her top, then released the clasp on her bra; she sent that flying too, exposing her breasts.

“Lose the pants,” she said. She hadn’t taken control of a sexual situation since college, and was surprised by herself. She loved being submissive, but going out in the real world had gotten her thinking: I’m experimenting, aren’t I?

“Hey, look,” said Travis. “I just got out of a relationship, you know? I’m not looking for anything serious right now…”

“Things are complicated with me too. All I want right now is to suck your cock, all right?”

Already Leah could feel her juices starting to dampen her thong. It would be so easy for her to strip all the way down and enjoy the most incredible orgasm she’d ever had; after such a long break, she knew it would be easy, and Travis looked virile enough. He wasn’t a connoisseur of sex like Maxwell or Rebecca’s husband, Harry, but he could get the job done under the circumstances. As Leah could tell from the tent rising in Travis’ khakis, he certainly had the equipment.

“You promise you’re not going to tell anybody?” he said as he pulled down his boxers, revealing a long, rigid shaft.

Rather than lie, Leah opened wide and took the cock in deep, getting his cock wet. She pulled off so she could lick his tip for a time while cupping his balls, then when his excitement was palpable, she swallowed his cock once more, sealing her lips and sucking as hard as she could. She worked her back and forth, looking up into his eyes and wishing they were Maxwell’s. Travis groaned while fearfully watching the door, as if Leah were part of an elaborate sting to catch him getting a blow job at work. She needed only a few minutes to finish her task for the day. Travis tried to pull out, but Leah grabbed his cock and held it to her mouth so she could catch every single drop of his seed on her tongue.

“Oh god,” he panted. “Thank you, that was insane.”

“You’re welcome,” said Leah, wiping off her face with a paper towel that had been left in the empty office. “You’ve got a pretty nice cock.”

He laughed. “Thanks. Is…” He hesitated, bringing a sympathetic smile to Leah’s face. “Is there a way I could… return the favor?”

Oh, he’s a sweetie!

“Actually, there’s two things,” Leah said, taking her cell phone out of her purse. “Come take a selfie with me.”

“What?”

“I promise it won’t get out. I want a selfie with you.”

“Yeah, yeah okay.”

He wrapped his arm around her shoulder, then smiled for the camera as Leah snapped the picture.

“What was the other thing?” he then asked.

“I want to do this again. Tomorrow. Same place, same time.”

“Sure!” Travis looked like he’d just won the lottery, and he hadn’t even bought a ticket.

“Except, tomorrow I want you to bring a friend.”

“Wait, what?” Travis tensed, as if a trap had sprung.

“Call a buddy, tell him to meet us here. Preferably somebody good looking, with a big dick. All right?”

“You’re serious.”

Leah nodded. “One hundred percent. If you show up alone, nothing’s going to happen. Got it?”

“Yeah, sure, OK,” he said. “But, like, what’s this all about? Do you just really like sucking dick?”

Leah gave Travis’ cheek two light, mock slaps, then started buttoning her blouse. “I love it. Now go. I’ll follow in a few minutes.”

Travis moved in to give her a kiss, but Leah turned away from it. “Go on,” she said.

After Travis left, Leah opened her phone and loaded up the picture she’d just taken. She attached it to a text message and sent it to Maxwell. She didn’t expect a reply, and she didn’t get one.

—

Travis didn’t say anything else to Leah the rest of the day, though he did smile at her occasionally. One time she looked up at him and he held up two fingers, then gave a thumbs up.

Good, thought Leah. It’s on. 

When the work day finally ended, she felt worse than she usually did after hours in bondage and pain. Though she wasn’t sore in any way — not that she minded being sore — but she felt utterly bored. She’d done a job that anybody could have done just as easily. It was meaningless. She’d much rather have spent her time suspended from the ceiling in rope and chains, her entire body screaming for release. At least that required somebody special, and it was something that would be intimately enjoyed by somebody she cared about. She wouldn’t be a tiny cog in a machine, she’d be something beautiful and appreciated by a unique soul, somebody who made her spirit sing like no one else.

As she rode the subway back to the strange apartment, she wondered how Maxwell could possibly think she could live any other way. her stomach rumbled as she climbed the stairs up to street level, and as soon as she did she caught the smell of cumin and garlic. A short line had formed behind a food truck that parked on the street.

Oh wow. The last thing Leah wanted to do was cook when she got home, so she got on the line and ordered a helping of chicken tikka masala over rice. She ate it slowly as she walked the rest of the way to her apartment, savoring every delicious bite. When was the last time she’d gotten to order food for herself like that?

When she got home, she immediately threw off her clothes; wearing them still felt fairly alien. Nudity had been so constant for her between Maxwell’s place and BonDouleurs Manor, she now preferred it. Once undressed, she hopped onto the couch and flipped on the TV. She found reruns of one of her favorite sitcoms and happily discovered that it was a two-hour block, which she watched from start to finish. She couldn’t remember the last time she laughed so hard. Maxwell never watched network TV comedies. Leah had no idea how much she missed them. When the last episode ended, she flipped around some more, finding one of her favorite movies, so she watched that too.

Leah appreciated that the hours of TV were distracting her from how unbearably horny she was; after her fun with Travis earlier, she longed to scratch her itch, but she forced herself not to.

However, the task was entirely her’s to accomplish, or abjure. There was literally nothing stopping her from achieving all the release she wanted. She even suspected that if she searched the apartment she would find a chest or drawer containing all the sex toys she needed to have some fun. There may not be anyone around to tie her up, but Maxwell owned any number of electronic bondage devices that would work on a timer. The odds of him providing something of that nature were very good. Except, she didn’t want to bother. She had herself under control, and it gave her an odd sense of satisfaction. She felt like an addict who was on the mend: the need was there, but she was in control.

She fell asleep to that idea, though she wasn’t sure how much she liked it.

—

All Leah could think about at work the next day was her scheduled meet up with Travis and his friend. What would the other guy be like? How would they react to everything else she had planned?

She left the mail room first when her break began; the minutes she waited for Travis to arrive dilated into hours of concern and dread. If he doesn’t show…

But he did, and as promised, he wasn’t alone. Arriving with Travis was another young man; he similarly had a collection of tattoos and piercings. “Hey, I’m Jay.” He had long, dark hair that looked soft and clean, and a couple days stubble, giving his face a masculine shadow. He dressed like Travis — office casual — and she wondered if he worked here too, but in another department.

“He’s our drummer,” said Travis.

“Cool. I’m Leah,” she said as she started to open her blouse.

“All right, man,” said Jay, who looked to his friend. “Now I believe you.”

Leah grinned. “Yeah,” she said. “And you’re first. Pants off.”

It was hard for her to wrap her mind around the idea that she was giving men orders, but it was also part of the single most submissive act she’d ever engaged in. She stripped off her blouse and bra, then retrieved from her purse a set of nipple clamps.

“You ever see these before?” she asked the men.

Jay nodded. “I had a girlfriend who was a little kinky a few years ago,

Lean turned to him and held the clamps out in her hand. “Then you know what to do.”

She put her arms behind her back and waited for Jay to apply the tweezer clamps to her sensitive breasts. She winced as the first bit down on her nipple too quickly as Jay lost his grip.

“Shit, sorry,” he said.

He’s nervous too! “It’s fine, do the other.”

Relieved, Jay fixed the second clamp onto her nipple, then stood back to enjoy the look of sweet, indulgent agony on Leah’s face.

“All right,” she said. “Let me see it.”

Leah found Jay’s cock to be no disappointment. Neither he nor Travis could compare to Maxwell’s magnificent specimen, but both were easily long and thick enough to give a woman what she needs. For Leah, it was to have that sense of fullness and invasion in her mouth, which she happily received when she took Jay inside her. She sucked hard, savoring the taste of this new man. She wrapped her arms around his thick legs and could tell he worked out when not practicing with the band. His skin smelled of cool, sporty body wash, and he groaned softly as she worked his cock until he sprayed her face with seed.

“Travis, now you. Move!” she said as soon as Jay came.

Needing no extra encouragement, Travis quickly unbuckled the black belt holding up khakis. Leah grinned as Jay’s mess dripped down her chin, and in moments Travis’ hard staff filled her mouth once again. 

Leah had no shortage of experience getting off multiple men; her very first night at BonDouleurs Manor involved entertaining an entire party. It was some of the first sexual pleasure she had really enjoyed since she split with her former fiance. By the time the event ended, she had lost count of how many cocks she’d serviced, and she had never felt so fulfilled in her life.

There with those two men in that empty office, she was reminded of how it felt to be starting out her journey in such an extreme way. A little surreptitious office sex seemed quaint in comparison, but she could understand the appeal.

When Travis finished, she gasped in delight as his load splashed her face, adding to Jay’s in a sticky mess. She reached for her purse and took out her phone. “Come on guys, I need the selfie.”

“Why?” said Travis. “What’s this all about?”

“Some kind of rebellious phase?” Jay suggested.

Leah laughed. Rebellious? She wasn’t sure if the room was bugged, but she really hoped Maxwell had heard that too.

“You want an explanation, or you want your dick sucked again tomorrow?” she replied.

“Dicks sucked,” the men said in unison.

“Good. Then come here.”

She held the camera out as the guys took positions alongside her, and she snapped the photo.

“Thanks, guys. Now, does your band have a third member?”

Travis nodded. “Yeah, there’s one more.”

“Can you bring him tomorrow?”

“Sure.”

“Good,” Leah said. She looked at Jay, then pointed at her nipples. “Can you take these off?”

“Oh, yeah.”

Leah shut her eyes and waited for the relief of the clamps disengaging; when it came, she moaned, tormented by the sensation of feeling returning to her numbed flesh.

“All right, guys. See you tomorrow.”

Like the day before, the men left, followed by Leah a little while later. She sent the photo to Maxwell, then cleaned herself off. She worked the rest of the day with the taste of men in her mouth, and the unbearable ache in her core. It never went away. Yet, being freer made her feel more capable of controlling herself.

When she got home from work, she didn’t feel tired, so she changed and went out for a jog.

She missed exercising in Maxwell’s dungeon — serving as a pony girl, running with all manner of plugs inserted into her body, shifting with every movement — but when she realized how far she’d run, she experienced a runner’s high she’d never imagined. She jogged back slower, taking in the sights and weaving around pedestrians, occasionally catching the looks of men checking her out as she came close. When she got back home, she hopped in the shower and enjoyed the water for nearly an hour.

Home. She felt a tear forming in the corner of her eye. I thought of this as home!

The notion was so wrong, she hated that she let the thought get in. After her shower, she made spaghetti for dinner and turned on the TV; unlike the night before though, she felt impossibly lonely.

The next day, the ache in her core grew intolerable as lunch hour approached. When it finally did, she dreaded how difficult it would be to get through the session without experiencing the release she craved, but she was determined to see out the rest of her challenge.

The third member of Travis’ band struck Leah as a man far too handsome to be slumming it in some unknown punk outfit. If he had any talent at all, he could front a group and really make it big: with a striking smile and soulful eyes, he was shockingly gorgeous. His wavy, blonde hair bobbed slightly as he moved, and his toned physique put both of his friends to shame.

“Hi, I’m Connor,” he said. He didn’t take his eyes off her as he applied the nipple clamps.

Oh yes.

She stared at him lustfully as she shed her blouse, bra and now her skirt. Travis and Jay must have briefed Connor before their meeting, because he immediately took off his pants, though he took his time with the motions, giving Leah a chance to build her anticipation.

Clearly not his first time, she thought.

She saw the outline of his cock through the tent of his pants, and then his gray, striped boxers, and then finally it was there in front of her, looking even bigger than she could have imagined. Her eyes widened, and she excitedly opened her mouth, inviting Connor over.

As she felt his shaft dig down to her throat, she shuddered and trembled. She hadn’t felt so attracted to a man since she’d first met Maxwell. Connor clearly had his share of conquests, and knew what he liked. He held Leah by the back of her head, gripping her hair, and forced her face into his body, keeping the length of his rod buried in her throat. Leah sucked as hard as she could, working her way up and down as much as Connor’s hold allowed; he lasted so long, she worried she might not have time to suck off the others before the end of their break.

I’m going to have to work hard for you, she thought. She felt her hand reaching down to her drenched panties, thoughts of Connor binding her hands running through her…

No!

She removed her hands and crossed her arms behind her back. With renewed vigor, she sucked on his cock until he climaxed and spilled his load on her face. Remembering the previous day, Jay was prepared, and had his cock at the ready as soon as Connor finished. Leah hungrily took his cock into her mouth, applying the same effort, but she continued to think of Connor as she did so.

When it was all over, and she sent the selfie of the foursome back to Maxwell, she felt guilty about thinking of Connor instead of her master. He even tugged on her clamped breasts, sending waves of bliss and pain through her body. She almost hated to have to ask that they find a fourth person to bring the following day; she hated that the other two would have to come back as well. She wanted Connor all to herself.

Fuck. I can’t be thinking this way! Can I?

The thought chilled her as she finished out the work day. As Maxwell’s slave she had never been truly monogamous — her master liked to share her with others — but who she slept with had always been his decision. That’s how she liked it: as long as he was the one dictating her actions, she was always serving him, even if indirectly.

Her desire for Connor, however, was completely different. She wanted him, plain and simple. She never felt so disloyal to her master, but she couldn’t help it.

She hadn’t had that sweet release in so long.

And Connor was so damn hot.

You could have him.

She didn’t want to think about it.

Slip him a note. Get him alone. Have the best sex of your life.

She ran the water for an ice cold shower and hopped in, hoping it would douse her burning desire.

Maxwell would understand.

Leah wept, unable to shake such thoughts. She shut off the water and quickly dried herself. Rushing faster than a hummingbird, she threw on jeans and a t-shirt and flew from her apartment. She ran to the cross street and flagged down a cab.

“Canal and Hudson, please,” she told the driver. She lowered the window in hopes the breeze might help dry her hair a little. She tried not to cry. The driver chatted into a headset, ignoring her. She tipped him well and got out. She walked around trying to find the address she’d memorized, and soon found it.

The building’s opulent lobby reminded her of BonDouleurs Manor, though it lacked the impressive collection of erotic artwork. Instead, it featured a security guard who watched her as she entered from the street. “Good evening,” he said. Middle-aged and only slightly paunchy, he seemed friendly, or at least polite.

“Hi, Harry and Rebecca Ellis, please.”

“One moment.” He picked up a phone and pressed a tiny black button. “Yes, sir. You have a visitor.”

Leah looked around until she spotted the security camera. She looked into it and waved.

“OK, will do. Thank you, you too, Mr. Ellis.” The guard hung up the phone. “The elevator will be here in a moment. Have a nice night, miss.”

“Thanks.”

She had never been to Harry and Rebecca’s new place. They’d only just moved in, and she’d gone out so few times since she became Maxwell’s pet. She figured she’d visit eventually, but she hadn’t imagined it would be like this. She didn’t care, though — she needed to see Rebecca.

Back when Leah and her fiance broke up, she went through one of the darkest periods of her life. It was Rebecca who had given her shelter, support and love. She moved in with Rebecca, who offered to let Leah stay as long as necessary. It was through her best friend that Leah discovered her love of submission and pain, and how her life transitioned from mundane to extraordinary. If anyone could help her now, it was Rebecca.

“Leah, hi,” said Harry, who opened the door. “Come in.”

“Hey, Harry. Is Rebecca here? I really need to see her.”

“Of course, come with me. She’d have answered the door but she’s-”

“A little tied up?” Leah cut in, smiling gently.

“A lot tied up.”

He guided her through their massive apartment, all high ceilings and expansive windows. Leah found Rebecca standing in the corner, locked in a standing cage. However, this was not an ordinary cage: Leah recognized it as one of Harry’s, one he called The Enclosure. Built specifically for Rebecca, its custom-shaped bars conformed to Rebecca’s body as tightly as a bodysuit, binding her so thoroughly she couldn’t move a muscle. The cage had to be assembled piece-by-piece every time it was used, a process that took more than half an hour.

Between when the guard called Harry, and when Leah arrived, he only had time to remove his wife’s gag. Otherwise, she was still fully locked in the cage, her arms crossed behind her back and a pair of plugs locked into her tormented orifices.

“Leah, what’s going on? Are you all right?”

Staring at Rebecca and the magnificent cage, a feeling came over Leah that surprised her, though it shouldn’t have: overpowering lust, as though every cell in her body were joined in concert. The scene before her was so powerfully erotic, she could have made herself come with just a flick of her clit.

This is what I need, she realized. Connor was handsome, but he was just a man — she needed a master. Doms like Maxwell and Harry went far beyond any normal man in providing for their pets. She had needs and desires no normal man could satisfy.

And that’s when it hit her. She couldn’t put it into words just yet, but she understood it implicitly.

She laughed as relief flushed through her body. “Yeah, Becca,” she said. “I’m OK now. Thanks.”

Rebecca smiled, but looked back at her friend cockeyed. “Glad I could help. I think?”

Leah laughed some more. She felt like she could laugh until her sides split. If I had known it would be so easy…

“Harry, do you know what’s so funny?” asked Rebecca.

“No, babe. Not really. Although I can’t remember the last time I saw Leah wearing so much clothing. That’s kinda funny.”

“It’s kinda weird.”

Leah smirked, then stepped up to Rebecca and gave the bound woman’s nipples a little pinch.

“Ow,” Rebecca said, only half mocking her friend.

“Becca, seeing you here like this… after everything I’ve been through the past few weeks… It just… you know… it put things in perspective. For a minute there I thought I was losing it. I haven’t been allowed to come in two weeks.”

“Two weeks!” Rebecca screamed. “You poor thing. Maxwell told us you were dealing with something, but he didn’t say what.”

“Yeah. But I think I’ve got it figured out. Excuse me a minute.”

Leah stepped out of the apartment. As she left, she heard him say, “Babe, she broke your record…”

Once outside, she took out her phone and dialed Maxwell. He picked up on the first ring.

“Leah? Where are you? Is everything all right?” he asked.

“Yes, master,” she said. Her voice sounded as firm and confident as she now felt. “I think I have the answer to this whole thing. I want to come home.”

“That’s wonderful, pet! What did you discover?”

Leah froze. She didn’t want to give Maxwell the wrong idea. “I don’t know how to put it into words yet, but I can feel it. There’s a difference… something I hadn’t seen before. Please, sir. I’ll get it.”

“Leah. I want you to come home…”

“Yes, master!”

”…But first, you have to complete the task I gave you.”

Leah had expected him to say that, but had hoped he wouldn’t. “Yes, master. I will. I can do it. I’ll see you when it’s done.”

“Good girl,” said Maxwell, and hung up.

Leah pushed open the door to Harry’s place and kissed her friends goodbye. “Becca, I’ll e-mail you later. Just know that it’s all right.”

“I’m glad.” Rebecca nodded, which was all she could really do in her cage.

Leah left, catching a cab back to her temporary apartment. Her pussy ached with desire, but she simply closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensation, knowing that it would be eventually relieved. There was a true finish line in sight, instead of an artificial deadline. She just had to endure a while longer. Although it was more than a week, the strength she had found in her discovery meant she could fly through it. She knew she could do it.

The next day, Leah went into work feeling reborn. She had the task looming in front of her, but she welcomed it. She could handle sucking off four men. The next day it would be five, and after the weekend she’d be right back at it, eventually working her way up to ten. Every day she introduced a new aspect of torment to her challenge. On the fourth day she stripped off her thong, allowing the men to see her fully exposed. On the fifth day she had Connor tie a deep crotch rope into her folds. The tension on her clit threatened to send her over the brink, but she held on each time, focusing on the future, rather than the present.

For the second week of her challenge, her nipple clamps were weighed down with a pair of lead weights; a buttplug was introduced to go underneath her tight crotch rope, which would hold the toy in place; a set of handcuffs kept her bound while she serviced each man; and a handful of clothespins tormented her pussy lips. Each night she sent a photo to Maxwell, her face painted in milky seed. There were so many men, a selfie was no longer possible — she used a tripod and a time delay counter to get the entire crowd in the frame.

On the final day of her challenge, the ten men were told not to meet her at the empty office during lunch, but at her temporary apartment after work. There she produced the same bondage toys for them to use, and also introduced a blindfold. With her eyes covered and her hands bound, she let the men take turns having their way with her mouth. She didn’t have to serve all of them in just one short break — she had all night to give them as much as they wanted. By the end she must have taken on each man thrice. At the end her jaw was sore from being spread open for so long by so many impressive cocks.

She hadn’t had a night like that in weeks, and it reminded her exactly of what she needed. The men departed as a group, satisfied but unaware that they would never see Leah again. As instructed, they left her hands cuffed, her ass plugged and her clamps clinging to her tormented flesh. Though she hadn’t climaxed, she felt a serenity that made for a close substitute. Completing her master’s trial elicited a joy she hadn’t experienced since the night Maxwell chose her as his pet. Not only would she see him soon, she knew exactly what she would say. She had to give Maxwell credit: his trial worked. She had her answer.

—

She woke in the morning to sharp pain as the clothespins and nipple clamps were removed from her body.

“Master?” she said, moaning as her skin tingled, like thousands of tiny electric shocks stabbing all at once.

Then her blindfold fell away, and all of her pain vanished.

“Good morning, pet.”

“Good morning, master,” she replied, smiling as tears dripped down her cheeks.

Maxwell rushed to free her of the cuffs and everything else, then pulled his slave into a tight embrace. Leah could swear she heard him breaking down too.

“It’s really good to see you, Master. I’ve missed you.”

“I’ve missed you too. Did you like being free, being a more or less normal woman again?”

“No, sir. Not really. At first it was neat, because I had all these choices, but I realized that it was only on the surface. I could make dinner, or buy it; I could watch this channel, or that channel, and so on. It feels nice, because you think you’re choosing, and maybe some people are — but not me. I don’t have a choice. That’s what I figured out.”

Maxwell sat up, fascinated. “What do you mean?”

“I think of it as difference in desire and need. I desire you, and to be dominated by you, but I need to submit; I need to be obedient, and to have someone to serve. I’m a true submissive because I can’t go back to my old life I can’t just be a normal person. It’s not who I am. Master, I have a little confession.”

Maxwell nodded.

“One of the men from my challenge… I wanted him. I very nearly let myself think that I could leave all this for him, or for the chance to have a man because I wanted him, not because you wanted me to. I hated myself for thinking this way, and it was only when I visited Rebecca and saw her and Harry that I realized how much I needed what we have. I hope you can forgive me, sir.”

“Oh, Leah,” he said, hugging her and rubbing her back. “There’s nothing to forgive. I mean it.”

Leah sniffed and blinked away her tears. “Thank you, sir. And thank you for giving me this challenge. I don’t know that I’d have found what I was looking for if you hadn’t sent me out there. I needed to be free again to see that it wasn’t what I needed. My freedom is being with you.”

Maxwell loosened his grip, but only enough so that he could kiss his pet. Leah shuddered, tasting her master’s tongue as it danced inside her mouth.

The wetness between her legs soaked into the sheets of her bed as she and Maxwell kissed. She hated the fact that she wanted to tear away from the kiss so she could undress her master, but she obeyed his will, as she needed to. That was the word for it: she desired his touch, but she needed to submit. It didn’t matter if Maxwell rewarded her with orgasms every day, or none for weeks. No matter what, she needed to be his, and would serve him.

Eventually, he separated her from him and laid her down on the bed. “I’m torn, Leah. I want to bring you home to the dungeon and really do this right. But I also want to take you right now.”

“Master, I can wait, if you wish.”

Maxwell laughed. “You’re not kidding. All right then. We’re going home. Though we’re going in style. Get up, go take a shower. I’ll make breakfast.”

“Yes, sir,” said Leah. She shot out of bed and practically skipped to the bathroom. She kept her shower quick, though she could have enjoyed the hot, steaming current for hours. When she got out, she went straight to the kitchen, naked and dripping wet, not wanting to wait anymore than she had to; she could dry and eat at the same time. She shoveled the eggs and bacon Maxwell made down her throat, ravished by hunger she didn’t feel until she smelled the bacon. While she ate, Maxwell picked out some clothes and laid them out.

Still damp, she threw on the panties, skinny jeans and a tight, white, long-sleeved top. As soon as she was dressed, Maxwell pulled her jeans down and slapped her ass a few times, then poured lube between her cheeks. He spread it around and nudged it into her tight bud, then eased in a fresh buttplug. She was still rather sore from the last one, and gasped from the pain, but it immediately set her juices flowing. Maxwell pulled her pants back up, then retrieved a few coils of rope from one of the dresser drawers. Leah had found them before, but had never tied herself with rope, so hadn’t touched them.

Working quickly, Maxwell bound her arms straight behind her back. Leah moaned as her elbows were trussed to the point of touching. When her arms were tied, Maxwell added a rope harness around her chest, accentuating her breasts and further securing his pet’s arms in place. When this was done, he pressed a ball gag between her lips and buckled it tightly.

“All right, ready to go?” he asked.

“Mmm hmm.” I never want to see this apartment again.

“All right.” Maxwell grabbed her by the arms and helped guide her outside. A black limousine waited at the curb, but as soon as the pair emerged from the building, a young driver flew out of the car to open the door for his employer. If Maxwell cared about passersby seeing him escort a bound woman into his car, he didn’t show it.

During the ride home, which took less than ten minutes, Maxwell cradled his pet in his lap. She felt the pressure of the buttplug and panted excitedly. He stroked her still wet hair and fondled her breasts until the limo entered the building’s parking garage. It drove straight to Maxwell’s private elevator. They rode it all the way up to the 60the floor, where Maxwell opened the door to let her back in.

When she stepped inside, she started to cry. It felt like a million years since she was last there. The penthouse had a buzz to it, as Maxwell’s staff roamed around cleaning, cooking — preparing bondage setups. It had a fragrant aroma of incredible cooking and fresh flowers. It was decorated with erotic art that Leah loved to see whenever she passed by.

She couldn’t wait anymore: she marched toward the door that led down to her dungeon, hoping Maxwell run out of patience at the same time.

“Hang on,” he said when he caught up to her. “Before we head down there, I have something for you. Close your eyes.”

Leah did as instructed, wondering what it could be. Then she felt it: cool leather encircling her neck. Her collar.

Leah immediately started to cry. Maxwell kissed her forehead. “Welcome home.”

Leah didn’t try to mumble through her gag, she just let herself go, weeping openly. Supported by her master, Leah somehow made her way down the stairs and into the dungeon. She let him guide her through to a long table. Maxwell removed her ball gag and set it down, then picked up a knife that had been left on the table and sliced through her ropes, freeing her. She tossed the cords away, and Maxwell sent the knife along with them, then grabbed her top and tore it apart with his bare hands. Leah gasped, then laughed as she felt the cool dungeon air on her still-damp skin. Maxwell lifted her up by her hips and set her down gently on the table, but Leah still moaned as the plug in her ass shifted. He unzipped her jeans and yanked them off,

Leah noticed that the table she rested on was more than just a wooden surface. Built to a length and width just right for a woman with her hands and legs fully spread out vertically, it had cuffs built in at the ends, and it wasn’t a single solid piece. It appeared to have different sections. She giggled, realizing what it had to be, based on her knowledge of bondage and torture devices.

Maxwell secured Leah’s wrists and ankles, then used his hands to massage her breasts and pussy. Her panties were fully saturated, and Leah knew that was her fault more than the shower she’d taken. She moaned as waves of pleasure built through her body.

“Mmm!” she whined.

“Don’t worry, pet.” Maxwell took out his phone and brushed his finger along the screen. When he did, the table began to move underneath Leah; lowering down to the ground. Once it reached bottom, she felt a pulling sensation in her arms and legs, as the pieces of the table slid apart slightly, extending her body as far as she could physically stretch. She had never felt so helpless, and she’d been in plenty of other situations where she couldn’t move a muscle. Maybe it was because she knew that now that Maxwell had her, he wasn’t going to let her go again.

She stared up at him as he undressed. He disappeared for a minute, but when he came back he carried a small pillow which he placed beneath Leah’s head. “You’re going to need this. I’m going to be pounding you pretty hard.”

Leah groaned, trying to flex but unable. When Maxwell dropped down to her side she cried out, feeling his impact through the table. She laughed, fresh tears escaping. Ever since she started her trial, she’d pictured how it would end; she’d guessed so many different forms of bondage, so many different circumstances leading up to it. She never dreamed it would be this perfect.

Maxwell removed her panties and bra by splitting them apart with his hands, leaving them in tatters. The bra he threw away, but the panties he held up to Leah’s nose, forcing her to breathe in her musty scent. After he’d teased her enough, he flung the sodden garment away, then plunged his engorged cock deep into her eager crevice.

Leah gasped, then screamed, feeling her pussy penetrated for the first time in nearly a month. She felt his staff and the plug in her ass pressing together from the inside and howled in pleasure.

Maxwell wasted no time; he knew he didn’t have any. He said, “Leah, you can come.”

Leah knew she would be so sensitive by the end of her trial, she’d be ready to burst at almost any moment, but even she was taken aback by how quickly her first orgasm coalesced. She felt like the cork of a champagne bottle, popping off like a cannon and bubbling out all over. Yet, she had no intention of stopping there. Maxwell drove his shaft into her slowly at first, letting her build toward her next crescendo more gradually, and this time she held off the orgasm as long as she could. When the pressure built until she could no longer resist, she let herself go in a massive release of tension and desire.

All of the weeks of pain, humiliation and uncertainty boiled off as Maxwell slammed her body with wave after wave of intoxicating euphoria. After her third orgasm she felt like she could jump through the ceiling and fly through space;- her inhibitions and fears melted away. When Maxwell came, his tremendous load sprayed out across her entire body, leaving little puddles of sticky mess across her skin she moaned as she felt them, wanting to taste it. Maxwell obliged, shaking out the last drops onto her ball gag, allowing his seed to slide into her mouth and flavor the rubber of her gag.

“Be right back, pet,” he said, though Leah could barely perceive his words. She launched into subspace, feeling nothing but ecstasy. She still moaned in pain when Maxwell came back and applied a set of nipple clamps. She grunted as his flogger smacked into her sensitive pussy, and squealed as he jostled the plug in her ass. However, all it did was add to the cocktail of carnal bliss coursing through her.

So when he relented from tormenting her and slipped a massive vibrator into her hungry chasm, she moaned and wailed, thrashing as much as she could in her bonds.

“You enjoy yourself, Leah,” said Maxwell. “You’ve earned this.”

Yes, sir.

After he turned the vibrator on, Maxwell climbed back down onto the rack and perched above Leah. He lowered his head to kiss her cheeks, her forehead and her neck, moving between the three. Occasionally he played with her breasts — a little squeeze, a little flick, a tiny tug at her clamps. He didn’t want to overwhelm her; he just wanted to make sure she felt him there beside her.

“I’m not going anywhere, pet. I promise.”

—

When Leah woke up, she waved her hand until she felt the familiar bars of her cage. It’s good to be home. She smiled, then fell back into serene slumber, satisfied and at once more peace.
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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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“Good afternoon, and welcome to Bliss City. If you’re here, it’s because you like pain as much as you like pleasure, because you get off on submission and because you’d risk a little public humiliation for the chance at having the time of your life.”
Maxwell massaged Leah’s shoulders. She smiled and thought about where else he would be touching her soon enough.
Stamp continued, “As far as I know, a game like this has never been attempted. So you’re not just going to enjoy a day of non-stop stimulation, discipline, punishment and orgasms — you’ll be making history.”
Rebecca elbowed Harry in the stomach. She smirked and rolled her eyes. Making history… Uh huh.
“Quiet, you,” Harry whispered, but he grinned in amusement as well. In another life, Stamp might have made a good circus ringleader. He certainly knew his way around a whip… thought Rebecca.
“Before we start, I want to thank the trainees who signed on for this without even knowing what it is exactly we’ll be doing. You’re tough and brave, and today I know you won’t disappoint,” said Stamp. The women nodded together in thanks.
“So here’s how it’s going to work.” Stamp pointed to a line of black limousines parked along the driveway leading to the manor. “You and your masters are each going to be dropped off in the city. Every pair of master and pet will be brought somewhere different. Once the game begins, you will find your way to a set destination, and then another, and then another until the game ends.”
Leah looked to Rebecca, who already knew much of what Stamp was explaining; regardless, Rebecca showed as much excitement as anyone else. She had refused to tell Leah a word about what Stamp and Harry had planned, and now Leah had some idea of why.
“So it’s a race?” she asked.
“That’s right,” said Stamp. “But it’s much more than that. You’ll see. Everyone to their cars. You’ll find out the rest as we go along. Good luck, and may the best pet win!”
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Mason carried me through the door and waited for his eyes adjust to the low light before setting me down on the bed. Once I was comfortable, he flicked the lights on and shut the door behind him, pushing it slowly so that I could see it closing.
He reached into his pouch again and pulled out a second pair of handcuffs and a small, metal key. He picked up my wrists and unlocked one of the cuffs, then reconnected the lock around the metal bar of my bed’s headboard. He set the key down on top of my nightstand, a stubby, wooden box that was barely big enough for an alarm clock and my phone.
My heart raced as I tugged against the cuff, but to no avail. Mason smiled devilishly as he fixed my other hand using the second set of cuffs, leaving my arms totally bound and spread. I’d been tied up before, but never like this; not naked, resting on an otherwise comfortable bed.
Any last remaining doubts I had about doing this disappeared when Mason pulled his tank top off over his head. His body could have been carved out of wood. After living on a farm for years, I’d seen men with all kinds of cut physiques, but they didn’t have Mason’s looks. He unbuckled his belt, and his pants fell to the floor; as he kicked them aside, I saw his tight, black underpants and the tent formed within. I blanched, realizing how big his manhood must be. Is this going to hurt? I thought. Then I felt silly, though, because of course it would. Then again, I liked things that hurt, so how bad could this be?
“Having any impure thoughts now?” he asked.
I nodded, barely able to speak, I was so excited.
“You’re very beautiful, Abigail,” he said, climbing onto the bed, and me. “Especially when you’re in bondage. I think I should keep you like this all… night… long.” He planted kisses on my breasts between words, and I gasped at the warm touch. My toes curled as he kissed up and down my neck, reaching my lips. As we kissed I felt his fingers sliding down my stomach, probing their way lower and lower until they reached my wet orifice. I shuddered as he made contact, massaging me until I couldn’t stop moaning. He laughed softly, kissing my cheek as my howls reverberated through the room.
When he stopped touching me there with his hands, I thrashed angrily, not wanting him to stop. In response, I felt a pinch on my nipple, as Mason squeezed it tightly. I shrieked, but settled down.
“I expect you to behave,” said Mason.
“I will! I promise!” Could he tell that I’d agree to anything he said while my nipples were being tortured? It hurt so much, but I would do whatever he wanted as long as he didn’t let go.
“You’re going to tell me what you like, and what you don’t.”
“Okay,” I agreed, though he must have been able to tell on his own.
“You know the difference between good pain and bad pain?”
I shook my head. I thought all of it was bad… and good.
“Good pain is the kind that I control, the kind I cause. Bad pain is unintended. You’ll know it when you feel it. I want you to tell me immediately if there’s any bad pain.”
“I will, thanks.”
I felt a smack against the side of my ass. I sighed, letting the air escape my lungs like I’d taken a satisfying first drag from a cigarette.
“Don’t forget, Abigail: I intend to cause you pain. If you’re mine, you’re going to suffer. But if you didn’t enjoy a little suffering, we wouldn’t be here now, would we?”
“No, sir,” I said…



For Further Reading: “The Kinky Inventor” series
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If you enjoyed this story, you might be curious to know how Leah’s journey began: with her best friend, Rebecca, in Sasha Rich’s “The Kinky Inventor” series, now available in one discount box set! These and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich's Amazon page.
“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.”



For Further Reading: “Menage and BDSM Kinky Bundle”
[image: Menage and BDSM Kinky Bundle]
If you enjoyed these stories, check out Sasha Rich's “Menage and BDSM Kinky Bundle”, which features three stories of submissives exploring the ways of BDSM with multiple men!
A kinky secretary who writes dirty fantasies about being dominated by her four hot bosses… a man and wife who want to explore their kinky sides and hire an expert to teach them the ways of domination and submission… and a kinky woman who needs the touch of two men to truly feel satisfied. This new bundle features “Bound and Spanked By My Hot Bosses,” “Teach My Man to Dominate” and “Kinky Katrina's Double Date” How will these women enjoy their first taste of sadomasochism? Will their illicit fantasies come true, or will it be too much for them to handle? Read on for a preview!
“Is that rope?” I asked.
“Indeed,” said Vincent. “You’re paying for my time, so I aim to make sure you get your money’s worth. If a simple pair of handcuffs was enough, you wouldn’t need me. Colin, pay close attention. I guarantee you’re going to enjoy this.”
Vincent continued tying my hands behind my back, making the bonds incredibly tight. When he was finished, he pulled me up to my feet, gathered up my hair in one hand and pulled my head back. Clutching my breast with his other hand, he leaned in and whispered in my ear, “Look at your husband.”
Panting heavily, I looked down to Colin. He was transfixed on me and Vincent, jaw hanging open. His khakis were tented at the crotch with what had to be the stiffest erection I’d ever seen.
“I can’t believe you’ve been married for years and never knew how much you both wanted this. A crying shame, it is.”
When Vincent let go of my hair, I let out a frustrated moan. I didn’t want him to let go, I realized. I couldn’t believe I’d enjoyed being manhandled in such a demeaning way, but Vincent’s warm breath against my ear, his lustful touch of my chest… I had never felt such a powerful form of eroticism.
I looked over to Colin while Vincent added more rope, this time around my upper arms, near my elbows. Colin’s look reminded me of our wedding photos, his boyish good looks captured at their most excited and content. He wore the same expression now. I matched his enthusiasm when possible, but the strain of having my arms tied so stringently made things difficult.
“See, Colin? This is what bondage does: makes your woman a plaything, a toy. She wants to be used. She wants to submit to your will, whatever that may be. Now, come over here and put your hands on her shoulders.”
My husband sauntered over and did as Vincent requested. Vincent whispered something in his ear. “Got it?”
“Sure,” said Colin. He looked at me and smiled and felt my breasts through my shirt. My nipples were painfully erect; I wanted his soothing touch so badly. Instead, he gathered fistfuls of my shirt’s fabric in each palm, and in one quick motion he tore my top apart. I gasped as the garment shredded like a sheet of tissue paper, feeling the room’s cool air against my skin…
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