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Chapter One

Saliva dribbled from her lips around the inflated gag, running down the rubber tubing and around the squeeze bulb that dangled from the end. A droplet detached, joining the small puddle on the tiled floor.

She pulled against her restraints, but there was little give in the straps wrapped around the body bag she had been secured inside. Her shoulders ached as she turned her wrists, but she immediately regretted it as the ropes burned against her skin.

She grunted as her struggles jiggled her body, which was dressed in a form fitting latex bodysuit. Her motions caused the entire body bag to sway back and forth.

Tears formed in her eyes as the weights secured to her nipples jerked and tugged at her flesh. She had been restrained long enough that all of her muscles were beginning to scream at her, but there wasn’t much she could do about that beyond clenching and releasing them one by one. If she did that, though, the weights would yank on her nipples.

Creasing her brow, she let out a frustrated sigh through her nose. If she thought through it rationally, this was really all her fault. She had agreed to do this, and trying to back out was not an option. She couldn’t afford to lose now!

Arching her back, she pressed her latex covered mons into the rough material of the body bag, pulling at her ankles, which were secured somewhere behind her. Her body rocked forward and back, giving her spine a little relief.

This was short lived, however, as a cramp in her left thigh began to set in. Grunting, she tugged at the muscle, but this only caused pain elsewhere. No matter what she did, she was being tortured!

With the strict rubber hood that had been placed over her head, she couldn’t really see how she had been bound down below, but from the way the cold air blew against her inner lips, she knew her privates were exposed.

Her legs had been cranked apart, suspended from separate attachment points with multiple bungee cords. This allowed her to dance about a little with each limb, giving her the illusion of freedom, but ultimately, it was just an exercise in frustration.

She blinked, clearing the tears from her eyes. How long had she been suspended here? It definitely wasn’t minutes, but it didn’t feel like an hour. He wouldn’t leave her hanging forever, would he? Could he?

A loud clunk from somewhere behind made her strain in the suit, but she couldn’t hear anything more. The headphones clamped over her ears were playing white noise, making it difficult to hear anything in the room.

There could also be a noise canceling component—she wasn’t sure. He was playing with her head, definitely.

Grunting, she chewed on the butterfly gag, but it refused to yield. Twin bulbs had inflated in her cheeks, the large end of the gag positioned behind her teeth. A large, rounded patch secured it over her lips, metal snaps attaching it to the rubber mask.

A hole had been bored in the center to allow for easy breathing, but in her current position, it tended to fill up with saliva, forcing her to suck on it to clear the airway. Fortunately, she could still use her nose, but that would necessitate breathing through the rubber tubes that had been inserted deep into her nostrils.

It was an uncomfortable proposition, no matter how you sliced it, and with the blindfold attached over the mask, she could see nothing at all. She was entirely helpless.

A hot hand lightly smacked her butt check. She flinched, her chest jerking reflexively at the sudden stimulation.

This caused the weights on her breasts to jerk painfully. She groaned, curling her fingers into fists. Damn, that hurt!

The hand began to move slowly, fingers tickling up her spine until they reached the bottom of the body bag. Sliding under the fabric, his fingertips tilted, digging into her back.

She grimaced, unable to get away. While uncomfortable, in a strange way, it was rather comforting. The possessiveness of his touch made her feel like she belonged to him. She was owned.

That was the whole point of this exercise, wasn’t it? To retrain her brain so that she could serve him better.

She certainly hadn’t done a very good job of that in the past. Her thoughts cycled, the old bitterness billowing through her chest.

This shouldn’t have been necessary, but she had allowed herself to believe that she could find something better—that she could have more fun. That she could escape the suffocating bonds of their marriage, and be free.

Yeah, it had certainly been fun, and she had felt free for a fleeting moment, but now she realized that the feelings had been fake—that her brain had lied to her.

She didn’t want to be free. She wanted to be protected, loved, owned, and she had almost thrown all that away.

Just look at how much trouble she had caused! How much training would she need before he forgave her indiscretions?

It was almost too much to bear. Didn’t he see that it wasn’t her fault? If he hadn’t left her alone to get into trouble, this never would have happened!

Ugh, that was just her foolish mind attempting to justify her actions. That was the whole reason she was bound like this in the first place!

Her thoughts bounced back and forth between the two polar opposites, unable to choose how she should feel. This gave her plenty of consternation, as it meant that she still hadn’t decided. Still wasn’t his.

She might be unable to calm her whirling mind, but she was determined to do this. This was her only way out. Her last chance.

She could do this. She concentrated on remaining still, ignoring the burn in her shoulders. If she couldn’t go through with this, she might as well throw away the last five years of her life.

She gulped, the specter of divorce hanging above her like a sword. The courts wouldn’t allow her to go hungry, but the thought of being left alone to grapple with the cold, hard world by herself was just too much to bear.

The hand disappeared, leaving her cold again. She sighed with frustration, her heart racing. Where would it appear next? She just didn’t know.

Nothing happened for a long pause, making her believe that he had left her to her own devices. Frustrated, she squeezed her knees together, her feet waving back and forth in the restraints.

The hand returned, slapping her ass. She squeaked in surprise, her hips shifting. The weights tugged again, jolting against each other. She was beginning to hate that throbbing pain.

She settled down as two thumbs stroked downwards over her butt, complaining into her gag as his fingers gripped at her flesh, giving her a solid squeeze.

This only lasted for a moment, however, the thumbs moving lower, heading inwards towards her asshole. They lingered there for a time, rubbing around the sensitive edge. Her mind focused on the sensations, belly wobbling with anticipation.

A thumb pressed into her anus, and she froze, feeling her sensitive skin clinging around his nail. He applied pressure to one side, causing her to hiss into the gag. What was he planning?

A cool drizzle tickled her insides, and she made a muffled scream into the gag. It was more surprising than painful, but he wouldn't let go!

His other hand slapped her ass, a clear warning to stay still. She tried to do so, but it was difficult when her insides were squirming so badly!

Fortunately, it wasn't long before he stopped, rolling his thumb around to ensure that her ass was evenly coated with the lubricant. She felt a sense of trepidation at this, suspecting that she wasn't going to like what came next.

He removed his thumb, her asshole puckering shut around the tip. He smeared the remaining lubricant down her perineum, stopping at the entrance to her pussy.

The thumb vanished for a long moment, then the tip plunged between her inner lips. She had been expecting this, so she didn't jump, but her muscles trembled.

He played with the interior, stroking the front of her tunnel as she made a little squeak. Clamping down, he tugged his hand until his thumb popped over the front lip.

She clenched her teeth into the gag, knowing that this wasn’t over. Indeed, his hand soon returned, a glob of lubricant painted over the top of his thumb as it plunged back inside.

This time, he rotated it around in a perfunctory manner before removing it again. She wiggled her butt, but he didn’t give her any further stimulation. Rats.

When he next returned, something thick pressed into her pussy, and she tingled, moaning into the gag. That felt like a dildo!

Was he really going to use that to fuck her to orgasm? It seemed somewhat hypocritical of him to do so after he had decried her loose behavior. She certainly wasn’t going to complain, if it gave her some release from the heat that now suffused her body. Her loins were aroused and ready to go!

She frowned as the dildo was pushed deeper inside. It seemed familiar somehow, but she couldn’t quite figure out why. The delightful tingling coming from her privates was making it devilishly hard to concentrate, damnit!

This distraction was soon joined by another, a hard plug being inserted into her ass. She gulped as the nodule at the end plowed into her sphincter, getting caught.

She didn’t have much experience with ass play, though she had made plans to rectify that oversight. That had rather gone out the window after she had been caught, however, which was why she was secretly delighted that she was getting to try it now.

That delight waned as the man worked the plug deeper, however. Her muscles were being obstinate, refusing to let the device through, and it was starting to cause her some discomfort.

He didn’t give up, however, giving it gentle pressure, and eventually she was forced to bear down. It immediately popped inwards, the discomfort easing as the bulbous tip seated itself inside her, the outer cylinder being drawn tight against her anus.

The man seemed satisfied with this, wiping the remainder of the lubricant on her ass. She quivered, feeling a cool band of metal being pressed against her loins. The pussy and ass plugs jolted as it was drawn tight, being braced about her waist.

Another band soon joined it, and she could feel some jostling as latches were locked into place. A fiery pain seared across her mons, and she clenched her teeth around the gag. She snorted, pulling her head back. He had secured her tightly into a belt, and there were all sorts of things he might do with her next.

She bit into the gag, breathing heavily. She dearly hoped he’d let her have an orgasm soon. This teasing was going to drive her crazy.

Her brow furrowed as his hands disappeared again, leaving her in limbo as to where they would appear next. There was nothing but the vibration from her wheezing through the slobbery tube of the gag.

Clearing her mouth, she tried breathing through her nose, but the thin tubing quickly made her give up that plan. She didn’t particularly like the musky smell of the rubber, anyway.

Her body bounced as she began to move upwards towards the ceiling. Pain jolted her tits as the weights rattled, her legs aching as they were drawn further apart.

How far was he going? There was only so much her hip sockets would allow, and it wasn’t as though the extra access was going to gain him much with a chastity belt installed over her privates.

Unless the torture was simply a means to an end—to punish her.

She had to admit that she truly deserved it, but this was making it difficult for her to keep her resolve. She could tap out at any time and leave, but then she would lose him. Shit!

Fortunately, the jolting movement soon stopped, her body spinning slowly in a circle until the upper suspension tangled enough to redirect her motion in the other direction. A hand pressed into her upper back, slowing her to a halt.

This reduced some of the disorienting spinning in her head, but she doubted that this was from any sort of sympathy for her plight—she knew that he meant to play with her further.

Her guess was confirmed when the hands began scrabbling at her nose. She held her breath as the man grasped the end of one of the rubber tubes and pulled, a nauseating sensation tickling in her sinuses.

She could feel the tip of the hose as it dragged through her nostrils, snorting uncontrollably as it dropped free. The man didn’t seem to care, immediately grasping the second hose and removing it the same way.

Free of the tubing, she breathed deeply, her nostrils flaring as wet mucus spilled out onto her upper lip. The man cleaned up this mess without comment, disappearing again to continue with his faceless persecution.


She next felt his presence at the top of her head, where her hair extruded from a rubber tube attached to her hood. He gathered up her locks of blonde hair, tying them into a ponytail that he attached to a rope that was suspended from the ceiling.

She could feel him tugging on the other end of the rope until her hair was taut, the strands tugging painfully at her skull. Cold, metal hooks were then inserted into her nostrils, forcing her to crane her neck upwards at a painful angle.

When he left her alone, she realized the new predicament she was in. When she lowered her head, it tugged at the rope, which in turn was attached to her hair. She could either relieve the pain in her neck, or the pain in her skull, but not both.

She groaned into the gag, hissing through her nose in displeasure. The hands were already moving again, wrapping around the expanse of her breasts.

She had always been fairly proud of their size and pertness, which had made her attractive to all sorts of men. It was one of the reasons why she had gotten into so much trouble!

He didn’t seem to be concerned with their attractiveness, however, fondling them harshly. He played and tickled them until the nasty weights began to bounce.

He worked his way down to the base as her saliva drained through the breathing tube, ignoring her groans of protest. Things were starting to get harder to keep together now, with the pain in her neck, back, and breasts. She wasn’t built to take this much pain!

A buzzing sensation in her pussy jolted her to tears. Not that, too!

Her vagina trembled as arousal flooded her pussy, a fire growing in her belly. This was tempered by the pain, but it wouldn’t be denied. She had been edged for so long, her body was more than ready, and she couldn’t stop the process now that it had been started.

She wiggled her ass, snorting and slobbering as salty tears streamed around her nose. He tugged at the weights on her nipples, causing pain to rush through her breasts. This wasn’t enough to stop the rising tide, however, and she cried out as both the pleasure and pain appeared to peak.

The buzzing immediately stopped, however, the incipient joy vanishing as the pain grew to take its place. She breathed hard, a sigh of frustration escaping her nostrils as a shriek built in the back of her throat. No, not like this!

The man stopped playing with her breasts, fading into the background. He’d probably show up again at an inopportune time. Or maybe he’d just leave her like this for another hour until she became a messy wreck of a human. That would be just like him.

She felt something jostling at her mouth, and she held her breath. The tightness of the gag began to ease, air hissing out through the squeeze bulb. The snaps on her thick mask were undone, the leaves of the gag being pulled from her mouth.

She opened her jaw to assist, licking her lips and gum lines to deal with the excess saliva. This caused her to lose her concentration, and the prongs in her nose reminded her of their presence, the hair on the back of her head standing up in pain. She let out a snort and tilted her head back up, her heart pounding heavily as she did her best to relieve the pressure.

The headphones shifted, being pulled off her ears and moved back until they dangled over her neck, which was bound in a tight leather collar. “Have you had enough yet?” asked the man in a taunting voice. “Just say the word and we’ll stop.”

She bit her lower lip, sensing that she needed to be careful with her answer. This wasn’t the time to be flippant.

“No,” she said finally. “I am not yet your obedient pet. Please, train me more.”

The man sighed, a chair rolling closer. Fingers wrapped around her nipple, giving it a painful tweak. “You’re making this more difficult on yourself,” he announced. “You could simply pretend, then run away from me at the first opportunity.”

Emotions roiled through her brain. “I couldn’t do such a thing,” she breathed. “I made the Deal. I’m committed.”

The hand stopped squeezing. “You know, I think I’m actually starting to believe you.”

Relief washed through her belly. Finally! She didn’t think she’d ever convince him!

His hand began to move again, fondling her breast cruelly. “Well, that just means we have to try harder. Say it. Tell me what I want to hear.”

She gasped in pain. “I want to be your slave,” she whispered, the words tasting strange on her lips. “Change me into your slutty pet. Own me, Master. Treat me like dirt, tease me, hurt me, humiliate me, train me, until I am yours alone.”

He stopped squeezing, giving her a pat on the back. “Very good, pet. You’ve done well so far, but it will only get harder from here. You know what you agreed to.”

She did. Oh, how she did!

It hadn’t been all that long ago, had it?

As she pressed her quivering lips together, her mind cast back to the fateful moment that had changed everything.


Chapter Two

She grasped the pillow, hips spread wide as the man jammed his length into her sodden pussy. The angle was awkward, with her knees under her and her ass held high, but the pleasure of being fucked made up for it.

The man groaned as he rammed into her, pushing her face into the pillow. She grasped it tightly, her nipples tight as her large breasts wobbled in the gap between the pillow and the bed.

The excitement of doing this in his bed made the taste of the illicit sex all the sweeter. Her libido roared as she thought about how she had been sleeping in this bed with her husband just a few short hours ago. He would be furious if he found out!

He wouldn’t, though. He was safely away at work—she had made sure his car had left the driveway, using the tracking app on her phone to watch him heading down his usual route. A few quick texts and a change of clothing later, here she was, being fucked by her paramour.

The fact that this felt wrong made it all the sweeter, but why shouldn’t she open up their marriage? It had been a stultifying affair from the start, and he had never been able to give her children, which she had always wanted.

Her husband might be shooting blanks, but they didn’t know, as they hadn’t yet gone to a fertility clinic. The appointment was on the calendar, though, which meant that he wouldn’t be surprised if she came up pregnant in a few months. It was the perfect time to expand her horizons!

Besides, she deserved this pleasure for all the work she did for him. The daily chores were a grind, and all too often she got bored waiting for him to come home. Sure, they had wild sex every so often, but it just wasn’t frequent enough to sate her desires!

If she pulled in a couple of pretty boys to keep herself topped up, that would make her happy. In turn, she could make him happy. Everyone won!

Closing her eyes, she clenched her hands around the pillowcase as she felt an imminent orgasm rising. Her partner slowed down, and she made a noise in complaint.

“I have to, baby,” he groaned, “otherwise I’m going to explode before you do!”

She swiveled her head around, giving him a glare. “You’re here to satisfy my needs. If you can’t give me what I want, I can always find another.”

The man’s ruddy face blanched. He knew she was right. All she had to do was open the app and find another willing, attractive man who wanted to get his dick wet. With her fit body, she’d find plenty of candidates.

He grimaced, speeding up. “I’m going to cum, then, baby, but I’ll keep going until you’re satisfied.”

“You had better,” she snarled, turning around in a huff.

She had brought him in for one purpose. He had best not forget that.

Her anger faded. He didn’t know her—didn’t know how her body worked. She would forgive him this indiscretion, as long as he gave her a good fuck.

As he began to move again, her tunnel began to throb, clenching at his dick as he picked up the pace. Cooing, she pressed her breasts into the bed, getting back into the rhythm.

The feeling of his raw dick inside her was making her hot, sweat beading on her brow. After the sex was done, she’d banish her lover, take a nice shower, and get herself cleaned up so that she could get everything done before her husband came back.

She bit her lip as she savored her deception. He’d never know the difference.

She could feel the head of her lover’s dick twitching, knowing that he wouldn’t be able to hold back for long. Her tunnel was vibrating, purring as the thrusts worked her over.

Many women found it hard to reach coitus at the same time as their man, but she had never had that issue. The heat was rising within her, growing to catch the sperm that would soon be gushing from her hole.

“Give it to me!” she demanded. “Fill me with your cum!”

“Fuck, baby, you’re so demanding,” complained the man. “Here I go!”

She frowned, feeling annoyed again. This wasn’t turning into as much of a fun experience as she had hoped. Although he was awfully handsome, it would probably be best to strike him off her list.

Decision made, she pressed her forehead into the pillow, muffling her screams as an orgasm took hold of her body. She trembled as the man’s big dick jerked, spurting his cum into her as he braced against her ass.

Shifting her shoulders, she pushed her breasts together, feeling the tenderness as she squeezed her flesh. “Yes!” she shouted, unable to keep her jubilation inside.

Shivers of pleasure ran up her spine, and through her core, her world exploding as tingling ecstasy tickled at her thoughts. The man pulled out, already finished, but she was still in the throes of rapture.

Sighing, she let her ass fall onto the bed, a towel beneath her to catch the excess cum that dribbled from her pussy. She let herself go, enjoying the rest of the orgasm as the man grunted, getting off the bed.

For the moment, she didn’t care what he was doing at all. She was far too busy enjoying the aftereffects.

A rough cry came from the man, and she curled herself around, annoyed at how skittish her paramour was being. What she saw in the doorway caused her to freeze.

“Sam!” she choked out, the blood draining from her face. “Why are you here?”

He wasn’t supposed to get back until after five, and it was midday! This couldn’t be possible!

Sam’s beard bristled, a vein throbbing in his neck. “I am here because of this. Did you think you’d be able to keep your actions hidden forever?”

His hard, blue eyes pinned her to the bed. “You haven’t been nearly as smart as you thought you were. One night, you left your phone unlocked, and I had a little look at your texts.”

Her face blushed as she realized how badly she had fucked up. A band of tension appeared around her belly as her heart throbbed. She wanted to deny it, but he had caught her in the act. Shit.

Her lips fluttered as she tried to come up with a rebuttal, but she found herself practically speechless.

“Fuck,” he said succinctly. “If you wanted to throw away our future, you could have at least told me. What the hell happened here? Was it a lack of sex? You couldn’t get enough, so you’ve turned yourself into a whore?”

Her own anger began to rise. “I’m not a whore. I’m your loving wife. I did this for you, so that I could satisfy my needs without having to consider a divorce!”

His eyes flared as he stepped towards her, his voice raising as he lifted a fist. “If you’re being unfaithful, we’re already divorced, in deed if not in truth. We’re done. You’ve destroyed everything we’ve built together, and I don’t even know if I ever want to see you again!”

Sam turned his ire to the naked man standing next to the bed, his fist clenching. “You’re a party to this, too. Did you know?”

The naked man backed away into a corner, his limp dick jiggling. He held his hands up. “I don’t want any part of this, man,” he said, his long hair fanning out over his shoulders. “I didn’t know she was married. Shit!”

Sam’s bulging shoulder muscles strained as he clenched his teeth, but instead of attacking, he whirled, slamming his fist against the door jamb.

He grunted as blood ran over his knuckles, dripping onto the carpeted floor. Ignoring the mess, he stalked out of the room, his boots clomping as he disappeared down the hallway. She listened as he slammed the garage door, her heart sinking with every step.

The naked man glanced at Betsy. “Shit, why didn’t you tell me?”

She pressed her lips together, fear mixing with shame, tears welling in her eyes. “Get dressed and get out,” she hissed, putting the pillow over her chest.

He didn’t question her, grabbing his underpants and pulling them over his messy dick. Her mind wandered as he put on his pants and shirt, leaning down to mess with his shoes.

She gazed out the hallway window, feeling her heart dying as Sam’s truck rumbled to life. The tears began to stream as the tires squealed, the engine roaring as he peeled out onto the highway.

Staring at nothing, she barely even noticed as the other man left, her mind racing in circles. What was she going to do now? He’d divorce her for sure, and then she’d have to figure out everything herself.

Her parents would be disappointed in her, not to mention her sister. God, this was going to be an utter disaster.

The pit in her stomach opened up deeper, her thoughts dropping into a dark spiral. She’d be disowned, banished from family gatherings. She’d never be able to explain this to them.

She pounded her thighs, using the pain to try to generate some rage to defuse her spinning mind. It wasn’t her divorcing him, it was the other way around! This was his fault, in some way. Right?

Her heart was still bleeding, though. She didn’t really believe that, but she had to do something or she’d completely fall apart, turning into a crying mess.

She already was a mess. Just look at the spatter on that towel!

Grabbing it, she stood up, mechanically cleaning herself as she headed for the shower. Her lips quivered as she climbed onto the tiled floor, turning on the head as she tilted away, waiting for it to warm up.

The last couple of years flitted through her mind—the secret smiles, the gifts, the small gestures displaying their love. All that was going away, being sucked down the drain just like the water splashing around her feet.

She let out a long, shuddering breath, putting her head under the hot water to drown out her tears. It felt good against her head, streaming out over her long hair and splashing onto her shoulders.

She could almost forget her troubles, for the moment, but the pain was still there.

The shock of being caught still gripped her, but her mind was already starting to recover. There had to be a way out of this, she just hadn’t discovered it yet.

She needed a plan. She might still be able to convince him to take her back, if she used all of her wiles.

Turning off the shower, she dried herself off. Wrapping the towel around her hair, she squeezed out the worst of the water, patting the rest of it dry. Dropping the towel on the shower floor, she grabbed another and wrapped it around her body to protect herself from the cold.

She didn’t usually bother washing her hair every day, using a dry shampoo to keep it fresh, but she needed the time to put together a plan. The shock was finally starting to wear off, and a few ideas were already percolating.

She rolled them through her mind as she clicked on the hairdryer, working through her locks of hair. She knew that her husband was weak to gifts, but he had rushed out of here quickly, and she had no idea where he had gone. Her pleas would have to be made over text messages, which made this far more difficult.

It wasn’t as though she didn’t love him. She thought, when they had first married, that he would be her forever person. If only he hadn’t spent so much time away at work!

She pressed her thick lips together, squeezing back the tears again. This would never work. She didn’t have time to cry—she had to pull herself together!

Finishing with her hair, she flounced over to the bed, grabbing her phone from the nightstand. There were no notifications on the screen, so she pressed her finger against the scanner and opened the messaging app.

Nothing there, either, except for the kissing emotes she had sent to her husband when he had left for work this morning.

Turning around, she sat down, terror ripping at her heart. What should she say to him?

She straightened her back. She had to speak to him in person—texts were far too impersonal. That had to be her first goal.

Opening the phone app, she tapped the contact at the top of the list and lifted the phone to her ear. It rang and rang, but she was sent to voicemail. Damn. That was going to make this much harder!

Sighing, she tried again, to no avail. She was out of options—she was going to have to send him a text, and hope that she could be convincing enough.

Opening the app, her fingers hovered over the virtual keyboard, trying to figure out what she should say. If she made something too long, he’d probably dismiss it out of hand. She had best stick with something short.

“Honey,” she began, slathering on the sweetness. “I am so srry I hrt U. Please, don’t divorce me. I still luv U. Can we talk about it?”

She finished the line with several hearts, hesitating for a long moment before sending it. There, now she was committed.

She watched the app for a while, but nothing new appeared. He hadn’t even read her message. Damn.

Dropping her phone onto the sheets, she let her towel drop to the floor as she rolled over onto the bed. Suddenly, she felt exhausted, fatigue clouding her mind. The emotional wringer she had just gone through was too much to bear.

It was only midday, but she was already done with it. Lifting the sheets, she snuggled underneath, being careful to avoid his side of the bed. If she smelled his scent, it was going to remind her of him, and that would be unbearable.

Turning around, she grabbed the pillow and crammed her forehead into the center. Not even the cool softness was enough to soothe her frustration.

Today should have been a one off fling, a bright spot of happiness in the boring dullness of her marriage! Instead, it had ruined everything.

She groaned, blinking her eyes as the wetness began to come back. She didn’t want to lose him. She couldn’t do this without him. Couldn’t.

Sniffling, she relaxed into the bed, feeling listless. The wetness of her tears faded as she closed her eyes, her breathing smoothing out as she descended into an uncomfortable slumber.

The buzzing of her phone woke her, heart pounding. Was that just a notification, or had her husband texted her back?

She coughed, swallowing the nasty slobber she had generated while asleep. Grabbing her phone, her heart leaped as she saw the notification. Yes, it was him, and he had sent it just moments ago!

Jumping up and down inside, she unlocked the phone and loaded the app, scanning the message. “An unmarked van will arrive in twenty minutes,” it read. “If you are serious about saving our marriage, you will get inside, no questions asked.”

Her eyes moved down to the next message, concern blooming in her heart. “The van will wait for ten minutes. If nobody shows up, it will leave, and I will file for divorce. The choice is yours.”

That was it. In stark, black and white letters, he had given her this ultimatum. But what did it mean?

He obviously meant to take her somewhere, but she had no clue why. Her husband had a lot of friends she hadn’t met, sure, so this was probably their doing. She shivered, wondering whether she was about to be trafficked as a sex slave for his buddies.

How far would she go, if it meant saving their relationship? Probably not that far.

She shook, wanting to text him back, but the clock said that she only had seventeen minutes remaining. That was barely enough time to get dressed, much less do her makeup!

Leaping from the bed, she almost tripped on the towel, waving her arms to regain her balance. Suddenly excited, she ran to the armoire, leaning over to pull out a drawer. Retrieving a pair of sexy lingerie, she immediately began to dress, pulling a pair of panties over her hips.

She followed with a pair of panty hose, rolling the sheer material up her legs. She’d show him, blow his socks off with a sexy outfit. He’d have to take her back after he saw how contrite she was being.

Finishing with a lacy bra, she moved to open the top doors, selecting a red plunge cut dress. Shrugging it on over her head, she tugged it into place as quickly as she could, turning over her shoe choices in her mind.

He seemed to like high heels, so she’d probably be best served choosing stilettos with a matching color. Tiptoeing over to the closet, she slid into the shoes, straightening up to examine herself in the mirror. Stunning.

Her face sagged. Except for that makeup. Usually, she’d do that first, but the time constraint had rattled her brain. She had better get a move on.

Grabbing the phone from her bed, she scanned the front screen when it lit up. Ten minutes. She wouldn’t have time to use the toilet, but fortunately her bladder wasn’t feeling too full.

Striding to the bathroom, she pulled out her makeup set and chose the most important elements. Foundation, liner, mascara, and lip gloss. Not ideal, but it would have to do.

Starting with the foundation, she layered it on with an expert eye, quickly moving to outline her eyes. She had almost finished when a car horn honked outside.

She glanced at her phone, her heart flipping. Out of time. She still had a few minutes before they left, though, so she might as well do this right.

Grabbing the sparkly lip gloss, she layered some on and smacked her lips together, giving herself a smile she wasn’t currently feeling. Fine, that would do.

Scurrying out of the room, she stopped in front of the nightstand. One final touch, and he’d have to take her back!

Sliding open the drawer, she opened the box containing her wedding ring. Staring at the immaculate facets of the flawless gem, she carefully picked it up and slid it onto her finger, a tickle of fear in the back of her throat.

No, she couldn’t waver now. Spinning around, she stepped out into the hallway, taking a look out the window. There was an unmarked white panel van in the driveway, with tinted windows. This was probably her ride, to who knew where.

Shit, this was both terrifying and exciting. What was she getting herself into?

Stopping by the front door, she grabbed her purse and wrapped the strap over her shoulder. Composing herself, she stepped outside, breathing the crisp winter air.

Her choice of dress was definitely not appropriate for this weather, but she wasn’t planning on being out in the elements for long. Though who knew what her husband had planned? This was liable to be quite humiliating.

This was her choice, though—he had made it quite clear that she could decline.

Fingers trembling, she locked the door, this being the last bit of normality she could cling to. Stuffing the keys back into her purse, she descended down the front pathway, fear growing as she closed in on the van.

The white door on the side rolled open, the interior dark. Stepping down the driveway, she paused in front of the opening, trying to see inside.

A man dressed in black was sitting in a swivel seat near the rear. He gazed at her levelly through a ski mask, his brown eyes scanning her figure. This was definitely not her husband, then.

"Mrs. Rockwell?" he asked, his voice distorted by a voice changer.

She gave him a level nod, a metallic taste in the back of her mouth.

“Climb into the seat,” the man ordered briskly, gesturing at the metal chair next to him.

She grabbed a handhold at the right side of the door, climbing up a step into the van. A metal grating had been installed between the front seats and the rest of the van, the gate locked shut, preventing her from seeing who was sitting up front.

A metal seat was in front of her, welded to the floor. There were curved metal pieces to lay one’s arms and legs into, with straps dangling on both sides.

She hesitated. If she got into that chair, she likely wasn’t getting out until the man released her at their destination.

“Sit down, Mrs. Rockwell,” said the man, his deep voice garbled. “Or get out of the van and leave your man behind. Your choice.”

When put that way, her resolve strengthened. Dropping her purse to the floor, she turned around and sat down in the bucket seat, placing her arms and legs in the loops.

The man loomed over her, locking the hinges of the restraints around her wrists. “Don’t worry, Mrs. Rockwell, this won’t hurt. Much.”

Hurt? She looked around, wondering if she had made the wrong decision, when a second hooded man entered the side of the van.

He was bearing a dark hood, which he dropped over the top of her head. It was loose, but itchy, causing her to groan in annoyance.

This was quickly replaced by fear as a sharp pinch came from her neck. “This won’t take long, Mrs. Rockwell,” came the strange voice again, sounding like it was coming down a long tunnel. “Welcome to the Rookery.”

The door slid shut, the engine roaring. Her body wobbled as the van began to back out of the driveway, but she was already having trouble staying awake.

Her eyes felt heavy, her breathing slowing as the rumble of the road put her back to sleep.


Chapter Three

The drowsiness wore off gradually, her eyes fluttering as consciousness returned. She squinted, realizing that she was staring at her reflection in a mirror fixed to the wall.

Her dress had been removed, leaving her in the sheer lingerie she had picked out before she had left. She was sitting in a straight backed chair, her ankles chained to the legs.

This was sufficient to hold her in place due to the thick metal collar wrapped around her neck. Twin rings extended outwards from the center, her wrists locked inside.

Her immediate instinct was to struggle, but that didn’t get her very far. The rear of the collar had been fixed to the wall, preventing her from getting away. She could twist her body left and right, but that was it.

She clamped her fingers together and twisted her wrists, but the holes in the restraint were small enough to prevent her from slipping out. She was forced to sit up straight and do little else.

Her eyes darted about, taking in the room she had been locked in. The floor and walls were white tile, and there was a dropped ceiling, also white, with white, fluorescent lights beating down on her head.

She grunted, shifting around to try and locate a door, but she couldn’t even find a seam in the wall. This was either a deprivation chamber or an abattoir, and given the options, she was rather hoping it was the former.

Gulping, her heart raced, anxiety eating at her thoughts. Whoever had brought her here hadn’t harmed her, yet, but that could change at any moment. She had been locked in this dungeon, and she didn’t have any idea how long she had been here.

The drugs were still making her head muzzy, and the way the cuff loops pinched at her wrists was getting annoying. To relieve the pressure, she had to use her elbow muscles, and they were already starting to get tired. At the rate this was going, they wouldn’t even have to do anything to break her!

She moved her ass in the seat, trying to alleviate some of the pain of having to sit in one spot, but the new position she found was even more uncomfortable, so she moved back. She made a noise in frustration. This was so annoying!

Pressing her chin down, she pulled at the collar, but it was firmly fixed in place. It must be welded at the rear. Sighing, she deflated, utterly unable to do anything at all.

As the seconds ticked past, she started to become bored. The pain in her wrists was a small distraction, but worse were the thoughts trickling through her mind.

This place she had willingly gone to, the Rookery, what kind of a place was it? Did they mean to torture her until her mind broke?

She could certainly imagine several scenarios, many of them brutal and unforgiving. She grimaced as her pussy jolted at the thought of being treated roughly. Stupid!

Her libido could be such an idiot sometimes! Yeah, she had those kinds of fantasies, but they were potentially dangerous to do in real life. She had always thought that they would remain fantasies.

Now that she was here, though, she could see that all sorts of wonderful sexual fetishes could be fulfilled. She grimaced, trying to banish that idea from her mind. She was here to save her marriage, not to get off.

The sudden click of a latch startled her, and she composed herself as a black line appeared in the wall to her right. A rectangle slid open, revealing nothing more than blackness beyond. They certainly weren’t giving her any clues to the layout of this place!

Perhaps it was meant to make the situation more spooky. She had to admit that it was working.

She folded her hands into fists as a man dressed in black suddenly appeared through a hole in the wall. The door closed behind him with a clunk, and he grabbed a nondescript office chair that had been blending into the wall. The rollers bounced across the tiles, his combat boots clacking against the floor as he stopped in front of her without a word.

He was wearing a black mask mounted to his head, with pinhole eyes so that she couldn’t see his face, but the way the black outfit stretched over his muscled shoulders seemed a little familiar. Her stress amped up as he examined her body.

“Very sexy,” he declared, and she sighed in relief.

“Sam!” she exclaimed. “You’re here, I didn’t think you’d… !”

He held up a finger to the lips of his mask. “The first rule is that you do not speak to your Masters unless you are spoken to. This is very important, and will be a part of the Deal.”

She opened her lips to protest, but closed them before an utterance escaped. He lowered his hand back to his knee. “Very good. You can learn.”

Her brow furrowed, but she said nothing, extremely curious about where he was going with all this. A Deal? Whatever could that mean?

Hope rose in her chest. There might yet be a future for them, but given their environment, it looked like this Deal was going to be a rather twisted affair. Her heart fluttered with excitement.

Her husband leaned back, bracing his large forearms on his thighs. “Here is the situation. You’ve broken the bonds of trust between us. There is no guarantee that if I forgive your slutty ways, you’ll follow the new agreement. That means our living arrangement will have to be different, until I can regain that lost trust.”

“In broad terms, that means that our relationship will have to change. Instead of husband and wife, it will be master and slave. You will be my pet, maid, and live-in slave until further notice.”

“Your what?” she exclaimed, unable to contain herself.

He held up his finger again, pressing it to her lips. “You haven’t yet agreed to the Deal, so the rules do not yet apply. I will grant you a special dispensation to speak, for now. We should talk frankly, as this will be a major turning point in our lives, if you agree to the terms.”

“And if I don’t agree to this… Deal, what then? A divorce? I could drag you through the courts and take you for all you’re worth, you know!”

His head tilted downwards. “Yes, you’ll always have that option, even after making the Deal. If you take it, however, I will disavow you entirely. I’ll move away, disappear, break contact, and you’ll never see me again. Consider carefully.”

Her situation slowly began to sink in. This opportunity she was being given was no prize. There would be a lot of work involved, and no little amount of humiliation. She’d be treated like an object, a pet, dehumanized and made to obey his every whim.

The prospect was terrifying, and wonderful. She shivered, her eyes alight as she stared at her husband’s mask. Was it bad to admit that this kind of thrill was what she had been looking for all along?

Her body trembled. “Okay, then, what’s this Deal you keep talking about?”

He shook his head. “We’ll get to that, in due course. First, we’re going to discuss why.”

When he failed to explain what he meant, her brow furrowed. “Why what?”

He sat there like a statue, staring at her through the mask. From what she could see of the glint through the holes, she got the sense that she was meant to figure it out herself. Fine, it wasn’t that difficult.

She relaxed, grimacing as her wrists complained. “You want to know why I fucked that man.”

Her husband remained still, impassive. He wasn’t going to give her any help with this.

She lifted her head, feeling the thick metal ring at the back of her neck as she recalled the last few months. “You know I’ve been spending a lot of time with my friends, right?” she asked, waiting for a noise of affirmation that never came.

“Well, we’ve been talking, and I’ve been complaining about how dull my life has been.” It felt as though a heavy weight had been placed on her chest, but she pushed on through. “They said that I needed to broaden my horizons, seek out new pleasures. That you were… too stifling, and that I should enjoy myself while I still had my beauty.”

She pressed her lips together, a cold sweat appearing on her brow. “I put them off a few times, but after a couple of weeks of hearing the same thing, I began to think that I could do what they claimed. As an experiment, I put my profile on a couple of apps.”

She paused, her eyes darting back to his masked face. “It wasn’t as though I was seriously planning on seeing any of them! I simply wanted to see if what they said was true… that I was still beautiful.”

Her mind began to wander, running through the cascade of profiles that had matched with her. It hadn’t even taken that long, either, to the point where she was having to sort through hundreds of them a day.

She had hidden the evidence on her tablet, careful to make sure it was always locked when her husband was around. Why had she been so foolish with her phone?

Her mind circled back from this segue. “After a couple of weeks of that, the temptation became too strong. My friends suggested that I should try messaging some of them, and after I did that, my resistance dropped further. They were so attractive.”

She withered under Sam’s level stare, but she had to finish the story, or he wouldn’t continue. “It was a large leap from there to inviting one over, but after some more encouragement, I made the jump.”

Her lips quivered. “His name was Jeff,” she confessed, tears trickling from her eyes. “A nice guy, but shallow. We had sex a few times, but never hit it off.”

Sam leaned forward. “How many?”

Her tears began to come in earnest, now. “Four or five? I was starting to lose track. There were so many possibilities, and I wanted to try them all!”

“It was as I feared, then,” he sighed. “Your friends poured poison into your ears, working to destroy our relationship. How many of them are single?”

She shivered as she shifted in the seat. “Most of them?” she answered, a little uncertain. “One of them is in a poly relationship. She’s the one who encouraged me to open up our marriage.”

“That’s always the beginning of the end,” said Sam with conviction. “An open marriage is like an open toilet; Everyone gets to use it. If you had brought this up to me, I would have shot down the idea immediately. I am not interested in polyamory. You are mine, and mine alone.”

This statement gave her a thrill, her pussy heating in response. Even so, she still wanted to debate him on this topic, but she sensed that it wasn’t her turn to speak. She waited, pursing her lips.

He shook his head, crossing his arms. “Once the taboo was broken, it was only a matter of time. You became a wild, horny slut, basing your value on whatever these apps would give you. It will take a lot of training to put you back in your place, and I’m not entirely certain whether it can even be done.”

“But you said that I belong to you!” she protested. “Are you really willing to give that up?”

“No, I said that you were mine,” he retorted, clenching a fist and slamming it against his knee. “That was no longer true as soon as you started giving yourself to random men online.”

She shut up as she heard the vitriol in his voice. Her husband’s anger was legendary, though he had never taken it out on her. She was afraid that if she provoked him too much, that might change.

“In any case, we have a new plan now. My friends have convinced me that you can be fixed,” he said, sounding dubious. “That’s why they’ve helped me to bring you here to the Rookery. It’s a place for women to train to be submissive to their husbands. I’ve resisted their suggestions, up until now, but it’s clear that you cannot be faithful without extra reinforcement. This place has become your last option.”

There didn’t seem to be any response to that, so she held back, her mind whirling. Did she really want to be his slave? It seemed like a rather large step to prevent a divorce.

Her rational mind was telling her to say hell no and get out of here, but her heart still yearned for his protection. Deep down, she knew he was a good man, not one she should let go of lightly. She doubted she’d be able to find anything like him on the apps—certainly none of the men she had met as fuck buddies had possessed any redeeming qualities.

From what he had said, there was nothing stopping her from accepting his Deal and saying no down the line. It wouldn’t cost her anything to wait and see. Nothing but a piece of her dignity.

Sam got up from the chair, retrieving a remote from somewhere behind her. A projector turned on, the whirr of the cooling fan breaking the silence. Bold text appeared on the white tiles in front of her.

The Deal

“This is the contract by which you will abide,” Sam said, stalking in front of her with his arms tucked behind his back. “It has been made as simple as possible, to reduce confusion. You will learn the rules that stand on these bedrock principles, in time, but for now, you will only be expected to commit these three tenets to memory.”

He clicked a remote, and the text shifted.

Enslaved by Will

“This represents your willingness to be enslaved by me. If your mind changes, this contract will be null and void.”

The screen flashed again.

Obedience through Faith

“The obedience you show me throughout this training will be predicated on the faith that I know best for you. If that faith should ever fail, this contract will be null and void.”

Click.

Submissive in Trust

“Through obedience flows submissiveness. Submissiveness is the only way for you to rebuild the trust you broke with me. In turn, you shall trust that I will always take care of you, to the very best of my ability. If that trust should ever fail, this contract will be null and void.”

He clicked the remote once more, and the three lines appeared on top of each other.

She gulped, quickly scanning the words and trying to memorize them.

“Don’t worry about remembering it all now,” he said, stopping his pacing. “You will have ample opportunity to fix these within your mind.

“Oh, there’s one final thing.” He clicked the button again, a single word appearing on the screen.

Honor

“Since you already broke a contract with me, my side of the The Deal is less complicated. This simply means that I will conduct my actions with honor towards you.”

Yes, simple. She jiggled in the restraints, feeling drained. “I get it,” she said, trying not to sound flippant. She pulled her lips up into a fake smile. “When can we start?”

Sam clicked off the projector. “Right away, but only after you sign the contract. Bear in mind, that once you do so, the Deal is on. After that, any disobedience will be punished.”

She nodded as much as she could, feeling the band of metal at her neck. It was a potent reminder of what she was agreeing to, but in some ways, it didn’t bother her. At the current moment, she would agree to anything to get him back.

He reached a hand into his sleeve, a key appearing as if by magic. Moving over to her wrists, he unlocked them one by one, tucking the key back away again.

She lowered her arms hesitantly, rubbing at her tender skin as she waited for his next move. She noticed that she was anticipating his actions eagerly, as if she was already his pet.

He produced a clipboard from behind her, showing her the text on the page. She recognized the short phrases that had been shown on the screen earlier. “There are no extra clauses, no hidden text,” he explained. “Please, sign at the bottom.”

A big box was provided for her signature, and although she couldn’t see it clearly from this angle, it didn’t really matter. Grabbing the pen trapped under the clip, she uncapped the tip and signed her first name with a flourish. She paused for a moment, then added Rockwell to remind her husband that they were still married.

When she was done, she gave the clipboard and pen back to her husband, folding her hands over her legs like an obedient servant. There, now the ball was in his court.

Taking the clipboard from her, he walked over to the wall and pounded on it with a large fist. “She’s agreed,” he said in a stentorian voice. “We can begin.”

The door in the wall cracked open, a cart being rolled into the tiled room by another man dressed in black. She winced as she spotted the tools sitting on top. They looked vaguely surgical, and she wasn’t certain she could deal with more torture.

A sparkling gem was sewn to a small crimson cushion, and she gasped as she studied the facets of the gleaming diamond. That looked like—no, it was impossible!

She lifted her left hand, glancing at her ring finger. When had it disappeared?

Guilt set in as the cart rolled to a stop, her heart throbbing in anguish. She knew that her husband had spent an awful lot on their wedding ring, and she had been forced to hide it when having her trysts with other men.

That made it even more distressing that she hadn’t noticed it was missing. So much had happened lately, though, it was no wonder her mind was being so flaky.

A second man appeared behind the first, blue surgical gloves covering his hands. He was carrying a couple sheets of paper, which he tilted over to show her.

Sam rolled over to the man, gesturing at the page, which showed an image of the gem from their wedding ring. It had been attached to a short post, the other end containing a smaller, similar diamond. “Since you threw our old vows into the trash, I’m repurposing your wedding ring as a reminder of your new pledge to the Deal.”

He lifted a finger to point at the new setting the gem had been fixed to. “The problem was that the ring was too easy for you to remove. To fix that, this has been changed to a belly button ring. That will require a piercing, of course, but only if you agree to it.”

He turned his head to her, eyes glinting behind the mask as he waited for her response. Her lips wobbled. “This… is a part of the Deal, too?” she asked, her shoulders feeling tight.

He nodded. “Enslaved by Will. You must decide whether you are willing to be enslaved to me. That requires that you obey my desires to alter your body. If you deny me, you deny the Deal.”

That didn’t give her much wiggle room. She stared at the gem, licking her lips. “Fine,” she said. “I’ll do it.”

The man carrying the sheets of paper swapped them out, showing her another image. It read, PROPERTY OF SAM in an arch, printed in red block letters that were outlined in black.

She frowned, not understanding. “This will be tattooed above your mons,” explained Sam. “A more permanent reminder of who owns you. This will make it much more difficult for you to abuse my trust with another.”

The first proposition seemed a little strange, but this one was far more outrageous. “Wait, you want to what?” she asked, her voice coming out strangled.

“He’s going to tattoo you,” said Sam, gesturing at the black clad man holding the paper. “Don’t worry, he’s an experienced artist. There will be some pain, but I assure you that once he’s done, it will look quite good.”

That wasn’t her first concern. Shit, she’d never be able to take off her underwear without seeing the block letters.

He’d probably have to shave off some of her hair to fit the design, and once it was done, it would be a garish mess. She gulped, her mind buzzing as she tried to make a decision.

“I know this is a big leap of faith,” rumbled Sam, “but it’s another requirement of the Deal. I want this done, and in my eyes, it will make you more beautiful to me. Submissive in Trust. Do you trust me? Will you give yourself to me? To confess to being owned?”

That was the real question, wasn’t it? Was she going to get serious about this, or was she going to back out? His demands were making it more difficult for her to make the decision, but had anything really changed?

He wanted her to confess to being his slave, and right now, her words meant little to him. Only acts would do.

Tattoos could be removed, but it was difficult, and she didn’t know how effective it would be. If she went forward with this, she would wear his name on her body, an ultimate declaration of her loyalty.

Turning it over in her mind, she tried to weigh the pros and cons, but she just couldn’t seem to marshal her thoughts. This wasn’t going to be decided by pure logic. What did she feel about this?

She pressed her tongue against her teeth, trying to figure it out. She remained silent for a long time as her gut roiled, but she finally came up with an answer.

“Yes. Let’s do it.” Her body tingled with worry, but she knew it was the right path forward.

She was getting in deeper, investing more. This would make it more difficult to change her mind later, but that didn’t matter. She was committed.

“Very well, then,” replied Sam. “Bear in mind that all of our conversations are recorded at the Rookery. Your decision has been documented for posterity, and I will hold you to it.”

He rolled back in his chair and crossed his arms, nodding at the other two men. “Prepare her.”

One of them grabbed a towel and a pair of clippers off the cart, kneeling in front of her. The other brought over a pair of soft, black cuffs. She waited demurely as he secured these around her wrists, bringing them up to lock them back into the metal rings.

The cuffs cushioned her wrists, giving her some comfort as the two men continued their preparations. Latches were undone, parts of the chair swinging down behind her knees in order to give them better access to her pussy.

Hands tugged at her panties, pulled them under her ass and down her legs. They were discarded, a buzzing sound whirring below. Her skin prickled on her belly next to her hips. He must be trimming off some of her curly pubic hair.

A cool stroking sensation came from her belly button, and she made a worried sigh, knowing what was coming next. The stroking stopped, the man moving back to the cart to retrieve a set of tongs with metal loops at the end. He held it up in front of her wordlessly, twisting it to either side to show it off, lifting up a small needle in his other hand.

She nodded, clamping her lips together as she braced herself, stoic. The pinch of her skin, when it came, didn’t seem so bad, but she knew this was only the start. She pressed a fingernail into her forefinger, using the small pain to defuse the sharp jolt that came next.

She let out a long groan as he removed the needle, throbbing pain shooting from her belly as he cleaned up the mess. At least that was quick, but the tattooing was going to be a much longer ordeal.

The buzzing below clicked off, a cloth cleaning the shaved parts. She shifted her ass on the remaining part of the seat, sighing as she tried to get as comfortable as she could.

Sam loomed over her. “The talking portion is over,” he declared, holding a red ball gag in his hands. “Since you’ve agreed to this, I don’t need to hear any further protestations.”

She gave the gag a dubious stare, but a thrill ran through her pussy. They had roleplayed a few times in the past, but nothing this kinky. God, why did it feel so good to be treated like a whore?

A hand moved in, his thumb pressing into her mouth. Applying pressure, he pulled her jaw down far enough so that he could tuck the ball past her lips, fitting it behind her teeth. He then worked to secure the strap at the rear, cinching it into place.

She gurgled around it, biting down on the rubbery surface. It wasn’t too large, but it was tight enough that she couldn’t push it back out with her tongue. She was stuck with it and the annoying pressure it was putting on her jaw joints.

Sam stroked a hand over her hair. “You’re still as beautiful as I remembered,” he sighed. “If we truly can change your attitude, there might still be a chance.”

She gurgled around the gag as the buzzing down below took on a different tenor. She couldn’t see what was happening, but she knew exactly what they were doing.

Her stomach trembled as a throbbing pain began, a little worse than she had anticipated. She tried to stay still, hoping that she wouldn’t mess up the man’s artistry. Nothing would be worse than getting a tattoo and having it look ugly.

The whirring buzz hurt, though, and it was already starting to get difficult to avoid moving away. Fortunately, her husband wasn’t done with her yet.

Leaning over, he ran his hands around behind the back of her chest. He worked at the catch, releasing her bra and lifting it away. He glanced at the lacey fabric, folding it in two as he passed it to the other man. “I appreciate the sentiment, but we won’t be having sex for some time,” he said in a low voice. “Not until I trust that you won’t run away from me again.”

Squeezing her eyes shut, she groaned, tears streaming out as the tattoo needle dug in again. Sex didn’t seem important right now, but she could feel the regret in the back of her mind. She didn’t have any idea how long it would be before her husband might trust her again.

Sam wrapped his hands around her breasts, digging his fingers in. She hissed as he tugged her flesh forward, his fingers skipping across her skin as he let go. “You’ve always had magnificent breasts,” he remarked, pinching one of her nipples as a parting gift. “Large and bountiful, delightfully erogenous. Sensitive, too!”

She wasn’t certain where he was going with this until the final sentence. Oh no!

She turned her head to follow her husband as he moved over to the cart, palming something in his hand. Returning, he revealed the metallic devices to her, spreading them apart to highlight the dangling silver chain securing them together. Nipple clamps.

“Pain is a poor motivator,” declared her husband, “but I know how difficult it will be for you to get through this session. That’s why I’ve prepared some distractions to help you take your mind off of things.”

She shook her head, wrapping her lips around the gag as she grunted. He didn’t seem to care what she thought now, though, crouching down to play with her left breast. Her grunt turned to a squeal of protest as he popped the end of the clamp onto her nipple.

She sucked in a breath, blinking as this new source of pain wobbled from her breast. Damn, that was awful! It was about to get worse, though!

Her husband moved to her other breast, attaching the second clamp. The tears in her eyes came stronger now, running down her cheeks. It was probably going to smear her makeup, but she just didn’t care. She wanted the pain to stop!

He ran his fingers over the chain, giving it a little tweak. Twin points of pain yanked at her sensitive flesh, and she moaned. “Don’t worry, these won’t do any permanent damage to you. Have you noticed that you’re no longer worrying about the tattoo?”

He was right. The pain down below was nothing compared to the immediacy of the agony in her breasts. She twisted her head, trying to find something, anything to distract herself from the burning ache.

Her husband touched the skin between her breasts, running a finger down the middle. “Can’t you feel it? With every touch of the needle, you’re declaring yourself mine. I’m still not sure whether the Deal will hold, but so far you seem receptive.”

She grunted into the gag, pressing her neck into the steel collar. Sam’s faceless mask stared at her impassively as he continued. “My friends gave it a low chance, but I had to try. It is your last chance, after all, and everybody deserves an opportunity for redemption.”

He rolled his shoulders, unconcerned at her discomfort. “Perhaps you’re not willing to completely throw our marriage away? Do you have the tolerance necessary to see this through? We shall see. It depends entirely upon your determination.”

She shook her head, realizing too late that it was a mistake. Her nipples rattled, the chain tugging at the clamps as the pain spiked. Given how severe it was, she could barely detect the scratching of the tattoo needle as it moved nearer to her belly.

Was it halfway done? That was impossible, wasn’t it? Larger tattoos usually took a long time to finish, based on her research.

Sam rested a hand on her shoulder. “I know you’re distracted right now,” he said, a hint of humor in his words, “but that’s part of the training, too. How much can you concentrate on your duty while being pulled in multiple directions?”

Ugh. He always did have the propensity to become a little long winded. That was one of the personality flaws that always ended up annoying her. Well, she couldn’t ignore him now.

“As a new trainee slave, you will need to learn how you should serve your Master. When I ask you what you want, I want to hear you respond that you want to be my pet. To be owned by me. To be trained by me into a happy little slut. Nothing less will do.”

Betsy slobbered through the gag. That didn’t seem like too much to ask. It would be humiliating, of course, but not nearly as bad as today had already been. She had expected that she would have to make a few concessions to win back his trust, and if a couple of degrading phrases would do it, so be it.

Once she had regained some of her freedom, she’d see where everything landed. For now, however, every iota of her being was focused on ensuring that she could keep the Deal and remain his wife.

Pet. Owned. Slut. She’d have to come up with a statement that would satisfy him, but she couldn’t make it something rote. He’d figure out that she was faking in some way, which might earn a punishment or worse.

Pet. Owned. Slut. It was degrading thinking those words, but the set of three began to burn in her mind. She grunted, chewing on the rubber ball as she tried to remember the three tenets of the Deal.

Damn, they had already fled from her mind. She could only hope that her husband would show her mercy and give her a sheet to memorize.

He stroked her chin. “You’ve been a good girl so far, and the tattoo artist is making good progress on the outline. We won’t be able to finish this one today, but since he’s a resident at the Rookery, we’ll be able to get in a good session every day until it’s done.”

Every day. This misery was going to be an ongoing affair, then.

She swallowed, eyes straining as she followed Sam’s progression back to the cart. What was he fetching this time?

He lifted up a black, shiny piece of fabric, made out of a material she recognized from fashion magazines. It was a latex hood, with gaping holes for the eyes and mouth.

Surely, he hadn’t been able to find anything in her size at such short notice, had he? He did have her measurements for dresses and regular clothing, but he rarely ever purchased such things.

Moving towards her, he dangled the glossy material from one hand, showing it off with a subtle tilt. There was a zipper at the rear, but she got the sense that it was inside out.

“As you might have guessed, setting up a training program for a new slave takes time,” he explained. “I’ve known about your infidelity for about a month, and we’ve been diligently gathering the required training materials since then.”

Placing the mask over her shoulder, he grabbed the strap of her gag, undoing it. He pulled it from her mouth with a wet slurp, a gasp escaping her throat as she cleaned the saliva off her lips. “Don’t get too comfortable,” he warned. “I like my sluts gagged, and you’re going to spend plenty of time silent.”

Her throat bobbed, but she remembered the Deal and said nothing. He hadn’t asked for her opinion, so she was not free to give it.

Plopping the wet gag onto the cart, he returned, grabbing the mask and flipping it inside out. The exterior was more glossy than the interior, with several metal snap buttons placed around the mouth and eyes. A large, rubber tube was placed at the top, sticking out straight.

It was just as she had thought, then, but worse. She could already imagine what the snaps might be used for, and none of it was good.

Grasping the zipper at the rear, he moved the mask towards her head. She held her breath as he slipped it into place, waiting as he shifted it around to ensure that the nose and mouth holes were in the right spots.

She took a short breath as her nipples pulsed with pain. Fortunately, they were starting to become rather numb, which reduced how much discomfort she was in. This meant that she was starting to feel more of the pain from the tattooing, however, which was truly distracting.

When her mind returned to the hood, she was surprised to find that he hadn’t started working on the zipper. Instead, he had gathered up her hair into a single mass and folded it over, shoving it into the tube at the top of the mask.

It seemed rather fiddly, but eventually he prevailed, tossing her hair out over the side of her head. Next came the zipper, the hood clinging to the back of her skull as he zipped it up to the bottom of her neck, where it wrapped tightly around her throat.

Pressing a finger under the material, he straightened out a few wrinkles, which made it a little more comfortable, but it was still damn tight. She grimaced, stretching out her chin in an attempt to relieve some of the pressure.

When these efforts failed, she sighed and resigned herself to her fate. She was about to complain to her husband out of habit when he reappeared, something large and black being thrust into her mouth.

She made an incomprehensible noise as it was jammed past her teeth, the edges being snapped to the mask over her lips. There came the sound of a squeeze bulb, the three rubbery pouches beginning to expand at the same time, giving her an unpleasant surprise.

“This is called a butterfly gag,” her husband explained in a casual tone. “The reason for this should be rather obvious.”

He squeezed the bulb again and the wings of the gag opened outwards, popping into her cheeks. The more he inflated it, the fuller her mouth became, making it impossible for her to do anything more than grunt through her nose.

It didn’t even take that much time, either. With a few more pumps, she was filled to capacity, her cheeks complaining about the pressure as her skin pressed against the rubber mask. Was this a gambit to introduce yet another source of pain?

Perhaps not, as he looked at her critically and released some of the pressure through the squeeze bulb with a relief valve. “Good slave,” he remarked. “There’s just one more addition, and we can move on to the next scenario.”

Next scenario? Her belly trembled, already unable to take much more. If he had something further in mind, she might just go mad!

Fortunately, the buzzing of the tattoo gun was starting to reach the other side of her hips, which meant that the artist was closing in on the finish. Just a bit more, and the pain would cease!

That didn’t help her nipples, though, but the pain was still moderating as they began to tingle. He had claimed that the clamps wouldn’t damage them, but she was already starting to get worried.

She worried even more as the third man leaned over and pulled something large from the lower shelf of the cart. Turning around, he gripped the shoulders of a glossy catsuit, the legs flopping in front of him.

“We’ll pop you into this, and then we can begin,” announced Sam, his voice light.

She groaned as she studied the heavy black rubber, noting the open holes at the bust line. How the hell was she going to fit into that?


Chapter Four

The van swayed as she clutched at the handrests of the chair to stabilize herself, her mons burning from the tattoo she had received earlier in the day. She was still wearing the latex bodysuit they had dressed her in, as well as the plugged chastity belt, though the large devices filling her up had lain dormant since they had loaded her in and blindfolded her.

It was just as well, since the rocking of the van kept jostling them, the accursed belt squeezing at her loins every time she shifted in the chair. Her hands and ankles had been locked in place, her belly held by a wide leather strap.

She couldn’t make much noise, either, as a panel gag had been fitted over her mask, holding her tongue down as it filled her mouth. The most she could manage was tiny little noises through her nostrils in protest, which everyone seemed to be ignoring.

She arched her back, feeling the stiffness of the metal bra they had fitted to her after releasing her from the suspension bondage. They had tried several different cups on her, settling on ones small enough to press against her nipples. Turning back and forth, she sighed at the limited stimulation she could elicit from the solid material.

The straps had been locked on, preventing her from shifting the bra in any material way. Damn, that was annoying!

Reality was turning out to be far more of a drag than her personal fantasies, though she couldn’t help but be aroused through the pain anyway. She gritted her teeth around the gag, gulping as she ran her mind through the set of thoughts that kept her motivated. Sam is my Master! I am his slutty pet! I am his obedient slave!

Oof, that really was getting her motor running, but there was nowhere for it to go. The belt was inflexible, keeping the plugs up against her pussy and ass without much room to jiggle around.

She tilted her feet, rolling her toes. They were pretty cramped inside the platform boots she had been issued, though this wasn’t as annoying as the rest of her outfit. The latex was really making her sweaty, and she could feel it slowly draining off her body into her shoes. If nothing changed, it would turn into a sauna down there for her bare feet.

Her random thoughts rolled to a halt at the same time as the van, the engine rumbling at idle. Hands suddenly appeared, prying at the gag in her mouth.

She gasped, taking in a deep breath of fresh air as it was pulled out. She licked her lips, holding back her questions, the Deal ever present in her mind. She would start testing her boundaries eventually, but now wasn’t the time.

Buckles jingled at her neck as several straps were unlocked and pulled free. When the collar was finally removed, she allowed her neck to sag, feeling the aches all the way up and down her vertebrae. She was really starting to hate that posture collar, and she had the sneaky suspicion that she would be wearing it quite a bit.

The zipper at the back of her hood was undone, the rubber encasing her head creaking as it was pulled upwards. She clenched her jaw together and closed her eyes as the material swept over her forehead, coolness washing up her face as her sweat began to evaporate.

The hands stroked over her hair, adding a scrunchie to secure the loose strands. Earbuds were stuffed into her ear canals, a towel whirling around her neck and chin to remove the excess sweat.

The hands soon returned, wrapping a cold length around her neck. A hard, metallic ball rested against her breastbone, sitting heavy against her skin, as they likely intended. Of course. It seemed like she would be wearing a lot of collars while she was being trained at the Rookery.

This one, at least, seemed more comfortable than the last, but she couldn’t bend her neck down far enough to give it a look. Being bound for a while could be fun, but to the extent it was being used on her, it was becoming insufferable.

She squinted as a light was beamed into her face, the man working quickly to clean up her makeup. She curled her fingers as a tone sounded in her ears.

“Welcome to your first challenge,” came the purr of her husband’s voice. “We’ve arrived at a grocery store, and it’s almost dinner time. Your goal is to gather the ingredients for lasagna in fifteen minutes. If you go over the time limit, you fail. If you need to ask for help from others, that is acceptable, but you cannot tell them why you’re dressed the way you are. If you do, you fail. Depending on the indiscretion, you may be punished, or the Deal may be off. You have been warned. Be careful.”

She gave him a grunt in confirmation, twisting her lips as she chafed at her restrictions. Fifteen minutes! That was going to be impossible!

Her husband’s voice continued, colored with a hint of amusement. “A microphone has been included with your newest collar. I will be able to hear anything you say during this challenge. A credit card will be placed in your overcoat that can be used to purchase the ingredients, and we will be watching from the van. If you attempt to flee, the Deal is over—and good luck trying to find someone to remove all of the bondage devices!”

Betsy grimaced. She knew that she could be overly emotional sometimes, but running now would be extremely foolish. She was determined to win this stupid challenge—she wouldn’t give her husband the satisfaction of seeing her fail.

The man finished with her makeup, moving down her body to work at the straps and restraints. He had a thinner frame than her husband, which meant that Sam was probably sitting up front, monitoring the situation.

She let out a long sigh as the chest strap was removed, trying to psych herself up. She could do this.

She frowned. What were the ingredients for lasagna? It was something her mother made infrequently, and she had never tried the recipe herself.

Anxiety began to eat at her brain. She was going to have to say something, wasn’t she? But she shouldn’t, or she might be punished!

Sam’s voice warmed her ears. “Any questions? You may now speak, slave.”

A rush of breath whistled past her lips as relief flooded her limbs. “What should I be buying?” she asked quickly, her thoughts spilling out. “I’ve never made lasagna, and I don’t want to screw this up!”

“I know you haven’t,” Sam replied calmly. “You haven’t made much of anything, have you?”

“Now that’s just unfair! I do make a few things… sometimes,” she said lamely.

She straightened her back. “You knew this before we married, though! I was never much of a cook!”

“Yes, and you’ve tried extremely hard to make up for that with cold takeout,” Sam said wryly. “But all of that is behind us now. You’ve been given a new opportunity. You can learn to do this, as everyone else did, throughout history. You can be a dutiful wife. You can become my slutty pet slave. But only if you want to.”

This was far beyond anything she was familiar or comfortable with, but oh well. It seemed as though her entire life was going to become a topsy-turvy mess at this rate.

“Okay,” she said, trying to sound meek. “What do you want me to do?”

“We’ve included a camera in your collar, so I can get a sense of what you’re seeing. I’ll give you directions as you go. Your job is simply to follow them as fast as you can.”

The man unlocked her wrists from the chair and she began to rub them, focusing on her husband’s words. “Is there a catch?”

“Smart girl. I knew there was a reason why I married you. Yes. This is an exercise in obedience. If you fail to obey my commands, you will receive a demerit. This is a new concept we haven’t yet discussed, so I will be forgiving on this first challenge. I don’t have to be, though, so if you insist on being a bad girl, I won’t hold back.”

Demerits? Was she revisiting her childhood in a strict catholic school?

The man attending her finished unstrapping her legs, and he wandered to the back of the van, opening a metal locker. She stood, stretching as she watched him carefully.

With the way they hid their identities, she couldn’t always know who she was dealing with. That was intentional, as it meant that it would be difficult to connect with them on a human level. This dehumanization was part of the process they were using to break down her psyche, and she had to admit it was starting to work.

She was effectively alone but for the voice of her husband in her ears, which she was meant to obey. She had to focus on him, because she couldn’t talk to them—under threat of punishment.

How bad could that punishment be? The training she’d experienced so far was no walk in the park. What could they do to her that was worse than that?

She shuddered, her imagination going to dark places. Best not to dwell on that idea.

Fortunately, the man had returned, bearing a large, tan overcoat. He held it up in front of her, showing off how long it was. With her small frame, it would easily dangle around her ankles when she put it on.

She lifted her arms, the latex at her shoulders creaking as she stretched the skin tight material. She winced as it pinched at her skin, but the man simply wrapped the coat over her shoulders, letting it fall into place.

She wrapped it around her waist, fastening a series of oversized buttons. With the way the fabric overlapped, it would hide her bodysuit and metal bra from view. This would make her look more or less normal, but for the golden collar sitting around her neck.

Lifting the metal ball at the front, she gave it a good look, but she couldn’t see anything hiding under the burnished metal. Where the heck had they managed to hide a microphone and video camera inside this thing?

“Pretty, isn’t it?” murmured her husband. “You’ll be wearing it any time you’re outside the compound. It cannot be removed without a cutoff wheel or bolt cutters. That won’t matter much, anyway, because you won’t be running away during one of these challenges, will you?”

“No,” she whispered, letting the metal ball fall back against her breastbone. “If I deny you, I want to tell you to your face,” she spat, regaining some of her confidence.

He chuckled in her ears. “Very good. I was wondering where that fire had gone. You’ll need it for the challenges ahead.”

More challenges? What kind of a program had he lined up for her?

Tugging the sleeves of her overcoat into position, she faced the outer door of the van with stoic confidence. “I’m ready,” she declared. “Let’s do this.”

The man leaned over and pulled the door open, revealing gray skies and a crowded parking lot. Stepping off, she wobbled on her boots as she hit the asphalt.

She wasn’t used to wearing platforms this high, but they didn’t seem to be all that unstable. Within a few steps, she regained her confidence, stretching out the muscles that had been annoyed by the ride over.

The latex covering her thighs creaked as she moved up onto the curb, giving her pause right outside the busy grocery store. Nobody would be able to see much except for her golden collar, glossy pink boots, and matching rubber gloves. Anybody who did look would simply think she was being a little adventurous. They could never imagine the sort of bondage gear she was wearing right under the overcoat!

She grimaced. They wouldn’t want to imagine it. The metallic bra was chafing against her skin, and the plugs in her chastity belt wobbled with each step. She was already extremely uncomfortable, which didn’t bode well for this challenge.

She adopted a rolling walk with her hips to reduce the amount of stimulation she was receiving. It helped—a little, at the cost of making her stand out more. Hopefully that wouldn’t be a problem.

The glass doors of the store opened automatically, and she picked up a basket. The earbuds crackled in her ears. “Your fifteen minute challenge starts now. Begin with the parsley. It will be in the produce section. You had better hurry up, as you’ll lose a lot of time in the checkout line.”

She cast about, looking for the right section. Normally when she visited the store, she’d randomly graze, wandering from one end to the other. This focused attempt to pick up ingredients for a single recipe was alien to her.

There. She hobbled towards the right side of the store, doing her best to ignore some of the stares of the other patrons. As long as they didn’t bother her, she didn’t care.

She stopped, feeling a little dizzy as the fruits and vegetables spilled out in front of her. There were so many of them. Passing the displays of berries and oranges, she began studying labels, trying to locate the parsley. She didn’t even know what it looked like, damnit!

Her eyes danced over the cases of similar looking lettuce, her vision beginning to blur. No, she wasn’t going to do this!

Slowing down her breathing, she began reading labels. Radishes, green lettuce, romaine, turnips, parsnips, ugh. Wait, there was a label over there that seemed right. Yes!

No. Why the heck were there two varieties? “Which one?” she hissed at the pickup as she stared at flat and curly leaves, straining around the plug in her ass.

He left her waiting for a few tense moments before his amused voice graced her ears. “That’s one demerit for speaking without being spoken to. Go with the flat variety. The curly is fine, too, but it has a bit too much flavor for this recipe.”

She sighed with relief, grabbing some of the parsley and jamming it into a bag. As she dropped it into the basket, she blinked and groaned. There was a faint, fluttering buzz in her pussy. What the heck was that?

Her husband’s low voice returned. “I did say this was going to be a challenge, didn’t I?” he said, sounding amused. “With every success, the vibration will increase. Your goal is to get out of the store within the time limits without having an orgasm.”

He was changing the parameters of the challenge, damnit! But boy, it felt good to be under his control.

This was a serious problem. The more she allowed herself to sink into the fantasy, the worse her arousal got. It wasn’t too much of an issue now, but once the vibration was turned up further? All bets were off.

“The next ingredient is garlic,” murmured Sam.

That one should be easy! Looking around, she quickly located it, placing a bulb into the basket. She gulped as the tingling buzz rose in her ass plug. Both of them had vibrators, damn!

“Don’t forget the onions,” he chuckled, his amusement beginning to rub her the wrong way.

He was enjoying toying with her! Ugh, she was already starting to regret this Deal.

Or… maybe not. She froze after placing a couple of onions in the basket, realizing that the buzzing was really starting to please her.

Oh no. A sudden realization blossomed in her core, something she hadn’t been willing to admit to herself before: she was really starting to enjoy being treated this way.

Despite what her friends had claimed, maybe she really was the submissive one in this relationship. Pretending to be his slave might not be the burden she had originally thought.

Yeah, she might have entered into the Deal in a purely emotional fit of fear, but now she was starting to think this whole thing might have legs. Would she really allow herself to be turned into a slave slut, as her husband desired? The idea wasn’t as far-fetched as it used to be.

She shivered, pushing away these thoughts as a tingle of desire coiled in her brain. She couldn’t allow herself to get distracted further, or she’d lose too much time.

“Your next destination is the cold section,” broke in Sam. “You will want to pick up mild Italian sausage, eggs, ricotta cheese, mozzarella, and parmesan. You may ask me to repeat this list once when you arrive.”

Her eyes went hard. The stimulation wasn’t that bad—yet. She would prove to him that she had what it took to succeed. She was no brainless bimbo!

She shuffled around the edges of the store, trying to pick up the pace. This was made difficult by the plugs, which she could feel intimately as they shifted with each step. This was extremely arousing and sexy, but also uncomfortable.

Ignoring the distractions, she strained to try and figure out where the cold section was. Sam hadn’t given her any clues, and she didn’t really know how this grocery store was laid out.

Raising an arm, she signaled a passing patron, grimacing as she realized that this motion exposed more of her arm, which was covered in skintight rubber. The man gave her a curious look, but by the rules of the game, she wasn’t allowed to explain.

“Pardon me, can you direct me to where the eggs are?” she asked, bringing up the first ingredient that came to mind from Sam’s list.

The man frowned, adjusting his glasses as he pointed towards the rear of the store. “Yeah, it’s back there, with all the dairy products. Haven’t you ever been to a grocery store before? They want you to walk past all of their merchandise to buy a gallon of milk.”

She gave him a wan smile, wobbling past. “Thanks for your assistance!”

Embarrassment lit up her face as she clutched the basket to her chest. She could feel his stare burning on her as her ass wobbled with her unnatural walk.

Fortunately, he didn’t ask any more questions, leaving her with the annoying buzzing sensations and an incomplete list of ingredients. Despite what she had claimed earlier, she had already forgotten a few of them in her concern at being caught dressed in rubber.

That was very silly of her, as the man probably thought that she was playing a kinky game, nothing more. He had no idea how strange her situation really was.

Fortunately, she had arrived at the dairy section, and she at least remembered some of what she needed. Eggs were over here, and the cheese was there.

She paused for a moment, trying to figure out how she should handle this. If every time she dropped something into the basket the buzzing got worse, she’d no doubt be dealing with a huge step increase if she put everything in at once. This would leave her little time to get used to the new level, possibly reducing her to a wet mess.

Trying to make it more gradual would waste a lot of time, however. Even sitting here thinking about it was losing her this challenge!

Grabbing some eggs, she stared at them with a curious glare. What if… she kept them in her hand instead of dropping them in the basket? Would that prevent the jump in intensity?

She took an experimental step, grimacing as the plugs began to buzz more insistently. Yeah, that was a silly idea, since her husband could see everything she was doing, right?

Rolling her eyes, she dropped the eggs into the basket and took her lumps. The real key here appeared to be getting this done as quickly as possible so that the vibrators wouldn’t have as much of a chance to work her over.

Her pussy was already starting to get hot, though, lubrication squeezing around the large dildo. It was only a matter of time before she exploded, and she needed to get this done before that could happen. Surely she wouldn’t lose control in the next ten minutes, right?

It was probably less than that now. Her brain started to scramble as she realized that her time was running out.

She knew she needed some mozzarella and parmesan, and those were easy to find, but what was that third kind of cheese? Was there anything else she was missing?

“Repeat the list, please,” she hissed under her breath, feeling defeated.

“You still need ricotta cheese, and mild italian sausage,” said Sam, sounding way more patient than she felt.

This was good news, though. Only two things? She couldn’t be distracted now!

Eyes hungry, she spotted the cheese and dropped it into the basket, her insides tingling as the buzzing became very noticeable. If you listened closely, you could hear it, too, which would be awkward if she got stuck in line behind someone.

Meat. The meat section wasn’t too far away, but every step was starting to feel like a marathon. Too bad. She had to stiffen up, ignore the fact that her pussy was starting to melt under the assault.

She trotted over to the refrigerated cases with a strange hopping two step, experimenting to try and figure out a way to reduce the jiggling down below. Nothing appeared to be helping at this point. She simply needed to use as much speed as possible. How many ingredients were left?

Gasping, she grabbed a roll of meat and jammed it into the cart, rolling her eyes as a tingle of pleasure ran up her spine. “Tell me what’s left,” she said breathlessly. “I don’t think I can last much longer.”

“Lasagna noodles and tomato sauce,” he rumbled. “Since they are your last ingredients, I will give you a hint—they are usually stocked in the center aisles.”

Great. She didn’t have time to run all over the store searching for them, and she wasn’t sure she could take the humiliation of having to ask another customer.

Her heels clicked against the vinyl floor as she carried the basket in front of her with both hands, reading the signs hanging from the ceiling. Toilet paper, lightbulbs, frozen foods, no, none of that. What about the other side?

Baking needs, tortillas, and pasta. Right there!

Stalking forward, she abandoned her attempts to find a less uncomfortable walking style. The way the plugs were jolting around didn’t seem to be affected by how she treated them now, and speed was of the essence!

Rushing around the corner, she barely avoided bowling over an elderly woman, who gave her a scowl. “Sorry!” she blurted out, scanning the shelves for the noodles.

Her heart sank as she noticed a hole near the top, next to the large macaroni. Lifting herself onto her toes, she read the label. Lasagna noodles. Shit!

“There aren’t any here!” she groaned, feeling sweaty as the plugs began to rattle harder.

“Keep going,” ordered Sam. “You still have the tomato sauce. I quite like the variety with basil.”

She cursed to herself and began to march briskly. She didn’t know if tomato sauce was here, but it seemed like it would make sense with all the pasta. There was no way she was checking out the rest of the store, as her legs were already starting to get a little wobbly.

Scooting down the aisle, she avoided the glances of a couple pushing their shopping cart, her eyes sparkling with the beginning of tears when she spotted the spaghetti sauce section. Tomato and Basil. Tomato and sex orgies. Fuck!

Her mind fuzzed around the edges, the tickling sensations really getting to her. This was the last ingredient, though. She couldn’t afford to melt down now!

Regaining control of herself, she grabbed the glass jar of tomato sauce that was right in front of her. Basil! Yes!

Celebrating her good luck, she dumped it into her basket, groaning to herself as her breasts began to buzz, too. That little piece of… ah!

Her sensitive skin rattled against the tight curves of the bra, the hidden nubs inside tickling at her flesh. It was almost too much for her to bear.

“Clock is ticking,” reminded her husband. “You have four minutes to get through checkout, or you fail this challenge. Try not to spill anything.”

She made a desperate squeal as she walked towards the registers, hearing the audible buzz of the vibrators. It would be almost impossible to hide that something strange was going on, and she was almost out of time. She couldn’t afford to wait in line for a cashier—she’d have to use the self checkout, but with the multiple distractions, it was going to take a major force of will to accomplish.

Vision narrowing, she rushed towards an open machine, dropping her basket with a clunk. Squeezing her lips together, she clicked through the displays asking for her loyalty card, her buzzing breasts trembling as her nipples became hard.

She grabbed an empty bag, sitting it on the scales. The automated display immediately started complaining that she had put an unexpected item in the bagging area. Shit!

Her body trembled as she used the special button to get it to accept her bag, her ass jolting as her sphincter clenched around the plug.

Beep. Beep. Beep. She put the groceries into the bag in a terrible jumble, but she just didn’t care. She needed to get this rung up so that she could leave.

A hand touched her shoulder, breaking her concentration. She frowned, turning towards the younger woman who was standing there, a concerned look on her face.

She was wearing a leather jacket, her lips painted black with a silver nose ring nestled against her upper lip. Soft mascara highlighted her eyes, a tight studded collar cinched around her neck. “Hey,” she said, propping her hands on her waist. “I saw you there, and you seem pretty flustered. Is everything okay?”

“Everything’s fine,” she replied, feeling frantic. “Just the usual troubles with a stupid automated machine, am I right?” She let out a delirious giggle as she scanned the pasta sauce.

The produce was at the bottom of the basket, and those didn’t have barcodes she could scan. If this woman kept prying, she was definitely not going to make it in time.

Pulling the onions out, she set them on the scales, trying to navigate the display to find the right variety. So many.

The young woman touched her shoulder again. “Look, if he’s hurting you, I can get you some help,” she said, rolling her shoulders aggressively. “I have some experience with that sort of thing.”

Betsy gritted her teeth. “Look, I don’t need your help,” she grated out. “I can’t tell you what’s going on, but I assure you, it’s entirely consensual.”

“Two minutes,” said her husband in her ears, and she panicked, pressing the button that seemed correct.

The machine took an interminable amount of time to register the weight on the scales, and she dumped the contents into her bag as soon as it reported a price.

“Please remove unknown item from bagging area,” the machine said in its annoying electronic voice.

Trembling, she removed the onions, but the machine still hadn’t reset. She looked around, trying to find a cashier, but nobody seemed to be attending. Shit!

The young woman stepped up next to her, giving her a sympathetic look as she fished a badge out of her jacket, beeping it on the machine. Now that Betsy had been forced to slow down, she noticed the nametag pinned to the cashier’s lapel. Marion.

Shit, she felt like an idiot now, but she couldn’t blame herself too much. The buzzing plugs were seriously distracting, and the wetness was beginning to slide down her inner thighs.

A box appeared, within which the cashier entered an ID number, resetting the scales. “There, you can continue now,” she said, giving her a sidelong glance. “Are you sure you don’t need some help?”

She could definitely hear the buzzing, and if she looked close enough, she’d probably catch glimpses of her metal bra. She had to follow the rules, though. What could she possibly say to defuse the situation?

Biting her lip, she gave the woman a slow wink. “Everything is fine. I’m just in a… challenging situation right now.” She studied the woman’s clothing, glancing at her ripped pantyhose and chunky boots. “One that you might enjoy yourself.”

A gleam shone in the cashier’s eyes, her breath coming in a hushed whisper. “That’s so hot! You’ll have to tell me all about it sometime. I’ll keep your secret, sister.”

Great, somehow she had found a new friend, and she hadn’t even been trying—not that she was likely to see this woman again, unless her husband sent her on another trip to the same store.

She couldn’t worry about such things. Concentrating, she looked up the parsley and garlic, getting them into the bag with little fuss. The eggs scanned quickly, leaving only the ricotta cheese.

The problem was, the bag she had chosen was small, and there was little room near the top. Too bad, she was simply out of time. Shoving the plastic container inside, she grabbed for the credit card in the inside pocket of her coat, giving the cashier a flash of her bodysuit.

“Is that latex?” asked the woman in a hushed voice. “That must have cost a bomb!”

Betsy ignored her as she waited for the machine to accept her payment, wincing internally as each second passed. “Don’t ask,” she whispered back, clenching her thighs together as the buzzing became extremely distracting.

She grabbed the card and the receipt as it whirred out of the slot, shoving them both back into the inner pocket. Leaning over, she lifted the bag and clutched it against her chest, wincing as the vibration against her breasts increased.

“Thank you!” she called out, hobbling across the floor towards an exit.

“I like your boots!” said the cashier, giving her a little wave.


She didn’t bother responding, fixated on her target: the white van waiting outside. Did she have any time remaining? Her husband wasn’t telling her anything, but she suspected that she had run out.

Increasing her speed, she stepped over the curb, eyes focused on the sliding door as it rolled open. The bag rattled in her hands as the top fell over to one side. The ricotta cheese popped out before she could rescue it, the tub dropping to the pavement.

The lid popped off, the plastic seal tearing as the contents smeared all over the asphalt. She stared at the mess in horror, but it was too late for her to do anything now.

Tears of frustration formed in her eyes as she climbed into the van, the man grabbing her bag and setting it aside. She had been so damn close! What a freaking disaster!

“Sit down,” ordered her husband brusquely in her ears, so she did so, resting her arms and legs in the cradles of the restraints as the door slammed shut.

The vibrating plugs and bra instantly turned off, finally giving her relief. Leaning back, she closed her eyes and let out a long sigh.

She was still aroused, mind you, but she was no longer thinking of dropping everything and trying to grope at her privates. She knew it wouldn’t have helped, but she would have tried anyway.

When she opened her eyes, the man had returned, strapping her ankles and wrists to the chair. This was when the results of the challenge fully hit her—she had failed. She probably hadn’t made it on time, and she definitely hadn’t been able to get the noodles or the cheese.

Her mood was dire, and she said nothing at all as the man returned with the latex hood. She didn’t even protest as he slipped it over her head, wrapping her ponytail up and zipping it into the mask. A pit of despair opened up in her chest as the collar went back on, her mouth opening automatically to receive a strict ballgag.

As the blindfold snapped into place, she reflected on her bad fortune. The noodles weren’t her fault. Surely she wouldn’t be punished for that.

A cold sweat trickled down the back of her neck. Would her husband chastise her? Punish her for the failure? She was already having problems. It wouldn’t take much for her to fall to pieces and take the easy way out.

“Here ends the first challenge,” said her husband, the van’s engine rumbling as it backed out of the parking lot. “It went about how I expected.”

Did it? She wanted to walk through her thoughts, explain her actions, but the gag prevented any of that.

Intentional again, she thought sourly. He wanted to be front and center, without any interruptions.

“You were about two minutes late,” announced Sam. “Each minute counts for a demerit. You ruined the ricotta cheese—another demerit. There will be no demerits for the lack of lasagna noodles, as the store was out.”

Well, that was a small comfort, but he still hadn’t explained what the demerits meant. She suspected she wasn’t going to be comfortable with the punishment when it was revealed, whatever it was.

“Your cheeky admission to the cashier was close to breaking the rules, one demerit.”

She chewed on the gag, snorting through her nose. That just wasn’t fair! She thought that she had been vague enough!

“There will be no further punishments. You were able to get through the gauntlet without having an orgasm, which erases two demerits from your record. That means you currently have a total of three. Pretty good for your first attempt, slave,” he said with a husky voice that tickled her spine. “Do try to do better next time.”

Only three? She surely thought that she’d be punished more for messing up the meal. She made a pleased noise, wiggling in the seat. This was a far better outcome than she’d hoped for!

“Do remember, the point of these challenges is not to achieve perfection,” explained her husband. “You are in training to be my slave. The point is to establish my dominance, not to accomplish all tasks perfectly. After you experience your first punishment, however, I suspect you will be rather motivated to do so.”

He chuckled, his amusement stroking her belly. “Shit happens. Life is short. If you persevere in obedience, however, all will be forgiven. Obedience Through Faith. Have faith that I will always treat you as you deserve, pet. You are my precious slave, and I will stick with you, through the good and the bad, as long as you stick with me.”

She blinked, tears forming. She was extremely glad he couldn’t see how his words had affected her. This training might not be exactly fun, but she was starting to think that her decision was worth it.

“Now, I think you deserve a reward for sticking with it. Enjoy.”

The vibrators turned back on, turning her world into a buzzing party in her privates. She yanked at her wrists, moaning through her gag as her body was mercilessly worked over, the heat of her arousal coiling in her belly.

The tingling pain of the tattoo was still there, but it was being overwhelmed by the jolting dildo in her pussy, her muscles clenching as they succumbed to the humming pleasure.

The vibration increased, nubs inside the breast cups spinning around in small orbits to increase the stimulation further. She groaned into the gag, bearing down on the ass plug as it made its presence known.

Her body was beyond her control. She was being played with by her Master, taught to embrace the pure pleasure he was giving her.

The dildo in her pussy suddenly expanded in size, whirring as it bounced up and down. She couldn’t stop herself from responding, her body freezing as pure, glorious rapture began to wash over her.

Jerking against the restraints, she cummed her brains out as she was forced to orgasm again and again.


Chapter Five

The orgasm in the van already seemed like ages ago, given the new challenge she was facing. Once they had arrived back at the compound, she had been taken for a shower, hosed down and cleaned by anonymous hands. The way they had treated her like a slab of meat had been humiliating.

At least all that was over now, but what she had been given to wear was almost worse.

She stared down at the wooden bench, tracing her eyes over the rubber outfit. It was primarily black, with white frills decorating the edges that swooped down at the bust line. A white rubber apron had been included, along with a white leather collar to match.

On the floor, there were white pumps, with extremely high heels. Walking in those would be rather difficult.

She tilted her head, glaring at the lurid red glow of the light next to the security camera that watched her every move. Did he really expect her to wear something this ridiculous?

The speaker next to the camera buzzed. “You will be serving at our dinner party,” announced Sam. “The clothing is not optional.”

Well, that settled that. Things were a bit less scary now that she knew who was watching.

Dinner party, though? They probably weren’t having lasagna, given how she had messed things up, but she wondered who was cooking. Was it another member of the Rookery?

She didn’t know anything about them, given how secretive they had been. It was all really cloak and daggers shit. So far, they hadn’t done anything illegal, but she wouldn’t be surprised to hear that some of them had stepped over the line a couple of times.

Speculation wasn’t going to get this done. She stared at the clothing, grabbing at the dress dubiously. Spinning it around, she looked for a zipper of some kind, annoyed to find one running down the back. How did they expect her to deal with that?

Setting it aside, she looked at what remained. There was the collar, shoes, a wide skirt, and two long, black stockings, complete with garter belt. Panties were conspicuously absent, and she doubted that they had been forgotten.

Well, that settled that. She’d start with the belt.

Grabbing it from the pile, she pulled it up her legs, letting the elastic relax around her hips. Her husband had shown a remarkable penchant for rubber so far, but in this, at least, he was being more practical.

The thin band of fabric didn’t mess with the sterile covering they had laid over her tattoo. She had almost not been brave enough to give it a look during the shower, but she was glad she finally had.

The block letters had been laid out with an expert hand, the spacing perfect. The words themselves were stark, but she had agreed to it.

PROPERTY OF SAM. It hadn’t yet been a full day, but she was already starting to feel the finality of the phrase. She was his property, even if she hadn’t fully committed.

The more he bound and used her, the more she liked it. By the end of the week, she might even start to believe that their relationship had always had this dynamic.

It was too bad that wasn’t true. Sam’s mind always seemed to be on work, and she hadn’t even considered it.

In truth, everything between them had seemed uninspired. Not even retail therapy had helped, and boy, the cost of that had made the situation much worse.

He had never hit her, but their arguments together had been legendary. They had even had the cops called on them once, which had been rather embarrassing for both of them.

There would be no arguments now, however. She would either put on this outfit, or declare that the Deal was over, and she wasn’t willing to do that just yet. Sure, some psychologist might say that this was the sunken cost fallacy taking over, but she sensed that there was a spark of something new growing within her heart, and she wanted to see what came of it.

It was simple curiosity, that was all. The more she said that she was her husband’s slave, the more he believed it. She wasn’t sure she believed it, but if there was an outside chance that things could change for them, she was going to take it.

She grabbed one of the latex stockings, noting the hard lip at the top where metallic buttons had been mounted. She compared them to the holes in the metallic pieces dangling from the garter straps, and their use immediately became obvious.

The top of the stocking pulled open with a small rush of air as the material made a curious noise. The interior looked shiny, as if some kind of lubricant had been applied. There was only one way to find out.

The elastic bands on her garter belt jiggled as she sat on the bench, wiggling her toes. Staring into the stocking, she stuck her foot inside.

The sides tried to cling to her skin, but she used more force, getting the top near her knee. At this point, it became increasingly difficult to get it up higher, even if she tugged at the buttons.

Changing tack, she moved down to the bottom, grabbing at the extra material and pulling it over her foot. That seemed to work pretty well, so she worked her way back up, nipping and tugging at various points on its length until the top was free again.

This accomplished, she was able to draw it all the way up, the tight band squishing around her thigh. Lifting her leg, she admired the rubbery length, wiggling her toes in the stocking. It was a strange feeling to have her leg completely covered in rubber, but not unpleasant.

Shifting her ass, she tugged out each garter, hooking the metal clasps to the buttons on the top of the stocking. The resulting pressure made it feel tight and secure. It definitely wasn’t going to fall off, no matter what motions she made.

Pleased with the result, she moved on to the other stocking, repeating the same procedure. This time, however, a large portion of air got stuck in the end, leaving her with an annoying puzzle to solve.

Sighing, she pulled the stocking back down, fiddling with the material to open up a small hole. The stocking burped, the pocket shrinking down around her foot until it squeezed her tightly. There. Now she could finish this properly.

“I’m impressed,” murmured Sam. “You figured all that out yourself. That’s a good thing, as you’ll be dressing yourself in plenty of bondage outfits.”

Was that a promise, or a threat? It certainly was an ominous statement. Her husband had already proved that he was quite capable of being creative with his bondage.

That gave her pause. Where had all that creativity been before they had ended up at this crossroads? This wasn’t all her fault. He really should shoulder some of the responsibility for the troubles in their relationship, and she would tell him so.

At some point—down the line. When she wasn’t trying to dress herself in a kinky maid outfit. Ugh.

Getting to her feet, she got up on tiptoes, feeling the creases in the latex as it clasped her legs. “I hope you think this looks sexy,” she muttered to herself, giving the camera a raspberry.

“Very nice,” replied her husband. “I heard everything you said. That’s another demerit.”

Shoot. At this rate, she was really running them up. She hoped they weren’t going to be too terrible to work off.

Looking down at the bench, she looked for a bra, but didn’t find any. He probably intended for the maid dress to be tight enough to corral her breasts, though that would only work if the measurements were perfect.

She wondered again how they had managed to put so much of this together so quickly, but she had already received as much of an answer as she was going to get. Maybe they really were just that good.

Picking up the dress, she examined the front. There were buttons that needed to be undone, but once it was open, it didn’t appear to be as difficult to put on as the stockings—except for the arms.

Staring daggers at the sleeves, she opened an arm hole and stuck her hand inside. As expected, she ground to a halt as the material clung to her skin. Wiggling her fingers helped a little, but the only way to release it fully was to pinch and pull at the material.

She grimaced as the sleeve refused to cooperate, but with a little extra force, it began to shift upwards. She felt a little out of breath when it finally sat snug around her shoulder, the front flapping against her breasts.

Gaining confidence, she worked on the other arm, pleased with how much the material could stretch. It was weird stuff, but she had to admit in a secret corner of her mind that she was actually beginning to enjoy wearing it. She would never tell her husband that, though.

Well, now that she had gotten the back on, she had to figure out how to button up the front over her breasts. If she started from the bottom, her flesh would be pushed upwards until she had a nasty wardrobe malfunction. If she started at the top, her boobs would be flattened into her chest, which could be rather uncomfortable. If she did both, she could imagine herself exploding out the center.

Those were all her options, though. Which was likeliest to give her the highest chance of success?

Toying with the buttons, she played with the latex front, studying how it fit over her chest. Maybe those weren’t her only options?

Tugging the latex taut, she wrapped it over the top of her breasts, pinning them in place with a single button. From the outside, it looked absurd, but the button held, to her great relief.

From there, the job became much easier, her fingers darting as she worked her way up to the top and down to the bottom. The dress was tight around her waist, the material curling into a tight knot. Reaching underneath, she untangled it, smoothing it out as she gave it a good stretch. There.

Now, for the accessories. She glared at the collar on the bench, but knew she was going to put it on. Collars were a visible sign of her status as a slave, and feeling it at her throat instantly gave her a submissive air.

It was no wonder Sam wanted her to wear one as often as possible. It was a tool he was using to put her in her place, to change her thinking and alter her mind—to make her accept that he was her Master.

Maybe someday, she’d get used to it, but not today.

Lifting it to her throat, she noticed the padded interior. This was a nicety not supplied with the other collars she had worn, but that might mean that it was meant for longer wear time.

Gulping, she wrapped it around her neck, positioning the large metal ring at the front. The buckles were a bit fiddly, but not too difficult. She left the straps loose, giving her more room to breathe.

Excitement gripped her as she realized that she was almost done with her preparations. There weren’t any panties, but there was a skirt to hide her privates, a frilly affair containing multiple ruffled layers in alternating white and black material.

Grasping the edge, she tugged at the rubber as she stepped through the middle, pulling it up around her hips. As she let go, the thick band of latex clung to her belly, sealing against the lower part of the top.

The way the rubber was layered with a tight seam made it appear almost as though the outfit was one piece, enhancing the look. Pressing her hands against her hips, she straightened up and spun back and forth, pleased at how the ruffles shifted against her sides. This was actually pretty damn sexy!

Tilting towards the camera, she leaned over, giving Sam a good view of her captured breasts in the latex top. Running her hands up the sides, she made a sultry look.

When Sam didn’t respond to this provocation, she grabbed the white apron remaining on the bench and secured it around her waist, letting it spill over the top of her skirt.

Remembering the demerit she had earned earlier, she blew the camera a silent kiss, hoping to get a reaction. Unfortunately, Sam again said nothing, and she was about to be offended when she noticed that the glowing light had gone out. That cheeky bastard!

He probably thought that she was almost done dressing and hadn’t bothered to wait for her to put on her shoes. Her ire faded as she nodded to herself. Yes, of course, he wanted to see the finished product in person, not through some video monitor.

Sliding her feet into the white pumps, she crossed her arms and waited. Hopefully he wouldn’t make her cool her heels for long.

The door on the other side of the small dressing room cracked open, a man dressed in black entering. She recognized the mask he wore, but that simply made him anonymous. It was the way he moved his frame that positively identified him. She waited happily, confident that this was her Sam.

Her happiness waned as she noticed that he was carrying a white latex hood and more restraints in his hands. Damn, she had thought that she was all done!

He set the pile on the bench, lifting up a set of cuffs and drawing them apart until the chain rang out between them. He displayed them to her, showing off the fuzzy interior of the leather straps.

Kneeling down, he began to secure them to her ankles. “You will experience limited mobility with these on,” he said conversationally. “Thus begins your second challenge. You will do your best to serve dinner without spilling anything, while wearing this ankle chain.”

Betsy curled her lip, wondering what the big deal was. She’d only be able to shuffle with the chain on, sure, but she’d be able to get used to that pretty quickly. Was there another catch?

“Don’t make a face,” chuckled Sam, staring up at her. “Since this is your first time, you’re getting off easy. Experienced maids can wear ballet boots while performing this duty.”

Was he serious? She couldn’t imagine wearing that kind of boot for any length of time. They must truly be masochistic.

Her heart lurched. She could say the same for herself. Any rational person would have bailed by now. Why was she putting so much effort into this?

She gave up trying to figure it out as her husband secured her wrists together with a shorter chain. “These will at least allow you limited use of your hands,” he explained. “In the future, the chain length will be shortened until you can demonstrate that your technique is perfect. Eventually, none of these chains should be required at all, once your obedience is fully internalized. I look forward to that day.”

She bet he did. The day when she’d become his full time, live in slut slave, right? Had she really thought this all the way through?

The white hood rippled in front of her face, forcing her to take a deep breath and shut her eyes as it was pulled into position. Adjusting the nose and mouth holes, he slid around behind her and unbuckled the collar.

Her ponytail was tucked in the rear, a zipper closing to make it all tight. The collar was then returned, the straps pulled an extra notch beyond where she had placed them, restricting her throat.

Laying a hand over the back of her neck near her shoulders, he gave her a quick squeeze. “You look beautiful, my dear. The very picture of a dutiful servant.”

She said nothing, trying to avoid being given another demerit. She doubted she was going to like the upcoming punishment, and was secretly looking for an opportunity to expunge some of them. The last challenge had contained some hidden rewards, and she was hoping that this one would be the same.

“You’re being good so far, but there are so many opportunities to forget,” remarked Sam, tilting her jaw up. “The other men at the table won’t be as forgiving as I am, so it’s best that I remove the temptation now.”

A fat plug was inserted into her mouth, jamming between her teeth. “This time, we’ll go with something a little more useful for you to suck on,” he said with a snicker, pumping a bulb to inflate the gag.

The short length was textured with veins, a ridge running around a fat head. He had stuck a dick in her mouth, and was making it larger with each pump.

Running her tongue over the curved bottom, she made a noise in protest, but he didn’t care, snapping the gag into place on her mask. Twisting the rubber tubing, he removed the pump with a pop.

“I won’t deflate it until after dinner,” he said, eyes glinting. “Do try to remain silent. Your little noises will draw far more attention than you might like at the party.”

Closing in, he pressed a hand over her thigh, running it up to her ass. “You’re gorgeously exposed down there,” he murmured. “There was another reason for binding your hands—without a chastity belt, you might think of being disobedient and touching yourself. We can’t have that. Only I get to have the pleasure of making you squirm.”

She bit her cheek as she felt a sudden pinch on her sensitive inner lips. She moaned into the gag as a second pinch grabbed her other lip. “These will be a reminder of the promise you’ve made to me. If you jiggle around too much, they’ll fall off. Each missing weight after the party will be another demerit.”

Tears squeezed from her eyes as her husband let go of the weights, the small balls swaying back and forth as they tugged on her sensitive parts. “There,” he said, sounding satisfied. “Now you’re ready to serve.”

He stood, giving her a once-over. “Yes, that will do nicely. Very nicely. Come, follow me.”

He turned and stalked towards the door, pulling it open. Standing to one side, he gestured at her to proceed.

She did so gingerly, doing her best to get used to the jangling weights below. They weren’t that heavy, but they tugged enough to announce their presence. They were just distracting, enough that she wasn’t confident she’d be able to focus on much of anything.

Her best course of action was probably to ignore them entirely. She couldn’t touch them at all, so whether they fell off was mostly outside her control. She simply needed to take short, measured steps, long enough that she didn’t jerk at the chain that secured her legs.

She made a face as her legs rattled together, her first step too long. She wobbled as she took another step, shortening the length of her stride. Shuffling along was slow, but it should work. It wasn’t all that fun, however, as her footwear wasn’t made for this kind of work.

She found that the toe tended to rub against the floor, her feet squishing inside with each step, which felt rather strange. Oof. This was going to take some getting used to.

Before she could take a step over the threshold, Sam pressed a hand to her chest. “Don’t forget these,” he grinned, holding up a pair of white latex gloves.

She grunted around the gag, holding up her chained wrists. How the heck did he expect her to put those on while she was like this?

Setting one of the gloves on her shoulder, he took her right hand, running his fingers over hers. Ah. He had done this on purpose.

She had to confess that feeling him touch her in this way was making her feel very feminine. If he took more than her hand at this moment, she wouldn’t protest. In fact, she’d love it if he bent her over and started reaming her out. Hold your horses, girl! It was only a freaking glove, no need to go wild!

Opening the end of the glove, he slipped it onto her hand, working each finger gently until they slid into the appropriate sleeves. The latex clung to her skin tightly as she curled her fingers over, enjoying the curious sensations.

Sam moved to her other hand, putting on the second glove with practiced ease. She frowned under her hood, wondering where he had gotten the chance to work with latex before.

He did have the tendency to vanish for what he called a man’s night fairly frequently, but she had never been suspicious of that in the past. Had he been coming here, to the Rookery? If so, she had a lot more questions for him.

He probably wouldn’t answer her, saying that she was going to find out for herself, and he was right. She pressed her gloved hands against the apron on her chest, bracing herself for what came next. What was she about to see?

Sam led her through a short corridor, past two large revolving sets of shelving containing canned and dry goods. Her eyes widened as they crossed out into an expansive kitchen, wooden floors and sparkling marble countertops lit by recessed lighting.

This must have cost a bomb, as all of the ovens and refrigerators were stainless steel. Multiple sinks dotted the countertops, which were cluttered with various kitchen equipment that she wasn’t familiar with.

A woman dressed in a maid outfit similar to hers was bent over the floor, cleaning it with a sponge. Sam ignored her, directing Betsy to one side as if the woman was an object. To him, perhaps, she was.

A man wearing an apron was laboring away over a hot stove, lifting a pan to toss its contents. A half full wine glass was sitting on the counter next to his elbow next to an opened bottle. She rather wished she could give that a taste, but the cock gag in her mouth was currently giving her plenty to chew on.

The chef turned around with a scowl, a black woolen ski mask hiding his face. “A new servant?” he drawled in a southern accent. “They’re always worthless.”

He gestured at the counter near a ramp that led down out of the kitchen. “The aperitifs are prepared,” he said brusquely. “Bring them out to the guests, they’re already becoming rowdy. Try not to spill anything.”

“You heard the man,” rumbled Sam. “Steel runs this kitchen. His word is law. When he gives you an order, the proper response is—‘Yes, chef!’”

Betsy’s eyes watered as she hobbled over to the tray. “Mrss, shrrf,” she said through the gag, trying to mimic the response as best she could.

This got a chuckle from Sam, but the chef ignored her. It would take more than that to get into his good graces.

Wrapping her hands around the silver tray, she noted the number of glasses—six. Not a large amount, by any means, but in her current getup, it was going to be damned hard to keep everything balanced and worry about her chained ankles at the same time.

She halted before picking it up, noticing someone else coming up the ramp. It was another white hooded maid, dressed in a similar outfit to hers, but this woman didn’t have her hands and ankles chained together.

“Is this the new recruit?” asked the woman, a tray tucked under her arms.

She gave Betsy a small nod, her black lips stretching into a wide smile. “Good to meet you, I’m Marion!” she exclaimed, the black mascara around her eyes giving her a gothic look.

Betsy’s heart tumbled in her chest as she made a nondescript noise of surprise, her fingers trembling as the weights jangled from her pussy lips.

The woman pressed a hand into her shoulder. “You’re still in training, and I can see that you’re skittish, but I guarantee that once you accept your position as a slave, you’re going to really enjoy it here!”

“Marion,” interjected Steel. “Stop playing with her. These appetizers aren’t going to serve themselves.”

“Yes, Master!” she chirped cheerfully, large breasts wobbling in her latex outfit as she stepped around Betsy.

Her eyes were drawn to the long tube that stuck out from under the woman’s skirt, a squeeze bulb shaking back and forth as her ass wiggled. She might not be bound in the same way as Betsy, but she wasn’t free and clear of the sexual bondage, either.

Sam laid his hand on her shoulder. “Are you surprised?” he asked. “You shouldn’t be. The two of them have been Master and slave for years. Now, get to work!”

She grunted as he gave her a slap on the ass, the weights jumping to remind her of their presence. Letting out a long complaint through her gag, she picked up the tray, balancing the drinks.

Working at dive bars and restaurants as a waitress in her youth had actually given her skills she could use here, which was a small stroke of luck. She was quite confident in herself, actually, smirking around the gag. If Sam had intended on assigning her demerits for spillage, he would be sorely mistaken. She just had to be slow, careful, and not allow herself to be surprised by anything she saw at the Rookery.

She wobbled to a halt at the bottom of the ramp, her eyes widening. The room was a hardwood jungle, sculptures dotting a garden in front of her, natural light coming from a series of skylights in the ceiling above.

A curved retaining wall made of stone arched in front of her, leading out to a small pool in the center which was fed by a waterfall that rippled over a concrete spillway. The rocks leading down to the pool had been artfully installed by hand, the grouting immaculate.

Stunned, she halted, drinking it all in. She had expected an intimate dining experience, built into a ranch-style house. Not this.

Looking around for the table she was meant to serve, she spotted heads through a framed wooden opening past a curved ramp to her right.

Sliding a foot forward, she worked on her gracefulness as she padded up the smooth stone pavers on the ramp, keeping her eyes level. If she looked around at all the expensive decorations, she was sure to get distracted, and she was trying very hard to internalize the opulence of this location.

The Rookery must be flush with cash. Was it a member based society? She still didn’t know all that much about the place.

Certainly no run of the mill secret society would have wainscoting running halfway up the walls. The tasteful paintings lit by spotlights were probably worth a fortune.

Or… there was an outside chance that she was being bamboozled. That this was all fake, meant to look better than it was. No, as much as she might like to believe it, the workmanship couldn’t be forged. Someone had spent an awful lot of time and money building this place.

The fear inside her grew. Her husband had never shown any sign of being wealthy. He probably didn’t own this place, but it meant that he had friends in high places she couldn’t even dream of. She might have made a terrible mistake in betraying him.

Well, she couldn’t turn back the clock and take back her actions. Her best way forward was to prove to him that she had what it took to be a good maid.

Stopping at the top of the landing, she craned her neck to look for Sam. He wasn’t following behind her, instead opting to take a set of stairs built into the wall that she hadn’t noticed.

She shrugged, rolling her shoulders. The ramp just made more sense given her current mode of dress. Turning, she moved towards the table, bowing her head in an attempt to avoid drawing too much attention.

“Ah, is this the new maid?” asked a jovial voice, causing her heart to skip a beat.

Despite her boasts earlier, she was in real danger of losing her cool. Slowing down, she shuffled along the floor to the head of the table, offering the man a drink.

He gave her a wide grin through his mask, which was decorated with multicolored jewels mounted on its curved, white surface. He was wearing a suit, large hands stationed on the edge of the hardwood table behind an immaculate set of dishes.

A cloth napkin was neatly tucked into his suit jacket, his large form filling the carved chair. His eyes were bright and curious within the mask, the intelligence behind his gaze somewhat frightening.

“Still in training, I see!” He chuckled, taking in the gag she wore. “I won’t steal my best man’s thunder, but it’s good to get new blood in! We haven’t trained a proper slave in some time!”

“Did you know, it took forever to convince him that this was the best course of action?” he whispered conspiratorially, giving her a wink.

Leaning over, he tenderly plucked one of the wine glasses by its stem, lifting the wide lip to his mouth. Closing his eyes, he gave it a sniff. “An excellent vintage. My compliments to the chef!”

She wanted to remark that the chef appeared to be imbibing a good quantity of that vintage, but her mouth was clogged with the dildo gag, and she had more members to serve.

Turning away from the man, she shuffled around the table, noticing the live grain below the glossy surface. This looked expensive, too, the immense size of it leaving her in awe.

An annoyed growl below almost made her trip and lose her cargo, but she managed to stop in time, her heart pounding as she studied the woman at her feet.

She was wearing a black latex hood with ears. Her lips were polished in a glossy blue, the same color as the stripes that offset her eyes. Raising a hand with artificially long fingernails, she yowled at Betsy, pulling her food bowl under the table.

There was more going on here than she had initially thought! How many more pets like this were hiding under the table? Was there really one per ‘Master?’ She was definitely starting to get a feel for the kind of place this was!

Her pussy tingled, the weights jangling again. She cringed internally as one of her pussy lips gave her a sharp throb before settling back down. Tilting her head, she tried to look for one of the weights on the floor, but the collar was too thick to allow her much motion.

There was nothing she could do about it beyond facing her punishment later. What an annoying challenge!

A man dressed in black leather sitting farther down the table lifted his hand nonchalantly. “Ignore her, she’s an animal. Bring that over here, I’m dying of thirst.”

Another man laughed. “That’s your problem, Swill, always looking for your next drink.”

What kind of names were these? They couldn’t possibly be real—probably some sort of code, to keep their identities anonymous. They certainly seemed to know each other well enough, though, so what was the point?

She sucked on her gag, refocusing on her work. Taking a couple of careful steps, she presented the tray to the man in leather. He gave her a jolly nod, grabbing one of the wine glasses and tossing it back with abandon. The others chuckled at his behavior, but she was already moving on, scanning underneath the table for another pet.

Sure enough, the telltale gloss of latex was winking at her between some of the chairs. She deftly curved away from the source, ignoring their presence. Dealing with the other Master’s pets was not something she had been asked to do, so she would treat them like the obstacles they were.

She served another man wearing a mask, though this one seemed a little careworn. His muscular arms were quite visible through his black cotton outfit, however, giving her a faint hint of attraction. No, bad girl! Stay focused on the job!

A faint muffled sigh drew her attention to the sideboard, which contained a naked, bound figure posed on top. She was hogtied, her arms and legs drawn up behind her with intricate ropework, her chest balanced on a small cushion.

A glowing light bulb was mounted in her mouth, a glossy black hood keeping her incognito. Her torso flexed back and forth as she groaned, the belt secured to her waist jiggling as it buzzed. She was probably all plugged up, just like Betsy had been at the grocery store.

“Don’t bother with her, she’s just furniture,” growled the man at the end of the table. “Come closer and let me get a good look at you.”

Giving the moaning woman a sidelong glance, she wobbled towards the man, surprised to find that he wasn’t masked like the others. She stopped in front of him, suddenly feeling like a nervous schoolgirl. He was wearing a black cassock, a white collar at his neck. A priest?

The man held up a hand, his weathered skin giving a hint of his age. “I’m not interested in a drink, I’m interested in you,” he remarked with a strong voice, taking in her body. “Very nice. I’m glad Sam has brought you here, as we advised. From the tales I’ve heard, your mortal soul was in peril from your depredations. With a strong hand and some appropriate training, we can turn that around. The Rookery specializes in transformations.”

Did it? Betsy found herself very much wanting to ask him some questions, but this accursed gag was getting in the way. She made a grunt in response, trying to figure out what she could do to extricate herself from his intense gaze.

Finally, he gave her a sharp nod. “It’s good to meet you. I expect to see you again soon, where we shall address the root of your sinful nature.”

“Come on, preacher, stop holding up the service!” called out a man at the other side of the table. “You might be a teetotaler, but we’ve got a mighty thirst that needs quenching!”

The man next to him punched his shoulder. “I thought you swore off alcohol, Hangman. You could barely walk after trying out some of the brew that Swill made!”

The man shrugged. “It put me out for a while, but I’m not dead, so wine will have to do.” He rolled his head towards the other man. “After seeing you sipping that stuff, Birdy, I have to wonder whether you have an iron belly. Are you sure wine’s strong enough for you?”

“If it’s good enough for the birds, it’s good enough for me,” retorted Birdy, shifting his wiry frame in his chair as he watched Betsy’s progress.

She had worked her way behind the preacher and was approaching the first man. His name was Hangman, wasn’t it? Another one of those code names.

She carefully raised the tray, waiting patiently for him to snag a glass, then she trotted on to Birdy. Despite his thin body, he appeared as strong as a whipcord, the size of his frame belying his strength.

Taking the glass in his hand, he took a short sip, pecking at it like a bird. So far, their behaviors had matched their names, which was making it easy to differentiate them in her mind.

Gnawing on the gag, she served a few more men, trying to figure out who or what they were in their nondescript outfits. They didn’t appear to be all that interested in her, so she wasn’t able to get much of a read on them.

One of them had a tattoo visible under his sleeve, but without seeing the full design, there was no way she’d be able to get the full picture. She definitely didn’t want to guess, as assumptions were a real killer. Offending other members of the Rookery was a surefire way of making her training more difficult, and she probably already had four demerits to work off.

Probably. It was getting difficult to keep track of the score, but she was pretty sure she had it right. Once she was done serving, she’d walk through the events of the day a second time and double check. There was no way she was going to let herself be punished for something she didn’t do.

Finally, there was just one wine glass left, and only one man to give it to. She paused in front of her husband, gesturing with the tray. A look of satisfaction was in his eyes as he took the glass, setting it on the table. “You’ve done a good job so far,” he murmured. “Keep it up, and I might consider removing some demerits from your record.”

Betsy gave him a little bow, unable to do a proper curtsey with her wrists bound. Taking the silver tray, she tucked it under her arm, clasping her rubbery hands together.

Sam stood, grasping her shoulder with a firm hand and turning her towards the table. Lifting a fork, he tapped it gently against the wine glass. “Everyone!” he said in a stentorian voice. “I would like to introduce my wife. Her name is Betsy, and she is a new trainee here at the Rookery. Please, correct her as necessary so that she may become a proper slave.”

The other men at the table stood and bowed as one. “It is our great pleasure to welcome you,” said the man with the jeweled mask, giving her a wide grin. “Your first few days here will be difficult, but once you settle into a routine, it should be easy to find your place.”

Betsy grunted through her hood, chewing on the dildo gag as she gave him an obedient nod. It was true, things had been difficult so far. Given what she had seen, she wasn’t certain whether she’d ever get used to being treated like one of the pets under the table.

It was all so exciting, though! She wanted to try all of these modes of bondage, and more. The creativity on display here was making her mind hum, a garden of half formed ideas sprouting all at once. If this kept up, she’d never have a dull day in her life ever again!

The man raised his arms. “Since she’s new here, we should give her a brief introduction! I am called ‘Velvet,’ and no, that isn’t my real name,” he purred. “Here at the Rookery, ‘trust’ is our watchword. To promulgate this, we mask our real identities so that our boring, daily lives will not interrupt the festivities. As such, each of us has been given a different name, which you will use during your time here.”

Wasn’t it rather ironic to promote trust via anonymity? She supposed it meant that if the existence of this organization was leaked, it would be more difficult to track down all the members. Given that their membership appeared small, they must already know each other, though, in which case the masking was just an affectation.

She wasn’t going to get anywhere with this rampant speculation. Velvet. She would have to remember that—not that it was going to be difficult, given his mode of dress.

The man gave her a knowing grin. “I am the founder of this organization, if you hadn’t guessed yet, but while we are at the Rookery, we are equals. That doesn’t mean we are lawless, though. Far from it. There are a set of ground rules that everyone must follow, which are enforced strictly.”

He held up a finger. “One. Only married men are allowed full membership at the Rookery.” He lifted up a second finger. “Only one pet is allowed per member. We are a strict couples only organization.” Another finger popped up. “Third, members are only allowed to play with their own pet. Ownership is a strict contract, and anyone caught disobeying these rules will be summarily dismissed. No sharing.”

He made a small nod. “Last, and most important—pets are allowed to say no at any time.” He gestured at her. “Trainees who say no may be let go from the Rookery at their owner’s discretion.”

Pressing his hands together, he gave them all a serious glare. “These rules are not negotiable. Any reports of breaking them shall be reported immediately for judgment. Trust is our bond.”

“Trust is our bond!” murmured all the men at the table, bowing their heads.

“Now that we’ve taken care of that, we can continue with the other introductions,” said Velvet brightly.

Huh. Betsy thought secret organizations involving slaves and bondage were usually set up for non consensual taboo purposes. This almost seemed rather… pedestrian.

Except for the kinky displays, they weren’t… actually breaking any laws here. And she had been told that she could leave at any time, so she wasn’t exactly captive. Her position as a slave was entirely of her own doing.

To retain that position, she’d have to accept further displays of humiliation and bondage, her body being branded with tattoos to demonstrate her obedience and devotion. She was being turned into a sex slut entirely of her own volition. What a mind fuck!

The idea was dangerously erotic. She sucked at the gag in her mouth and gulped, feeling a small trickle of lubrication between her thighs.

Her eyes darted towards Sam, desire pulsing in her chest. Oh, how she wanted him to bend her over the table and give her a good fuck. Unlike her other forms of dress, it wouldn’t be difficult. He could simply flip up her ruffled skirt and stick himself in.

The man at the end of the table said something further, but she was too distracted for it to sink in. She lifted her head as the man next to him began to speak, raising a hand.

“I’m Swill,” he said, his voice sounding like a rock crusher. “They call me that because I like my brew.”

“Yeah, nah, it’s because your homebrew was nasty,” laughed Birdy, pounding his fist against the table.

Swill sat back in his seat, crossing his beefy arms. “If I end up making good stuff, you’re not invited.”

“Stop being petulant, you know that’s not gonna happen. If you come up with something good, we’re all going to get smashed round a campfire, and you know it,” he retorted.

Raising his hand, he shifted his shoulders casually. “I’m Birdy, and they call me that because I like birdwatching.”

It was Swill’s turn to laugh as he looked at Betsy’s expression. “You’re thinking about the wrong type of bird. We caught him with some fashion mags at a job site.”

Birdy shifted his shoulders, striking a pose. “You’re just jealous that I know how to look good.”

“You never look good covered in mud!” chortled Swill.

Betsy rolled her eyes, understanding their dynamic. She turned her body, laying her eyes on the priest, who had his hands folded in prayer. When he looked up, his expression was rather hawkish.

“My name is Father Joshua. Just… Joshua. I don’t go in for all the code names and cloak and dagger nonsense—my word is my bond. I’ve been a preacher all my life, and God knows my soul. I’m not afraid of the afterlife.” He craned his long neck forward. “Are you?”

Betsy didn’t respond, frozen in place. The juxtaposition of his faith among this sex bondage crowd would have been amusing if her heart wasn’t fluttering like a caged bird. Like one of those fashion models Birdy chases!

He straightened his back, giving her a long blink. “I’ve been told you’re a harlot, Betsy, but we can get you straightened out,” he growled in a low voice. “Redemption is granted to all who repent and seek forgiveness for their sins. Even you, the lowest of the low, a base level adulterer.”

His eyes crinkled, somehow softening his prior words. “I look forward to seeing you bright and early at Sunday services,” he said. “Don’t be late.”

With that admonition, he sat back in his chair, twirling his thumbs together as he stared off into the distance. She shook at his intensity, glad that she had been dismissed from his attention.

The next man at the table chuckled, shaking his thick head. “Don’t worry about him, he has that effect on most people,” he said in a rich, pleasant voice that almost sounded… cultured?

“Are you trying to be sweet on her?” interrupted Sam. “Why don’t you tell her your nickname?”

“I was about to do so, when I was rudely interrupted,” the man uttered, but he looked contrite.

He leaned forward onto the table, folding one hand over the other. “I am Hangman. I have an interest in the elaborate and intricate art of rope bondage. If you should ever require my services, feel free to give me a call.”

He angled his head towards Sam. “Or, you can simply wait, as he has already put in a request.” His grin turned devilish. “I think you’re going to like what we have come up with.”

Betsy gnawed on the gag, already quite sure that she wasn’t going to like what those two had planned. She nodded her head, feeling the edge of the collar dig into her neck. She didn’t like the idea of getting on his bad side.

Yes, the Rookery might have their rules, but she was quite certain that if she offended them, they would have no compunction about being rougher with her than necessary. Making nice was a price she was willing to pay—if only she had the ability to say something!

Since that wasn’t possible, she turned towards the next man at the table, who was busy tapping out a tattoo. He continued with the beat until Hangman reached out and grabbed his hand.

“Ah,” he said, sounding shy. He sat up straight and folded his hands. “Sorry, I just had a burst of inspiration there, and I was getting it blocked out in my mind.”

Betsy frowned, getting the sense that she had seen this man before. There was something in how he held his body that was familiar.

Pressing his hands together, he gave her a small bow. “We’ve met before, chérie,” he said with a light accent. “Your body already bears some of my artwork. I’m looking forward to completing it. Your skin, it has a light zap to it that’s delightful to play my needle over, like touching a delicate record.”

Betsy felt the burn at her mons, glad that her blush was invisible under the latex hood. This must be the tattoo artist, then, but given his voice and accent, he wasn’t who she thought he was. That was starting to become a frequent occurrence here at the Rookery—how many more surprises were waiting to be discovered?

Resting his palms on the table, the man fanned out his hands. “You can call me Jazz Hands. I’m an expert with the needle and the dance. If your Master approves, I may be assigned to be your instructor.”

He closed his hands. “If not, I’ll be spending a lot of time with you either way. Your tattoo is already looking magnifique!” Lifting his fingers to his lips, he blew her a kiss, which made her blush even more.

That left only one man who hadn’t introduced himself. Her husband. How would he react to all this playfulness?

So far today he had shown himself to be a jealous man, though she hadn’t seen much evidence of it in the past. To be fair, she hadn’t really been looking for it, given that their marriage had become a rather staid affair. Routine.

Well, this certainly wasn’t that. She ran her fingers over her tray, clutching it to her chest as she turned to Sam.

He was staring at her with intensity, as if she was the only person in the room. Standing, he tossed his napkin onto the table and straightened his vest. “I’m Eagle,” he announced in a booming voice. “Her name is Betsy. She belongs to me.”

She shivered as his voice flowed over her, a curious warmth growing inside. She couldn’t admit it to herself, but being treated as his possession felt good. In the deepest parts of her soul, she had to admit that it was one of the reasons why she hadn’t given up so far.

There had been so many opportunities to quit—especially at the grocery market—but some strange sense of desire for being controlled was keeping her going.

Shivering, she stood still, waiting for him to say something else, but he sat down, crossing his arms as murmurs ran around the table.

Velvet tapped a fork against his wine glass, giving her a nod. “It’s very nice to meet you, Betsy. You must forgive him, he’s still experiencing the raw emotions of the day. Rest assured that we will be giving both of you the support you need to settle into your new roles.”

He pressed a napkin to his lips to clean up a trace of wine. “I think the best course of action is to move on to the main course, hmm? What do all of you think?”

Murmurs of masculine agreements floated through the small dining room, and Velvet clasped his hands together. “Very well,” he said, folding his napkin neatly. “You are dismissed. Please proceed back to the kitchen and follow Steel’s orders. Your service today has not yet ended.”

Betsy gave him a low bow, sensing that this was one who was used to being obeyed. To a certain extent, all of the men at the table exuded a masculine aura, though each of them was unique in their own way. As she turned and hobbled down the ramp, she mulled over the impressions she had received from each man.

Velvet screamed control freak from a mile away—she was glad she wasn’t his pet. Swill was a brutish man, likely using force to tackle his problems. Birdy pretended to be flighty, but his interest in fashion hid an intricate soul. Father Joshua was direct, using words to flay his opponents.

Hangman was still rather a mystery, though his love of rope seemed to hide something darker. Jazz Hands was an artist, through and through, completely invested in his work.

How many of them had pets? She shivered, trying to guess which one of them might own the cat, and which the lamp.

It was difficult to guess. With the way rope was used on the lamp, that could be Hangman, but he could also have been instructing another Master. She groaned to herself at this new puzzle that was unfolding in front of her.

She was both excited and aghast at the prospect of trying to put it all together. Why was she even bothering? Even if she got to know them, they would all be treated like slaves here.

Yes, but being a slave was starting to have an unforeseen appeal. As she saw her fantasies coming to life, she was starting to want more.

It was the opposite of what she had expected. Usually, real life was less appealing than the fantasy, but being here was exposing some heretofore unknown side of herself. She wanted to debase herself in front of her husband, to serve him as he asked. To be his slave.

This was the secret side of herself she had never told her husband, though she had thought it in the deepest, darkest parts of the night. Lying awake, she had wished that her husband would be rough with her, take what he wanted from her.

Squeezing her thighs together, she had banished these thoughts into the aether. All she had to look forward to was another dull day waiting for him to come home, at which point he was usually tired and not willing to initiate.

Here, though, none of that mattered. They had their clearly defined roles, which they slotted into neatly. He was the Master, and she was his servant.

The submissiveness in her was rising, threatening to swallow her whole. It was a little frightening, if she allowed herself to wallow in it. Instead, she focused more on her feet, tapping the soles of her shoes up the ramp to the kitchen.

The pinching tug of the weight below was less immediate than it had been before. Yes, she was fairly confident she had lost one, and would likely pay for its absence later. There was nothing she could really do about that now, so she refused to worry about it.

When she arrived back in the kitchen, Steel was standing at a counter in front of a mixing bowl, ignoring her. Marion was there, however, giving her a bright smile as she stood next to a large array of trays laid out over the central counter.

She had her hands folded over her chest, faint hints of her nipples dimpling the latex top. Her long legs were clasped by thigh high boots, threads laced all the way through to the top on both sides.

Betsy froze solid at the utter display of opulence laid out before her. Pastries, lobster, caviar, and several varieties of steak filled her field of view, surrounded by various steamed vegetable dishes stacked around the edges. They were meant to serve… all this?

Marion giggled at her expression. “He does go a little bonkers sometimes, doesn’t he? That’s why I love him so much.”

Steel lifted a hand and grunted at them, the mixer whirring as he stirred up another concoction. There was going to be more? She almost choked on the gag in her mouth at the idea.

Grabbing a tray of pastries and another of roast duck, Marion handed them to Betsy. “We’ll take two at a time, in a rotating fashion. Velvet will want to start the night’s entertainment right away, so we’ll work around that.”

When Betsy hesitated, she pressed a hand to her back. “Go, you’ll see what I mean. It might seem strange at first, but you’ll soon learn to like it here.”

Betsy wasn’t sure about that, but at least Marion seemed friendly enough. Balancing the trays, she swayed around, slowly working her way back down the ramp. This would be a lot easier if she wasn’t bound—how long would Sam keep her in chains?

Admittedly, this was only the first day, so she shouldn’t expect too much. It was hard for her to wait, though. She felt like a cat who had gotten into the cream, but the cream had been hiding whips, chains and collars.

She slowed herself down to balance the silver trays better. Nobody had told her to rush, and they were heavy. She’d probably get a demerit per dropped plate, and she didn’t need more!

Her mind darted off, trying to come up with potential punishments, but the lights dimmed, forcing her to focus more on her movements. A sparkling ball appeared above the dining table, rays of white light dancing over the men seated below.

As she approached the table, the ball slowed to a halt. “Ladies and gentlemen!” boomed Velvet, getting to his feet. “Please welcome, the lovely Liara!”

A woman appeared out of nowhere, dressed in a shimmering metallic blue dress. Slits were cut on both sides, revealing her slender legs. A notch at her breasts showed off her well defined cleavage, the cups of her bra barely hiding her nipples.

At her neck, she wore a slender, gold necklace. The sparkling gold squares were tight against her throat, making this a collar in another form. Like the other bound slaves, she was a pet. She was owned.

Betsy delivered her trays, staring unabashedly at the beautiful women, a trickle of jealousy running down her back. She looked so chic, so self assured.

Confidence oozed off her as she jumped onto the table, giving them all a lovely smile. Lifting her legs in high kicks, she pranced towards her husband, swaying her shoulders. An orchestral piece began to play, with trills and crescendos that matched her performance.

Mesmerized, Betsy watched as she leaped over a candelabra, landing softly on her toes with nary a waver. She must have practiced that. A lot.

Velvet reached into his coat pocket, bringing out a lacey package that he handed to Liara. Without saying a word, she undid a ribbon, turning to show it to the audience. It was a white mask, with the eye holes blocked out. A blindfold.

Betsy turned and marched back towards the kitchen, feeling too nervous to continue watching. The woman had probably practiced this routine a thousand times with it on, but she could easily imagine her giving the Duck a l'Orange a nice little kick. That would cause a god awful mess that someone would have to clean up. Probably her.

Marion was at her side as she worked her way back down and up the ramps. This was really a pain! Why couldn’t they have built the dining area closer to the kitchen?

There were more dishes to fetch, however, and she was on a mission to get this done. A hand on her shoulder made her pause, and she looked at Marion with a question on her face. Why had the other woman stopped her?

“You’re doing well so far,” she said, her dark eyes expressing delight. “I don’t think you need this any more.”

Reaching up, she popped a tube into her dildo gag and twisted a valve. Betsy sighed as the pressure instantly released, her jaw aching as it deflated. Marion undid the buckle, pulling the sloppy mess from her mouth and dropping it into a sink.

She lifted a hand to Betsy’s face, pressing a finger to her lips. “Remember, though, don’t speak to the Masters without being spoken to. You’ll earn yourself a demerit.”

Betsy licked her lips and swallowed, clearing out the dried saliva. “What’s your position here?” she asked, trying to figure the other woman out.

“Me? I’m the head maid,” replied Marion. “We can talk more about that another time. We have to finish serving, or we’ll get demerits!”

“You, too?” asked Betsy, shuffling towards the table. “Even in your position?”

“That’s right,” nodded Marion. “I might have been granted some privileges by my Master, but I am still subject to His discipline. I am His obedient pet, and when I disobey, He punishes me.”

Betsy gulped, hearing the subtle capitalization. There was also a thread of submissiveness wound through her speech that colored every word. She was a devoted slave. Exactly what they were planning on training her to be!

Was she okay with that idea? She didn’t know, but she was willing to explore it further. She could still quit at any time, though at this point she’d be left with at least one humiliating tattoo.

She found this all immensely erotic, though she wasn’t willing to admit that to anyone. Not just yet.

She couldn’t stop her loins from tingling, which was extremely distracting. Sighing internally, she grabbed some more trays. These contained lobster and some kind of elaborate salad, with sliced fruit arrayed in a decorative pattern on top.

Another question bubbled up within her. “Who is your Master?” she asked, trying to place him among the rogue’s gallery of men seated at the dining table.

Which one of them might be into gothic maids? Could it be Swill, or maybe Hangman, perhaps?

“Oh, that’s Steel,” chirped Marion, nodding at the chef. “We have an excellent working relationship.”

Steel turned around, a spatula in his hand. “If you don’t serve this food immediately, it will be cold when it arrives. For every complaint I receive, I’ll take it out of your hide!”

“Yes, chef!” burbled Marion happily, grabbing a set of dishes and following after Betsy.

“I have to be careful,” she whispered. “I enjoy his punishments, and he knows it. If I mess up too often, he gets more creative.”

Betsy grunted, stopping herself from asking exactly what ‘creative’ meant. She wasn’t sure she wanted to know, and they were already passing into the main room, where their chatter might be punished.

As they moved up the ramp at the rear, the spinning lights above the table scattered over the dancer. She stepped daintily, avoiding the plates and silverware as if she had memorized their positions.

She probably hadn’t, but the illusion was quite effective. If Betsy had to guess, a narrow path had been laid out for the woman down the center, and she had practiced enough to avoid any obstacles in the way.

In that case, she had better set these dishes down at the edge of the table, or she might cause the dancer to put a foot in it, literally.

Choosing the closest spot, she slid them in, the chains at her wrists rattling. She pressed her lips together and frowned, feeling as though she was being watched. Lifting her head, she spotted her husband staring at her from across the table.

Making a little grin, she gave him a saucy wink. It was nice to know that he had eyes only for her.

She frowned as she noticed Marion placing her dishes in the center of the table. Did she have a death wish or something? The dancer was making a pirouette, coming towards them with alarming speed.

At the last second, she altered course, spinning around the dishes with uncanny movements. Betsy was astounded, unable to suppress an expletive. Blushing, she folded her hands and moved back, feeling ashamed of herself.

The stare of her husband pinned her in place. “Another demerit,” he declared, his voice cutting through the whispered conversations.

Frustrated, she turned about in a huff, moving towards the exit as fast as her jangling legs could carry her. Marion was right behind her, touching her shoulder again.

She tossed off the friendly gesture, not feeling interested in being calmed down at the moment. Damnit, why did she have to be so touchy feely? Couldn’t Marion see that she was upset?

Her feet were starting to hurt, and her ankles were chafing in the cuffs. Not to mention that stupid weight which was still tugging at her pussy! It was all adding up to make her miserable.

She was feeling really moody, and didn’t want to talk to anyone. Her earlier excitement was already forgotten, and she was beginning to sour on the whole idea.

The hand returned, this time digging into her shoulder. A warm breath blew into her ear. “Don’t get so worked up,” hissed Marion. “There are plenty of ways to work off demerits. It’s not a big deal. You’ll see.”

Her shoulders lowered, and she let out a long sigh. That’s right. She wasn’t alone in this—wasn’t being singled out. All of the other pets were being given punishments, too. There had to be some sort of regulated system for clearing them. It couldn’t be that bad. Could it?

She increased her pace, feeling the pussy weight jiggle aggressively as she climbed the ramp to the kitchen. She didn’t care. She had to know how fucked up this place was. She had to make a decision.

Once she arrived in the relative safety of the enclosed kitchen, she spun on Marion. “Tell me truly,” she said in a hushed voice. “How bad is it here? I have to know whether it’s worth it.”

The other woman folded her arms over her breasts, squeezing the large orbs into her chest. “Well,” she said slowly, “it kind of depends on your personality. Not everyone will make it here, though if they don’t want to participate, it’s perfectly acceptable to say so. Their husbands don’t tend to stay with the Rookery long term if that happens, though.”

“I don’t have that option,” Betsy hissed. “If I say no, it’s over for me! I’ll be divorced!”

Marion’s eyes flashed. “Are you being coerced to be here?”

“In a way,” replied Betsy, the words sounding lame on her lips as she stared at the floor.

Ginning up false sympathy with the other woman might help her in the short term, but once she discovered the ruse, their budding friendship would fall apart. She didn’t want that.

It was hard to admit her fault in the matter, though. She wanted to avoid the truth, bury it as far as she could and never think about it again.

Scraping herself together, she decided to be up front about it. That was the only way she could see to get out of the trap she had fallen into.

“No, that’s not fair,” she mumbled. “This is really my fault. He caught me cheating on him, and gave me an ultimatum: come here, or start packing.”

“Ah,” nodded Marion, her arms relaxing. “I’m glad you told me this, it was very brave. I won’t think less of you because of it, though it does change my understanding of your treatment so far. Did you know about any of this before coming?”

“No,” whispered Betsy, tears forming in her eyes. “And now it makes me wonder… all those times he said he had to work late—was he coming here? Was I really so boring that he didn’t want to spend any time with me?”

Marion frowned, tapping a finger against her mouth. “I wonder… no, I had best not speculate. That’s something you should ask your Master.”

She braced her arms on Betsy’s shoulders, giving her a small shake. “Look, I can see you’re uncomfortable, but it’s really going to be okay. It takes a certain type of personality to embrace this kind of thing, but I can sense that you have it. You’ve been facing this challenge like a champ, and you’ve been taking to latex and bondage like a fish to water. You just need to work through some of your psychological problems and you’ll be in top shape.”

She squeezed her shoulders. “Your best bet is to have a session with Father Joshua, he’ll get you straightened out.”

“What, the preacher?” frowned Betsy. “He called me a harlot earlier. I can’t imagine he’ll want anything to do with me!”

“First impressions can be deceptive,” replied Marion. “He’s a board certified psychologist, so I wouldn’t discount him out of hand.”

She shook her head. “Everything’s so new for you. Just calm down and give it a shot before turning it down. I bet within a week you’ll be loving it here!”

Betsy frowned at her. “I’ll hold you to it. Literally. What are you betting?”

Marion’s black lips curved into a smile, and she gave Betsy a pat on the shoulder. “That hardly seems fair, as if you lose there’s no way for me to collect the prize. How about we call it… an incentive? If you make it to the end of the week, I’ll arrange for you to have five demerits removed from your record.”

“You can do that?” asked Betsy, intrigued. “I thought only Masters could assign or remove demerits.”

“That’s right,” interrupted Steel, forming balls of dough onto a baking tray. “And I’ll back up whatever offer she makes. Now, stop whispering back there and finish with the rest of the dishes!” he ordered, turning to give them a glare. “If they go cold, I make you go cold!”

“Yes, chef!” said Betsy automatically.

She felt rather shaken from the adrenaline rush of spilling her guts in front of Marion, but the excitement was fluttering in her chest again, her mood flip flopping.

Fortunately, there were only two trays left, but one of them was filled with mugs of steaming hot coffee. It would take all of her concentration to avoid spilling that one!

Well, she was more than up for the challenge! Grabbing the tray, she tucked it against her chest, holding on with her left hand. She eyed the second one, which contained a large, silver bowl filled to the brim with salad, a colorful dressing drizzled on top.

The bowl wobbled as she steadied it in her grip, the coffee shifting from side to side, perilously close to the rim of the mugs. This was going to be far more difficult than her past trips—she would need her full concentration to ensure that it didn’t end in disaster.

Muttering to herself, she followed Marion out and down the ramp, her ass wiggling as the chains rattled. She looked up at the flashing lights, soft music filling the hall. There came a blur of motion as she spotted the dancing slave’s face. She was still going?

She shook her head as she began to walk up the curved ramp. Liara must be both athletic and magical, unless that blindfold was a fake. It looked impressive, but there had to be some trickery involved.

Arriving at the table, she watched as the dancer made a final leap, spinning in a somersault to land right in front of her master. Taking the blindfold off with a flourish, she presented it to him and bowed low.

Velvet grinned. “Ladies and gentlemen, my wife, Liara!” he pronounced, the other members at the table standing to give her an ovation.

Liara straightened up, pulling her dress aside to reveal the leather bra she was wearing. Undoing the front catch, she allowed her breasts to spill free, revealing her pierced nipples. Short gold chains dangled from the tips, with green gems in diamond shaped mounts jiggling from the ends.

Leaning forward, she pressed her bust into Velvet’s face, and he blew air between them, making a motorboat sound as she wiggled back and forth. That was a bit excessive, wasn’t it?

The two of them didn’t seem the least bit embarrassed at their erotic display. Velvet grabbed at the bottoms of her breasts and stroked them until Liara let out a long coo. Eyes closed, she extended her lips as Velvet worked his way up to her breastbone.

Betsy was getting rather embarrassed. She didn’t need to see this!

Marion had already finished putting down her trays, so all she needed to do was choose an empty spot for the lettuce and start serving the coffee. The entertainment was none of her business.

Moving closer to the table, she reached out, selecting a position for the lettuce tray. There was a spot right there which seemed pretty good, and… oh, no!

She jumped as a clawed hand wrapped around her ankle, giving her a good tug. A spike of pain from her pussy distracted her at the critical moment, causing the bowl of lettuce to fly off the end of the tray. The edge of the bowl caught on the tablecloth as it rolled over sideways, the contents spilling onto the table.

The tray flipped off to the side, rattling against the floor, but she ignored it, doing everything in her power to avoid spilling the coffee. The mugs slid towards her, their contents sloshing, but with a few careful moves, she was able to get most of them steadied.

A single mug on the end bobbled, physics catching up to her as it jumped over the lip of the tray in slow motion. She gritted her teeth, watching it as it tipped over, hot liquid splashing onto the crimson red tablecloth. Damn!

“Ronnie!” exclaimed Swill, shoving himself back to see what was going on. “Bad kitty.”

Betsy’s eyes burned, but she refused to cry. This wasn’t her fault, but she couldn’t defend herself in front of the masters, either. What a shitty situation!

The cat woman let go of her leg and mewled. A strong urge to kick her floated through Betsy’s brain, but chained as she was, that was impossible. This was a good thing, as she didn’t fancy the idea of getting into even more trouble.

Marion laid a hand on her shoulder, squeezing it. Strangely, instead of irritating her, this time it helped to calm down her emotional state. She took a step to the side, maneuvering around Swill and setting the tray of mugs on the table. Trembling, she waited there for her punishment.

“Do you know what this means?” thundered Swill at the cat woman. “You’ve earned another two demerits! That makes TWENTY in the span of a day! I’m starting to think that you’re earning them on purpose!”

Father Joshua leaned forward, scowling. “When discipline fails, that means we’re using the wrong lever. How long has she been acting out like this?”

“Only a couple of weeks,” muttered Swill, the anger in his voice mixing with chagrin. “Maybe I have been overlooking too much.”

The priest curled his hands together. “Make an appointment, and we’ll discuss the psychology of punishment and reward further. We have to get into her mind to understand why she’s making these decisions.”

Swill nodded, moving his napkin to soak up some of the spilled coffee. “Sorry about this,” he whispered to Betsy. “It’s a training problem. I’ll make sure she apologizes to you later.”

Betsy nodded, staring at the mess with a vacant stare, her stomach dropping to her knees. She couldn’t blame the cat for this—this was her fault! How would she be punished for this disaster?

“Betsy,” said Sam in a strong voice, drawing her attention to his steely blue eyes. “You dropped my coffee. Could you please get me another?”

She could feel the sweat gathering in her latex gloves as she pressed them over her apron, giving him a silent bow. Fear followed her in a cloud as she turned and waddled towards the exit, worried that he would say something else.

When she had gotten half way down the ramp, she increased her speed, knowing for certain that she had lost the other pussy clamp. If nothing else, she was definitely going to be punished for that.

The stress of the situation was really getting to her, and with nobody watching, she gave in to the fear and worry, tears streaming silently down her face. She couldn’t seem to stop them, even once she had reached the kitchen.

Bleary eyed, she approached the chef, trying to figure out how she was going to tell him what had happened. In the end, she simply blurted it out.

“I need a new coffee mug,” she said, gasping for air. “One of them spilled all over the tablecloth. Sa… I mean, Eagle commanded that I get him another.”

Steel examined her wet eyes and frowned. Picking up a hand towel, he leaned in and carefully dried what he could reach under her hood. “No need for tears,” he drawled. “Didn’t you hear what I said earlier? New servants are always worthless. I didn’t expect you to get everything perfect on your first day on the job.”

Betsy stood there, lips clamped tightly together as the tears came more freely. She stared at him until he sighed, shaking his head. “I’m just the chef. I’m no good at this emotional stuff,” he admitted.

Crossing over to a cabinet, he retrieved a mug and set it in front of the coffee pot, pouring it full. When he had finished this, he turned the handle towards her and grabbed a fresh hand towel from a drawer. “Here,” he said abruptly. “Don’t worry so much. Marion will help clean up. These kinds of mistakes can always be corrected.”

Betsy gave him a small nod, feeling grateful that he didn’t push it further. The way he was handling the situation was calming her down. Grasping the mug in her hand, she wrapped the towel around the bottom to give it more support. “Thank you,” she said in a small voice, turning towards the ramp.

Steel grunted, saying nothing more. She was thankful for that, too. She might start crying again if he showed her any more kindness.

Moving back into the hall, she shivered internally, wondering what everyone at the table was saying about her. That she was a screw up, an idiot, a fake wife?

The overhead lights were on, illuminating the figures at the table. They didn’t seem to be too perturbed. Her ears strained, trying to catch fragments of their conversation.

From what she could determine, they didn’t appear to be talking about her. She could hear the rough voice of Swill making a dirty joke, the rest of the men laughing in response. Something about the size of… no, she wasn’t going to dwell on that. What a brute!

As she rounded the corner, she spotted Marion’s ass jiggling merrily as she worked diligently on the tablecloth. She had retrieved some towels to sop up the mess, and the spilled salad had been returned to its bowl.

The disquiet in her soul urged her onwards, and she turned towards Velvet, marching around the edge of the table. The man took a sip from his coffee mug, giving her a small nod.

A grin grew as he sat back in his chair. “Does anyone remember the time when Liara knocked over the candelabra?” he asked. “The entire table was set alight, and Swill was so drunk, he simply gazed at it like a fool.”

“I don’t remember that,” protested Swill.

“No, you wouldn’t,” chortled Birdy. “You simply said ‘pretty,’ then threw up all over the fire.”

“Really?” asked Swill, brightening. “Then I saved the day by extinguishing it, right?”

“No!” laughed Birdy. “Marion smothered it with a towel, chunks and all.”

Swill’s lips wobbled. “Damn, I wish I remembered that. It must have been hilarious! Poor girl.”

Lifting a hand, he gave Marion a good smack on the ass. Making a little shriek, the maid straightened up, shooting him a glare as she pursed her lips.

Betsy couldn’t help but smile, knowing that all this was for her benefit. Perhaps living in this place wouldn’t be so bad after all.

Trotting up to Sam, she slowed next to him, placing his mug of coffee above his plate. He turned and grinned. “Good work, slave. Marion has almost finished with this mess. Why don’t the two of you go get dessert?”

“Yes, dessert!” roared Hangman, his wide belly wobbling as he grabbed his fork and slammed it on the table. “What has our chef prepared for us today?” he asked, directing his gaze at Marion as Betsy worked to retrace her steps.

“Blueberry filled puff pastry served with vanilla ice cream and a soft serve topping,” Marion said shortly. “Along with shortbread for dipping.”

A sound of appreciation filled the table. “A simple dessert, but filling,” grinned Father Joshua. “My compliments to the chef.”

Marion bowed, clasping her hands over her chest. Reaching out, she touched Betsy’s elbow, directing her away from the table.

Betsy glanced at the decorative towel covering the coffee stain and wet her lips. She didn’t envy whoever would be in charge of getting that stain out later. She simply hoped it wouldn’t be her.

As they moved down the ramp, Marion whispered in her ear. “Good job,” she hissed. “They like you.”

Did they? They certainly were treating her better than she deserved. She had cheated on her husband, been bundled off to this… cult gathering, dropped some of the ingredients for lasagna, then proceeded to spill hot coffee all over their table. It seemed like she couldn’t do anything right.

A warm glow in her heart pushed out some of the negativity she had been holding onto. They liked her.

Her steps felt lighter as they approached the kitchen yet once again, buoyed forward by the thought that she might actually be able to make it here, even if she was a horrible fuckup.

The central counter was filled with three trays of desserts. The maid she had seen cleaning the floor earlier was waiting beside them with her hands clasped together. She was wearing an identical maid outfit to Betsy’s, making them effectively sisters.

“This is Jennie,” nodded Marion. “Jennie, Betsy. Jennie belongs to Birdy, and Betsy is Eagle’s slave.”

“Nice to meet you,” murmured Jennie, giving her a low bow.

“Jennie has been here for a month,” explained Marion. “Birdy and her are newlyweds.”

Betsy cleared her throat. “How do you like it here so far?” she asked, sorting through the plethora of questions clamoring for attention.

“I like it well enough,” Jennie said, looking down at the floor.

Betsy waited, but the woman didn’t appear to be forthcoming. Marion sighed. “Don’t worry about it, this is just the way she is. She’s not nearly as outgoing as I am.”

She stepped up to the counter, picking up a tray. “She’ll be joining us for the final service, to speed things up. We’ve noticed that our men get jumpy if they have to wait for their desserts, so each of us will circle the table and get them delivered promptly. Start by serving your man first, then proceed to the nearest unserved master.”

Betsy nodded, shuffling forward to pick up the tray prepared for her. “What about the used trays?” she asked.

“Don’t worry about them. Once they’ve finished, they’ll move to another room for the after meal entertainment, and then we’ll clean up.” Marion smirked. “Given her bad behavior at the table, I think they’re going to work Ronnie hard.”

She lifted the dessert tray high in her hand. “Alright, girls, follow my lead, and enjoy whatever the Masters decide to do!”

There seemed to be some kind of underlying meaning to that, but Betsy had no clue what she was talking about. She’d just have to wait and see.

Walking back down the ramp into the hall, she passed her jaded eyes over the lovely architecture. It all seemed to pale once you had seen it a half dozen times. She was far more interested in the personal dynamics waiting for them at the table.

She had the impression that a typical master/slave dynamic included a great deal of cruelty, but she hadn’t seen anything of the sort. Had her base level assumptions been wrong?

She was really starting to want to sit down with her husband to have a frank conversation about all this, but so far, there hadn’t been any opportunity for such. A longing pulsed in her chest. Would they ever regain the trust they had once had with each other?

When she rounded the corner, she was stunned to find a number of women attending to their masters silently. The one who had been bound on the side table as a lamp was leaning over Jazz Hands, her arms wrapped around his neck in a hug. The cat woman knelt next to Swill, pressing her forehead into his thigh.

Liara was posed behind Velvet, standing on the tips of her toes as he grinned at the arriving maids. “Excellent!” he declared. “Welcome, all of you, to the dessert festivities!”

Whatever could that mean? Betsy frowned as she walked around the rear of the table, staying away from the other slaves as she moved towards Sam. After having that unfortunate encounter with the cat woman, she wasn’t interested in straying too close.

She lowered her tray as she approached Sam, presenting him with the bowls of ice cream. “Thank you,” he murmured, taking a bowl and setting it on the table. “You may stay and watch, if you like, but you have not yet earned a reward.”

Reward? She was starting to get a vague idea of what was about to happen—the atmosphere was feeling charged, erotic.

She turned towards Jazz Hands, presenting him with the tray. Lifting a hand, he gave her a solemn nod as he retrieved a bowl. “Thank you,” he whispered. “You make for a good maid. I’m looking forward to spending more time with you.”

Betsy shivered, knowing what that would feel like. More pain. Groan.

Shaking it off, she moved over to Hangman, who was unattended. His throat bobbed as he swallowed a bite off his plate, looking pleased as he saw what was in the bowl. “Oh, goody! I’m afraid my wife isn’t available for the after meal festivities, but you should stick around and see what we’re all about.”

His eyes flashed with desire as he looked over her body. Betsy frowned, wanting to say something about his forwardness, but she didn’t have to.

“Hangman,” interjected Sam roughly. “Be careful.”

The growl in his warning resounded through the room, and Hangman sat back, dipping his spoon into the soft serve. “I’ve been reprimanded,” he announced. “I suppose I deserve it. Don’t worry, Eagle, I won’t touch your wife. I know the rules.”

Sam replied with a grunt, but Hangman did appear to be chastened. Betsy backed away from the man, feeling both uncomfortable and charmed by the way Sam had protected her.

Circling around the rear, she approached Father Joshua with trepidation. The priest looked up and nodded at her gravely. “Thank you, my dear,” he said in his thin, reedy voice. “God’s blessings be upon your relationship. I do hope that you decide to remain with us. I believe we have much to offer one such as you.”

She gave him a low nod, avoiding his gaze as she backed up against the wall. Marion trotted up next to her, holding her own tray against her breasts. “Now, we watch,” she whispered. “Us maids don’t usually participate, as we will need to clean up later.”

Her eyes hooded. “I have something special planned with Steel anyway.”

Betsy pursed her lips, wanting to ask what that something special was, but the men around the table were on the move, and they didn’t appear to be interested in sitting down to eat their desserts.

Velvet cleared his throat and addressed the table. “Unfortunately, not all of our slaves could attend, as some of them have other duties, while others have not yet earned the privilege.”

He grinned darkly, eyes almost appearing to glow as he speared Betsy with his gaze. “Don’t you worry—eventually it will be your turn, too!”

So saying, he turned to his wife and tugged at her dress, spreading it out and under her breasts to expose her creamy nipples. Turning to his dessert, he swiped at the swirl of ice cream on top, bringing it over to smear it onto her sensitive skin.

Liara trembled, but the smile on her face remained fixed, even as her husband leaned over and started licking up the creamy sweetness with his red tongue. His head tilted as he worked around the piercings, the gems jumping as the woman’s chest flexed.

Face blazing, Betsy looked away, but no matter where she looked, the situation was the same. The cat woman was meowing as Swill planted his head between her breasts, and Jazz Hands was full on groping his wife.

The grunts and groans began to escalate, to the point where Betsy was starting to think that this might become an orgy. She sought out her husband, who appeared to be a silent arbiter of sanity in the middle of the sexually charged room.

He was calmly eating his dessert, staring straight ahead after each bite. What was he thinking? Would he be the one eating ice cream off her breasts in the future? Could she say that she didn’t want to be treated that way?

She licked her lips, feeling the heat tickling her loins. This only served to remind her of the missing clamps, however, which weighed on her mind. How much would losing them cost her?

So far, they had been rather lenient towards her, which she was surprised at. Hadn’t she done something unforgivable? Why were they being so kind?

The tears appeared again. She didn’t deserve this.

Marion touched her shoulder, giving it a squeeze. “Your turn will come. You’ll get your chance soon enough!”

That wasn’t the reason why she was having a breakdown, but it was enough to shake her out of the funk that had descended upon her. She sighed, giving the other woman a nod to signal that she had been heard.

Things were getting rather distracting at the table, as the cat woman had been spun around by Swill, her elbows braced as she leaned over the dessert. Tongue outstretched, she licked at the ice cream as the big man dropped his pants.

A yowl escaped her lips as her eyes went wide, breasts spilling out on either side of the bowl. She meowed as her body was shoved forward by the first thrust, a wet slap echoing through the room as Swill grunted against her body.

Swill wrapped a hand around her neck, squeezing as he reamed out her pussy. “Twenty demerits,” he hissed. “You’re a naughty bitch. If you earn any more, I’m going to start removing your privileges. Like this.”

He began to thrust harder, the woman’s tongue extending in pleasure as her eyes rolled. The two of them rocked together in a primal rhythm, ignoring everyone else as they sated their lusts.

They weren’t the only ones. Jazz Hands was humping the lamp slave’s slender body, and Birdy was running his hands all over Jennie. Since the maid was dressed in a similar fashion to Betsy, all he had to do was flip up the ruffled skirt and he’d have all the access he needed.

Velvet was still playing with Liara’s breasts, painting them with the white ice cream, as if he was an artist. He hadn’t started fucking her like the others, giving Betsy the sense that he had a rather particular fetish.

Liara seemed willing to accommodate him, closing her eyes and licking her ruby red lips as the gems on her nipples jangled. She lifted her arms, cupping the bottom of her breasts to steady them so that Velvet would have better access.

She bumped her hips, increasing the jiggle as Velvet returned with his tongue, swirling it around as he closed in on a nipple. His lips pursed as he suctioned on, kissing her as he cleaned up the mess. The way the two of them swayed made her think that this wasn’t the first time they had performed this ritual together.

The groans and sighs of carnal pleasure rose in the air, leaving Betsy feeling rather jealous. Sam was ignoring her purposefully, and everybody else was having fun.

She turned towards Marion, touching her shoulder for the first time. Marion tilted her head, the lighting leaving her gaze in shadow. The brightness of her eyes gave Betsy the impression that she was enjoying this. A voyeur?

At any rate, she nodded, giving Betsy a small gesture to follow as she turned away from the table. Betsy trotted along behind, her chains jangling as she glanced at Father Joshua.

He didn’t appear disturbed by the carnal display, dipping a cookie into his dessert and giving it a bite, savoring the flavor as he picked up Betsy’s gaze. He gave her a short wink as she passed, making her feet wobble as she entered the ramp.

Relief washed over her shoulders as they descended into the pit of the room, the waterfall gurgling. “Is it always like this?” she asked, the sound of rough sex filling the air, moans and grunts following them as they moved towards the kitchen.

“Oh, yes,” confirmed Marion. “Pleasing our men is our top priority. It doesn’t matter where, or when. We love giving them what they want—because we’re their slaves.”

Betsy gulped at how sure Marion sounded. It was obvious that she was quite happy with being a slave, but Betsy wasn’t feeling so sanguine about the idea. So far, it had been easy enough to give Sam what he wanted when he asked for it, but she hadn’t yet embraced the role.

She knew the longer she stayed here, the more they would push her in that direction. She needed to make a final decision soon—before they tattooed her further.

When they arrived in the kitchen, Marion proceeded to a drawer, retrieving some keys. Turning to Betsy, she unbuckled her wrists, kneeling to work on her ankles. “You’ve done a good job so far,” she said. “I’m actually impressed. You made it through the entire service without completely melting down.”

“Is that common?” Betsy asked, touching her wrists.

“I wasn’t able to do it on my first go around,” admitted Marion, dropping the rattling chains in the drawer and pushing it shut. “I think I earned more demerits than I was able to work off my first couple of weeks here.”

Betsy swallowed. “How… many demerits should be expected on your first day?”

Marion paused, her heavily mascaraed eyes looking up at the ceiling. “Everyone is different, but I think I had a solid ten.” She grinned. “I was a bad girl. So—how many do you have?”

Betsy relaxed internally. “At least five. Maybe up to seven.”

“Ha! That’s nothing!” chuckled Marion. “Don’t tell them I told you this, but first week demerits are usually discounted. They don’t expect you to complete full punishments when you’re fresh off the boat, so to speak. They do get more serious after that, which is why Ronnie is in for a fun time.” She twisted her lips. “Something’s wrong with that girl, but the priest will get her sorted.”

Trotting over to a door, she cracked it open, revealing a room full of cleaning supplies. Pulling out a mop bucket, she dropped the head into the wringer, giving it a good squeeze. “Now, how about helping me out here? There’s a lot that needs doing.”

Betsy nodded, stepping forward to grab the mop. Doing physical work was exactly what she needed to forget about the strangeness of the day.


Chapter Six

After they finished mopping the floors and helping Steel to tidy up the kitchen, Jennie showed up, her face red.

Together, they cleared the dishes from the main table, and Marion showed her what to do with the soiled tablecloth. The work went quickly with the three of them, and Betsy found herself rather satisfied at their progress.

If she was hoping for some kind of prize, however, Marion didn’t have one to give. Instead, she clasped her hands together, and gave the two of them a short bow. “I am pleased with both of you,” she announced. “I’ll make my report accordingly. However, I believe you are now scheduled to visit the Silent Chamber.”

Betsy frowned, her heart jolting. “Oh, what’s that? Some kind of punishment room?”

Marion nodded severely. “It’s one way for you to work off your demerits, and one that all new arrivals at the Rookery must experience.“

Jennie perked up, her lips quivering into a ghastly grin. “The Silent Chamber?” she whispered with excitement. “Oh? Is that next?”

“That’s right,” replied Marion. “Betsy must experience the Suit so that she understands the consequences of disobedience. You refused your master directly to his face last week, so you must attend as well.”

Jennie clicked the barbell of her pierced tongue against her front teeth. “I bow to the wisdom of my superiors.”

“As well you should,” murmured Marion.

She clapped her hands, gesturing at the two of them. “No more questions. We are… expected.”

Jennie shivered, grinning, but she didn’t protest. Betsy caught a glimpse of her pale face, and she started to worry. “What’s so bad about the Silent Chamber?” she hissed, unable to keep her mouth shut.

“You’ll see,” replied Jennie, following after Marion. “It’s ecstasy and hell combined. I can’t describe it all that well—you’ll just have to experience it for yourself.”

With these words hanging above her head, Betsy marched down the ramp into the main hall, trying to shake off an impending sense of doom. It couldn’t be that dangerous if all the new initiates went through this, right?

Besides, the other woman was probably exaggerating how bad it was to scare her. If that was the case, though, why did she look so excited?

Mulling this over, she watched Jennie’s shoulders stretching the latex maid uniform as they both climbed a staircase on the left side of the fountain. There was something attractive about how the skirt danced around her waist. It wasn’t a surprise that their men liked watching them work in these outfits.

Maybe that was the key to improving her time here—if she could inflame her husband’s desires, he might be less interested in giving her punishments. She smirked as she ran through her seductive moves, popping her hips as they marched down an interior corridor. Yes, a sexy maid routine should definitely help her out.

This new confidence quickly evaporated as Marion led them deeper into the compound, giving her the impression that this place was far larger than she had originally anticipated. If she was let out to wander about on her own, she would definitely get lost.

The style of the walls was changing, the hardwood wainscoting giving way to panels, box lanterns hung at regular intervals. The carpet swapped from velvet to a forest green, the pile high enough to give the impression of grass.

She was forced to concentrate on her footsteps to avoid having her heels stick, the sound of their footfalls quieting as the walls appeared to close in. Just when she was about to say something to relieve the mental pressure, Marion slowed to a halt.

Grabbing a wooden door, she slid it aside, revealing another door behind it. This one was metal, looking like a hatchway, a hand wheel mounted to the front.

Betsy frowned as Marion grabbed a crank sticking out from the wheel, spinning it in a smooth circle. Without any noise at all, the huge chunk of metal began to swing open, showing the extreme thickness of the door, three large round bolts mounted equidistant on the side.

The interior of the door was covered with a series of foam baffles, cut into jagged shapes that twisted in a set pattern from the upper left to the bottom right.

The pattern continued inside the room, the walls and ceiling filled with foam. Recessed lighting gave her the impression of a large space, though she was unable to see the far wall. Spooky.

The reason for the foam became obvious as they walked into the chamber, each creak of their rubber outfits sounding muffled to her ears. Nothing echoed; it felt as though a damp blanket had been laid over the top of everything.

Every part of this room had been purposefully set up to absorb sound. She could barely hear Jennie's movements, and Marion might as well have been invisible, except for the solid clunk of the door as it closed behind them.

There were several dark figures waiting ahead, their faces cast in shadow. She pressed her shaking hands against her apron, trying to steady her nerves.

A couple of lights clicked on as they turned towards the new arrivals. “Ah, there you are!” cried Velvet, a big smile on his face. “Welcome to the Silent Chamber, the greatest training device ever invented!”

Betsy shivered. What kind of a punishment was this? Sure, this place was kind of freaky, but she still didn't have the full picture.

Father Joshua scowled, steepling his fingers. “Don't be too proud of this torture device you've created,” he admonished. “It requires far too much manual monitoring to be practical for regular use.”

Velvet clapped a hand over his shoulder. “But that's why you're here, my good man! To ensure that everything goes off without a hitch!”

The priest growled, looking a little uncomfortable as he shook his head. Betsy clenched her fingers in the ruffles of her skirt. She would have thought that the severe man would be more fanatical about his punishments. If he didn't like this, what could that mean?

Her heart began thumping louder in her chest as a man stepped out of line. If her husband was here, things were about to get serious.

“Everyone, take your places,” ordered Velvet. “We will pronounce our judgments, starting at the end.”

Betsy folded her hands, breathing evenly as there came a flurry of movement. Sam stopped in front of her, hanging his hands from his belt. His stare was serious, but not penetrating. Was he about to show her some mercy?

“Betsy,” he said in a low growl that made tingles run down her spine. “Up to the dinner challenge, you had earned five demerits for yourself. Unfortunately, during the festivities, you lost the pussy clamps, and each of those incurred an extra demerit.”

She bowed her head. So, it would be at least seven, then, as she had anticipated. Would there be more for the mess she had made of the table? She could feel the collar around her throat, the latex of her hood pressing against her sweaty skin as tension built in her back.

“After some adjudication, we have decided that it is not fair to punish you for the crimes of another,” he said, glancing over at the cat woman standing next to Swill.

She was busy licking the back of her latex coated hand, as if she had no cares in the world. If she was deliberately causing trouble, she probably didn't.

“There have been further judgments,” he continued smoothly. “Beyond the coffee incident, your service was exemplary, and you helped to clean up without any complaints. As such, the demerits you earned for dropping the weights have been wiped clean. You currently stand at five.”

He crossed his arms and looked at Marion. “Do you have any personal complaints as to her service?”

Marion shook her head. “I think your estimation of the situation is fair, master,” she cooed, winking slyly as a masculine form appeared behind her.

The man ran his hands under her shoulders, grabbing at her breasts as he leaned over to whisper in her left ear. She giggled as he blew into her shoulder, leaning back into his grasp with a sigh.

Betsy looked away, feeling uncomfortable as she recognized the lanky form of the chef. They were finally getting a chance to be intimate with each other, and she didn't feel right interrupting. She wasn't an exhibitionist, though she was getting the sense that her aversion would soon be put to the test.

“Very well,” nodded Sam. “That's twenty five minutes, then. Since this is her first time, I will also run the stimulation.”

Moving around behind her, Sam wrapped his arms over her shoulders, clasping his hands below her breasts. Surprised, she barely had time to do anything but gasp as she was bodily turned towards the other couples.

His hug wasn't overly tight, it was just unexpected. The ring of warmth around her body burned in her mind like the collar she wore about her neck. It said mine.

It felt kind of nice.

Before she could examine her emotions further, Swill confronted the cat woman, holding a finger in front of her nose. “You’ve been trying your hardest to be put back into a Suit. I’m starting to think that you like being punished with this device a little too much.”

The cat woman meowed and turned her head, blinking as she shot Betsy a smug look. This was all a game to her.

Betsy struggled in Sam's arms, but he whispered into her ears. “Don't worry, she'll get what's coming to her. She's stepped over the line one too many times and I don't think she'll enjoy the consequences.”

Swill reached up and grabbed the chain at her collar, tugging her towards him. The tags at her neck jangled as he pushed his large head into her face. “Look at me when I'm talking to you,” he roared, pressing his forehead into hers.

She rolled her eyes, drooling on the floor. Betsy thought the confrontation was going to escalate to violence, but both Velvet and the priest were suddenly there to defuse the conflict.

“Now, now, there's no need for unnecessary force in the Silent Chamber,” admonished Velvet, grasping the beefy man's shoulder. “It's clear she needs a more tailored approach. Father Joshua, you have something in mind, do you not?”

“Indeed,” replied the priest, taking the chain attached to the woman's collar in hand. “Don't worry, I've seen this problem before. I’ll get to the bottom of this.”

He pulled her to one side. Swill seemed to calm down as Velvet rested his hands on his shoulder. He stared daggers at Ronnie as he backed away, grimacing.

Well, wasn’t that interesting. Not everything was peaches and cream at the Rookery—they still had to deal with human foibles.

They seemed confident that they could help Ronnie, but Betsy wasn’t so sure. It looked as though the woman had somehow been broken once already—she was doing her best to avoid reality by retreating into the persona of a cat.

She wouldn’t allow herself to be lost to that extent. She had a strong mind, a strong persona, and… well, that’s what had gotten her into this position in the first place, hadn’t it? If she hadn’t felt the need to be in charge, to take control at all times, she wouldn’t be participating in this fantasy.

The devil of it was, she liked the idea of being told what to do. So far, it had been rather relaxing to not have to make any decisions. If someone else was in control, she could spend the time thinking about other things—like how much she wanted Sam’s dick to be buried to the hilt in her pussy.

It was time to admit it to herself—all of the erotic displays she had seen lately were really turning her on. The more Sam treated her like an object, the better she felt. It was ridiculous how wet she currently was. She’d do almost anything to achieve sexual satisfaction. She was right where he wanted her.

The longer he withheld sexual pleasure, the more of an animal she was becoming. Maybe that’s why Ronnie went crazy?

She didn’t have to take this, though—she could pleasure herself, if she wanted to. There was nothing stopping her from flipping up her skirt and sticking a finger inside. Nothing except the huge audience in front of her.

She froze, admonishing her brain. It was being a horny bastard, and there were important things happening here. If she was going to stay here for a time, she would need to learn about the relationship dynamics between these couples.

Jennie leaned in and kissed Birdy, nestling against his side. He grinned down at her, tightening his grip around her shoulders.

Velvet cleared his throat as he patted Swill on the back. The other man looked dejected, but she could tell that he was packing his emotions away. If he bottled them up too much, it could be dangerous, but Betsy didn’t think this was a good time to make that kind of observation.

“Please, continue,” said Velvet, nodding at Birdy.

Birdy gave his wife’s back another leisurely stroke, then let her go. “Jennie has been a good girl,” he declared. “She has elected to have a guided session.”

Betsy tugged out of Sam’s grip, scooting closer to Marion. “Wait,” she blurted out, “I thought that this was a punishment? She’s looking happy about this!”

“That’s right!” declared Jennie, a fanatical grin on her face as she noticed Betsy’s look of dismay. “I’m kind of a pain slut,” she said nonchalantly. “I love this sort of torture. That’s why I’ve gotten pierced several times before I came here.”

Betsy was only aware of her tongue—where else had she decided to get pierced?

She was already in too deep, so she might as well ask the other question. “But… didn’t you refuse your Master? Why aren’t you being punished?”

“Yeah, I talked back, but he deserved it, and the others agreed,” grinned Jennie. “That’s why I’m being rewarded. You see, the rules go both ways at the Rookery.”

The Deal pulsed in her head. Honor. Yes, the masters did have something of a rule, but given that it was one word, they could stretch it to mean practically anything.

She was going to have a good, long talk with Sam about this when she got the opportunity. If she was going to be his slave, she wanted to understand what his honor meant to him.

Marion stroked her arm. “I quite like spending time in the Suit myself, but it depends entirely on the program they’re running.”

Jennie nodded her head. “That’s right, it can be ecstasy, hell, or both combined, depending upon what our masters choose.”

“Okay,” replied Betsy, feeling overwhelmed with all of the new information. “Could anyone tell me what the heck a Suit is?”

Velvet let go of Swill’s shoulder, his feet prancing on the thick carpet as he reached his arm out like a showman. “Why, it’s only the heart and soul of the Silent Chamber!” he declared, a set of spotlights snapping on to punctuate his excitement.

A spider web of taut cords ran from the floor and ceiling to a bulky, rubber suit suspended in mid-air. There were attachment rings all around the periphery, riveted in place to a thick piece of fabric glued around the sides. A helmet was mounted on top, with a tinted visor, tubes running from the mouth area around to the rear, where a large backpack was mounted.

More tubes ran from the backpack to two molded forms where a person’s breasts would sit, the black rubber orbs glistening under the limited light. It was impossible to tell what was happening under those cups, but there was probably built-in electrical stimulation, and perhaps a set of pumps?

Betsy licked her lips, noting that the hands and feet terminated in large rubber balls. Once a person was put into this suit, it would be impossible to escape. How deliciously arousing!

She trembled at the idea of climbing inside, becoming a rubber thing. The large earmuffs on the helmet would block out any sound not deadened by the insulation, and the way it was suspended, you wouldn’t be able to move at all. In effect, it was a miniature sensory deprivation chamber, with built-in devices their masters could use to tease them mercilessly.

A strange sense of excitement rose within her. She had never really thought all that much about encasement bondage, but now that she was faced with the fact that she was going to be put inside that suit, she couldn’t help but feel all warm and gooey inside.

Jennie moaned, taking off her apron and dropping it to the floor. “Can I be first?” she asked, squirming with pleasure.

Birdy gave her an indulgent smile. “Yes, Betsy here needs a demonstration of how this works.”

His slave made a pleased squeal, working hard to take off her uniform. Birdy moved in calmly, unlocking her collar and unzipping the back as Jennie kicked off her shoes.

Together, the two of them did a little dance, removing the skirt and stockings with economical motions. Birdy worked to collect the discarded items as Jennie removed the top, her bountiful assets wobbling as her nude body was revealed.

She was completely shameless as she pranced towards the bondage suit, her ass wiggling with passion. She grabbed a small, white stool positioned under the suit, placing it in front so that she could climb on top.

Fingers trembling, she began to work her hands down the middle, unzipping the thick outer layer. From a certain point of view, it looked almost like a coffin. Betsy found herself moving closer, mesmerized by the rippling rubber as Jennie’s hands brushed against the obscenely large breast cups.

The tubes jiggled as Jennie moved down to the crotch area, pulling the material aside to reveal a second rubber suit hanging limp inside. She proceeded to pull it out, giving Betsy a good look at the smooth, shiny surface.

There were only two openings in the suit—an oval at the face area, and another around the crotch, where a thick roll of rubber exposed the privates. The hands and feet ended in form fitting rubber pockets, providing no dexterity for the wearer. Once Jennie was in the suit, that was it.

Jennie didn’t seem particularly concerned about this, however. She was eagerly spreading the hood opening wide so that she could slip her legs inside.

She must be pretty used to putting on this kind of suit, as it wasn’t long before she was wiggling her hips at the opening. Averting her eyes at the woman’s unabashed nudity, Betsy stepped up to the rubber coffin, sticking her head inside.

There wasn’t much to see down the leg and arm holes, but they appeared to be slick with lubricant. The better to trap you with, my dear.

Shoving the intrusive thought away, she looked up at the helmet. There appeared to be some kind of rubber gasket at the bottom, which would fit around the neck line like a collar. This blocked her view of most of the interior, but she caught a glimpse of the headphones.

Her hand was resting on something hard and knobbly. Pulling back, she frowned at the glistening wetness that now coated her glove. She had absentmindedly touched the large, black dildo mounted at the crotch area of the suit, and now she was both embarrassed and aroused by the sight of it.

There was a second plug behind it, sculpted with a large, mushroom shaped head. The knob at the top would be firmly planted inside the wearer’s ass, the thick base ensuring that it remained in place. Its size was absurd.

She sensed a dark presence behind her. “The plugs are removable,” rumbled Sam. “They can be made smaller… or larger, depending upon the needs of the slave.”

Betsy rubbed her hands on her apron, her mouth suddenly dry. Kneeling, she noted that the crotch area was wired up, a mess of dangling wires looking like spider’s webs. “I can see why Jennie is so eager,” she said wryly. “It looks like it’s going to be a good time for her.

“That depends entirely upon the actions of the slave,” murmured Sam. “Pain, or pleasure? They’re two sides of the same coin, depending on one’s psyche.”

She had never known her husband to wax philosophical before. She stood and turned around, pressing her chest into his. “Where is this coming from? Have you been spending time with the priest?” she asked.

“No,” Sam replied slowly. “I’ve been thinking about you. About us. So far, the Deal holds, but the voluntary nature of it cuts both ways. Do I want to continue this? Do I have the courage necessary?”

The statement sounded dark, making her spine tingle. A sudden anger grew in her belly. “I chose this path,” she spat, slamming the flat of her palm against his chest. “Do you have the fortitude to see this through? Or are you the weak man I took you to be when I cheated on you?”

He grunted, saying nothing. The mask he wore hid his expression, which annoyed her to no end.

Velvet appeared, his jeweled mask gleaming. “You can’t change each other’s minds, you know,” he said in a smooth voice. “Each of you must find the answer within yourselves, and it won’t happen immediately. Give it some time. Explore who you are, what you want. I’m sure you’ll come to the correct conclusion eventually.”

Interposing himself between them, he grabbed their arms and gently urged them back. “I can tell that you’re intrigued by all this,” he murmured to Betsy. “It’s always a big adjustment for both parties. I wouldn’t prod him about this. Just let him see that he’s making the right decision.”

Betsy backed down, feeling a little weak. There was something about the charismatic man that seemed to put her off kilter.

Well, fine. She knew that this was her last chance. She didn’t deserve anything from Sam after what she had done to him.

The guilt threatened to choke her throat, but a pleased bounce from Jennie distracted her from her emotions. She flopped her arms up and down like a fetish rubber bunny rabbit. “I could use some help here,” she demanded.

Birdy closed in, smirking as he moved his hands under her shoulders, lifting her up. Sam and Velvet stepped in to help with her legs as the woman was pressed into the rubber bondage suit.

Her limbs went first, burps of air rushing around them as she pushed them farther in. Velvet lifted the helmet up as she settled down, Birdy scanning below to line up her privates with the plugs at the bottom.

She sighed and purred as the dildo pierced her pussy. This was followed by uncomfortable faces as Birdy maneuvered the ass plug into place. She bit her lip, grunting as her hips pulsed, her butt working against the hard length.

It didn’t take long to push it in, indicating that the woman had some experience with the plugs. This brought her back to the chastity belt she had been forced to wear earlier. That was her first taste of such things, and now she was melting inside from just watching.

Jennie seemed happy, resting with her crotch spread open by the plugs, her legs held apart by the shell of the outer suit. She sighed in delight, relaxing as Velvet used the platform to pluck the helmet off the top. The other men zipped up the exterior, locking her inside.

Soon, she was pinned in place up to her neck, the rigid arms making her look almost as though she was getting ready to go into outer space. The smile on her face never wavered as she turned her neck from side to side. “I’m ready!” she announced, eyes watching the helmet in Velvet’s hands with naked hunger.

Velvet moved the platform next to her suspended legs, climbing on top as he levered the helmet over her head. Jennie closed her eyes as the gasket slid over her short hair, Birdy reaching up on tiptoes to shove it through the clinging rubber.

As it clicked into place, Betsy crossed her arms over her chest, holding in the strange emotions that boiled within. The tinted helmet hid any trace of the other woman, but for the hissing breath that escaped through the hoses mounted to the front of the mask.

She had become a thing, an object that various stimulations could be performed upon. The fleshy bits inside didn’t exist, for all intents and purposes. It was dehumanizing, and it was hot.

Jennie could be flexing her muscles, could be trying to move, but none of that was obvious from the exterior. The taut lines suspended the heavy suit in place, immobilizing her until the men decided that she should go free. That was that—and she was going to be next!

Velvet held out his arms. “There, now, wasn’t that simple? Who’s next?”

Additional lights snapped on, highlighting more bondage suits arrayed on either side. Just how many of them were there?

Sam took her by the hand, steering her firmly to the right. “There’s no need to be concerned. Your first trip in the Suit will be fairly pleasant, as I’ve developed a short program for you with the assistance of the others. It’s a good way to work off the demerits you’ve gathered on the first day, and a proper demonstration of how the Suits can be used for both good… and evil.”

She didn’t like the tone of his last word, shivering as she stumbled towards a Suit of her own. She stared up at the monstrosity, wondering what it was going to feel like once she had climbed inside, becoming a faceless plaything for her husband to enjoy.

The more she indulged in this idea, the more wobbly her legs became. “Sam?” she said, feeling a little lost. “I think I’m going to need some help getting undressed.”

A strong hand clamped onto her shoulder. “It’s fine. Every newbie gets the shakes their first time. Jennie wasn’t any different than you. It’ll be okay. I’m here, and I’ll support you every step of the way.”

He ran his hand over her back. “You need to learn to lean on others, Bets, to rely on me. That’s one of the reasons you’re here, right?”

Was it? She cast back, trying to figure out what he was talking about.

It was true that she hadn’t trusted him to get things done right, which meant that she had taken over doing certain chores while complaining that he wasn’t doing them.

She blushed. This introspection was bringing up all sorts of things she’d rather not think about. It was better to keep her lips sealed and forget about the failures of the past. This was what she had to deal with now.

Sam was already taking her collar off, so she stayed still, doing her best to brace her legs. She could at least remove her apron and snap off her gloves. When her fingers strayed to the buttons on her front, though, she found them trembling too much for her to undo them.

Giving up, she sighed and pressed her hands to her belly as Sam removed her skirt. She watched, nonchalant, as he pulled off each heeled shoe, one by one, exposing the rubbery stocking that clung to her feet like cling wrap.

Curious, she wiggled her toes, feeling the sweat that had collected under the balls of her feet. It wasn’t super uncomfortable, but the way her feet squished was weird. Fortunately, she wasn’t going to have to deal with it for too much longer, as Sam was moving to remove the garter belt and stockings as well.

She found herself swaying as he pulled down the first one, the soppy wetness sloshing as he tugged it from the end. “You’ve been very good about this,” said Sam calmly. “Most women would have said no the first moment heavy bondage and rubber were on the table. There must be something inside you that likes this, or you wouldn’t have put up with the dinner service, much less the trip to the grocery store.”

Betsy remained mute, not wanting to admit how much she was enjoying herself. If he knew, he might torture her more. It was becoming difficult to determine precisely what she wanted. She needed time to figure this out, dammit!

She wasn’t going to get that time, unfortunately. Not before being put into this Suit, and then who knew what might happen?

What if she really liked it? Would she turn out to be a Jennie, doing her best to earn a reward like a puppy so that she could spend more time in solitary? Or would she misbehave like Ronnie in a desperate attempt to be punished and get attention?

There were some real dark sides to this Rookery that nobody seemed to be talking about. Well, she wasn’t going to let it go. She was definitely going to talk this out with Sam. Yeah, right after she experienced this Suit thing.

Her heart fluttered in her chest like a brass band as Sam moved up her torso, lingering as he looked over her cleavage. “Just as I remembered,” he whispered, placing his hands in the crack.

One button after another popped off as he applied pressure, his eyes roaming hungrily over her creamy skin. Betsy pressed her lips together and rolled her head, mixed feelings of desire and embarrassment washing through her. “Sam!” she hissed. “They’re watching.”

“Let them,” growled Sam. “They know that you belong to me.”

Betsy shivered, looking straight ahead at the Suit as Sam peeled the top off her body. This turned out to be a mistake, as her arousal returned with a vengeance.

Marion appeared at her side, lightly touching her right shoulder. “I sense a kindred spirit within you,” she pronounced. “You’ll do fine in there.”

She gave her shoulder a little squeeze. “After they get you through the initial training, you’ll have more time to relax. We should spend some time together then, you know—girl time.”

She grinned, clicking her black polished nails together. “We’ll have some popcorn, watch a cheesy movie, gossip about our men. It’ll be fun!”

That actually did sound like fun. It was strange, really—she had never thought that she was going to have a friend that was so deep into alternative fashion. Her usual friend circle was more into high fashion, talking about what outfits the latest celebrities wore. This was a whole new world for her, and she found herself intrigued.

The woman’s style was really growing on her, which could simply be an outgrowth of her bubbly personality. She was starting to get used to the other woman’s ways, and her curiosity about her backstory was growing. Chefs usually had a pretty rough and tumble lifestyle, so she could see how an attraction might have formed between them, but their entry into the Rookery must have been unique.

Packing away this collection of thoughts, she gave Marion a brief grin. “I’d like that,” she said quietly, feeling too much dread about the Suit to give it much enthusiasm.

Marion’s green eyes sparkled through her black latex hood, and she curled her hands into fists, making a little hop in excitement. “I can’t wait!” she declared. “Another friend added to the group! It’s going to be awesome!”

Betsy chuckled at the display, but her mirth was short lived. Velvet was already at the Suit, pulling it apart to reveal its dark, glossy interior. She gulped as the suit inside was extracted and given to Sam, the wobbling hood making rippling noises as it passed hands.

Sam turned it around and knelt, gesturing at her feet. “Come on, let’s get this going,” he said, stretching the opening wide. “The best way to learn how to do this is to try.”

Betsy hesitantly put a foot into the opening, wiggling for balance as Sam pulled it up around her leg. “Would you like some assistance?” asked Marion.

Betsy nodded, mute, gasping as Marion's rubbery hands clasped her sides. With this extra support, she was able to slide the opening up to her hips where things became rather tight.

Marion held her as Sam continued working down below, sliding the excess material up her legs. A huge baggy section collected around her thighs, the outline of the rubber hood pinching her skin.

Gritting her teeth, she worked her hands under the forward lip, trying to move it upwards to relieve the pressure. Marion shifted her grip, working on the back side until the pressure was relieved, the front popping over the unfinished tattoo on her belly.

She sighed in relief for a moment as she let her muscles recover, but the pain soon returned. Moving as rapidly as she could, she pulled the top up to her breasts, feeling a little stumped.

“What do I do now?” she asked, feeling dumb.

She had just seen Jennie getting into the same type of suit, but no matter how much she tugged, there just wasn't enough room!

Fortunately, Marion was there to lend her a hand. “You have lovely breasts,” she remarked, unashamed. “Their size is magnificent, and the way they float make them look bolted on. Implants?”

Betsy shook her head. “I’ve never needed them. They’re completely natural, and totally a pain.”

“Really?” asked Marion, boldly touching her chest. “Mine aren’t nearly as big, and I think about making them larger all the time.”

Betsy glanced down at Sam, but he wasn’t paying any attention to their conversation. He grunted, making sure the end sat properly on her left foot. “I wouldn’t do it,” said Betsy, feeling pretty distracted. “They always talk about back pain, but they never mention how difficult it is to maneuver around doorways and other obstacles with large breasts. They’re constantly getting in the way.”

Betsy stared at Marion’s breasts. “Besides, yours seem like a perfectly fine size to me.”

“Hmm,” murmured Marion, sticking her fingers under the upper lip of the suit stuck around Betsy’s chest. “I’ll think about it some more, then. I know it’s not something that should be taken lightly, but I really want to please my man!”

She paused. “Push your breasts down so that I can get this over them.”

Betsy did as she asked, groaning as Marion lifted the material up and over, the back edge of the rubber hood burning tightly as it pulled against her back. Betsy lifted her shoulders and stuck her fingers under to untangle the edge, which had gotten curled up.

She frowned as the inner material of the suit settled around her sensitive flesh, rubbing her breasts with little nodules fixed to the interior. These must be made for some kind of stimulation, but she couldn’t see how. As it was, they were simply irritating.

“Okay, it’s time for your arms,” announced Marion, but Betsy didn’t need this reminder. She was starting to get used to dressing in these bizarre outfits.

She hoped Sam was appreciating all this. The things she did for her man!

Her thinking was already changing, even though she hadn’t spent much time here. It really had been a long day, and it wasn’t over yet. Not by a long shot!

Betsy bent her arms, allowing Marion to direct her fingers through the openings in the sleeves. The rubber had a lot of stretch to it, but only to a limited extent, making it super awkward to get the sleeve up to her shoulder.

She sighed as her hands finally entered the gauntlet at the end, her fingers flopping around as she touched the sides. There was nothing to hold onto, slippery rubber confining her body. Once this suit was fully on, she’d be like a penguin, unable to touch anything properly.

Bound. The word bounced around her mind like a pinball, heat licking at her thoughts. Was this really who she was?

Marion proceeded with her other arm as Sam finished up with her legs. She stood stock still, trying to hide how much this ordeal was arousing her.

She could only go so far with her thoughts, though. Without being able to touch herself, there was no way she could reach fulfillment.

Once she was locked inside the Suit, he would have full control over her body. With the flick of a switch, he could make her experience heaven or hell. The only question was how much resentment Sam was holding onto.

Soon, both of her helpers were done, her hands and feet successfully locked away. Sam stood, grunting as his warm breath hissed over her neck.

His strong hands played with the rubber material, straightening it out as he stretched the hood wide. Marion gathered her hair together and stuffed it down the back, the two of them working in tandem to pull the rubber over the top of her skull.

Betsy clenched her jaw as they dragged the edge up to her forehead, working around the side to ensure that it clung properly to her face.

It seemed too tight at first, but as she twisted her head to get a feel for it, the material began to settle into place. Her ears were pressed flat against her skull, cupped by small indentations molded into the hood. She immediately tried to touch them, feeling silly when the flat rubber of the gauntlets flapped uselessly against the sides of her head.

Sam squeezed a hand around her throat, his fingers nudging the sides of her neck. “It’s time for you to acknowledge that you can’t do anything on your own,” he said in a warm, low voice. “While you exist in the Suit, you are my property, nothing more.”

Betsy shivered, but said nothing, unable to disagree with this estimation. She tilted her head back, closing her eyes as she felt his hand upon her. Property. A slave.

She opened her jaw, taking in a shuddering breath as her nipples suddenly hardened. She belonged to him.

As she tasted this thought, she could feel the warmth of his protection glowing around her, like a cloak. It felt nice.

The moment didn’t last, the cold closing back in as his hand dropped. But oh, how she wanted to feel like that again!

Marion giggled as she noticed Betsy’s expression. “If you think that feels good, just wait!” she declared, climbing on top of the small platform next to the dark suit.

Reaching up, she grasped the helmet delicately, giving it a small twist to pop the latches so that she could lift it free. Nestling the menacing curve against her shoulder, she stepped down and grinned at her. “Now, it’s your turn,” she said, her chest heaving with excitement.

She didn’t have to look that happy about it. Betsy gulped, trying to take a step forward in her restrictive suit. She wobbled as she discovered that there was practically no grip within the rubber pockets wrapped around her feet. If she proceeded any farther, she’d face plant on the carpet.

Cool air tickled her privates through the open hole, a shiver running down her back. She was going to have to ask for help, wasn’t she?

Cocking her head, she twisted her shoulders so that she could face Sam. Pursing her lips, she modulated her voice so that it wouldn't sound like she was taunting him. “Could I… please get some assistance here?” she asked, feeling the strain.

“Please might be the magic word, but it isn't the only word,” replied Sam calmly.

Betsy's mind raced for a moment until she realized what he was asking of her. “Master.”

Sam nodded, moving in to grab her under her shoulders. He lifted her with little trouble, turning her around so that her back was to the Suit.

She could feel the monstrosity looming, waiting to embrace her body like a dark cloak. Would she be the same person after she had experienced the unique torture it promised? She couldn't wait to find out!

Sam maneuvered around in front, his blank mask staring at her emotionlessly. It was hell not being able to figure out what he was thinking, but it was probably better this way. If she tried to manipulate him at this point, he'd probably throw out the Deal immediately.

Restraining herself, she waited as Velvet approached, his hands clasped together. “Our new trainee is looking ready for the Suit! ” he declared with gusto. “Tell me, is there anything you would like to know before we shut you up?”

“How long has someone been inside one of these… things?” she asked, feeling a sense of morbid curiosity.

Velvet froze. “We don’t like to experiment with that,” he admitted. “Things can get weird if we go longer than an hour, so we don’t permit anyone to stay in longer. You saw what happened to Ronnie. She unfortunately grew to like the isolation a little too much, and now she’s misbehaving purposefully to get another taste.”

He lifted his hands wide. “The mental effects do depend upon the program being used. Full sensory deprivation is much harder on a psyche than a guided tour, for example, which you will be experiencing today.”

That didn’t do much to assuage her fears. That someone could become so—mindbroken from this device meant that it was incredibly dangerous. Then again, all medicine was dangerous, depending on the dosage.

But what was this machine meant to cure? Disobedience?

Velvet leaned forward, sensing her hesitation. “It isn’t too late to back out now, you know. There’s nobody forcing you to do this.”

That wasn’t the entire truth. She was under tremendous pressure to make this work. It would be extremely difficult to say no.

Excitement warred with fear, her thoughts a jumble. Eventually, a conclusion was reached—she wanted to see how far this would go. She wasn’t willing to throw everything away, not just yet.

“Let’s do it,” she said decisively, leveling her gaze on Sam.

He returned her intensity with equal measure, and for the first time in a long time, she felt as though the two of them were on the same wavelength. Perhaps this bizarre bondage could be a path towards fixing their marriage—who knew? She was certainly willing to find out.

“Very good,” replied Velvet with satisfaction. “Eagle, you may put her in.”

Sam ran his warm hands under her shoulders, clenching his fingers around her rubbery sides. “I wasn’t sure you had it in you,” he muttered. “I’m glad to see I was wrong.”

Her breathing became uneven as he lifted her up, boosting her body into the air. Marion slid the platform in front of the Suit, giving Sam the height he needed to lift her up and into the waiting enclosure.

Betsy hissed as her feet slid into the black holes below, the pre-lubricated interior rubbing against her rubber coated ankles. She flexed her toes, pointing them downwards as her knees squeezed deeper into the openings, her body sliding down, down.

There was only so far she could go before she hit the plugs, and now that she had thought that, she realized that she hadn’t even checked to see their size before committing to this. She had been pretty foolish!

She had to trust that her husband had her best interests at heart. She hadn’t seen any evidence that he intended on breaking her. Indeed, she had to admit that all of the challenges so far had been fair. Strict, but fair.

She bit her lower lip as something hard knocked against her privates, knowing that her holes were about to be filled. This was going to be awesome.

Sam’s mask stared blankly at her as his muscles bulged, lowering her further. Marion appeared below, shifting the plugs so that they would line up better.

She hissed as the tip of the larger dildo plunged into her vagina, spreading her lips wide. A tingle of pleasure glowed in her tunnel, her muscles vibrating as it slid in deeper.

This was soon followed by the harder knob of the ass plug, the lubricated tip getting stoppered up at her sphincter, where she had problems with it before. She could be wrong, but she got the vague impression that this was a tad larger than the one she had worn with the chastity belt. He was training her to take increasingly larger sizes!

The implications of that were somewhat disturbing, but she was too busy dealing with the multitude of sensations to examine that idea further. Clenching around the ass plug, she groaned as Sam inexorably moved her farther down.

It was being pressed into her, the weight of her body increasing the pressure on her insides. There was only so much she could take; sooner or later it would have to yield, and then the full pleasure of her situation would commence!

All that stood between her and pleasure was the mushroom shaped plug. Making faces, she strained against it, wiggling her hips. Her stubborn muscles refused to yield, but the inexorable weight of gravity was starting to turn the tide.

Her eyes rolled when it finally popped in, her crotch dropping until the larger dildo was completely buried inside her. The rubber lining around the opening in her inner suit slotted into a concave ridge built into the arched area of the thicker suit, merging the two of them together in an airtight seal that would contain any juices that leaked out of her. They had really thought of everything!

Sam let go of her, shifting the Suit so that she would be able to shove an arm inside. Feeling the pressure inside her privates, she grunted as she did what he desired.

Her arm slipped into the sleeve like butter, a rush of air pressing in front of her gauntlet as it sank into the Suit’s warm embrace. She paused for a moment, trying to pull herself back out without success. It was as she had expected—there was suction that was preventing her from getting out on her own. She was already stuck inside the Suit, helpless as a baby.

She might as well complete the process, then. Turning her head, she forcefully jammed her other hand into the remaining hole, feeling around the interior of her gauntlets with her fingertips.

The slippery material felt weird, tight. Just like the plugs sitting in her ass and snatch. She tensed her legs, trying to wobble back and forth to increase the stimulation. No luck. The suction was tight enough to prevent any movement.

Sam wasn’t waiting for her to get used to her new confinement, turning a strip of extra material behind the zipper over as he shut up the front. The obscenely large breast cups came next, flipping into place over the inner suit. Sam finished zipping between the cups, only letting go once the top was nestled against the hollow of her throat.

This seemed like another good time to try to wiggle around, so Betsy did a little experimentation. She was surprised to find that her confinement was so tight that she couldn’t shift her weight on the plugs at all. How limiting!

Marion handed the helmet to Sam, who raised it above her head. Turning it over, he showed her the interior. “There’s headphones here and here, which I will be using to guide you through this session,” he said calmly.

“The helmet will adjust the airflow automatically, but make sure to breathe normally, otherwise you might feel lightheaded. I will be monitoring your vitals from the control center. Remember, we record everything that happens at the Rookery, so nothing will be missed. Some of the other men are trained in advanced medical aid, so you can have confidence that you will be well taken care of.”

He shifted his gaze down to her crotch area. “In all the ways that matter.”

Betsy blushed. Was the naked lust she felt so easily readable on her face?

Sam stretched, turning the helmet so that the rubber gasket was above her head. “We’ll talk again soon.”

Betsy held her breath, closing her eyes as the helmet pressed against the top of the rubber hood. The gasket caught against the surface, creaking as it stretched to accommodate her skull. It tickled against her nose as it descended, threatening a sneeze, but Sam kept up the pressure, forcing it over her chin before it became a problem.

Her breath hissed out as the headphones clamped over her ears. A soft click echoed, then there was nothing but darkness.

She tried to lean forward, to no avail. The Suit had her in its grasp.

There was plenty of support at the hips to prevent the plugs from jabbing into her too deeply, but at the current moment, they were causing more discomfort than pleasure.

Sighing, she turned her head, trying to seek a more comfortable position. The way the front of the helmet had been formed, a curved ridge bumped up against her chin if she tried to move too far, nudging her gently back towards center.

She relaxed, satisfied that she had done everything she could in her current predicament. Her fate was entirely in the hands of her husband.

A vibration came from down below, and she shuddered, eyes widening as a thrill ran through her pussy. That was definitely some kind of jolt!

A hissing rushed through her ears, and suddenly the suit became tighter around her limbs, the rubbery material squeezing her body. What little movement she had been capable of was now gone, her body held in a cocoon of inflated rubber. Great.

Now she was deaf, blind, and completely unable to move at all. She could see why this would drive people crazy. She could be in danger of that herself, but for the itchy jolt the dildo and ass plugs were providing her.

Was the one at the rear increasing in size? She could swear that she was feeling more bloated than before.

Grunting, she slammed her head against the back of the helmet in an attempt to grind herself against the plugs, but it cushioned the blow, her body remaining rigid. There was no way she could come to orgasm herself; she would have to wait and see what her husband decided to do with her next.

The waiting was the worst. She groaned, wondering how long she’d be left here to think about the situation. It probably depended on how vindictive Sam was feeling.

Her heart swelled as she thought over her recent experiences. How could so much have been crammed into so little time? She never would have guessed that she’d end the day being stuffed into a bondage suit, at the mercy of her husband.

If she had known about all this from the start, would she have cheated on him?

The question pulsed in her mind. She had been looking for excitement, and she had gotten it in spades. No random boy toy off one of the apps would even think to do anything this crazy with her on a one night fling.

What she had been seeking all along had been under her nose the entire time. Infuriating!

She shivered, feeling the heat of her libido climbing. This was beyond any of her wildest fantasies. Her husband had locked her up, and now he was going to play with her until he got what he wanted. So. Freaking. Hot!

She took in a deep breath, feeling the helmet rattle with her exhale. This was weird, but at least she wasn’t gagged this time. Spending long periods having something crammed into her mouth was quickly getting old.

The helmet in front of her flashed, an interior display filling her field of view with a blue sky. It was disorienting at first, but she calmed down as she realized it was showing her the view from a glider, a green forest and volcano moving below her at a glacial pace.

A rich voice filled her ears. “Welcome, to your personal paradise,” Sam purred. “As I said earlier, this first session will last twenty five minutes. Savor this fleeting pleasure, with the knowledge that these Suits can be both fun and torturous. Even those with an extremely lustful nature can get tired of too much pleasure, but do keep in mind that we won’t be pushing any boundaries today. This is simply to set the tone for what’s to come.”

The dildo in her pussy began to buzz, a low hum tingling through her body. She cooed, settling in as she enjoyed the view, her body feeling light. It was… actually pleasant.

“I can hear everything you say, if I choose to,” continued Sam, “but don’t bother talking. I currently have you muted. This is going to be a one sided conversation. I’m going to tell you how I really feel, and then we’ll regroup later and discuss, once you’ve had a chance to consider my words.”

Fair enough, but she didn’t know how he thought she’d be able to pay attention to anything while the dildo was licking at her pussy. The way it sat snugly in her vagina was just oof. It was hard to describe how distracted she was.

And then, she wasn’t. The vibrator turned off, leaving her hot and bothered, but Sam didn’t care—he was already moving on to other topics.

“I first joined the Rookery years ago,” he explained, his rich voice fluttering against her ears as her perspective changed, the view bringing her closer to the crater. She could see the craggy sides, the harsh volcanic rock that thrust up in irregular formations.

“I had just started my new job at the quarry. You remember that, right? You objected, because it would keep me away from you longer, but the pay was too good to turn up my nose at, so I decided to accept.”

She did remember that. In truth, his absence due to the job was one of the prime reasons why they both had grown apart, but she didn’t bother saying anything. This was his time to explain himself, and he was ignoring her anyway.

“Several of my best friends were working for the quarry, which was a big reason why I took the job over your protests. As it turns out, the owner of the quarry was running a secret club. The Rookery. It sounded like a joke at first, so I ignored their attempts to recruit me, but eventually, the curiosity was too much to bear, and I visited one of their evening sessions.”

Betsy gasped as her breasts jolted. What was going on down there?

Her flesh was being tugged on, licked as it was drawn forward into the cups. A humming whirr buzzed through her body as rollers tickled at her latex coated skin.

This was more than just a Suit, it was a machine. She moaned as the stimulation increased, struggling to listen to her husband.

“It was a whole new world of debauchery, but targeted. Not immoral, but sacred pleasure between couples, with strict rules that all had to obey. Look, don't touch!”

His words came out in a rush. “It was quite instructive. They taught me all sorts of things, including restraints, and how best to use them to extract the most pleasure. It was a smorgasbord for the eyes!”

He sighed. “And yet, it was missing something. It was missing you. The pressure was intense to bring you in, but I resisted. I didn't think you were ready to experience anything that wild. I couldn't get you to do tame things, for heaven's sake!”

The sucking on her breasts increased in intensity as the view swooped low over scree studding the steep slopes. “Once we hadn't had sex for a month, I knew things were getting serious. I started monitoring your behavior more closely, and eventually I caught you playing around behind my back.”

He let out a long breath, and she could feel his anger radiating through the microphone. “I rather expected it, but that didn't make it hurt any less. The betrayal rent my soul, and I spent many sleepless nights with you in my arms trying to decide whether I could bear to remain with an adulterer.”

Betsy panted, feeling sweat tingling on her face as the buzzing down below increased. What he was saying was important, dammit, this wasn't the time to be distracted by lust!

“I went through several counseling sessions with the priest, and he helped me to make my mind right. We're all sinners, fallen short of the glory of God, but through the death of his only son, Jesus, everyone deserves a chance at redemption. So, this is your chance. Will you see it through, and become my slave? Or will you fall to sin and become a whore for any Tom, Dick, or Harry that comes along?”

Betsy choked up, feeling keenly the way her body was responding to the stimulation. No, she didn’t want senseless sex with just anybody. She had only cheated because she felt alone. Couldn’t he see what his absence had done to her?

If any blame was to be laid at her doorstep, surely it must be shared. It takes two to tango, right?

The vibrations stopped, leaving her gasping for a long while. Sam’s voice tickled at her ears. “Look at you,” he murmured. “You’re already a wet mess. You know, when the others first suggested that I bring you to the Rookery, I protested. You were a good girl, I said. You’d never degrade yourself or do something so dirty.”

The buzzing began again, this time in her ass. She groaned, tugging at her arms as she shook her head.

“I was wrong. You’ll do anything to satisfy your lusts, even cheat on me. Well, how do you like it now?”

She leaned back and moaned, slobbering a little as the dildo in her pussy jumped, pulsing and throbbing in her tunnel. Now he was teasing her! Unfair!

“You do like it, don’t you?” he said in wonder. “I never thought you’d be up for this sort of bondage, which is why I never brought it up in the past. I always thought you were a safe, vanilla girl. It looks like I’ve been wrong about a lot.”

“You better believe it!” grunted Betsy, rolling her eyes. “It’s no wonder we grew apart! We were always talking past each other!”

Sam started talking over her comments, giving her further proof that he wasn’t listening. “When I saw how quickly you adapted to the challenges, I thought to myself—here’s a real bondage slut. I’ve been missing out on so much!”

He paused. “Fortunately, we can be fixed.The others are training me, just like I’m training you. I’ll keep my Honor as your Master, and you’ll be my slutty pet.”

His voice became warmer as he continued. “I have so much more planned for you! We’re going to complete that tattoo of yours, marking my ownership over your body.”

Betsy shuddered, imagining what that might look like as the breast cups lurched to life. She was having trouble concentrating on his words, now, her mind descending into a jumble of muddled heat.

“I might give you more tattoos,” he continued. “I haven’t decided yet. We can pick out the designs together. We’re going to color your body, bind you further to me with every jab of the needle. It might be painful, but what is pain when you can spend the rest of your days with me as a devoted pet?”

The sweat was beginning to pool against her neck, but she didn’t care. Grunting and moaning, her body trembled as the stimulation slowly ratcheted up. Inexorable, inevitable—she was going to orgasm, it was just a matter of when.

The vibrators halted again, and she screamed in frustration. “Come on, dammit, finish me off!” she shouted, unable to contain herself.

“I'm going to train you, change you,” continued Sam in a hungry voice. “You’ll become my eager slut, yearning for more ways to display that you are mine. You will be my owned property.”

The way he sounded was a little frightening. How long had he been fantasizing about doing this?

No time to worry about that now, as the buzzing had returned, at double intensity. The dildo in her pussy was thrusting up and down, making vicious half turns as it plundered her core.

The pressure on her ass increased as the plug expanded further, the incessant vibration driving her crazy.

The worst was the breast cups, however. The way they sucked her flesh forward, tugging at her nipples was almost intolerable. She was quickly starting to lose track of herself, her head rattling in the mask as her breath hissed around her.

She barely noticed when the view changed, fading into an interior image of the room she was confined in. Several Suits stood together in a line, filled with their bound cargo. They barely moved at all as the vibrators worked on their victims, torturing them to climax in their rubber enclosures.

“I rather like the idea of having a pierced rubber slut,” murmured Sam, his words licking at her ears. “If you think that belly button piercing was the end of it, you were wrong. That’s simply a reminder of the Deal we’ve made with each other. I have a couple more ideas that I think would… spice things up.”

What was he talking about? She grunted, feeling her pleasure lurching towards its peak. Just a little bit more.

The vibrators stopped, leaving her high and dry. She groaned in frustration, trying to press her crotch against the plugs, but her body was held still by the Suit, preventing any further stimulation. What a devilish device this was!

She began to curse. Screw Velvet, screw Sam, screw everyone involved with this infernal machine! She’d love to give them a piece of her mind!

“I imagine right about now, you’re struggling mightily,” purred Sam. “You can see on your screen that there’s no way out. While you’re inside, I have complete control over your entire universe. Jiggle and wiggle all you want, you’re not leaving until I want you to.”

She frowned. He was right, of course, but he didn’t have to taunt her about it. She was already melting inside the tight rubber, her limbs a wobbling pile of jelly.

“You were seeking pleasure without responsibility, but now you can have pleasure with responsibility—but only if you submit to my desires. If this is not acceptable to you, you're free to go seek pleasure elsewhere. Now, I’m going to turn on the microphone, and you’re going to tell me what I want to hear.”

She licked her lips, straining as a glowing green light appeared near the top of her field of view. There was so much she wanted to say to him, but in the end, there was only one thing that would give her what she wanted.

“Stop teasing me, Master,” she cooed. “Make me yours. Take me and train me as you desire. I’ll be your slut. I’ll be your pet. Just don’t turn me away. Give me the pleasure your obedient whore desires!”

Sam chuckled, his masculine voice tickling her ears. “Is that a lie? Who cares? Let’s live in this fantasy together, if even for a short while.”

The buzzing returned at a low level. “It’s time to get in touch with your submissiveness,” he intoned. “Tell me, what does it feel like to give in to my commands? What will you do for me if I grant you that orgasm, that fleeting pleasure you’re chasing so hard?”

Betsy moaned, clamping her lips together in an attempt to hide how much she desired this. It was no use.

He chuckled again, dialing up the vibrators to the next level. “As the pleasure takes hold, your resistance falls. Can you feel the rising spirit of obedience inside you? That desire to give in, to accept my commands? Calm yourself, and let go. Fall. Fall into the depths of obedience.”

She shook her head, but the combined force of the assault was getting to be too much for her. The latent arousal from before had been lurking below the surface, waiting to strike, and now it had her. She wasn’t in control of this any more—had to admit that she had lost it some time ago.

She would fall as her husband commanded. To let go and let this happen. Yes.

Squeezing her eyes shut, she closed out everything but her husband’s voice in her ears, exhorting her on. Her mind descended and she sighed, exhaling her pleasure, letting him direct her further.

The view changed again. She was a bird, soaring high over a city. “You’re listening to my voice as you descend,” Sam murmured. “Ten. All of your mundane worries and daily thoughts float away.”

The bird changed positions. Now she was drifting lazily above baseball diamonds. “Nine. Regal and assertive. These are not attributes you need to espouse. Let me do the heavy lifting. You can reside safely in my shadow, warm and protected by the umbra of my strong countenance.”

She was flying down a highway, vehicles whirring beside her. Forgetting herself, she began to enjoy the sights, her thoughts blurring as she let them go. “Eight. What you want doesn’t matter either. Only what I tell you matters.”

She was standing proud on the front of a ferry, watching the waves rippling calmly nearby as they steered into a restful cove. “Seven. As you slip deeper into my words, you feel them caress you, tickle you. You dance with the words, praise the words as they lap against your thoughts, like waves on a lake. You listen, and fall into a trance.”

She was stuck on a subway train at rush hour, the people straining to remain still as the doors clanged shut. “Six. What other people say about us, about you, doesn’t matter. They are irrelevant. You drop deeper.”

She was riding on a rollercoaster, a bright and lively carnival below. Breaching the top, a sensation of falling seized her body as they rushed towards a loop. “Six. Your consciousness sinks as you open yourself further, allowing my strength to fill you up from within. No matter how dizzy the ride gets, you remain firm, trusting in me.”

She was riding an open elevator down into a deep well, floor numbers marked on the wall. The air around her got thicker the lower she dropped, the railing rattling under her hands. “Five. You’re over half way there now, the bottom rising up below you. As you give in, you realize that this is what you’ve always wanted. To be controlled, to obey. To be taken care of, always.”

She nodded to herself, tears gathering in her eyes as the buzzing vibration increased in intensity until her entire world was consumed by pleasure. Yes. Yes.

She stared blankly at the screen, waiting for the next image to appear, feeling her body tensing as it followed the rhythm of the countdown. At the rate this was going, when he finished, she would finish, too!

A number flashed before her eyes. “Four. As we come to the inevitable conclusion, you start to feel the carnal lust in your loins, the fire in your breasts joining in. You are becoming fatigued, but you are not yet ready to orgasm. Not until I will it.“

The walls of the pit faded into blackness, a throbbing red beat flashing in her eyes. “Three. You are being trained to orgasm on command, like any good pet. You will hold yourself back until the command is given. There’s only a few moments to go.”

Her muscles throbbed around the plugs, clenching down in anticipation. The throbbing image pulsed, bleeding into the pornographic display of two bodies humping together, synchronized with the dildo bobbing in her pussy.

This was too much for her. She was right on the edge, but she could also feel her mind locked into the trance he had put her into. She simply couldn’t do anything without his command! “Two. Your lust rises as the buzzing becomes your world. You are a pulsing, needy blob of humanity, awaiting my order. Admit it.”

Her lips opened, her subconscious need imbuing her voice. “Take me, master!” she cried out, her whole body trembling.

“One. You are mine. Give your all to me, slave. Cum. Orgasm out what remains of your silly little brains.”

The vibrators increased to a fever pitch, the rolling action on her breasts pumping and sucking like thousands of little tongues.

Her mind went white hot as she watched the sexy couple, her muscles spasming as she lost herself in the throes of ecstasy.

Slave. Yes. That’s what she was. She belonged to him. She was his pet, and would orgasm on command.

Cum. Cum. Ooh!


Chapter Seven

Betsy rested in silence, watching the projector display slides on the bedroom wall. Enslaved by Will.

A calming pattern of cirrus clouds floated over the ceiling, giving her the sense that she was lying in a field, her head being caressed by soft foam. Obedience through Faith.

Although she was comfortably situated, her ability to move around was rather limited, as her ankles and wrists had been chained to the four corners of the bed. There wasn’t enough slack for her to flip over and investigate any of the connection points, and the padded restraints had been locked to her wrists. Submissive in Trust.

The leather collar locked about her throat felt comforting, though she was otherwise entirely nude. It was a promise that Sam wouldn’t desert her. That he was her owner. Honor.

Her mind ran back through the events of the day as the projector cycled through the words of the Deal again, the links of the chains clinking as she rested her arms on her chest. It had definitely been a whirlwind introduction to the Rookery, and she was still adjusting to all the new ideas and experiences.

They had treated her well, so far, though they had made her position quite obvious: she was a slave, nothing more. The prized pet of her husband, to be used as he pleased.

And did that please her? The more she tried to tease that idea apart, the more she found it appealing. And yet—what about independence? What about freedom? Did those ideas mean nothing to her? Was she willing to throw all that away and become her husband’s slutty pet?

She examined the thought from all sides, and still couldn’t come up with a conclusion. Never mind. She always had the option of leaving, though the urge to do so was fading.

One thing was clear—she liked the idea of being trained, of being bound and used by her husband. It might be degrading, but that only made it all the more arousing!

Stroking down to the location where her recent tattoo still burned, she pursed her lips. In fact, the only thing she was missing right now was the warm touch of her husband. The chains wouldn’t reach far enough for her to tease herself, but that wasn’t what she desired anyway.

She wanted, needed real penetration, to be speared upon her husband’s thick cock, ridden until he exploded inside her. Her stint in the Suit hadn’t been nearly enough to satisfy her, though the explosive orgasm she had experienced was certainly a start.

None of her boy toys could give her that. Most of them were actually terrible sexual partners. It was really just the excitement of breaking taboos that had gotten her motor running.

All of that paled in comparison to the kind of sexual satisfaction she could get here. She hadn’t thought it possible, but it was true.

And if that was the case, wouldn’t it make sense to give in and truly train to be Sam’s loyal slave? Wouldn’t that just be the hottest thing in the universe?

She sighed, running her hands up to her breasts, giving them a soft squeeze. Domed caps had been placed on her nipples, and she didn’t dare remove them. This limited how much stimulation she could provide herself, but it was enough, for now, since she didn’t know how long she’d be bound like this.

Was Sam even going to show up tonight? They might leave her alone, chained to the bed to learn her place. To humiliate her.

She panted, stroking along the lines of her heaving breasts. She imagined remaining strung up like this until she was a wet mess in the morning, ready to do anything her Master commanded.

Her hips bucked, inner lips wet at the thought. Damn. She couldn’t keep doing this to herself. Without access down below, there was no way she was going to be able to reach satisfaction. She’d just remain awake, unable to sate herself, wishing that her husband would show up.

That was probably the idea. Anything her husband could imagine would pale next to the torture her own brain could inflict. Stupid, stupid!

A soft click reached her ears, and she straightened her hands over her chest, holding her breath. She had spotted a shadowy rectangle next to the projected screen on the wall, leading into blackness. Was that who she thought it was?

A well muscled body stalked into the room, standing in front of the projector, the outlines of the words of the Deal playing across his face. He waited there for a long moment, staring at her with his intense, blue eyes.

He wasn’t wearing a mask, but he was expressionless, watching her like the Eagle he used as his code name.

It took her a moment or two to realize that he wasn’t wearing much of anything else, either. Black straps ran over his shoulders, terminating in a large ring in the center of his chest. From there, they ran downwards to his crotch, where a second ring ran around the base of his cock.

Staring at his wobbling length, she held her breath, wondering what her husband would say first. He pressed his lips together, the light highlighting the angular creases of his cheeks, beard bristling.

“Initially, I was reluctant to visit you at the end of the first day,” he said, his lips grim with distaste. “I thought for certain I would be too angry. However, I realized that after a month of knowing about your cheating, I’d already reached a level of acceptance. I simply needed to know whether you were in, or out.”

Eyes shining, Betsy leaned forward, dragging the chains behind her on the bed until they sprung taut, a wash of emotions rushing through her brain. There was so much she wanted to tell him, but she didn’t know where to start!

He raised a finger before she could say a word. “I have ignored many of your interruptions today, as you are new to this place. However, as your training proceeds, I will become more and more strict, until you learn your place.”

He folded his hands on his chest. “It remains to be seen whether you have the grit to see this through. There’s still a lot of training to go, and you could always decide it isn’t worth the effort down the road. I do hope you make up your mind soon, however—I wouldn’t want to sink a lot of effort into saving you without hope of reward.”

He had to save her? That was a little rich coming from a man whose inattentive behavior had caused all this in the first place!

She tamped back her fiery rage, knowing that it wasn’t going to be useful to her. If it offended her that much, why argue? She could simply tell him to fuck off, and he’d let her go. She didn’t have to sit here and take this.

Which is exactly why she would. She shifted back and forth on her hips, feeling agitated. Was he finished yet?

Unfolding his arms, he turned to the left, reaching out to touch a red knob that projected from the wall. “While locked in this room, if, at any time, you have decided that you’ve had enough, hit this to summon me. I’m not interested in keeping you captive. The choice, as always, is yours.”

Moving around the side of the bed, his head swung, eyes flashing. She froze as she sensed the hunger in the room.

Jumping onto the bed, he swung a leg over her hips, sitting on her legs. Her breath caught as he pressed his hands into the mattress on either side of her breasts, leaning in until his hot breath boiled over her cheeks. “Now that we’ve dealt with the boilerplate, we don’t have to hide who we are from each other any more,” he growled. “We should have no secrets between us. Tell me—do you like it here?”

She shivered at his closeness, leaning back in an attempt to regain some of her personal space. “I would have left already if I didn’t,” she said acerbically.

The musk that infiltrated her nostrils was intoxicating. He was so close to her, and that thick penis of his was dangling above her pussy.

He knew how difficult this would be for her, damn him!

He watched her carefully. “Are you thinking of quitting?”

Betsy blanched, her mind skittering as she tried to put together an appropriate answer. “I… don't know,” she admitted, her face going red.

“At first, the only thing keeping me here was the fear of being put out on my own. I didn’t want to have to figure out everything for myself again.”

“And?” prodded Sam.

“It was a selfish reason,” she sighed, feeling a burning shame running up her neck. “So many of my decisions have been. I freely admit it.”

“That’s not what’s keeping you here now, though,” said Sam. “There’s no fear of the unknown in you. You’ve seen what we have to offer, yet you haven’t fled. Why?”

“I’m not sure,” she admitted.  “Something about this has tickled my fantasies in a way nothing else has. I'm not bored any more.”

“And you were bored before?” asked Sam pointedly. “Is that why you cheated on me?”

“Yes, no… I don't know!” wailed Betsy.  “I guess I allowed myself to be led astray. I was reading so much stuff online about finding yourself, and my friends were pushing so hard!”

His expression closed off. “And how many of them are successfully married with a happy relationship?”

She twisted her lips. “I take your point. But none of them matter. This is about us.”

“Yes, it is,” growled Sam. “However, I can’t help but feel angry at how you allowed them to tear us apart. That's why your phone access will be strictly limited and monitored. While you remain here, you will be allowed to contact them, but if you ask them for any kind of help, the Deal is over. I'll kick you out, and that will be that.”

“Understood,” sighed Betsy, leaning into the pillow. “They're probably busy partying anyway.”

“Do you want to be partying?” asked Sam, eyes dark.

“Yes, but I'm only interested in a particular party,” she replied, giving him a smoky look.

“There’s only one final question, then,” rumbled Sam. “Will you be my slave?”

Betsy paused. She had given him enthusiastic answers when he had asked before, but she sensed that it was no longer playtime. She had to be serious. Was she really going to give him everything he wanted? What about what she wanted?

She clamped her lips together. “Will you be my provider? My protector? My Master?” she asked, feeling him out.

“Of course,” replied Sam, straightening up to reveal muscled abs, his rock hard dick swinging over her face. “To the best of my ability. On my Honor as a man. As a husband.”

Betsy licked her lips, but she wouldn’t allow her libido to take control. She had to know.

“And… if I say ‘yes,’ you won’t use me and leave me, will you?” she asked, allowing her deepest fears to come to the fore.

Sam crossed his arms over his belly, the metal ring bouncing against his sculpted chest. “Both of us are bound by the strictures of the Deal. Submissive in Trust. That cuts both ways—you will have to relearn to trust me, just as I must learn to trust in you again.”

Pain flared in his eyes. “It won’t be easy. Both of us will want to call it quits. I know I already have several times, and we’ve barely even started! For now, I just need to know if you’ll play along. We can both decide whether we want to keep it up after we’ve settled into the rhythm of things.”

“The… rhythm,” murmured Betsy, staring at his throbbing dick. “That’s definitely one way of describing it.”

Need began to throb in her loins. She wasn’t going to be able to hold herself back much longer at this rate. “Okay, fine, I’ll do it. I’ll continue being your slave, but just for tonight. I can’t give you a longer term commitment, not now. Not until I’ve figured out my feelings.”

“Good, that’s all I’m asking for.” He smacked his thigh, causing his dick to jiggle. “While I fuck you, tell me how much you want me. How I own you. Tell me that I’m your one and only, and that you’ll never seek another ever again.”

Ah, they were back to role playing again. She knew how to do that, at least.

She wiggled her hips and arched her back. “Are you planning on teasing me all night? Yes, damnit, I’ll be your slave, your slutty little slave. Ream me out and treat me like the fuck slut I am!”

Sam growled, lowering his body until the straps of his harness jolted against her nipple caps. He wrapped his large hands around the back of her head, tangling his fingers in her hair. “I’m going to do it, you know,” he said in a husky voice. “I’m going to give it to you until you squeal, you little slut!”

Closing her eyes, she cooed as he kissed her neck, moving up and over her chin until his coarse whiskers tickled at her lips. Sighing, she pursed them and waited, her body tingling as his tongue touched her nose.

He laid the rest of his body over hers, pressing her into the bed, his hard length trapped between them. She was keenly aware of its presence, shivering with desire as he wrapped his thumbs over her cheeks.

When the kiss finally came, it lit a blazing inferno of desire, the chains rattling as her muscles tensed. The two of them rested against each other for a long moment, tongues tangling as her husband took his time exploring her mouth.

She lightly bit his lower lip as he pulled away, sighing with regret. “Oh, don’t get all flustered,” chuckled Sam. “There’s plenty more where that came from.”

He shifted downwards, moving his hand to her vagina. He ran his fingers around her hole, lightly touching her skin as he watched her expression. Her eyes widened, breath hitching as she smiled at him. “This slave thanks you for your courtesy, Master, but I’m already such a wet slut that you can just use me as you like.”

Sam grunted, and she gasped as he roughly jabbed his fingers inside her. “I do as I please, slave, but I must admit that your pussy is already quite juicy. I’m not quite ready to take you yet, however. I want to see you squirm.”

The tip of his thumb clamped over the top of her clitoris, swirling around in a circle as he tugged at her insides. She squealed at the sudden stimulation, pulling at her chains as her muscles clenched in surprise.

A pleasant warmth suffused her belly as he teased the sensitive spot, yanking and playing with her until tears appeared in her eyes. “Please, Master,” she sobbed. “Haven’t I done enough for you today already? I can’t take it any more!”

“Is that so?” he grunted. “I think you can take a lot more, and I’m here to give it to you.”

Pulling out, he flipped his hand around, thrusting his thumb inside. Making soft strokes, he pinched her sensitive flesh between his forefingers. She gasped, bucking as spikes of pleasure jabbed through her belly. She wanted to protest again, but all that came out was moans.

“You complained in the past that we didn't do sufficient foreplay,” Sam said in a soft voice, watching her closely as he worked her pussy. “I've been taking lessons. How would you rate my performance so far?”

She moaned, thrashing her head. He knew what he was doing to her. He didn't really want a rating, he just wanted approbation.

If she withheld her praise, there was a very real danger he would stop, and she didn't want that. “Master, please!” she gasped out. “You're turning me into a hot mess! This slave would do anything for you, just finish me off!”

“Anything?” he said speculatively. “Yes, I think you will. But not tonight, oh no. Tonight you're going to sit there and take it.”

The stimulation stopped and his dark form vanished. She gasped, blinking as she tried to figure out what was happening.

Sam was moving, a drawer creaking, but she couldn't see what he was doing. Breathing hard, she tugged her wrists against the metal cuffs and groaned.

He wasn't gone long, however, returning to her side with several objects that he dropped onto the bed with soft thumps. “A good slave demands satisfaction from her Master,” he said with dark humor in his voice. “A better slave says nothing at all.”

He leaned over her, jamming his fingers into her mouth. She gurgled as he pried her jaw open, shoving a rubbery cock inside. Betsy chewed on the spongy surface as he secured it behind her neck. Another gag, damn him!

This one had a breathing tube, allowing her to make a shuddering sigh as her husband squeezed the attached bulb, inflating the cock until it bulged against the sides of her mouth.

She scowled at him, making an annoyed noise through her nose. He chuckled. “Don’t act like this is an imposition. You love feeling helpless, don’t you?”

She wanted to shake her head, but she couldn’t deny him. She settled for leaning back in a huff, the bulb dangling over the side of her face. Sam’s lips wavered into a grin. “You won’t have to suffer for long. This is only the start.”

Grabbing her breasts, he squeezed them together. “Those decorative caps are attractive,” he murmured. “Once you learn how to dance properly, they’ll be quite enticing. For now, though, I have a different plan.”

Grasping one of the caps, he gave it a sharp twist. She gasped as a twinge of discomfort sparked her breast, the distended, red nipple exposed to her husband in the dim light.

He leaned over, encompassing the tip with his mouth, sucking her flesh inside. She groaned and rolled her eyes as his tongue played over her sensitive skin, swirling around in a circle.

Her breast felt heavy, swollen, ready to be teased and played with. She wanted to be fucked by him more than ever, but now she couldn’t tell him. How frustrating!

He didn’t play with her nipple for long, however, grabbing another object from the bed and showing it to her. “It’s a nipple screw,” he said bluntly, giving the end a demonstrative twist. “It works like a suction cup. I’m going to attach them to your breasts. They’ll cause a good amount of pain, but this will be countered by the pleasure you’ll receive from being used as my toy. Isn’t that right?”

He waited a long moment for her reaction, and she finally nodded, sighing as she collapsed against the pillow. The power of his desires overwhelmed her, and she felt small.

Small, but not in a bad way. He was playing her body like a fiddle, arousing her for the final performance, which she sensed wouldn’t be too far away. She just wanted him to hurry up so that she could climax, damn it!

She refused to watch as the hard edge of the suction cup pressed around her nipple. She could see Sam’s hand twisting, and she felt a sudden pressure, her nipple standing on end as her flesh was pulled into the cup.

Twist. Twist. The pain was increasing, the pressure too.

“Your flesh is so fair and supple,” murmured Sam, flicking the top of the suction cup. “Perhaps you’d like to participate in some other forms of pet play? Would you like to be my slutty cow, with swollen breasts, ready to be pumped at my pleasure?”

Betsy winced as pain sparked through her chest, but it was offset by the warm glow of pleasure she was feeling from being so totally controlled. Shit, this was so hot!

She could barely sit still as he methodically began to work on her other nipple. Shaking her head, she moaned and groaned, arching her back. “It’s almost done,” rumbled Sam. “Just a little longer, and I’ll give you what you want—but only if you submit.”

She pleaded with her eyes as he attached the second pump, her heart racing as the twin points of pain throbbed. He looked down at her with passion, and the pain seemed to vanish.

Was this real? Her husband… wanted her?

When was the last time she had felt like they had been this close? Surely, not since their wedding day!

Her heart lit with a new passion, and she hissed through the gag, her thighs trembling as she spread them wide. She was finally ready for him.

“There!” growled Sam. “That’s what I was looking for—the true submissive spirit. Are you ready to receive me?”

Her tears had dried. In this moment, she knew exactly what she wanted. To obey.

She nodded, her breasts wobbling as the top heavy suction cups shifted to either side. She welcomed the pain, watching her man as he moved into position, his dick throbbing as it closed in on her pussy.

She wheezed through the gag as her wet lips flowered open, his cock head squeezing inside her tunnel. He hummed as he slid in, pausing to watch her expression. Grinning, he pulled himself out, slow and steady. “Did you really think I was going to finish you off that quickly?” he asked. “No, you’re going to have to work for this. Come on, show me that you really want it.”

Grunting, she stared daggers, spreading her legs wider and lifting her ass, presenting herself to him. The rubber bulb of the gag dangled against her neck, but she ignored it, straining as she waited patiently for her Master to continue.

He wrapped a hand around her thigh, giving it a slow caress. “Yes, this will do nicely,” he murmured, levering himself back into her.

She sighed and relaxed, shoving her hips forward to force his length all the way in. Sam laughed. “Naughty girl! I suppose you have shown me what I’ve been looking for. Let’s get you finished off.”

Finally! If he teased her any longer, she might well explode before he could fill her up, and that would have been a disaster!

Grunting, Sam began to rock into her faster, running his hands up her sides. Leaning forward, he placed his head between her breasts, sticking his tongue out to lick at the sweaty skin.

Her nipples wobbled, a pinprick of pain vanishing as his head collided with one of the vacuum pumps, popping the tube off. He ignored this, kissing and sucking her skin as he slowly fucked her.

She didn’t care either, lost completely in the throes of pleasure. She’d do anything he asked of her at this moment, no matter how degrading, but he didn’t appear to be in a frame of mind to worry about such things.

The two of them were primal beasts, sweaty bodies humping together with short, sharp thrusts. Her world had become his, outside concerns fading away as their focus narrowed in on the mechanical action of sex.

Lubrication leaked onto the bed, the two of them ignoring the mess. The only thing that mattered now was reaching completion. Breathing hard, she gave up trying to contribute, her breasts wobbling as she was pounded into the pillow.

The intensity of Sam’s breathing increased, and he let out a short cry of triumph. That was so like him.

Her eyes snapped open, watching him as he slowed to a halt, his turgid penis jolting within her. His jaw was open, desire pooling in his eyes as thick ropes of cum spurted into her pussy.

She found this unbearably arousing, but it wasn’t quite enough to push her over the edge. Desperate, she grabbed at her breasts, groping them with abandon as she tried to trigger an orgasm.

Sam noticed her discomfort, gritting his teeth. “You need it more than me,” he hissed, squeezing her thighs. “But you can’t finish until I let you. I take priority in this relationship.”

Betsy groaned, shaking her head, but it was true. It might be because she had orgasmed in the Suit earlier, but it felt like something was in the way, and touching her breasts wasn’t helping.

Sam’s grin widened as his penis stopped jerking. “Just a little bit more, right?”

He slid out of her, muscles flexing as he unbuckled the gag and released the pressure. The sloppy cock dragged over her lower teeth as he removed it and tossed it onto the bed. She licked her lips and swallowed.

“Please. Please,” she whispered urgently.

“Please what?” asked Sam. “Be specific.”

“Master,” she groaned. “Don’t leave me like this. I need you.”

“Do you, now?” he asked, grinning. “How much do you need me?”

“I need you more than a cool breeze in the desert,” she said in a rush. “More than rain in a dusty storm. I have to reach completion!”

“And so you shall,” he rumbled, leaning over the side of the bed and grabbing something stored underneath.

Lifting it up, he showed her the rounded head. “How long do you think you can hold yourself in before you squeal like a caught rabbit?” he asked. “Tell me who you belong to.”

“I belong… I belong to you, Master,” she sobbed. “Please, no more suffering!”

His grin widened as he pressed the head against her clit and flipped the switch on. It began to vibrate and she wailed, feeling the buzz penetrating her core. He took her sore nipple in his lips and began sucking, pressing the vibrator into her, hard.

She spasmed, losing control. Wailing, her vision blanked as the incessant buzzing brought her to an instant climax.

She bucked, once, twice, feeling rattled as a crushing orgasm flooded her brain. For a long moment, she lost all control of her body, feeling like she was floating above the bed, carried aloft on golden wings.

The buzzing stopped, but Sam kept licking at her nipple, sucking on her flesh as if she was a cow. She didn’t care, her hands clenching as she savored the trembling vibrations of her muscles.

It was a sloppy, wet orgasm, the best she had ever received. This kind of sex with Sam had seemed impossible just this morning, but here she was, exhausted and satisfied. She was… happy?

What an odd thing to think after being essentially kidnapped by a bondage cult!

If this was what being a slave was like, she never wanted to be free again!

Sam popped his lips off her nipple and dropped the vibrator to the floor. “What a mess!” he exclaimed. “There’s towels in the bathroom. You should get yourself cleaned up.”

She was about to protest when he produced a set of keys from somewhere, unlocking the restraints around her wrists. Laying back, she crossed her hands under her breasts and watched him as he released her ankles as well, dropping the chains over the foot of the bed.

“You’ve been a good slave tonight. It was an excellent performance,” he murmured. “You’ve almost convinced me that I can trust you again, but it’s early days yet.”

He gave her a lazy wink, his cock glistening in the dim light. “Don’t disappoint me, Bets. You might yet be able to win me back, but don’t expect one roll in the hay to do it. From here, the training is only going to get more intense.”

Turning, he pushed against the wall, the door creaking open. He stepped through and closed it behind him with a solid click. She wasn’t going to follow him that way.

Sighing, she laid back and stared at the ceiling. She didn’t want to. She was simply going to lay here and savor the afterglow. The hard thoughts could come later.


Epilogue

Betsy turned over, checking the time. It was still early morning according to the alarm clock, but she didn’t know when Sam would come to get her. She had only experienced one day at the Rookery so far, and it was intense.

She imagined this would continue, and an early morning wake up call would only make sense. Even so, she probably had a little time yet, and she wanted to try and sort out her feelings before committing to more of their training.

Pressing her ass against the pillow, she stared at the blank wall. The projector had been turned off during their sexual orgy, and she had cleaned up in the bathroom afterwards.

Everything there had been quite luxurious. She had no complaints.

If it wasn't for the fact that she was locked in the room, she might actually fantasize that her husband had rented out a mansion for their vacation.

This Rookery was a mysterious place, and she got the sense that she hadn't seen half of it yet. If she truly wanted to unlock all of its secrets, she would have to join, as one of its members. As one of its slaves!

Was that really a problem for her, though? She had already found herself slipping into a submissive role as soon as her husband took charge.

At the start of her marriage, she had enjoyed his passiveness. However, as time wore on, she found herself wanting him to be assertive, to be in control. When he hadn't stepped up to the plate, she had taken things into her own hands.

That sense of empowerment had become endemic, intoxicating even. It's why she had considered dumping him in the first place—she had only needed the final push from her friends to put the nail in the coffin.

Now that her power had been stripped from her, she discovered that she didn’t really want it in the first place. Being a slave was for more freeing in ways she hadn't imagined.

She could simply do what she was told, not having to worry about the consequences of her actions. As long as she pleased her Master, everything was right with the world.

She frowned. When had that word gone from lowercase to uppercase in her mind? It was a symbol that her husband had gained a sense of authority over her that he had never possessed before.

She was genuinely interested in seeing how far he would take it. Could he remain a strict Master, or would he fall apart once she began to test her boundaries?

A wicked grin grew on her face. He might be testing her, but she would turn the tables and do the same. She would only accept him if he had the mettle to handle her challenges.

And oh, how the sex would be amazing! She was still coming back to the pleasure she had received last night, a new lust growing in her chest.

She wanted to feel like that again, and he was going to give it to her. She was certain there were plenty more bondage scenarios they could explore, and she wanted to taste all of them!

Decision made, she pushed the blankets off and hopped out of bed, strutting towards the red button mounted to the wall. Depressing it with confidence, she waited a good couple of seconds to make sure that it had activated.

Padding on the carpet, she turned around to face the door in the wall, dropping to her ass as she folded her legs. Frowning, she looked down at her bare breasts. No, this wasn’t the right pose to show off her assets to her Master. She wanted him to see her new tattoo and wet pussy without delay.

Unlinking her legs, she folded them underneath her, pressing her knees into the floor. Lifting herself up, she spread them apart, sitting on her feet as she flexed her hips. There, much better.

Folding her hands on her chest, she focused on the floor respectfully, waiting for something to happen. For a long time, all she could hear was the faint whirr of the central heating, but she retained her fortitude. He would come for her. She knew it.

When the click came from the door, she was ready for it. She waited a few moments as the cool air stirred around her, giving him a good view of her body. When he said nothing, she leaned forward.

“Good morning, honorable Master,” she said in a meek voice as she pressed her forehead into the carpet. “Your slutty, obedient pet is waiting to be used as you desire. This slave is wet and needy. Please, train me to be your perfect slut.”

Placing her hands against the floor, she leaned back and studied her Master’s face. The desire in his eyes made her heart throb, pussy jolting. This was the best decision she had ever made!


Author’s Notes

Once a marriage has gotten to the point of cheating, it’s extremely difficult to rescue it from divorce, as both parties have checked out from each other. It was my desire to explore a fantastical kinky solution to that problem that led to this story.

There’s no certainty here, of course. A change of venue can definitely shake up someone’s dull life and cause them to re-examine why it’s become so boring. It’s all too easy to slip back into existing routines, however, making the problem intractable.

I rather doubt that adding training and heavy bondage would be enough to ‘fix’ anything without addressing the root core of the problem: why do two souls fall in love with each other, and why do they fall out of love with each other?

I’m afraid the answer to that question will be different for each individual, which is why it’s so hard to handle relationship incompatibilities. I certainly don’t know of any particular solution.

At any rate, I do hope I’ve given some of you interesting ideas on how to spice things up. As it turns out, thinking up bondage scenarios isn’t nearly as difficult as making them work in the story. I still have plenty more to use another time!
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