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“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…
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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.”


Get a FREE BOOK by Sasha Rich!

[image: ]

If you liked this story, and would like to hear when Sasha Rich releases a new story, sign up for Sasha Rich’s mailing list. A free copy of “The Kinky Inventor’s New Pet” will be given to everyone who joins, and this story will not be available anywhere else! To sign up, CLICK HERE or copy this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/b2GWuv


For Further Reading: “The Kinky Billionaire” series

[image: ][image: ]

If you enjoyed this story but haven’t read the first two titles in the series, check out “Chosen by the Kinky Billionaire” and “Kept by the Kinky Billionaire”. Read on for a preview! These and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich’s Amazon page.

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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