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“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…
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Touched By the Kinky Billionaire

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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Under any other circumstances, being chained in a room like this would have been exactly the kind of stimulation Leah craved, but Maxwell’s imminent arrival made her too nervous to enjoy the moment. Fortunately for her, only a couple of minutes passed before the vault’s door opened once more.

“Hello, Leah,” he said.

“Maxwell, sir,” she replied.

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

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

“Thank you, sir.”

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

“Yes. I mean, okay.”

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

Leah nodded.

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

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

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

Leah nodded, moaning as he caressed her dripping crevice.

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

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

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

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

“Mmm hmm,” she mumbled.

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

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

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

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

“Your usual?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.

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