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Disclaimer

This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance of any persons, places, things or events in this book to any real person, places, things or events is strictly coincidental.


Chapter One

An Arena Mall Prize Girl Event

“I swear to God, it was my Mom's idea,” Kim said to her friend Jasmine as they made their way to a set of near-front-row seats at the Perlmutter Mall Arena.

“Your mom is wack,” Jasmine said with that definitive quality that one gets when one is twenty years old and beautiful.

“Yes, she is,” said Kim agreeably. “But she's smart wack.”

“Super smart, for sure,” said Jasmine as they settled into their seats, slipping into poses where they looked great without any seeming effort.

“Who's the prize?” Jasmine asked.

“No one we know,” said Kim. “Some girl from Oxnard.”

“Oxnard,” said Jasmine, shaking her head. “As if.”

But they both looked at the big screen atop the arena that showed a very attractive, very naked girl chained to a transparent lucite bar in a manner that displayed her body beautifully. And she was a beauty worth displaying, a hot, curvy redhead with pale ivory skin and big green eyes. She also had big lips but they were stretched around a ball gag, diminishing their effect.

She was skillfully made up, her fingernails in particular were things of beauty.

And as Kim and Jasmine watched the woman writhe on the pole (she'd been practicing, you could tell, she writhed beautifully) they were both imagining themselves writhing on that pole, the subject of everyone's attention, so naked, so sexy, and so universally admired for it.

“I wonder what she did to get made a prize girl?” Jasmine murmured.

“I dunno, but I hope it was fun,” Jasmine said with a grin.

“We'll see how much fun she has after the contests,” Jasmine said.

“Yes, we will,” said Kim, a note of eagerness in her voice. “Here come the guys.”

Four guys wearing nothing but shorts walked out toward the arena's combat cage, surrounded by a retinue of trainers wearing T-shirts and jogging pants. The guys were all young, fit and jacked, and they knew it. One was waving and smiling at the crowd, the other three were practicing the impassive glare that was the game face of the MMA fighter.

They passed within a couple of meters of Kim and Jasmine, who gazed up at them with glowing eyes. Kim and Jasmine were very carefully dressed in artfully arranged and chosen casual wear. Baggy, low-necked T-shirts that hung off their shoulders and ripped jean shorts they had poured themselves into, that exposed their long and lovely legs ending with very strappy sandals. Big earrings, necklaces that subtly drew attention to their cleavage, hair that swept down to the shoulders and no further.

They both looked absolutely beautiful. Well, Jasmine looked beautiful. “Beautiful” was too commonplace to describe Kim. Kim had an almost ungodly, glowing beauty. Her face was particularly gorgeous, broad at the top leading down to a pointy little chin, a perfect snub nose, and the most amazing huge almond eyes ever. Large, ever-so-kissable lips but a mouth that wasn't all that wide.

But even above the fundamental beauty of her features was the way her face's resting expression was a subtle smile, one that threatened to break out into a delighted smile, and often did. She seemed eternally amused and pleased with most of what went on around her, and men loved that about her. Hell, EVERYONE loved that about her.

And Kim's body was amazingly curvy, large breasts, a narrow waist and wide hips that gently led to one of the most eye-popping booties ever seen on Earth. And legs that were beautiful promises of the delights that awaited anyone lucky enough to find him or herself at their juncture.

It was no wonder that several of the trainers and two of the fighters threw winks at Jasmine and Kim sitting there without male companions.

Kim and Jasmine smiled and waved and were not really surprised to find their images temporarily on one of the huge screens above the fighting cage as the fighters passed by. Cameras tended to seek them out. They were better looking than the ring girls who paraded around the ring in short-shorts and T-shirts doing this and that. They were even more beautiful than the high-class whores and actresses and such in the front rows with the high rollers and celebrities.

Well, Kim was. Jasmine, as mentioned, was only ordinary beautiful.

“My, my,” Kim whispered to Jasmine as the fighters walked by in all their jacked splendor, “that's some fine-looking boys out there.”

“Yeah, I wouldn't mind meeting any of them in a dark alley,” Jasmine said, making Kim giggle.

The fighters walked into the cage and strutted around, swinging their arms about and pausing to stare menacingly at whatever. Kim and Jasmine watched with great interest – they had no interest in the proceedings, but they liked looking at the men. Even the trainers were jacked. Eventually the announcers got through talking and all but two of the fighters were shooed out of the cage.

As a couple of the trainers walked past they stepped over to Jasmine and Kim and presented them with passes to the training rooms, the equivalent of backstage passes at a concert. A couple of the fighters wanted to meet with them after the fight.

Kim and Jasmine smiled and thanked the trainers and said they were thrilled to have been invited backstage, though they weren't even surprised. They felt it was their due, really. They would have been surprised and disappointed not to have been invited backstage, after having been seen.

The bell dinged and the match started. A tall brown man matched against a slightly shorter, slightly stockier white man was the bill. The tall brown man was “Django” and his shorter opponent was Carl. Django and Carl danced around the cage and hit at one another and kicked one another.

“Holy crap,” Jasmine said. “That's gotta hurt!”

“Probably, but I bet they're both doped to the gills,” opined Kim. “I bet they don't even feel it.”

“I bet they do,” said Jasmine. “If they can't feel THAT they probably can't feel their own hands or feet.”

By THAT Jasmine meant the punches and kicks the MMA fighters were raining down upon one another. Both Jasmine and Kim had watched MMA matches on TV, and they'd even watched a Mall Glory MMA match before going out to see this one in person. But the TV matches didn't convey the force of the contestant's blows the way seeing it live did. The explosive grunts when the fighters were hit, the loud “thwack” of muscular legs and fists colliding with muscular legs and arms, the flying sweat -- it was scary to watch. The fighters seemed unfazed by most of the blows, but Kim and Jasmine couldn't imagine taking even one such blow without collapsing.

That didn't keep them from enjoying the sight of the two very muscular men dancing around the ring. Even more fun was the sight of the two men grappling. Women and gay men had all sorts of reasons to enjoy watching an MMA bout that had nothing to do with combat.

The bell rang and the two men moved to opposite sides of the cage while their trainers swarmed in and gave them little stools to sit on and water to drink and toweled them off and yelled at them a lot.

“What do you think, Jaz?” Kim asked.

“They're kinda cute,” Jasmine said. “Especially the part where they wrestle around on the floor.”

“Oh, yeah,” said Kim. “Prize girl can't keep her eyes off them.”

“Can you blame her?” asked Jasmine. “One of these guys will be fucking her in front of God and everybody.”

“I don't know how they can get it up after all that fighting,” said Kim. “I mean, the blood has to be going to all the wrong places!”

Jasmine giggled. “Don't be too sure! Maybe they're enjoying the wrestling a lot more than they let on. I mean, really!”

“Really!” said Kim, and they both dissolved into hilarious laughter at the thought of the two fighters wrestling with massive hard-ons.

“I bet somebody slips the winner a Viagra after he wins,” Kim said, because it was obvious there were no hard-ons going on. They would have known – the shorts were tight and they were looking.

“Yeah, makes sense,” Jasmine agreed. “But maybe the fight makes them super-horny afterward.”

“You sure about that?” Kim asked as a bone-crashing “thwack!” sounded from the cage when one of the fighters got a good kick in to the other fighter's hip.

“I guess not,” said Jasmine.

“You know, these boys are so cute, it bothers me to see them beat each other up,” said Kim. “I was thinking they would be uglier.”

“Oh, yeah, I was thinking the same thing,” said Jasmine. “It didn't bother me so much when I was watching them fight on TV, but now it does. Look at how Django's face is bleeding. Yech.”

“Yeah, and that pasty skin of Carl's is all blotched and red now,” Kim agreed. “It's not doing a thing for him. I bet he looks that way during sex, too. Ugh.”

“And the prize might have to fuck one of them,” said Jasmine. “Poor thing.”

“Mm-hmm,” Kim agreed. Like Jasmine, she was a bit jealous of the prize. All that attention. Between rounds one screen on the bank of giant screens above the cage and sometimes several showed the prize squirming in her chains. She wasn't having to fake it, either, the immediacy of what was happening was lending urgency to her moves. She clearly wanted to get fucked or get out, but it would be a while.

Toward the end of the second round, the men were grappling on the mat and one of the men did something Kim and Jasmine didn't understand and suddenly Carl banged on the canvas three times with his free hand and the referee stopped the fight.

Carl stayed on the mat and breathed heavily and painfully while Django rose and strutted around the cage with his hands raised in victory.

“I think Django just won the fight,” said Jasmine.

“Yeah,” agreed Kim. “Did you see what happened?”

“Not really,” said Jasmine. “The announcer kept yelling about an arm bar, whatever that is.”

“Yeah, I heard that,” said Kim. Neither girl was too sure about arm bars, they had been expecting a nice, dramatic knockout.

“Well, Django is a lot better looking than Carl, so I'm OK with it,” said Jasmine.

“Me, too,” Kim agreed. “Much more fun to watch later.”

The next fight was between Ali Hassan, a burly man with curly hair and very nice big brown eyes … “dreamy” was the word Kim used, and Rafael Rodriguez, a muscular brown Latino who was considerably more handsome than any of the other fighters.

“Can't lose with these two,” observed Kim.

“Yeah, they're both dreamy,” Jasmine agreed. “I'd be fine with either of them.”

“I hope they don't mess each other up too bad,” said Kim.

“Oh, yeah,” said Jasmine. “I mean, what if the winner starts bleeding all over the prize girl right in the middle of all the sex?”

“Eew!” Kim cried, then they both laughed.

They settled in to watch the next match. It started out like the other, both men dancing about and punching and kicking at one another, then suddenly Rafael threw a roundhouse right at Ali, who blocked it, but instead of dancing back after the blow Rafael continued the swing with his whole body, pivoting on his left foot and bringing his right leg up in a sweeping kick that connected his foot solidly with Ali's head.

Ali went down like a puppet whose strings had been cut. Jasmine and Kim both cried out in alarm as Rafael leaped atop the prone and clearly out of it Ali and started hitting him in the head, but the referee jumped in and got his body between Rafael and Ali, waving Rafael off.

Rafael stopped as soon as the ref shoved him off, dancing around the ring and waving his arms while the ref checked out the stunned Ali.

Ali's trainers ran into the ring and tended Ali, working with the ref to make sure he was all right.

“I hear sometimes they kill each other,” said Kim.

“Yeah, I heard that too,” said Jasmine. “Gross!” By which she meant “What a waste of handsome boys!”

Eventually they got Ali to his feet and to a stool. He looked dazed but all right to Kim, who, granted, had no medical training, but she'd seen plenty of boys looking dazed but all right, under very different circumstances of course.

The announcer had both men stand, then raised Rafael's hand and announced that he had won, and everyone cheered.

Kim glanced at the prize girl screen. She was not cheering, just staring hungrily at the cage. Kim smirked. The prize girl was such an obvious slut.

The announcer said there would be a brief break to give Rafael time to rest up before the next bout.

With the fighters resting, attention now shifted to the prize girl. A couple of scantily clad girls stepped into the prize girl's cage and oiled her up with what appeared to be baby oil, then began stroking, kissing and fondling her, leaving no sexy body part untouched.

“That's so lezzie,” Jasmine said.

“Oh, I dunno,” said Kim. “We kiss at parties sometimes to wind the boys up, and we're not lezzies.”

“Yeah, because we do it to wind the boys up, and does it ever!” Jasmine laughed.

“Oh, yeah!” Kim said. “But that's the same thing there. They're doing it to wind the audience up.”

“I guess so,” said Jasmine. “But it looks real lezzie. Why can't guys do the molesting?”

“Because they're saving her for the winner of the fight,” said Kim. “No other guy gets to touch her, but girls are OK. But I get you. It does kinda look lezzie. I don't think they're doing it for the two of us, though.”

Doing it for Jasmine and Kim or not, the prize girl fondlers were definitely doing the prize girl, and with her arms chained overhead to the pole and her feet chained wide apart to rings set in the floor on either side of the pole, there was not a thing the prize girl could do about it but drool past her gag, which is what she did.

Kim found herself mildly aroused by the sight of the ring girls feeling up the prize girl. (Kim also thought of young adult women like herself as “girls” and for pretty much the same reason she thought of adult men her own age as “boys” – “girls” were fun and “women” were serious and not fun.)

When she saw the prize girl moaning and squirming so sexily, naked and in front of the whole arena, Kim saw herself chained to the pole, moaning and sweating and writhing so much more beautifully than the prize girl, and she got a powerful erotic charge out of it. There was just something about being so helpless and so vulnerable and so seen by thousands of people that REALLY make Kim hot.

And Jasmine felt the same way.

“I wonder if we would show up on the big screen if we started making out,” Jasmine asked.

“Not a chance,” Kim said. “We have clothes on. And neither of us is tied down.”

“We could fix that,” Jasmine said.

“We're not gonna,” Kim responded.

“Party pooper,” Jasmine said, grinning. “Doesn't matter. The boys here will be plenty wound up after the main event.”

“That they will,” said Kim. “I doubt if either of us is likely to make it out of here with our virtues intact.”

“Thank goodness!” said Jasmine and they burst out laughing.

The tormentor girls finally left the poor prize girl alone, sweating and oily and breathing heavily through her nose while drooling copiously. She had her eyes closed and Kim didn't blame her. She was a mess.

The tormentor girls had stopped because Rafael and Django walked back out to the cage to the roars of the crowd. Both raised their hands, as both had won their bouts. Both blew kisses to the prize girl as if to say, “You're mine!”

And both of them winked at Kim and Jasmine as they passed by.

“Uh-oh!” said Jasmine. “We've been spotted.”

“Yes, we have,” said Kim. “About time!”

They both sat back, smiling. They liked being noticed.

There were the same preliminaries as before, and then Rafael and Ali were fighting. Jasmine and Kim watched intently … after all, this might be a short fight. But Rafael must have known that Django would have been warned about his trick kick, because he didn't try it. He did try a reverse spinning punch at Django, but Django was ready for it and swatted it away easily.

The fight settled in to a lot of dancing, with Rafael constantly pressing Django, probing his defenses, but not doing anything adventurous. Rafael and Django wrestled several times, with Rafael the aggressor on the wrestling and Django seeking to get out of the wrestling and back to punching.

“That was kinda dull,” Kim observed when the bell rang and the two fighters went back to their corners.

“Yes, I was hoping for more of those surprise kicks and stuff,” said Jasmine.

“Rafael was really not attacking all that hard, maybe he's hurt or something,” said Kim.

“Yeah, or tired,” said Jasmine.

A beefy fan in the row in front of them turned around.

“I overheard ya, ladies,” he said, which showed how much he didn't know about Kim and Jasmine. As if. “You got it wrong. Django is the one who's tired. He went five rounds with Carl. Rafael only went a few seconds with Ali, so basically less than a round. Rafael wants to tire Django out in the early rounds then take him out in the fifth round when he's half dead. It'll be the fifth round for Rafael but the tenth for Django.”

“Ah,” said Kim. “So what will Django try to do?”

She was getting no vibe that the guy wanted to sleep with her, or she would never have questioned him, though of course being a guy and probably straight, he probably would fuck her if he got the chance. But he seemed to be genuinely enjoying the fight and talking about it with them. It took all kinds.

“I expect Django will try some tricks and surprise attacks of his own,” said the man. “Kinda risky because Rafael will be expecting that, but it would be a lot better for Django if he could end the match early. And of course Django will be trying to avoid grappling.”

“Why?” Kim asked.

“Because it's a lot more tiring than dancing around the ring,” said the man. “You're having to use your whole body to fight, not just your arms and legs.”

“Oh,” said Kim, and just then the bell sounded and the man's attention immediately reverted to the cage, as if Kim didn't exist, and wasn't the most beautiful woman who had ever spoken with him voluntarily that day, or that week. Or that month. Possibly in his entire life.

Kim was only a little surprised at that. She knew about men and sports.

The round proceeded pretty much as the beefy man had predicted, with Django moving around the cage, avoiding getting in close to Rafael, while Rafael advanced on Django and made repeated attempts to knock him off his feet and grapple with him on the floor.

Rafael succeeded several times and clung to Django like glue, trying to choke him or wrap his arms and legs up in some weird way. Django always managed to struggle out of Rafael's grip, but it took a while and Rafael was always right back at Django, trying to take him down again.

But Django did get in a few shots when Rafael exposed himself when he made a grab to grapple Django, and the sound of some of those hits made Kim and Jasmine wince. They could almost feel them.

Django also got off a couple of good kicks against Rafael, taking advantage of his eagerness to grapple and close with him.

Rafael was cautious because he didn't take any hits that dropped him like a shot or even appeared to slow him down much, however loud they were. When the bell rang both fighters returned to their seats, still looking alert but tired.

“That was OK, I guess,” Kim said.

“OK?” the guy in front of them said. “OK? That was some topnotch MMA fighting. Wouldn't be surprised to see one of these guys fighting for a championship in their weight class if they keep at it.”

“I don't know about that,” Kim said. “I prefer fights with more surprises and drama, I guess.”

“Well that's the thing about fighting,” said the man. “Two good, evenly matched fighters might be kind of dull to watch if you don't know what they're up to. If there are surprises, it generally means somebody has fucked up.”

“Ah,” said Kim.

“Well, the other thing about fighting is, any match can be over in a split-second with just the tiniest bit of bad timing,” said the man. “At any second, either fighter might slip in a hit that destroys the other one.”

“Ah,” said Kim.

The man nodded and turned to look forward again. He seemed oblivious to Kim's beauty but he didn't seem gay. He was a lot older than her, though. Maybe he was one of those guys who was so old they just didn't care.

Then a gorgeous blonde dressed in a very slinky gown came up and sat next to him, smiling at him and familiarly leaning against him.

Of course, he was a high-roller like most of the men who had seats very close to the cage, and she was his whore or his wife or something. He wasn't impressed by Kim because he had the attentions of pretty women, or at least a pretty woman, anytime.

Kim smiled. She enjoyed figuring things out like that.

The bell rang and the fighters went at it again. Kim wasn't able to tell much difference between this bout and the previous two, still lots of dancing around, hitting and kicking, and some grappling. Then at about the halfway point Rafael hit Django. The blow was so fast, and so partially blocked by Django's body, that neither Kim nor Jasmine saw it.

But Django staggered and Rafael spotted it immediately and was all over him, striking at him again and again while Django covered up his face and upper torso as best he could and retreated.

A couple of seconds into this Rafael scored another strong hit, a blow hard enough to make Kim and Jasmine wince. Django fell backward, Rafael leaped atop him and started pounding but the ref leaped in almost as fast as Rafael and stopped the fight.

Rafael jumped to his feet and raised his arms and strode around the ring while the ref examined Django and the crowd cheered wildly.

“Oh, great, the handsome one won!” Jasmine cried.

“Yeah,” said Kim.

The beefy guy in front was too busy talking with his lady friend to notice what Kim and Jasmine were saying, and it was just as well.

There was a break while both fighters left the stage, Django to get cleaned up and medicated, and the same for Rafael.

“I hear they have super Viagra now,” Jasmine said. “Four hours of ecstasy, guaranteed.”

“I guess we'll find out soon,” said Kim, glancing over at the prize girl, who was once again subjected to the kissing, licking, fondling and stroking of the tormentor girls. One of them also had a wand that she pressed into the prize girl's wide-open pussy, but not long enough to make her cum. Just long enough to make her squirm and moan in helpless abandon.

“She's going to be SO READY,” Kim whispered as she watched, once again fantasizing herself in the prize girl's place. She could almost feel the buzzy ecstasy of the wand on her pussy, feel the chains holding her while she squirmed, feel the heat of tens of thousands of eyes gazing at her as she writhed in sexual abandon.

Jasmine was not quite so roused by the sight, but she was roused. She didn't really care about the bondage one way or another, but all that attention! So hot! The thought of thousands of people gazing at her and seeing how sexy and beautiful she was (and she was, and she knew it) got Jasmine going big time.

Jasmine and Kim had missed a great deal in the boxing match, but they looked at the molestation with expert eyes.

“That drooling is just SO eew!” Jasmine said.

“I dunno, I think it could be cute, she's just not using it well,” said Kim.

“How do you DROOL well?” Jasmine asked. “I mean, they have the term “drooling idiot” for a reason.”

“You're not thinking sexy,” said Kim. “The drool is, like, stuff that oozes out of the other lips, you know?”

“Eew!” Jasmine said.

“Exactly,” said Kim. “She's got this sex stuff coming out of her mouth and she can't stop it. She's drooling and moaning and squirming around. Her problem is, she drools randomly. She should coordinate the drooling with her motions so it sort of works with them.”

“You mean dance drooling?” Jasmine asked.

“No, not dance, maybe, but more like erotic drooling,” said Kim. “Of course, it might be hard to do with that ball in her mouth. I mean, she probably can't control it at all. Which is also sexy.”

“Eew,” said Jasmine. It was her complete opinion on the subject of drooling, so she felt no need to elaborate.

“She is doing a good job of displaying her breasts,” Kim said, looking for something they could agree on. She liked to agree with Jasmine.

“Oh, definitely,” Jasmine agreed. She liked to agree with Kim. That's why they were friends.

Shortly thereafter, the tormentor girls freed the prize girl from the bonds that held her to the pole, then they secured her hands behind her back and fastened a spreader bar between her knees and put a ring gag on her. Finally they attached a leash to her collar and led her down to the arena. The spreader bar between her knees prevented her from moving with any dignity at all, walking in a hunched over crouch with her ass stuck out. With her hands cuffed behind her back and the ring gag making her continue to drool, she was a pitiful but strangely erotic sight.

Inside the fighting cage, the tormentor girls stood on either side of the prize girl, still holding her leash. The prize girl kept her eyes down, staring at the patterns made by the remnants of blood stains that had been mopped up. There were a lot of them.

“And now, the moment we've all been waiting for, especially Dawn O'Shea, our prize girl, who wrote a bad check and refused to make good on it in the Steerson Luggage Company store in Perlmutter Mall, provider of fine luggage to people the world over. The victor of tonight’s Arena of Glory contest comes to claim the prize he has won with his skill and valor!”

Rafael walked out of the fighter’s entrance and to the cage. This time he was stark naked and sporting a large erection that swayed from side to side as he walked, every inch the victorious male come to claim his prize.

Kim and Jasmine watched, mesmerized. They didn't often get to see guys parade around stark naked in public. Generally you had to be naked in a room with them for that to happen. Then guys did it a lot. Well, some of them.

The tormentor girl who held Dawn's leash, cued, gave the announcer the prize girl's leash and left the cage with her associate, sashaying saucily.

“Bobbie and Christina, our woman wranglers, give 'em a big hand!” the announcer cried, and they waved as the audience gave them a huge wave of applause for being such skilled molesters of their fellow women.

The announcer turned to Raphael.

“Mr. Rodriguez, on behalf of the Perlmutter Mall management and shops, I congratulate you on a great victory,” he said. He handed the leash to Raphael. “Miss Dawn O'Shea is all yours!”

And he walked out of the cage to more applause.

Kim and Jasmine watched, utterly mesmerized as Raphael just stood there for a moment, his body strong, his cock hard, drinking Dawn in with his eyes. Dawn continued to look down at the gym floor, very much the fearful captive. Every woman in the audience was drinking the scene in.

Raphael pulled the leash slowly, forcing Dawn toward him. Dawn moved forward, in tiny steps, head bowed down, legs forced wide apart by the spreader bar. Raphael took his time, savoring her. He had fought savagely for her, twice. He would have her.

“He can probably smell her,” Jasmine whispered.

“Oh, yeah,” Kim agreed. “You know she's dying for it.”

“God, yes,” said Jasmine.

It was wonderful to be able to feel so smugly superior to Ms. Dawn O'Shea, prize girl, while at the same time imagining what it might be like to be her, tied up, helpless, and being dragged relentlessly toward a very handsome boy with a big erect cock after being relentlessly aroused by Bobbi and Christina.

And virtually the entire audience that remained in the arena (which was most of them, though some had filed out as soon as the fighting was over, including the beefy guy and his lady friend) was having the same sort of thoughts. Well, the guys were probably thinking about what it would be like to have a naked, helpless beauty like Dawn at the end of a leash, theirs to use in any way they wished.

Kim and Jasmine were not the only ones here who viewed the fights as just preliminaries for this, the main event, not by a long shot.

Then Dawn was so close to Rafael that her face was practically in his chest. Rafael put a hand on her shoulder and shoved down with impossibly strong, steady pressure, and Dawn dropped to her knees. Rafael grabbed Dawn's hair and shoved her head to his cock, guiding it into the metal ring of the ring gag, sliding his cock into her mouth then bobbing her head back and forth, guiding her to give him a blowjob.

Dawn knelt there, knees forced wide apart by the spreader bar, and let it happen. She was more than ready for it to happen. Her pussy was burning with desire, she needed this so bad after what those skilled woman wranglers had done to her.

It did not take long for Raphael to get rock hard. He was incredibly fit, and if he had taken any drugs backstage, they were very effective. Soon he was making Dawn gag as his cock grew and hardened.

He stopped fucking Dawn's face at that time, he didn't want her barfing, that would be bad all around. He pulled out of her and gently guided her down to the ground so that she was lying prone on the canvas. Then he knelt behind her, pulled her ass into the air, and rammed his cock into Dawn's pussy.

It slid in easily. Dawn's pussy was very wet from all the woman wrangling. With the bar spreading her knees apart and her hands cuffed behind her back, she was helpless to do anything about it.

Not that she was inclined to do anything about it. As Raphael began ramming her, the moans that issued from her mouth as her face slid across the canvas were deep and urgent. She had been primed for this all day, and physically aroused for it by the woman wranglers.

Raphael was a powerful young man, a violent young man, with great physical endurance. His ramming of Dawn was brutal, powerful and prolonged. He was in no hurry, apparently the drug he'd taken also allowed him to last indefinitely. Or maybe he'd been sucked off by a fan when he went to his training room and his fitness let him last forever once he had that edge taken off. In any event, he LASTED, and he worked poor Dawn HARD, so hard that Kim and Jasmine winced and their toes curled at the things they saw and the sounds they heard even as they were aroused by them. The sheer power and vigor of Raphael's fucking made it seem as much an assault as it was sex.

At one point he even picked Dawn up and fucked her doggie style, holding her in the air like a blow-up doll, her hair and breasts swinging wildly as she moved.

And the little sounds she made, the mewls, the way her hands twisted behind her back, the way her toes curled, the way her back arched, it was all beautifully dramatic signs of arousal. Dawn's mouth was forced into a permanent wide-open “O” of astonishment by the ring gag, and her eyes were wild.

And Kim and Jasmine just drank it in.

It seemed like Rafael fucked Dawn for an hours to Kim, but it was probably only half an hour or forty minutes. When Rafael came he didn't do any porn stuff, he just buried his cock deep inside Dawn's pussy and moaned in ecstasy.

Dawn was in mid-orgasm, but it wasn't her first orgasm. She had been so roused by the woman wranglers that she had started orgasming ten minutes after the sex began, and had had multiple orgasms subsequently. She was intensely aware that tens of thousands of people were watching her. She loved that. This was the thing for Dawn, being seen by so many people in public having sex, it charged her up like nothing else ever had and she came and she came and she came.

Such publicity!

And when Raphael finished, it was a relief. Dawn was limp as a rag doll. When he picked her up and draped her over his shoulder and carried her back to the dressing room (she was his for the night if he wanted) she swayed gently back and forth as he moved, totally relaxed, and the cameras zoomed in to get the smile that perked the corners of her mouth away from the ring gag.

Once again, applause, not so much thunderous, because many if not most of the arena's occupants were in a somewhat distracted state of mind, to say the least.

“What do you think about visiting the guys in the trainers' rooms?” Jasmine asked, and Kim was immensely relieved to hear a note of doubt in her voice.

“I dunno,” said Kim. “I mean, they're hot and all, but they're all fighters like Raphael, what if they all fuck like him? I mean, I'm in the mood, but not for being hammered like that, you know? Not right away, at least.”

“Oh, yeah, exactly my thought,” said Jasmine, relief in her voice. If one of them had been hot to go to the training rooms and maybe get laid … well, almost certainly get laid, if they wanted it … and the other didn't want to visit the training rooms, there probably would have been a fight, maybe a nasty one. But they both felt the same way, which

was wonderful.

“I say we get out of here fast before we have to turn anybody down,” said Jasmine.

“Way ahead of you,” said Kim, rising and scooping up her purse.

The two of them made their way out of the auditorium as quickly as they could, doing their best to look busy and unsexy but not particularly succeeding, given their dress, their youth and their beauty. They had to turn down three passes on the way to their car, smiling and waving and declining but always as if they were enormously flattered to have been propositioned. Some of the passes were fairly crude, but this was an arena fight crowd, so it was to be expected. They got into Kim's hot little sportscar and headed off safely into the anonymity of traffic, glad to get out unmolested.

“I seriously wonder why your Mom wanted you to see that,” Jasmine said, still cranked up by the things she'd seen and heard.

“Oh, me too,” said Kim. “I mean, she's no prude, that's for sure, but that was hard core! What was she thinking?”

“You'll find out,” Jasmine said darkly.

“Oh, no doubt about that,” said Kim. “Mom never does anything without a reason. She never even SAYS anything without a reason. Everything she says is, like, computed.”

“She's a Borg mama for sure,” said Jasmine, who liked science fiction movies if they had good special effects. Her knowledge of them charmed the hell out of nerds.

“She's so smart, it's scary,” Kim said, repeated a mantra she had long used.


Chapter Two

"People Want To Steal My Face, Mom?"

It took a while for Kim to find out what her mother had been up to. Katherine Kasparian was in no hurry to talk with her daughter about it. She wanted to let what Kim had seen simmer a little. So it wasn't until the following weekend that Katherine came out to where Kim was sunning by the pool (carefully covered with sunscreen so she wouldn't get too tanned, just the right shade of tan to keep her racially ambiguous and hence, datable by more boys). She laid down in the lounge next to Kim, placing her white wine cooler on the table beside them.

“Mind if I join you?” Katherine asked. She was a short, trim woman with short cut black curls and bright, alert eyes. She was attractive enough that it was plausible that Kim was her daughter, but not nearly as attractive as Kim. The combination of features that Kim had gotten from her Mexican father and her Anatolian mother was unique, surely the product of hybrid vigor, and a stunning rebuke to racial purists, if any had the wit to understand it.

“Sure, mom,” said Kim. She sounded relaxed, but she was alert. It was good to be alert when talking with mom.

“Things going all right for you?” Katherine asked.

“Yeah, fine,” said Kim. “Been a nice day.”

“Ah,” said Katherine. “You up for some serious talk?”

“Not really,” said Kim. “But I never am. So I guess go ahead.”

Katherine nodded.

“Fine then,” said Katherine. “So what you got planned for the rest of your life?”

“Nothing much,” said Kim, her eyes closed.

“Well, the impression I have is that you are really enjoying things right now,” said Katherine.

“Yeah,” Kim agreed.

“And you'd be fine with continuing with a life of boys, parties and fun for years to come,” said Katherine.

“Yeah,” Kim agreed.

“I think that parties, boys and fun might be a good future for you, what's more, maybe a viable one,” said Katherine.

“What do you mean, a viable one?” Kim asked. It was just common sense that a future filled with boys, parties and fun would be a good one. It was the very definition of “good” as far as Kim was concerned.

“You're not the only girl that wants that future, most girls do, at one time or another,” said Katherine. “There's nothing wrong with wanting to live it, so long as you're careful about the terms on which you live it. Not everyone can live it, and no one can live it forever, but you can probably live it much longer and more richly than most girls can.”

“Still not following you Mom,” said Kim.

“All right, we'll go at it a bit more directly,” said Katherine. “I just wanted to make the point that we share the same goal for your life.”

“OK,” said Kim. “I get that. You are fine with me partying hearty for as long as I can.”

“It's not just that, Kim,” said Katherine. “It's that partying hearty is probably absolutely the best thing you can do for yourself, lifewise. You're ideally suited for it, for a number of reasons, the most important of which, but far from the only one, is that you are unusually, and I mean REALLY unusually, beautiful.”

Kim was used to hearing that she was beautiful, and her friends and family had called her beautiful on many occasions, but always in a way that indicated they were complimenting her. But the way Mom was putting it was different. It was like she was saying Kim was tall, or had brown skin, or had big eyes, a perfectly neutral tone for a simple statement of fact.

“I get that being beautiful is an advantage, mom,” said Kim.

“It is usually just that, an advantage,” said Katherine. “Most women your age are at least attractive in some way, many are pretty, some are beautiful. But you are Hollywood beautiful, Kim. This gives you an advantage even over other beautiful women. But you are Hollywood beautiful only in terms of your face and complexion. Your body is more the kind men favor, than the kind Hollywood favors.”

“What do you mean by that?” asked Kim, just a tiny bit nettled. That sounded almost like criticism of her looks, and nobody did that!

“I mean, how many movie stars or TV stars have large breasts and a large bootie like you do?” Katherine asked.

“A lot!” said Kim. “Some of them bigger! There's Dolly Parton who does the hick music, and Alexandria Daddario, and Christina Hendricks and Nichole Carson and Laura San Giacomo and Christina Ricci before she had them reduced.”

“Whoa,” said Katherine. “I'll spot you Dolly Parton and Alexandria Daddario. But who are Christina Hendricks and Nichole Carson and Laura San Giacomo?”

“Christina Hendricks is from that Crazy Man TV show, Nichole Carson is from the TV show about the lawyers with that one incredibly skinny girl, Ally Mobile or something like that, and Laura San Giacomo, OK, you got me there, she's from some prehistoric sitcom called Just Shot Me, but her breasts were HUGE.”

“OK, I'll give you those three plus the other two,” said Katherine. “It's still half a dozen women out of ALL of them, and you had to go back to prehistoric times to get one of them, you said so yourself. And you said Christina Ricci had breast reduction surgery … do you know why she did that?”

“Not really,” Kim said. “Probably some crazy movie star thing.”

“She did it so she could get more movie parts because it's hard for women with huge breasts to get roles,” said Katherine. “So she kind of proves my point. Not that it matters, honey, because men still prefer women with bodies like yours, and that's what matters, unless you're interested in switching teams.”

“Nope,” said Kim.

“Didn't think so,” said Katherine. “Point is, you have an ungodly beautiful face and a body to match, and you can lead a very pleasant life thanks to it, but only if you act intelligently and set your life up so that you and no one else is in charge.”

“Of course I'm going to be in charge of my life,” said Kim. “Who else?”

“Everyone else, Kim,” said Katherine. “There are a lot of very intelligent people who will take one look at you and think, “Here's my ticket. All I have to do is get this beautiful woman to love or at least trust me with her money, and I'm on easy street for life. Or maybe it will be some rich man who only wants you for sex and arm candy. Your face is your fortune, and everyone can see it, and therefore, thieves will want to steal it.”

“People want to steal my face, mom?” Kim asked.

“No, people want to steal the fortune your face can create for them,” said Katherine. “You have to be the one who makes the moves, the one who makes the money and has the money, the one who makes the fortune your face may create for you.”

“Mom, that sounds suspiciously like work,” Kim said, brow raised.

“Oh, no, dear, working will get you nowhere,” said Katherine. “It's owning things that makes you wealthy, not making things. You know that.”

“Right, Mom,” said Kim. Mom had always made it clear to her children that they were not to work for a living, ever, that working was a losing game. “So what are you proposing that I do?”

“I'll get to that,” said Katherine. “But first, what did you think of the show at the mall arena last week?”

Kim glanced lazily at her mom, but that glance spoke volumes. She knew she was about to find out why her mother had suggested they go watch the show.

“It was … interesting,” said Kim.

“Interesting how?” Katherine persisted.

“Well the fighters were kind of hot, and it was fun watching them grapple,” said Kim. Mom had always been very frank about sex with her, and very relaxed about it compared to other Moms. It probably had to do with Mom's atheism. She didn't have any of the usual religious hangups about sex and it made her SO much more mellow and easy to deal with and talk to. “And the prize girl was hot, but you know they had her all tied up and gagged and they had these other girls kind of molesting her, I guess to warm her up for the fighter than won her. And that was hot, but it was also creepy. And the guy who fucked her was young and handsome and jacked, you know, a fighter and all, but he really, really went at her, I mean, he hammered her HARD. She seemed to like it, but I found it a little scary. It looked like it hurt, but I guess it didn't hurt too much, to judge from the prize girl's expression afterward.”

“Ah,” said Katherine. “So the sex was hot but a little scary?”

“Yeah, I guess that covers it,” said Kim. “I kinda felt sorry for the prize girl, I mean, she bounced a check and all, but damn.”

“What if I told you that the prize girl wasn't there because she bounced a check?” Katherine asked. “What if I told you that she volunteered for it?”

Kim shrugged.

“I dunno.” she said. “Takes all kinds, I guess.”

“Well, she did volunteer,” said Katherine. “I mean, she did bounce a check, but that was just a formality. The girls who show up in the arena are never just petty criminals. They're generally wannabe porn stars, models, actresses and high-end whores, looking to raise their profiles.”

“Ah,” said Kim. “Well I think they said there were more than 10,000 people in the arena.”

“Drop in the bucket, my dear,” said Katherine. “These events are streamed live and go to hundreds of thousands, sometimes millions of people on video.”

“Ah,” said Kim. “So millions of people saw me watching that prize girl get fucked?”

“Possibly,” said Katherine. “Were you dressed real slutty? Were you doing anything sexy?”

“Not really,” said Kim. “We wore shorts and T-shirts. We weren't trying to stand out. But we got noticed. The trainers and the fighters were winking at us, and they sent us passes to the training rooms for after the fight.”

“But you didn't go,” said Katherine.

“The hammering the prize girl took kind of put us out of the mood,” said Kim.

“Mm-hmm,” said Katherine, clearly disbelieving. “Then you were onscreen maybe for a few seconds, if you were on at all. The prize girl was on display and naked the whole time, right?”

“Yes, she was,” said Kim.

“Her being onscreen the whole time probably part of the deal she cut with the arena,” said Katherine. “And that's why you would have only gotten a couple of seconds on the feed, if that. Even someone as pretty as you and Jasmine isn't going to get much screen time when they've got a beautiful naked woman they can show.”

“There was always at least one screen showing her even in the middle of the match,” said Kim.

“Sure, also part of the deal,” said Katherine.

“I had wondered about that,” said Kim.

“It's not just because of the deal,” said Katherine. “She's also a visual representation of the audience watching the match. Of course, she's got a lot more at stake than any of them, in a lot of ways, but that just adds to the intensity. The show is for the women as well as the men, anyway. You weren't the only women out there, were you?”

“Not by a long shot,” said Kim. “But most of them had boys with them.”

“Of course they did,” said Katherine. “Just like you would have if you'd wanted one.”

“Well, yeah,” said Kim. “Jasmine wanted to go too after we watched the video, and neither of us wanted a wrestling match with a boy afterward and after watching the video we knew damn well there would be one with any boy we took, so we solved that.”

“And you might have gotten picked up by a cute fighter if you didn't have any boys with you,” Katherine observed.

“The thought crossed our minds,” Kim admitted. “Until we saw how that poor prize girl got assaulted, I mean, it was scary.”

“So you said,” said Katherine. “But are you sure that was all there was to it?”

“What's that supposed to mean?” asked Kim.

“Sometimes we run away from the things we are attracted to,” said Katherine. “We fear their power over us.”

Kim gave her Mom a long stare.

“What are you saying Mom?” she asked. One of the great things about being dumber than someone was that you could get away with playing dumb sometimes.

“I think you enjoyed seeing that prize girl tied up and fucked a lot,” said Katherine. “An awful lot. And I'm not criticizing, I'm fine with it. It's very common for women to like that.”

“Well I did like it, but so what, I like sexy things, mom,” said Kim.

“I know,” said Katherine. “But you generally run toward sexy things, not away from them. I mean, since becoming an adult.”

“Still not seeing your point, mom,” said Kim.

“My point is that I think you would really LOVE being a prize girl in an upcoming mall arena match,” said Katherine. “You would love, love, love it, and it could be a way to get you that future of boys, parties and fun that we were speaking of.”

Kim stared into the distance for a long moment. So this was it. Her mom wanted to pimp her out to be a prize girl. A prize girl, of all things. It was insane.

“Oh,” said Kim.

“There's more to it than just being a prize girl, of course,” said Katherine. “Being a prize girl is just the opening move.”

“Mom, have you been playing four-dimensional chess with my life again?” Kim asked.

Katherine laughed.

“Well I haven't played yet,” said Katherine. “But I've been making plans. Let's face it, that's what I'm good at.”

“OK, well tell me all about the plan then,” said Kim, settling back. “How in hell is being a prize girl in an arena mall going to get me to a life where I do nothing but party with boys and have fun, and I'm in control of everything?”

“It's not very complex,” said Katherine. “It's simple. The best plans always are. First of all, I don't plan on making you an actress, or a porn star, or a model or anything like that.”

“Well that's reassuring,” said Kim.

“I do plan on making you a celebrity,” said Katherine. “A celebrity who's famous for being beautiful and sexy. To do that, you'll have to do the arena mall thing, but that's it as far as sex.”

“What, no more sex for the rest of my life?” Kim asked, alarmed. “That is not happening!”

“Of course not,” Kim said. “I meant no more PUBLIC sex for the rest of your life. And no more PUBLIC nudity, though you can wear the sexiest clothing you like, so long as it covers up That Which Must Be Covered Up.”

“God, Mom, you have given this a LOT of thought,” said Kim. “Who am I supposed to marry?”

“Whoever you like, dear,” said Katherine sweetly. “If all goes as planned, lots of wealthy, famous men are going to want to marry you.”

Kim stared at her mother.

“Holy shit, Mom,” she said. “How long have you been planning this?”

“Since you got beautiful a few years ago,” said Kim. “I mean, you were always pretty and then you were beautiful but when you turned into a Hollywood beauty, then I started planning.”

“That's creepy,” Kim observed.

“A little,” Katherine agreed. “But here's the thing, baby – as I said, you're so beautiful that if YOU don't plan for your future, someone else will plan it for you. And who better than someone who just wants you to be happy and successful in your life? That's all I've ever wanted for you, you know. This is just a way I've found that could make it happen.”

“Surely there's a less slutty way than being an arena prize girl,” Kim said. “I mean, I love sex and all, but damn.”

“It's your surest way,” said Katherine. “I've thought about all the others.”

“All of them?” Kim asked.

“All the ones with much chance to work,” said Katherine. “I mean, it's possible that we could be invaded by aliens and you set up as queen of California by them because of your height and mass to weight ratio, or you could pick grapes by the roadside in some den of rural squalor until you were spotted by an oligarch and he married you on the spot, but I didn't pursue those options for whatever reason.”

“All right, Mom, I get it,” said Kim, giggling.

“The thing is, it's not enough for you to be beautiful and sexy to get to the very top echelon of celebrity,” said Katherine. “You have to be seen, seen by the right people, and seen to be beautiful and desirable and sexy, if you want to get to the top and be in control. And you have to be seen like that only once.”

“Why only once?” Kim asked. “I mean, yeah, I don't want to be a prize girl more than once, not at all really, but I'm very comfortable with nudity and sex and stuff. Very very.”

“I know,” said Katherine.

“Fucking mind reader,” Kim thought.

“I can read your mind, you know,” Katherine said.

Kim flipped her Mom the bird.

“Can you read it now?” Kim asked.

“Yes, I can,” Katherine giggled. That was one reason Kim could talk to her mom – she could take it as well as dish it out. “Anyway, the reason you only want to be seen naked and having sex once is that men don't like women who are promiscuous.”

“Mom, that's so prehistoric,” Kim said.

“Well, kind of,” Katherine said. “Thing is, it used to be that a woman couldn't EVER be seen naked or having sex if she wanted to be anything but a mistress or a whore. But things have changed. Now it kind of helps to be seen naked and having sex once, it proves you're beautiful and sexy and makes you desirable to many men. But then you have to prove you can say no. Because that's what men care about now, they want a beautiful, sexy woman who will be theirs and theirs alone, and that means she has to be a woman who can say “no” to sex, and THAT'S why you can only be seen doing it once.”

“Mom, if it's on camera I'll be seen naked and having sex thousands, maybe millions of times,” said Kim, “every time someone plays the video.”

“That doesn't matter, honey,” said Katherine. “It really doesn't matter how many copies there are of you being naked and sexy out there, it only matters that you did it only one time that was recorded. It doesn't matter how many men you fuck in private, so long as you don't do it in front of a camera. Virginity is just a fetish nowadays, but still, few wealthy men will want to marry an obvious slut. But LOTS of wealthy men will want to marry a hot, sexy woman who was publicly fucked once, but otherwise has maintained an appearance of non-sluttiness.”

Kim just shook her head at these words. Mainly because she didn't have any arguments. It all made sense, now that Mom had explained it. Of course Mom looked at boys and romance and stuff with her super-logical, super-cynical eyes. But that was probably the way to look at them if you wanted to get really rich and powerful from being hot and sexy.

And Kim kind of liked that Mom only wanted her to be a total slut in public once.

“So, if I were to do this, I'd have to be kind of all … G-rated whenever I'm in public?” Kim asked. “Because I really do like to be hot.”

“Oh, honey, you HAVE to be hot in public for my plan to succeed,” said Katherine. “You have to remind them whenever they see you of that tape, of how very, very hot you are. You have to wear the sexiest clothes and hang out with the hottest boys and have the most fun, and make every man that sees you want to be part of that fun. And you'll be GREAT at that honey, because you ARE fun, and you are NICE, and if you just be yourself when the cameras are rolling, that will come across beautifully. And you will get the boys of your dreams, and on your terms, too.”

“Oh,” said Kim. “Oh.” This part of Mom's plan had not occurred to her – that working at it would be as much fun as succeeding would be. But Mom's words painted scenes in her head that were wonderful to think about it. It WAS her dream world, being beautiful and wearing beautiful, sexy clothes and hanging out with handsome, sexy boys and going to fun parties and being interviewed … oh, yeah, that was the life.

“Sounds doable,” Kim said.

Katherine smiled, knowing Kim had just bought the project.

“Great,” said Katherine. “But take your time, think about it. And if you don't want to do it, we don't have to do it. I'll need your enthusiastic participation to make it work at all. But I think it can work, and I think you'd love it. We'll have to talk about this a lot before we do ANYTHING so we're sure it will be something you're up for.”

“I can see how it might be fun,” Kim admitted.

“It will be,” Katherine promised.


Chapter Three

A Glare of Doom with Intimations of Whoopass

“Think we might see some action here,” said Marcus Jones, nodding toward the front door of the Waffle House, where five muscular young Latino gangbangers had entered, laughing and joking. It was two a.m., and the guys who'd been chased out of bars often showed up at Waffle House at that hour, drunk and rowdy and not ready for the night to end.

“Maybe,” said Jason Brickman, shrugging. “Hope not.”


“You're so damn hard-core,” Miguel Sanchez laughed. “You're just worried about your pretty little knuckles.”

“Damn straight,” Jason agreed with a smile. “I've got a good gig beating up on Petrosian with them, I don't want to waste them on some chump for nothing.”

“What the hell, I got an actual MATCH with Capablanca next month, with a purse and everything,” said Marcus.

“You wanna risk your knuckles on some dummy's head?” Jason asked.

“No,” said Marcus. “But I ain't taking shit from no dummy, either.”

“Well, if we leave them alone maybe they'll leave us alone,” said Jason.

“Nobody paying for my knuckles,” said Miguel.

“Shit, Miguel, you fucking turned down a job as a trainer at Champion's Gyms,” said Marcus. “Your knuckles would be paid for if you wanted them paid for.”

“No health insurance,” said Miguel. “I'm not spending 40 hours a week sparring and shit with no health insurance.”

“Nobody offers guys like us health insurance,” said Marcus. “They got a doc to patch us up in the training room and that's it. It's a hell of a lot more than most people get.”

“Yeah, yeah, it's the standard deal, I know, but that don't mean it's a good deal,” said Miguel.

“Looks like we might have business,” said Marcus. One of the five guys had gotten up from his friends’ table and headed over to them. He walked in a slow, rolling strut. He was wearing jeans and a T-shirt with a denim jacket. There were what looked like gang colors on him, but none of them recognized the gang, and they knew most of the gang colors. A lot of fighters came from gangbanging.

Which was why none of the three guys at the table were particularly frightened.

He stood in front of the table and looked at them with cold eyes.

“Well, ain't we a diverse bunch?” said the guy. He had tats on his muscular arms and neck and he was a Latino, though his accent was pure southern California. “A black guy, a white guy and a Mexican. I gotta wonder what your punchline is.”

“Oh, we're not all THAT diverse,” said Jason, smiling. “My mother is Mexican.”

“And my father is Guatemalan,” said Miguel.

“That just makes you even MORE diverse,” said the gangbanger, scowling.

“I guess so,” said Jason. “But none of us is a white guy.”

“You look like a fucking gringo to me,” said the gangbanger.

“Well I do take after my father,” Jason said calmly. It was really difficult to wind him up.

“Well my friends, they are disturbed by all this diversity,” said the gangbanger. “We would be a lot happier if you left this place.”

“Would you, now?” Marcus asked, smiling up at the gangbanger. It was the sort of smile that would raise hackles on the neck of anyone who knew Marcus well.

“Oh, relax,” said Jason. “We'll sit here, you sit over there, and we promise not to bother you with our blatant diversity.”

“Hey, I am not diverse!” Marcus said, giving Jason a stage glare. “I am all black!”

“Point taken,” said Jason. “Though I did hear that your great-grandmother was Dutch.”

“Now, just a darned minute,” Marcus growled.

“Oh, I heard the same thing,” Miguel added.

The gangbanger gave the group his best intimidating stare, “Glare of Doom with Intimitations of Whoopass.” This was not going according to script. These three were supposed to be either defiant and angry or cowed. Nothing in between. They were just kind of ignoring him. Kidding around, in fact, like they weren't even threatened by him at all. This was all wrong.

Then again, though clearly not gangbangers, they were a tough-looking bunch. Very fit, kind of hard-looking, and weirdly confident. Probably student athletes who thought they were tough shit because they were on the football team.

“Are you … disrespecting me?” he asked.

“Oh, no, of course not,” Marcus said.

“Not a bit,” Jason added helpfully.

“It's not our style,” Miguel said.

The gangbanger realized what was going on. They were mocking him. This would not stand.

“Well, if you respect me, you need to prove it by getting your sorry asses out of this place before me and my homies fuck you up big time,” the gangbanger said.

“Well we certainly wouldn't want that to happen,” said Marcus.

While Marcus spoke, Jason glanced over at Pedro the counterman, who was carefully watching them, and quickly pantomimed putting a phone to his ear. Pedro nodded just the tiniest bit and reached down under the counter and pressed an alarm button concealed there. The cops were on their way.

Jason knew that violence was going to erupt and soon. He really didn't want to fight these gangbanger assholes, but they weren't gonna be chased out of Waffle House either.

“It would be ever so nice if you and your associates would reconsider,” Jason said. “Surely we can all just enjoy our food and drink and genial conversation.”

“Oh, shit, a gringo faggot,” the gangbanger said.

“Oh, no, he is not attracted to men,” said Miguel. “We were worried ourselves when we discovered he liked “Zena, Warrior Princess,” but turns out he just has a thing for tall lesbians.”

Jason nodded.

“You motherfuckers gonna get your asses kicked for no reason,” said the gangbanger, losing patience. “Get out or get beat.”

“Are you sure you and your friends would rather not join us and share some ribald stories?” Marcus asked. At this point, they were just playing for time, hoping the cop sirens would sound soon and head things off before they got started.

“We do love a good conversation,” Miguel added.

“I'll bet your friends know some great yarns,” Jason said.

The gangbanger didn't say a thing, just looked at his buddies, caught one of their eyes, and nodded for them to come over.

Pedro quietly locked the cash drawer and retreated to the door that led to the office, looking out from behind it. He knew better than to get involved in this fight.

The gangbanger's gang got up from their table and walked over to their friend, very much looking like they were about to kick some ass.

Jason and his friends slid out from behind their table and stood up, forcing the gangbanger to step back so he didn't get cut off from his buddies, a very good move on his part, and the first good move he had made that night.

The gangbangers came up and readied themselves to fight, pulling out knives, wrapping heavy studded leather belts around their fists, and one of them whipped out a set of what looked like homemade brass knuckles.

Jason and his friends all responded by slipping padded leather MMA gloves that they had been carrying in their back pockets over their hands. They knew the sorts of things that happened when you stayed out late at night, and they had been willing participants in them years ago … street fighting had morphed into the much more profitable and much safer world of MMA fighting for all of them. They all had scars from those days at various points on their bodies, but none had been injured badly enough to keep them out of the arena.

“Surely we can settle this peacably,” said Jason. He was just playing acting for the security cams now, he knew damn well the fight was on. There were five gangbangers, a nearly 2 to 1 advantage, and they liked their odds.

“Fuck you, faggot,” said one of them and he stepped forward and launched a studded leather belt-covered roundhouse right at Jason.

Jason was ready for it. Like his buddies, he had assumed his basic fighting stance, feet lined up with his shoulders, one slightly ahead of the other, his upper torso hunched slightly forward. He blocked the right easily and gave the gangbanger a short, lightning-fast left that rocked his head backward. The gangbanger was an experienced street fighter, he'd been expecting a counterattack, but he had been totally unprepared for Jason's speed.

This exchange was like a lit match in a room full of gasoline vapors – suddenly everything exploded. Fists swing, legs kicked, and the room was filled with grunting and the loud smacks of fists meeting flesh.

The fight did not last long. The Waffle House's interior was crowded, the gangbangers would have done much better if they had somehow managed to move the fight out into the parking lot, which was the preferred way of doing it for Waffle House aficionados. But inside the narrow confines of the Waffle House only two guys could engage at once without climbing over tables and chairs and counters and booths.

The gangbangers threw hard punches, but compared to Jason and his MMA fighter friends, they were just achingly slow. Their blows and kicks repeatedly got blocked and responded to with blows that did not get blocked.

The MMA fighters were also taking much better-aimed shots that landed harder. All of them had trained relentlessly in generating lots of force very efficiently at whatever they hit and kicked.

One of the smarter gangbangers, seeing his buddies in front getting chewed up by the MMA fighters, leapt over the counter, making Pedro close the door and lock it. But instead of going after Pedro, he ran forward and went at Marcus from the side, diving at him.

The gangbanger who'd been fighting Marcus from the front, although sporting a huge black eye, a bleeding lip and some seriously sore ribs, tried to move forward but as he did so, Jason slid to his left and gave him a left jab that caught him completely unprepared, sending his knees wobbling.

Seeing the gangbanger's knees wobble, Jason delivered a quick kick right to the mans' balls that sent him crashing to the floor, overwhelmed by pain.

Jason took a hard smack to the shoulder from the guy he'd been fighting as he did so, and he got his fists up and moved back.

When the gangbanger jumped on him, Marcus was knocked into a booth, beneath him. But even as he fell Marcus was maneuvering, and he very quickly shifted beneath the guy and climbed on top of him from the side, and secured a rear naked chokehold on him.

The gangbanger knew street grappling, but MMA fighters had grappling down to a science, and also Marcus had been in enough street fights to know to protect his eyes and balls. In seconds the lights started to go out for the struggling gangbanger, and after about 90 seconds, the gangbanger went totally limp.

Marcus rose, ready to do battle with his buddies against the remaining gangbangers, but 90 seconds is a very long time in a no-holds-barred street fight and it was a mopping-up operation at that point. Jason and Miguel each had just one opponent still on his feet. Jason was kicking his opponent and giving him forearm shots, clearly protecting his knuckles. Jason had a mean kick and in seconds his man was down.

Miguel was working in close with his opponent, not really playing with him, but not in any hurry to finish with him. He hit the gangbanger with flurries of short, sharp jabs that landed on his torso and eventually, his chin, making his eyes roll and his whole body collapse.

“Everybody OK?” Marcus asked.

“I got a hurty-boo-boo on my forearm,” Miguel complained.

“And I feel morally soiled by having to resort to violence here,” Jason said.

“Everybody's fine, then,” said Marcus. “Good.”

“I'll give Pedro the all-clear,” said Jason, and he vaulted over the counter and knocked on the door, saying, “All clear! Playtime's over!” in a loud voice.

Pedro opened the door, looked at Jason, nodded and stepped out of the office, surveying the damage.

“Sombody gonna have to pay for them chairs,” Pedro said.

“They started it,” said Marcus. “They can pay. They look like gangbangers. I bet their car is full of cash.”

“Cops will take it all,” said Pedro, and Marcus nodded. Cops tended to do that.

Miguel and Marcus searched the gangbangers for weapons, finding only a couple of knives and a Glock.

“Not heavily armed,” said Marcus as he untied a gangbanger's sneakers and used the laces to tie his wrists together and to the base of a stool. “Amateurs.”

Jason shook his head. Skilled hand to hand fighters though they were, they could have been killed by the guy with the Glock if he'd used it. They'd probably thought Jason and his buddies would be easy meat. No guns needed.

The cops arrived shortly and then there was a lot of talking and sitting around and statements and questions.

The gangbangers of course maintained that they had been very patient but rudely provoked by Jason and friends. Jason and friends had exactly the opposite story. The cops listened to all of them with an air of quiet disbelief while one of their number reviewed the video file of the restaurants security cam, which covered the cash register and hence didn't show much of the gangbanger's conversation with Jason and friends. Fortunately there was audio, and eventually the gangbangers were hauled off in cuffs and Jason and friends were told that next time some gangbangers wanted them to leave, it would be smarter all around if they would just leave.

“We found an AR-15 in the back of their truck, guys,” said a cop. “I don't think you would have been able to out-punch it.”

Jason and his buddies agreed that they had been terribly rash in refusing to leave, which left the cops just as disbelieving as before.

It was a long and tiresome process, and during a lull Miguel came over to Jason and held up his phone. Its screen was filled by a head shot of Kim Kasparian.

“Didn't you used to know her?” Miguel asked.

“Yeah,” said Jason. “We were study buddies in junior high.”

“Study buddies?” Miguel asked, brow raised.

“You heard me,” Jason replied. “We got together after school and studied together at the library and her place. Very wholesome.”

“You fuck her?” Miguel asked.

“No,” Jason said. “We were 13 years old at the time. I thought she was pretty and nice and I liked her, but that was as far as it went. Looks like she grew up good … she didn't look like that when we were study buddies.”

“Yeah, she grew up to be a total biscuit,” Miguel said. “And looks like you might have a chance to make up for lost time now.”

“What's that supposed to mean?” Jason asked.

Miguel pressed his phone screen a time or two and showed it to Jason again. It now showed a listing of upcoming arena contests and prize girls available at each contest.

Kim Kasparian was listed in an upcoming contest.

“Damn,” said Jason. “That's weird. She's not someone I'd ever think would be a prize girl.”

“Why not?” asked Miguel.

“Well for starters, her family is or was loaded,” said Jason. “Not oligarch loaded, but they had millions, I think. VERY nice house, VERY nice cars, VERY nice clothes, servants, the works. I mean, I'm not poor, I'm middle class, but I felt kinda poor when I went to Kim's house to study with her.”

“Surprised they didn't shoo you off,” said Miguel. “Poor ass kid, and your mom is Mexican, too.”

“Oh, they're not racist at all,” said Jason. “Just look at her. Her dad is Mexican and her mom is some kind of Middle Easterner … Iranian or something like that.”

“That's nice,” said Miguel. “But rich parents don't generally want their daughters hanging out with broke-ass … I mean, middle class … guys.”

“Maybe so,” said Jason, shrugging. “But I never got the feeling that I was being shooed off. Remember we were only 13, and there wasn't any romance stuff going on. We just liked each other a lot. And it didn't last. When we turned 14 we didn't have any classes in common so we stopped studying together. We stayed friends, but we kinda drifted apart.”

“Shoulda stuck with it, man,” said Miguel. “She's rich and a total biscuit.”

“I was 13, I didn't give a shit about shit like that,” said Jason.

“What about now?” asked Miguel.

“I still don't care that much about money, but I do like a biscuit,” said Jason.

“This could be your big chance,” said Miguel.

“I'd rather just date her,” said Jason.

“Give her a call, see what happens,” said Miguel. “You never know.”


Chapter Four

Girls were sexy and mysterious, unlike his sisters, but they were also human, like his sisters

The next night after video gaming for an hour or two while the pain killers took effect (sparring with Petrosian had been harsh) Jason uncharacteristically stopped gaming and went on the Web. And found out all he could about Kim Kasparian. There was a surprising amount to find out. Kim wasn't a starlet or celebrity but she went to a lot of parties where stars, starlets and celebrities showed up, and being extremely pretty attracted a lot of cameras.

Unfortunately, she was considered eye candy and little more, there weren't a lot of interviews of her out there. But she did put out a few videos on social media, makeup tutorials, that sort of thing.

The videos showed Kim to be very much still the girl he'd studied with in junior high: Jason remembered her as a pleasant, easygoing, not overly bright girl who smiled a lot and liked to laugh, and that's how she came off in her videos.

Kim and Jason had done a lot of laughing together while they studied. Jason hadn't been into MMA at the time, but he'd been trim and fit, and not awkward around girls like some of his buddies were. He had two sisters he got along fine with, which seemed to make him extraordinary among kids his age. But it also made him more relaxed among girls: sure, girls were sexy and mysterious, unlike his sisters, but they were also human, like his sisters, and he got that, and it made it easier for him to talk with girls.

Some of the photos made it clear that Kim had moved far beyond ordinary beautiful as she had grown up. Jason remembered his high school days, when so many of his female classmates bloomed from just “girls” into beauties. Jason had started working out at around 14 or 15 and he grew a nice set of muscles and half a foot taller, so he had made changes, but he didn't see them as nearly as radical as the beauty that graced so many of the girls in school. He wanted to date a LOT of those girls, they were so pretty and nice. And when he glimpsed Kim in the hallways, always with a gaggle of other beauties in tow, he kinda thought about dating her, but not too intensely.

There were a lot of girls, pretty girls, who thought Jason was strong and handsome and sexy and he'd had a lot of fun with them. But had somehow never fallen in love with any of them, though a couple had said they loved him. But he hadn't loved them, and they hadn't REALLY loved him, it was just teen romance stuff.

Now he gazed at these pictures of Kim grown up to become an extraordinary beauty, and watched her makeup tutorials, and thought that if he could beat a couple of other fighters, she might be his at least for a night.

That would be really cool, getting something real with his fighting skills for once. Beating up gangbangers was fun, but it wasn’t exactly an achievement.

But as he thought about it, Jason realized that didn't really want to be with Kim by winning her as a prize in a fight. He'd known and liked her as a person. He wanted to keep it personal.

So he gave her a call.

It took a bit of time and effort to get Kim's number, but it wasn't terribly difficult. He just told people he'd been friends with her as a kid and wanted to get in touch with her again. It helped a lot that it was the truth.

He finally wound up leaving his number with Kim's sister, who promised she'd tell Kim he was trying to reach her.

And two days later, Kim called him.

“Jason!” Kim said. “Is that you?”

“Sure is,” said Jason. “Nice to hear your voice again.”

“Nice to hear yours, too,” she said. “Gee, it's been so long … I remember, though, I really enjoyed studying with you way back when. You were fun.”

“So were you!” said Jason. “I remember how much fun that was, then I saw a picture of you recently, and wow … you REALLY bloomed! You're quite the beauty.”

“It's very nice of you to say so,” said Kim, accepting the compliment as her due. “But you know how photos are. They can fool you. Anyway as I recall you got into fighting and got really, really buff.”

“I did,” Jason said. “Still at it, actually. I'm a pro MMA fighter.”

“Cool!” said Kim, as wheels turned in her head. “I'm going to be a prize girl at an MMA contest soon.”

“So I heard,” said Jason. “I was surprised, frankly. I thought your family was loaded.”

“Oh, we are,” said Kim calmly. She'd heard this a lot since the announcement had come out: most people didn't know that being an arena prize girl was being used for publicity, so they assumed that financial misfortune had driven Kim to commit a crime. She'd gotten over it. “I'm just doing the prize girl thing for other reasons.”

“Oh, really?” Jason asked. He had not expected to hear Kim saying that, he'd expected a long financial sob story. “Well doesn't matter, but if there's anything you want to know about MMA fighters and MMA fighting, I'll be glad to fill you in. I know most of them.”

“Have you been in a lot of fights?” Kim asked.

“Not a lot of ring bouts with audiences,” said Jason. “I mean, I spar almost every day, in fact, it's my job right now. But only a few official matches.”

“What's sparring?” Kim asked. She hadn't done much research on MMA fighting, as in, none. It was just a way for the boys to see who got her, let them figure it out.

“Sparring is like, practice fighting,” said Jason. “Like right now, I'm sparring with Petrosian, who's got an upcoming match with Kalinka, who's a right-handed guy about my size who's pretty good at both grappling and hitting and also a very good kicker, which is also what I'm good at. So Petrosian practice fights with me to learn how to fight Kalinka.”

“How is practice fighting different from regular fighting?” Kim asked.

“Oh, we wear padding that we don't in regular fights and we take our punches and kicks down to 50 percent power, and we don't use any pressure when we get an arm bar or a choke hold on the other,” said Jason. “The idea is to teach Petrosian how to fight Kalinka, and not injure him in the process. Or get injured in the process.”

“So it's safe,” said Kim. “I see.”

“It's safer,” said Jason. “Sometimes you land a blow a lot harder or cleaner than you intend by accident. Petrosian has decked me and I've decked him a time or two. But that's good, actually, it keeps us both playing solid defense.”

“Ah,” said Kim, uninterested.

“I did have one other thought about this prize girl thing,” said Jason. “I know you and you know me. So I was thinking I could enter the match you're a prize in and see if I could win you. But ONLY if you're interested. Maybe it would make things easier if the winner was someone you knew, who liked you.”

“And who I liked!” Kim exclaimed. “Yes, I love that! Let's get together in person and talk about it!”

“That'd be great!” Jason said.

And minutes later, they had a date, and they both hung up the phone thinking things had gone really well.


Chapter Five

The prize girl thing attracted every kind of scam artist imaginable

“Mrs. Kasparian, Miss Kasparian, welcome,” said Ralph Davies, the public relations manager of Perlmutter Mall and Arena, Inc., as he seated Katherine and Kim in chairs in his office. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“I'll get right to the point, Mr. Davies,” said Katherine. “Kim wants to be a prize girl at an upcoming arena event, and we were thinking Perlmutter Mall would be an excellent venue,” Katherine said.

“I'm flattered that you consider us an excellent venue, but of course who becomes an arena prize is more a matter for law ...” Davies started.

“Please, Mr. Davies, spare me,” Katherine cut in. “I know how arena match events work. I know who gets made a prize girl and why, and who winds up in the punishment pits, and why. I'm fine with it. Kim and I want the publicity a prize girl position at a major venue like Perlmutter Arena can create. We want to work with you to make one of your upcoming arena contests a huge success for both you and us. We know how to do that.”

Davies nodded. A stage mom, he recognized the breed. Though he hadn't seen many of them in his current job, he'd seen plenty when he'd been a freelance actors’ agent. She had that air of formidableness that most of them had.

“I have to ask,” Davis said, “Are both of you fully aware of what arena prize girls experience?”

“Yes,” said Katherine. “We've both seen the videos and Kim here has attended a Perlmutter Arena prize girl event – Smashathon 37, I think it was.”

“That was it,” Kim chimed in, smiling.

Davies had been watching Kim out of the corner of his eye while he'd been talking with Katherine and he'd been impressed. She seemed engaged in what they were saying, there was no sign of sullenness and she was just fucking gorgeous.

“So what did you see when you attended the event?” Davies asked. He was recording this, so no one could accuse him of entrapment subsequently. The prize girl thing attracted every kind of scam artist imaginable and some feminist ideologues, and Davies and others of his ilk took no chances.

“I saw a real cute girl chained up naked in a little cage next to the fighting arena,” said Kim. “Between rounds these two other girls would do all sorts of sexual things to her and between matches they did even more sexual things to her, with cameras on her the whole time, except they didn't fuck her. When one of the fighters finally beat all the others, they dragged her to the fighting cage, where the winner fucked her, then he dragged her off. She was chained up and gagged most of the time. It was so sexy!”

“I'm glad you enjoyed it,” Davies said formally. Kim's description of what she'd seen had been calm and matter-of-fact, and hadn't had any coy or giggly sound to it. Kim was no giggly virgin. The children of stage mothers weren't always giggly virgins … but sometimes they were. Sometimes the kid had no idea what Mom had in mind for her child. And Davies wanted no part of that kind of set-up. Too much chance for bad publicity.

“That's correct, that's what you'd be doing as a prize girl,” said Davies. “Are you up for that?”

“Oh, def,” Kim said, smiling. “It sounds like fun.”

“Have you done anything like this before?” Davies asked.

“I've done some sexual bondage before with boyfriends, you know, just for fun,” Kim said. “But never in public or on camera.”

“Are you camera-shy at all?” Davies asked.

“Not really,” Kim said. “I just think it's a bad idea to pose naked in front of a camera or have sex in front of a camera unless you are OK with everyone seeing it, because sooner or later, somehow or other, it will get out on social media and then everyone will see it.”

Davies nodded. Kim was right about that, but the point was, she knew about that whole camera thing.

“And you're OK with everyone seeing you naked and in bondage and having sex after the Arena appearance,” Davies said.

“I'm fine with it,” said Kim. “It's part of Mom's plan.”

“Her plan?” Davies asked.

“Yes, her plan,” said Kim. “You could ask her about it.”

Davies turned to Katherine.

“Your plan, Mrs. Kasparian?” Davies asked.

And Katherine explained it.

They walked out of the office with an agreement that if Kim were to commit a crime at Perlmutter Mall, she would be chosen as a prize girl at an upcoming Arena event, probably Smashathon 40 or so. They'd also picked out the store and the crime, as the stores considered being the victim of a prize girl at an Arena event to be just another advertising/marketing venue, and covered the loss as a marketing cost. It was all very much capitalism in action.


Chapter Six

"Hush," said Kim. "You are in MY arena now."

“No, Frangelico's is a great choice,” Kim said. “I hear the crab newburg is divine.”

“It probably is,” Jason said with a smile as he sat down opposite Kim at a table. The restaurant they were sitting in was WELL above Jason's normal eatery (see: Waffle House) but was close to slumming for Kim. The décor was sumptuous, a tinkling fountain in the center of the dining room, white tableclothes and sparkling china, and chairs that were comfortable and yet stylish. Tonight's meal would wipe out his food budget for a week, but so what? This could be the start of something huge, maybe.

Kim had a glass of white wine, Jason had iced tea.

“You don't drink?” Kim asked.

“Not much,” Jason said. “Drinking and MMA fighting don't mix well. You gotta stay in top form.”

“I thought you fighters liked to drink,” said Kim.

“None of the successful ones do,” said Jason. “I mean, we might get drunk after winning a match, or losing one, but our bodies are machines, and booze is not nearly as good a form of carbohydrates as other things.”

“What do you eat?” Kim asked.

“Oh, a lot of protein, a lot of complex carbohydrates, you know, whole wheat toast and rolls and such, and I veg up at least one meal every two days,” Jason said.

“You eat mostly toast and meat?” Kim asked.

“Yeah, and plenty of butter on the toast and rolls,” Jason said.

“Why aren't you fat?” Kim asked.

“Because I burn a lot of calories every day,” said Jason. “I burn about 4000 calories a day training. I could probably eat anything I wanted to and not gain weight, but I try to be careful what I eat because I don't want to fuck up my digestion or anything. I want my body to deliver peak power when I spar or fight.”

“I envy you,” said Kim.

“You might envy me the ability to eat whatever I want, but if you really do, all you have to do is go on an MMA training regimen yourself,” Jason said. “They have female MMA fights, you know.”

“I don't envy the TRAINING, silly boy,” Kim said, smiling.

“I didn't think you did,” Jason said. “So what did you do to get so freaking beautiful? Is there some kind of beauty training regimen?”

“No,” Kim said. “I really didn't DO anything, it just HAPPENED. Mom says it's something to do with her genes and dad's genes having something called “hybrid vigor.” They're stronger or something because they're mixed. So they strongly made me beautiful. I dunno if I buy that, but it's all I got.”

“Works for me, however it happened,” said Jason, smiling. “Is your Mom OK with this whole prize girl thing?”

“Oh, sure, it was her idea,” said Kim. “She's a big planner.”

“Her idea?” Jason asked. “Does she know what happens to prize girls? Do you?”

“People keep asking me that,” Kim said, rolling her eyes a little. “Yes, we do. We've seen the videos and attended a match.”

“So, if it's not prying … why are you doing it?” Jason asked.

“Oh, it's not prying,” said Kim. “You're a fighter, I thought you knew the deal with arena prize girls.”

“Not really,” said Jason. “The matches I've been in have all been low-level regular bouts. East LA Beatdown, Compton Crusher, San Deigo Splat. So no prize girl, hell, barely a prize in some cases.”

“I've never heard of any of those,” Kim said.

“Well if you don't follow MMA fighting locally, no reason why you should,” said Jason. “It's how fighters start out, fighting people in local matches and then moving up if you win.”

“And do you win?” Kim asked.

“Most of the time,” said Jason. “I have three wins, one loss, no ties.”

“One loss?” Kim asked.

“It was my first match, I thought I was ready, but I wasn't,” said Jason. “It's a fairly common thing among MMA fighters. Haven't made that mistake again.”

“It's OK,” said Kim. “A learning thing, I guess.”

“Oh, the school of hard knocks, for sure,” Jason said.

A waiter came by and they ordered. Jason had an order of salmon barriconde with avacado rice, Kim had a bowl of crab stew with cauliflowers in mustard sauce.

“Cauliflowers in mustard sauce?” Jason asked.

“It tastes a lot better than it sounds,” Kim said. “The sauce has mustard in it, but it's a lot milder than mustard. Gives the cauliflower some zing, which it badly needs.”

“I'll take your word for it,” said Jason. “So what are you going to do with the publicity you get from being a prize girl?”

And Kim briefly explained her mom's plan to Jason. By the time it was over, their meal appeared, and they ate companionably for a short while, Jason tucking in vigorously to his meal and Kim eating delicately.

“So, I don't know about your Mom's plan,” said Jason. “I mean, it sounds like it might work, but it seems like a lot of things could go wrong.”

“Yeah,” said Kim, “Except my Mom is doing it. Her plans always work out. She's scary smart.”

“Yeah, I remember you saying your Mom was super smart way back when,” said Jason.

“She's why my family does so well, Jason,” said Kim. “I mean, Dad was doing all right with his landscape business before he married Mom, but now he's the largest landscaping contractor in southern California. And that's all Mom. I mean, Dad runs the business, I hardly ever see him, but it's Mom who does all the planning.”

“So what's her plan for you?” Jason asked, “I mean, beyond this arena thing?”

“I'm going to be a rich celebrity,” Kim said. “I'll appear on TV a lot, go to all the right parties, meet all the fun, fashionable people and have all the fun I can handle. So, it's my plan, too, Jason, because I would love for that to be my life.”

“It does sound like fun when you put it that way,” said Jason.

“Is there any way you could put it that it wouldn't sound like fun?” Kim asked.

“I guess not,” Jason said, grinning.

“I mean, I'll probably have to put my name on products that suck and say and do some ridiculous things when I need to raise my public image,” said Kim. “But I won't have to do whatever people say I have to, or have sex with anyone I don't want to ...”

“Except that one time,” Jason said with a grimace.

“Oh, you mean the prize girl thing,” Kim said after a moment's thought. “Let's talk about that. Were you serious about being willing to enter the contest?”

“Sure,” said Jason, “I mean, if you want me to. I don't want to win you against your will, you know?”

“I'm glad you feel that way,” Kim said. “You see, that was the thing that was bothering me, you know? What if the guy that wins me in the arena is an asshole? I have dated a few assholes when I was younger, it was no fun. Fucking an awful guy would be easier than dating one, in some sense, but it still wouldn't be fun at all, and they'd probably want me to do stuff with him afterward, and that wouldn't be fun, either. You know?”

“Kinda,” said Jason.

“Well if it was you I would be so much happier,” said Kim. “I mean, the reason I wanted to meet with you in person is that I wanted to see if you were the same person I used to like so much back in junior high. People change a lot when they grow up you know? But you're the same guy, just a lot stronger and more confident, but still so nice and easygoing.”

“Same here,” said Jason. “You're still the fun, nice girl I remember. And a lot of girls change when they get beautiful, and you have, but you're still just as fun and nice as ever.”

“God, yes, I wish we'd done some making out back then,” said Kim.

“Yeah, I had some thoughts along those lines, but you know, I was only thirteen. I didn't know how to make a move on you, or I might have.”

“A shame you didn't,” Kim said. “Because you totally could have had me.” Followed by the most wonderful little giggle.

“Oh, NOW you tell me,” Jason said, rolling his eyes. “This has to be the longest-lasting cock tease ever.”

Kim was laughing uproariously at this.

“I'm sorry,” she said. “I guess I'll have to make up for that.” As she spoke, she smiled at Jason and her eyes were almost glowing. That combined with her beauty was such a powerful, intense thing that Jason, looking at her, saw only her … the rest of the restaurant and its patrons disappeared. She had that going for her.

“If you wanna, sure,” said Jason, smiling what he was pretty sure was a dopey smile, but it just didn't matter. The smiling face that glowed at him didn't care, he knew that.

“I do want to,” said Kim. “Let's go to my place after dinner and make up for lost time.”

“You mean make out for lost time,” said Jason, smiling. He had no idea how he'd lucked out here, but he was very glad he had. Another guy might have dismissed Kim as a slut because she'd made the first move. But he realized Kim was not a normal girl, leading a normal life, and that this might be a normal kind of thing for her … just not for him.

Besides, he'd had girls throw themselves at him before. It had happened on two out of three of his MMA match wins. Some women had a thing for guys who fought, and for guys who won. It was a fetish, really, and Jason was OK with that. It had gotten him some really good sex.

And Kim had hypnotized him anyway, and he just didn't care. She was wonderful.

Kim lived in a very nice apartment at the top of a tall building just a couple of miles from downtown Los Angeles. It was probably cheap digs to her, but Jason was pretty sure it cost more than any house he or anyone he knew had ever lived in.

It was a very nice apartment, large, nice furniture, basically clean though there were clothes strewn here and there and dishes in the sink. But on the scale of the disorder in his apartment and that of most his male friends, Kim's apartment was spotless and immaculate.

Kim locked the door and made sure the curtains were all shut and then she walked over to Jason and wrapped her arms around him and smiled up at him, and Jason, not being a fool, wrapped his arms around Kim and kissed her.

It was a long, deep, wonderful kiss, and when they came up for air, they were both smiling.

“Wonderful, just like I thought it would be,” Jason said.

“Mm-hmm,” Kim agreed. Her eyes were radiant. She took Jason's hand in hers and led him in to the bedroom. (She might have dragged him there if Jason had resisted at all, but he didn't.)

Kim began unbuttoning Jason's shirt.

“I can,” Jason started.

“Hush,” said Kim. “You are in MY arena now.”

“Ah,” said Jason as Kim got his shirt off, unbuckled his pants and removed them and his boxer shorts in seconds, with Jason's only help being to raise his feet when she got his pants around his ankles.

His half-erect cock bobbed about merrily while she removed her dress. He was surprised to see that she wore no undies. He'd heard that some women went commando, but he'd never encountered one before.

Then Kim knelt in front of Jason and engulfed his cock in her mouth and gave him a wonderful blowjob. She didn't even use her hands, she kept them clasped behind her back and did all the work with her tongue, lips and mouth, and she was really skilled. Jason's eyes got smoky with passion as Kim sucked, and he looked down at her upturned eyes, so full of passion. In seconds he was rock-hard, and he would have cum in her mouth in just a minute or two, she was that good, But she quickly stopped and climbed up to the bed and opened her arms. Jason's mind had been rendered nearly blank by the blowjob, but his instincts were still there, and he climbed on top of the bed. But before he climbed on top of Kim what was left of his mind chimed in and he asked, “Should I get a condom?”

“No,” said Kim, smiling. “I'm on the pill. No STDs. What about you?”

“Clean as a whistle,” said Jason.

“I should have known,” Kim said. “I blew that whistle just now.”

Jason was generally very, very good about bringing up protection before things got too hot and heavy, but Kim had moved fast, and she was so beautiful, it had left him almost witless. But not quite.

Now he crawled atop Kim and entered her. He went at it slowly and carefully. Kim seemed ready for him, his cock, after sliding in past her exterior lips, slid easily inside her.

And it felt so good.

The sight of Kim lying there as he entered her, her eyes half-closed, her hands caressing his torso, made it even better. She opened her eyes and he almost fell into them. Her face was the only thing he could see, so beautiful, and he had to fight with every ounce of will not to cum.

Jason didn't want to cum, he wanted to make Kim cum, and he hung on. He had relieved himself prior to going on the date, and it paid off now. He was surprised at how hard it was not to cum, his body generally wasn't so eager to cum now that he'd fucked girls for a few years, but Kim was really hard to resist. She was so beautiful and so eager and so nice.

This is where Jason's training paid off. Fucking was good exercise, but Jason's body was trained to work vigorously for hours. Soon Kim's writhing beneath him stopped being seductive and became more passionate. She hit him, her delicate hands bouncing harmlessly off his muscular torso. She cried out, her hands slid down his body as she gazed up at Jason, her eyes filled with passion as she moaned and squirmed beneath him.

Jason's body was trained and fit, but his mind was only human, and eventually he couldn't help himself. Kim was beauty and passion incarnate. When he came he collapsed atop Kim and she wrapped her arms and legs around him and kissed him and they lay clenched like that for a while, soaking up all the lust and love that they had created.

“Mm, that was wonderful,” Kim said.

“It sure was,” said Jason.

“You are so jacked!” Kim said. “You know, in my mind, you're still that kid I studied with, and it's like you all of a sudden grew some muscles.”

“Look who's talking,” Jason said. “You got beautified!”

“I guess we did the whole growing up thing right, then,” Kim said.

“Damn straight,” Jason agreed.

“So what do you want to do now?” Kim asked.

“You're kidding right?” Jason asked. “More of this! I mean, I am gonna need ten or fifteen minutes before I get hard again, but I can kiss you and fondle you and love you and so forth while I get recharged.”

“That does sound like fun,” Kim admitted. Guys didn't always want to have more sex after they came, sometimes they wanted to watch TV or something. Kim did not think highly of such guys and she was glad to learn Jason was not one of them.

“Oh, yeah,” said Jason, and they kissed, and Jason fondled her, and it was good, and twenty minutes later it was great, and ten minutes after that Kim was lying on the bed face down while Jason fucked her doggy style. He was unstoppable, he fucked her so hard and so long that she screamed and squirmed like a beast in heat, and came and came before he did.

Afterward, they lay there, snuggling so comfortably.

“Whaddya want to do now?” Kim asked.

“Lie here forever, then fuck you forever,” said Jason.

“Oh, that's so sweet,” said Kim. “Wanna tie me up when you fuck me forever?”

“Sure, if you want it,” said Jason. “Do you like that stuff?”


“I'm not, like, totally kinky for it,” said Kim. “But I've tried it a couple of times, and it was nice. Of course, what I did was mild stuff compared with what happens to a prize girl. But I'd kinda like to be ready for it, if I'm going to be doing it, and I'd like to get ready with someone I like and trust. Someone like you.”

“So this is just practice for your arena appearance?” Jason asked.

“No, silly,” said Kim. “It's me making love with you. We don't have to do it if you don't want to.”

“That was definitely the right answer,” said Jason. “Am I going to have to dominate you while I have you tied up?”

“I guess it kind of comes with the territory, you know?” said Kim.

“There's my problem, see,” said Jason. “I have no problem with tying you up when we make love, I can see how that might be kinda fun in certain respects. But I can't be mad at you when we make love. When a woman makes love to me, it makes me like her. I'm not mad, I'm full of all sorts of lovey-dovey stuff, you know?”

“Oh, I know,” said Kim, her eyes glowing. “It's the same with me, except you know, for the guy. But I also get kinda submissive when I make love to a guy. I want to serve him, be his, feel like I belong to him. Some more than others. The ones I like the most, most of all, you know?”

“No, I don't,” said Jason, smiling. “But I'll take you word for it.”

“You don't have to be mad at me, I think,” said Kim. “I don't really get off on the guy being mad at me. But I like it when he treats me like I'm his, sort of like he owns me and can do what he likes with me, and I have to do whatever he likes, no matter what. I mean, I WANT to do what you want, and I have to do it, too, you know?”

“No, I don't,” said Jason. “But I've got no problem with the idea of treating you like you are mine. As long as you're happy with it, I'm fine. If I don't have to act mad at you, that'll make it way easier for me, because acting mad at you would be phony, I can't see myself being mad at you right now, for anything, you know?”

“Oh, yeah, I feel the same way,” said Kim. “But I can see myself doing whatever you tell me to, I can see that very well.”

“And I can see myself having that kind of power over you, knowing that it's because you really like it and you are my slave in your heart, where it's all right,” said Jason.

“Oh, yeah,” said Kim, her voice almost moaning with passion. “That's it.”

“I don't understand why I have to tie you up if you want to do whatever I like,” said Jason.

“Oh, that's easy,” said Kim. “It's for me. It's to show your power over me. If you don't tie me up, and I do whatever you like, yeah, it's because I'm yours in my heart, but it's still kind of a choice I can make, you know? But if I'm tied up, I have no choice, and I don't have to make a choice, because I can't. I'm helpless, I'm all tied up. It just kind of makes it easier for me to get into the fantasy.”

“I guess I can see that,” said Jason. “Kind of like the way a prop helps an actor act.”

“Well, not exactly,” said Kim. “I mean, sure, bondage stuff is a prop I guess. But when you tie me up and gag me, I'm really tied up and gagged, and if you wanted to take me like that even if I didn't want you to, for whatever reason, you could just do that, and there would be nothing I could do to stop you. And that's real, even if it never happens.”

“Ah,” said Jason nodding. “Kind of a suspension of disbelief thing.”

It was Kim's turn to be puzzled.

“A what?” she asked.

“You know, when you read a science fiction novel or a fantasy novel, you kind of accept that there are aliens or monsters or magic or whatever, while you're reading the book, so you can enjoy the story,” Jason said. “You know that those things don't really exist in real life, but for the purpose of enjoying the story, you set that aside and accept it as real inside the story. In the same way, you can be my slave in the bedroom even though you're not in real life, so you can enjoy the sexual thrill of being my slave.”

“That's it!” Kim exclaimed. “That's it exactly!”

“I can do that,” said Jason. “So long as it doesn't get too goofy.”

“Of course not,” said Kim. “It will be serious adult sexual bondage.”

“Mm-hmm,” Jason said, seeing the way the corners of Kim's lips were perking upward. “So, you got any rope?”

“Yes,” said Kim. “I have rope and a few other things.”

“That's right,” said Jason, “you've done it before.”

“Well, that and I did some shopping when I found out I was going to be a prize girl,” said Kim. “A girl can't let a good shopping excuse go by. Charged it all to Mom's credit card, too. It was sweet.”

“Uh-oh,” said Jason, remembering that Kim's family was loaded.

“Wanna see?” Kim asked.

“Am I likely to be horrified?” Jason asked.

“No, of course not, I didn't get any of the crazy stuff,” said Kim.

“That remains to be seen,” Jason said with a smirk. “So I guess I should see.”

“Then give me a hand with my toy box,” said Kim, rising from the bed.

“It's that heavy?” Jason said.

“It's just bulky,” said Kim, opening the door to the closet.

“Jeebus, it's a whole 'nother apartment in there,” Jason said.

“Girls need room in their rooms, Jason,” said Kim. “I bet your bed has one pillow on it, am I right?”

“Sure,” said Jason. “One head, one pillow.”

“You are such a man,” said Kim.

Jason looked at Kim's glorious body as she stood outside her closet.

“You are such a womanly woman that you would know better than anyone else,” said Jason, moving over to join Kim. There was a large black chest in the closet, and when he pointed at it, Kim nodded. He pulled it out of the closet.

“God this is heavy,” Joe said (it really wasn't). “There better not be any skeletons in here.”

“I have a different closet for those, silly,” Kim said, smiling. Jason had always made her smile when they had studied together, and he still had the knack. She watched his powerful muscles move easily as he pulled the chest to her bed and opened it.

“Jesus,” Jason exclaimed as he looked in the toy box. “Now I'm worried.”

“About what?” Kim asked, moving over to look in the box with him.

“About what the crazy toys were!” Jason answered.

“Oh, right,” said Kim. “Some of them did look kind of worrisome.”

“You say you went shopping but it looks like you looted a leather shop,” Jason said.

“No, I paid for everything!” Kim exclaimed.

Jason reached down and pulled out a black leather hood with no eye holes or mouth hole, just two nostril holes.

“Not worrisome,” he muttered, tossing the hood on the bed. He reached down and pulled out an armful of toys and tossed them on the bed, then tossed another armful on the bed.

“We don't need to use all the toys tonight,” Kim said, looking at the pile.

“Well then, why don't you pick out the ones you might like to start with?” Jason said.

“Sure,” said Kim. “You really never did bondage, never saw any bondage porn?”

“Never did it, I've seen a few pics but they never much interested me, so I never paid much attention,” Jason said.

“Sure,” said Kim.

“What's that supposed to mean?” Jason asked.

“I know about boys and porn,” Kim said. “You guys will look at anything!”

“Not all of us,” said Jason.

“Sure,” said Kim. “I don't blame you, you're a boy. Boys are different from girls.”

“Most people would say I'm a man,” said Jason.

“Oh, you're all man,” said Kim, smiling. “You proved that to me. But I call all the fun, sexy men boys just like all the fun sexy women are girls. Men and women are serious, but we get to be unserious and have fun as boys and girls.”

“Ah,” said Jason. “I never heard it said that way, but it makes a certain kind of sense.”

“Sure,” said Kim. “Boys and girls play and have fun, men and women work and stuff. And it doesn't matter how old you are, or how serious you are, just whether or not you're fun and like to play.”

“Oh, call me “boy” then,” Jason said, “and I'll call you girl.”

“Sounds lovely,” Kim said.

As she talked, Kim sorted through the toys. She was having to think hard as she did so. There was what she wanted to do, and what she thought Jason would be up for. She wasn't surprised at Jason's reluctance to do the sexy bondage things. In her experience, men were timid and unadventurous when it came to sex outside very narrow borders, unless they had a fetish, in which case they could be VERY tiresome about that fetish.

“There we go,” said Kim, smiling and looking at the pile of stuff she'd made on the bed, taken from the pile Jason had put there and the stuff still in the box. She really had bought a lot of stuff. But it was on her mom's card and you never knew when a thing might come in handy.

“OK,” said Jason, picking up a short-bladed whip. “It's your ass ...”

“Yes it is,” said Kim. “That whip won't cut my skin.”

“Well we're on the same page there,” said Jason. “I am only interested in hurting my opponents in the ring. Actually, I don't even like hurting them … I just want to defeat them.”

“Oh, this stuff isn't about really hurting me,” said Kim. “It's about making me hot. From what I've seen, the idea behind bondage is to tie me down and drive me mad with passion and then fuck me so hard I'll be cross-eyed for a week.”

“I dunno, you wouldn't look good cross-eyed,” said Jason thoughtfully.

Kim gave him a slap on the arm and giggled.

“You know what I mean,” said Kim.

“Yes I do,” said Jason. “And when you put things that way, I am COMPLETELY on board with you.”

“Mmm,” said Kim, hugging Jason and kissing him. “You're so sexy when you're agreeable.”

“Wait until I have you all tied up and helpless,” said Jason. “Then we'll see how agreeable I am.”

“Maybe,” said Kim. “I personally don't think you can help being sexy, you're just that sexy.”

“Silver-tongued slavegirl,” said Jason, hugging Kim back. “So what do we do now?”

“Well I think you should collar me,” said Kim as she reached down to the bed and picked up a gleaming silvery collar that had delicate filigrees of flowers inscribed on it, along with Kim's name. “Make me yours.”

“Sounds good,” said Jason. “I just put this around your neck and you're mine.”

“Sure, but I think you're also supposed to say something, I dunno … ceremonial or something when you do it,” said Kim. “And I should be kneeling. Maybe with my hands cuffed behind my back.”

“Oh, OK,” said Jason, nodding. “Get your cuffs and I'll think of something to say.”

“Oh, and I get to call you Master,” said Kim. “And you get to call me slave, or slavegirl, or slut, or whatever you like. I'm yours when you collar me.”

“Hm,” said Jason. “Is this like a wedding?”

“Kinda,” said Kim. “Only it's just between us two … and it's completely sexual. It means what we want it to mean, know what I mean?”

“You sure know about this stuff,” said Jason.

“Oh, I've watched a few videos,” said Kim. “There are slavegirls who do videos about slavegirling.”

“Oh?” said Jason. “Like, instructional slavegirl videos?”

“Not so much instructional,” said Kim. “More like makeup videos, you know? Just us girls stuff.”

“Never watched a makeup video,” said Jason. “But I think I know what you mean. Informal.”

“Right, not formal at all,” said Kim. “Just one slavegirl to another.”

“Well so long as one of us knows what we're doing,” Jason said.

“Oh, that reminds me, we haven't done the safe word and the safe sign yet,” Kim said.

“What?” asked Jason.

“The safe word and the safe sign,” said Kim. “So I can let you know I really have a problem and you need to stop whatever you're doing to me and see what's up.”

“What's wrong with “No, stop, stop?” Jason asked.

“Because when you're playing it's common for a girl to say “No, stop, stop!” as part of the play,” said Kim. “You know, “stop, stop you fiend!” when you actually mean, “More! More!” you know?” Instead of “No” and “stop” you use a word like “banana,” a word you probably won't be using when you play. And a word you can kinda sorta say even with a gag in your mouth.”

“Ah,” said Jason. “I see you put a ballgag out.”

“Yeah, and a ring gag and a cock gag, too,” said Kim. “I've been dying to try out the ring gag.”

“Why didn't you?” Jason asked.

“No point to it, without a guy to put his cock in it,” said Kim.

“I'd rather stick my cock in your mouth,” said Jason.

“You put your cock into my mouth through the gag, silly,” said Kim. “That's why it's pointless without a guy.”

“I'm not sure I see the point of it anyway,” said Jason.

“It makes me helpless,” said Kim. “I can't close my mouth. I have to suck your cock.”

“OK, I see your point,” said Jason, feeling his cock stiffen slightly at Kim's words. The idea of a woman who had to suck his cock on demand appealed directly to his cock, no brain involved.

“So, my safe word is banana, my safe sign will be ...” and Kim flashed a bird at Jason. “On either hand. You hear me say or try to say “banana” or see me flip you the bird, you stop and ask me what's going on. I mean, I might get a cramp or something. That happens when you're tied up sometimes.”

“Sure, we stop if you say “banana” or flip me the bird, but not if you say “No” or “Stop” because that would be crazy,” Jason said.

“I knew you'd catch on,” said Kim. She handed him a pair of leather cuffs. “Now, make me your fucktoy,” she said, turning away from him and holding out her wrists behind her back.

“Best toy a boy ever had,” said Jason, carefully fastening the cuffs to Kim's wrists, tightly but not too tightly, then taking the catches dangling on rings from the cuffs and linking her wrists together with them.

“I hope to be,” said Kim, turning around and facing Jason. “Ready to collar me?”

“Ready as I'll ever be,” Jason said.

Kim nodded and knelt before Jason, looking up at him, her eyes all glowy. Jason looked down at her, unable to resist the glow in her eyes.

“I, Jason Brickman, by the power invested in me as an MMA warrior and all around sexy guy, do hereby take you, Kim Kasparian, as my sexy, sexy slavegirl, to have and to hold and to fuck the brains out of. I will protect and encourage you in your mad little schemes, and in return you must give me your absolute obedience in bed, sucking my cock whenever and however I like, in any way I like, and doing any other sexy, sexy thing I want you to do. When I place this collar around your neck, you will be utterly mine, and allowing me to place this collar around your neck means you understand that and agree to be my total slave slut. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” said Kim smiling.

“That's a good point,” said Jason. “You must call me Master at all times, except when it's socially inconvenient, like with your Mom and stuff, or when some of my friends who can't keep their mouths shut to save their lives are around. You've probably got friends like that, too. Don't call me “Master” in front of them. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” said Kim.

“Great,” said Jason. He picked up the collar, gazed at it and worked the locking mechanism until he had it figured out … it was really simple, so it didn't take long … and then put the collar around Kim's neck.

“I now declare you my slavegirl,” Jason said, locking the collar on her neck.

“Thank you, Master!” said Kim, all smiles. '”What's my name?”

“Your name?” Jason asked. “It's Kim. Is this some kind of a test?”

“Oh, you get to name me when you collar me,” Kim said. “Anything you like.”

“What's wrong with 'Kim'?” Jason asked.

“Nothing,” said Kim, pouting just a wee, tiny bit. “Masters often name their girls their previous name, whatever it was.”

“So what do you want me to name you?” Jason asked.

“My slave name is your choice, Master,” said Kim. “Not mine.”

Jason did not give a rat's ass what Kim's slave name might be, but he knew better than to say that.

“What if I named you “Pussylips?” Jason asked with a smirk.

“Them my name would be “Pussylips,” said Kim. There was a husky note in her voice that clearly showed that she LOVED the idea of being named “Pussylips.”

Jason had thought she would hate that name.

“Then your slave name is Pussylips, Pussylips,” said Jason. “Repeat it.”

“My slave name is Pussylips,” said Kim. “I am Pussylips.”

It made her horny just to say it. Such a nasty, nasty name.

Jason looked at Kim's glowing eyes and knew that he had guessed right on the whole slave name thing.

“I guess we better put your pussy lips to good use, Pussylips,” Jason said. He walked over to the bed and picked up the ring gag. His cock had liked it.

“How do you wear one of these?” Jason asked.

“You put the top behind my upper front teeth and the bottom behind my lower front teeth, and then fasten the strap behind my neck,” said Kim. “Then you fasten the buckle under my chin.”

“Makes sense,” said Jason. “Scream if it hurts. Or yell “banana.”

“Yes, Master,” said Kim.

“Open wide,” Jason ordered, and Kim opened her mouth wide. With a little fussing he was able to get the gag inside her mouth and buckled into place. When he was through, Kim looked up at him, her mouth held open by the ring. Jason was amazed by how wide open her mouth was, but Kim didn't seem uncomfortable. It was a weird look but there was no mistaking the invitation in Kim's eyes. Jason grabbed her hair and pulled her toward him, thrusting out his half-erect cock toward her open mouth. His cock slid easily into her mouth, and it felt great.

He began slowly and carefully pumping his cock in and out of Kim's mouth. She made little moans of pleasure as he did so, his cock muffling them and making them into slightly more animalistic sounds, which made Jason's cock harder.

Kim couldn't use her jaws to bring pressure on Jason's cock, and her hands were bound behind her back, so she did the best she could with her tongue and throat, which … was pretty good. She had sucked a lot of cocks.

Jason was careful not to jam his cock too far into Kim's very willing mouth, lest he gag her. His cock was larger than most in his opinion, which meant it was about average in size. But he was in great shape, and it got very hard and stayed that way a long time, if he wanted it to. And most of the time, he did.

Soon his cock was rock hard and Jason had a decision to make. An evil gleam entered his eye. Time to test Kim out.

He pulled his cock out of her mouth.

“Pussylips, my slavegirl,” he said as he sat on the edge of the bed they had so thoroughly despoiled earlier, “crawl over here and make me cum in your mouth.”

Kim's eyes glowed.

“Yeff, maffa,” she said, drool oozing down her chin as she spoke. She ignored it. She drooled a lot when she sucked cock. Nobody ever minded, certainly not the boys and least of all her.

She crawled eagerly over to Jason and homed in on his cock that angled up out of his crotch, fully erect. She had to work a little to get the cock inside her ring gag, but once she did, she began working it enthusiastically, pumping her head back and forth and going at Jason's cock with her tongue. She focused her entire being on his cock, feeling it inside her mouth and throat, her tongue sliding along it as her head moved the cock in and out of her mouth.

Jason just leaned back and savored the sensations Kim provided. He felt her tongue working it, the warm wetness of her mouth and throat engulfing it again and again. He saw her hands relaxed in their leather cuffs and realized that Kim was at ease sucking his cock like this. She was fine with it. Her body posture showed there was nowhere else she'd rather be, and nothing else she'd rather be doing that sucking his cock, in a way mere words couldn't match.

Jason relaxed and let Kim have her way with his cock. He suspected that if she had not had the ring gag in her mouth, she would have been more effective, but she was plenty effective with the ring gag in place. Her tongue was just plain artful as she worked his cock. In a very short time, he was cumming in her mouth.

Kim didn't ease up when he started cumming, she kept sucking, slurping up all Jason's cum. She kept his cock in her ring gag long after his last spasm of pleasure had occurred.

Then the penny dropped for Jason. Kim was being a slavegirl. She had been ordered to suck his cock, and she would keep sucking his cock until he ordered her to stop.

“Stop, Pussylips,” said Jason, pushing Kim gently away from his cock.

“Yeff, maffa,” Kim slobbered as his cock slid out of her wide-open mouth. Her face was a mess, drool and cum oozed down her chin, but her eyes were merry. Jason couldn't help but smile back at her smiling eyes.

“Well done, slave,” said Jason. “You have pleased your Master greatly.”

“Fank oo, Maffa,” Kim said.

“Let's get that gag off you for the moment,” said Jason. “Lean forward.”

“Yeff, Maffa,” Kim said. It occurred to Jason that she might like saying “Yes, Master” given how much she was saying it.

Jason unbuckled the strap holding the gag in Kim's mouth then carefully pulled the ring out.

“Well that was fun, guess I'll take a nap now, slut,” Jason said.

“Yes, Master,” Kim said. She didn't act disappointed, but Jason knew she was.

“But you know, I haven't forced you to have a slave slut orgasm yet,” Jason said. “What a horrible oversight! I mean, what's the fun of having a slavegirl if you can't make her cum like a beast in heat?”

“I have no idea, Master,” said Kim.

“Well there are the blowjobs,” Jason said.

“Yes, Master,” Kim said, smiling.

“I suppose I'll have to tie you up to ensure your total helplessness and subjugation while I force you to cum, mine,” said Jason.

“Yes, Master,” Kim said enthusiastically.

“I've already got your hands tied behind your back, that's good,” Jason said. “Have to get those legs secured, though. No telling what you'll do if I don't.”

“Yes, Master,” Kim said, smiling. She could tell that Jason wasn't taking the whole “Master” thing seriously yet, but she could also tell that he was enjoying it, and that was what counted. And he seemed very good at reading her body language.

Jacob rose and walked over to the pile of gear at the foot of the bed.

“Get on the bed, slave, lie with your head on the pillow and your legs spread wide, but not in a split or anything,” Jason said.

“Yes, Master,” said Kim, gracefully rising and crawling onto the bed (not easy with her hands cuffed behind her back, but she managed it).

Jason picked up some rope from the toy pile on the bed and said, “I never tied anyone up for sex before. I do know how to tie some knots from working on a boat summers when I was a kid. Anything I should know?”

“I have heard on a couple of slavegirl videos that it is good to always wrap several coils around the slave's foot or wrist or whatever,” said Kim. “Otherwise you can damage a joint or a nerve or something.”

“That makes all kinds of sense,” said Jason.

“I heard it's generally not a good idea to tie ropes around a slave's neck,” said Kim.

“Yeah, that whole not breathing thing,” said Jason. “I'll definitely not do that.”

“That's about all I've got, Master,” said Kim. “I heard you have to be careful with suspensions, but that's kind of advanced.”

“Suspensions?” Jason asked.

“Where you suspend a girl from the ceiling or a wall by ropes or chains or whatever,” said Kim.

“We'll pass on that, for sure,” said Jason. “I have no idea why you'd even do that.”

“Me neither, to be honest, Master,” Kim said, “but it sounds like it might be fun. Like riding a swing.”

“Oh, yeah, you'd make a great ride,” said Jason, getting the idea immediately.

Jason took the rope and wrapped several loops around Kim's ankles and secured them to suspiciously handy curlicues in her headboard with an adjustable tautline hitch. When he was through Kim was lying on the bed with her legs spread wide, her pussy naked and helpless. He gazed at his work and smiled, for it was good. Then he used the tautline hitch to spread Kim's legs just a little bit wider. Very handy knot, that tautline hitch.

He walked back over to the pile of toys. Kim watched, fascinated, knowing that whatever toys he chose would be used on her. She would have no say in the matter. It was so exciting!

An object caught Jason's eye.

“What's this?” he asked, holding it up so Kim could see it. “It looks like a plumb bob, kinda.”

“It's a buttplug, Master,” said Kim.

“You weat it on your butt?” Jason asked.

“It goes in my butt, not on it, Master,” Kim giggled. Jason was clearly pulling her leg.

“Ah, that would explain why one end kinda goes down to a point, but it's not sharp, it's rounded,” said Jason. “And the jewel end covers your butthole?”

“Yes, Master,” said Kim.

“Have you ever worn it?” Jason asked.

“Yes, Master,” said Kim.

“In public?” Jason asked.

“Yes, Master,” said Kim.

“In public with your naked butt visible?” Jason asked.

“No, Master,” said Kim, giggling.

“Well, thank God for small favors,” Jason said. “Do women wear these things in public secretly … a lot?”

“Not that I know of, Master,” said Kim. “I mean, they might, but if I knew about it, it wouldn't be a secret. I think they are mostly bedroom things, though. I mean, what good is wearing a jewel on your butt if no one can see it?”

“Good point,” said Jason. “Very practical. And here we are in a bedroom.”

“Yes, Master,” said Kim, and there was a definite gleam in her eye as she said it. She wanted it.

“Where is the lube?” Jason asked.

“There's a tube in the nightstand drawer,” said Kim. “But you know, sometimes Masters have their slavegirls lube things with their mouths.”

“I like it,” said Jason immediately. He dangled the plug in front of Kim. “Lube it up, Pussylips.”

“Yes, Master,” said Kim, and she sucked on the plug and got it good and wet.

Then Jason took the plug and slowly and carefully shoved it up Kim's butt. With her legs tied wide apart, there was nothing she could do to resist Jason, if she had wanted to. But she did some squirming and made little noises, but nothing to make Jason stop, and after a bit the plug was firmly seated in her butt.

“That's not a real jewel is it?” Jason asked.

“Eew, no,” said Kim.

“Eew?” Jason asked.

“You don't treat real jewels like that!” Kim said. “It might get poop on it! At the least, it'll probably get smelly. And as big as that thing is, if it were real, it would be worth hundreds of thousands of dollars. And then what if I wanted to make it into a pendant?”

“I guess that would present a problem,” Jason said. He didn't care much about jewelry. Some people liked pretty rocks, it was fine with Jason.

Jason walked over to the toy pile. He was determined to bondage Kim up good. He picked up the cock gag. It was kind of short for a cock but wide. It was probably short to keep from making Kim retch. Jason was all for that. He knew guys that bragged that they liked to make girls retch when they sucked cock, but it seemed dumb to him. The point of having his cock sucked wasn't making the girl retch, it was how fucking good it felt.

“Open wide,” Jason said.

“Yes, Master,” said Kim, obeying. Jason slipped the gig in her mouth and buckled the straps behind her neck and under her chin.

“No smart mouthing out of you, girl!” Jason said.

“Yeff, maffa,” Kim said, the corners of her mouth perking up behind her gag.

Jason went back to the pile of toys. He was starting to see the appeal of toys. He spotted what he wanted next and opened the nightstand drawer and found the lube and applied it to the dildo end of a dildo pole, and to the wand that was mounted on it via a long plastic sleeve. The dildo pole could slide in and out of the sleeve, though only a few centimeters in either direction. As Jason lubed it up, he figured out what that meant. And he smiled.

“Uh-oh,” thought Kim, seeing his smile.

Jason, catching Kim’s expression, wiggled his eyebrows and nodded.

Then he slowly and carefully slid the dildo into Kim's pussy. Kim squirmed a bit as it slid inside her, but she had gotten wet while sucking Jason's cock, and the pole slid in easily. When the wand pressed against Kim's clit, Jason leaned forward and switched it on.

Kim moaned as the vibrations from the wand head echoed through her clit. Sucking Jason's cock had turned her on, being tied up had turned her on, and the wand and the feel of the dildo inside her were so good.

With the wand going, Jason got a grip on the plastic sleeve that held the wand, then got a good grip on the dildo pole and started pushing it in and out of Kim's pussy, holding the wand in place against Kim's clit as the dildo slid in and out of her pussy.

Kim moaned and squirmed, impaled repeatedly on the pole, the dildo sliding smoothly in and out of her pussy while the wand buzzed her clit relentlessly.

Jason started out slow and careful with the dildo pole, but as Kim's squirms and moans grew in intensity, he increased the speed and vigor of the dildo pole's assault on Kim's holiest of holies. And Kim responded to the increased speed of the dildo pole in her pussy with more passionate squirming and moaning. Her feet strained against her bonds, as did her hands, unseen behind her back, but Jason could see her upper arms moving.

Kim's muffled moans became loud and urgent, and her body responded in a more and more animal way to the incessant probing of the dildo pole. Being tied up somehow multiplied the pleasure for Kim, the sense of herself as helpless to resist the pleasure made the pleasure more powerful. Kim found herself straining against the bonds in an animalistic response to pleasure.

Jason found he could read Kim's body much more easily than he could read her speech. As a fighter reading the body on an opponent was vitally important, a split-second warning was all you ever got before a kick, a jab or a takedown was launched. It made you learn to be extremely focused on your opponent's slightest move.

Jason was now watching Kim with the same focus, except that he was not afraid she would hit him. But he had that sense of fluid response to what her body was doing, only instead of bringing her pain, he brought Kim pleasure. Every squirm of her body, every cry of passion, the way her toes arched or didn't arch, they way her back arched, it all registered with Jason, and he responded by moving the dildo pole faster, or slower, or deeper, or shallower, whatever worked.

Kim was looking at Jason too, but not in the way Jason was looking at her. She was watching the attention and care he was putting into fucking her with the dildo pole, and the way his strong, powerful muscles moved easily to control the dildo pole. And she was liking everything she was seeing. But not really NOTICING everything she was seeing, because she was so overwhelmed by the feelings that now surged from her pussy. Jason's use of the dildo pole was definitely masterful. He seemed to know exactly what turned her on most and relentlessly poured it on.

Kim felt the sweet heat building within her, flowing up from her pussy and her clit.

It all made her squirm in her bonds. She had no choice, and the way the ropes on her ankles and the cuffs on her wrists prevented her from squirming or getting away from the dildo pole somehow amplified the pleasure.

By now Kim was moaning into her gag without being aware of it. Jason was aware of it. The raw animal noises that Kim's moans had become were music to Jason's ears, proof of his control over her. Her breathing was coming hard now, her butt was moving instinctively in response to the dildo pole, her legs wide, her toes arched. Drool flew out from the corners of the cock gag as she panted, her eyes half-closed and smoky with passion. Jason had found the perfect rhythm, and he knew it, and poured it on.

Finally, Kim began cumming, her whole body writhing. Jason knew Kim was cumming because she was squirting, little spurts of liquid spraying out from either side of the dildo as it plunged into the steaming depths of her pussy. Kim's body was moving mindlessly, but still beautifully, her gorgeous torso rippling with passion, her lips beautifully curved above the cock gag that filled her mouth, her eyes closed, her breasts rolling as she writhed in ecstasy.

And he could smell her, the raw odor of sex now overcoming the fragrance of her perfumed body.

Jason made Kim cum for a long time. She did a lot of scremaing “No!” “Stop!” “No!” but there was always an undercurrent of passion in her voice and she made no attempts to say “banana” or flip him the bird so Jason ignored her “Nos!”

Eventually, however, the sight and sound and smell of Kim squirming so beautifully on the end of the pole got to Jason. His cock was rock hard. What was he doing playing around with the dildo pole when his own pole had all the good nerve endings?

Jason pulled the dildo pole out of Kim and dropped it on the bed and then he put his own pole in Kim.

Kim had reflexively relaxed when the dildo pole came out, then suddenly Jason was on top of her and his cock was hard and he was fucking her vigorously. Plus all that delicious flesh-on-flesh contact with him. In no time at all she was back to her orgasmic state.

Kim was hoping Jason wouldn't last long, he was so hard, but he had already had two orgasms and he was in tremendous physical condition, and he lasted a LONG time. Jason wasn't holding back, but he wasn't in a hurry either, he was just enjoying the hell out of fucking Kim. The sight and feel of her helpless body squirming beneath him was the stuff of pure erotic ecstasy. He went at it and went at it and went at it while Kim squirmed and cried out with those soft muted cries that were full of raw womanly passion. Eventually, a very long eventually as far as Kim was concerned, Jason came, pumping his seed deep with her. He pumped her like a machine, and then all the energy was gone, and that left him draped over Kim and left her lying limp beneath him, both of them completely satiated, and Kim completely drained of energy, and Jason drained of well, everything.

After a few moments of complete and utter peace and relaxation, Jason untied Kim's legs, freed her wrists and took the gag off her. Kim slowly straightened her legs out, but they weren't all that stiff because she had been straining so much against her bonds as the orgasms coursed through her.

Jason snuggled up next to Kim and wrapped a meaty arm around her and it felt wonderful. She snuggled right up to him.

“That was wonderful,” Jason said.

“Yes, Master, it was absolutely wonderful,” said Kim. “I don't think I've ever cum like that before.”

“I bet you say that to all the guys,” said Jason.

“Sure, I say it to all the guys that tie me up like that and use that dildo pole thing on me,” said Kim. “Which makes 'all the guys' you, Master.”

“I knew I was right,” said Jason smugly. “And if you think that's something, just wait til I get rested, my Pussylips.”

“Yes, Master, rest sounds nice,” Kim said, snuggling even more.

“Hell, yes,” Jason agreed, and they were silent, resting together. And in a very short while, Jason began snoring. And eventually, his snores were joined by Kim's much quieter, more feminine snores.


Chapter Seven

"You know about professional fighters and head trauma, don't you?"

“So, Mom, you remember that nice boy Jason that I used to study with in junior high?” Kim asked when her mother got off the phone. She and her mother were at the pool, which was practically Mom's remote office nowadays as she plotted Kim's future, and of course continued to help Dad run his business.

“Vaguely,” said Katherine, glancing at Kim. Something was up, she could tell from Kim's voice.

“Well, we dated a couple of weeks ago,” said Kim. “And he's all grown up but still a very nice boy.”

“I remember, he was a very nice boy,” said Katherine. “He had this calm air about him, very different from a lot of other boys.”

“Oh, he's still got that,” said Kim, and something in the way Kim said it had flags up for Katherine. “If anything he's even more relaxed, he's like a Zen surfer dude or something.”

“Is he a surfer?” Katherine asked.

“No,” said Kim. “He's an MMA fighter.”

“An MMA fighter?” Katherine asked. “Him?”

“I know, right?” Kim said. “He just doesn't seem the type, somehow. But he's actually being paid to spar with other MMA fighters.”

“So he's good,” Katherine observed.

“I guess so,” said Kim. “I mean, I don't think he'd get paid to spar if he wasn't.”

“Good point,” said Katherine. “So I guess your date went well.”

“Very well,” said Kim, smiling. “You know, I liked him a LOT when we were studying together, and I wanted to do a little something more than studying. But he was too shy and, I guess, young, to catch on, you know?”

“Sure, you were just kids,” said Katherine. “And boys mature more slowly than girls, thank god.”

“Yeah,” said Kim. “Anyway, he's lost all that shyness. And he's super confident now, very sure of himself, and I guess he has reason to be, since he's an MMA fighter and all.”

“Does he know about you being an arena prize girl?” Katherine asked, knowing the answer already.

“Yeah, he heard about that and remembered me and gave me a call, that's how we hooked up,” said Kim. “It was sweet, he was worried for me.”

“Mm-hmm,” said Katherine. “I seem to recall he was nice. He actually spoke to me several times. And he didn't seem scared of me, unusual for a boy his age.”

“Yeah, he's brave,” said Kim.

“So you are thinking maybe you'd like him to win you when you're an arena prize?” Katherine asked.

“Yes,” said Kim. “I mean, if someone has to win me, there's nothing wrong with it being someone I like, is there?”

“No, of course not,” Katherine said. “Still, this isn't a romance thing, this is a way of getting you in the lifestyle and situation you want to live. Now as I recall, his family doesn't have a lot of money.”

“Yeah, I don't think so,” said Kim. “Nice people, though. I met them a time or two.”

“I would ask what his prospects are, but if he's an MMA fighter, I'd guess the prospects are kind of tough for him,” said Kim. “Even if he wins, I mean. Tough for you, too.”

“What do you mean?” Kim asked.

“You know about professional fighters and head trauma, don't you?” Katherine asked.

“Not particularly,” Kim said. “I mean, I know head trauma is bad, for those that get it.”

“Honey, all fighters get it,” said Katherine. “I mean, you've seen them fight. They hit each other in the head a lot in every fight.”

“Well, yeah, but heads aren't THAT fragile,” said Kim.

“True,” said Katherine. “Most hits to the head don't knock a fighter out or anything. But the problem is, almost every hard blow to the head causes SOME trauma, and the trauma is cumulative.”

“Cumulative,” Kim repeated.

“Yes, it adds up,” said Katherine. “All the blows to the head destroy some brain cells, and over time, the fighter loses some mental sharpness. Some of them become downright dull, especially as they age. Some of them wind up not knowing who they are, or who you are.”

“Yeah, bad things happen as people get old,” said Kim. “All kinds of things.”

Katherine looked at Kim. She was impressed. This was actually Kim’s best line of defense, and she had gone with it right away. She was either thinking more carefully than usual, or she'd made a lucky guess. Probably it was a lucky guess.

“Yeah, tell me about it,” said Katherine, smiling at her daughter.

“I didn't mean it like that,” Kim said, grinning.

“I know, darling,” said Katherine. “But the thing is, I'm sure Jason is nice and all, but it's good to think ahead.”

“Jesus, Mom, we're just dating, back off already,” said Kim. “I'm still ready for that party life this is all about.”

“Then you might want to learn about some of the other MMA fighters who enter the contest for you,” said Katherine.

“There's a list?” Kim asked.

“Not yet,” said Katherine. “But soon.”

“How does Jason get on it?” Kim asked.

“He just puts his name in and the Arena staff picks out an interesting card,” said Katherine.

“I don't suppose you could get him in for me, mom?” Kim asked.

“Yes, you could suppose that,” said Katherine. “I'll give it a try. The human interest angle is always big with event planners. I think he's got a good shot.”

“Thanks, Mom,” said Kim.

“No guarantees,” said Katherine. “I am not the one who decides.”

“But you are pretty good at influencing those who decide,” Kim said.

“Yes, I am,” Katherine admitted.

“OK, I just want to make sure you got this,” said Ralph Davies as he sat in the security offices of Perlmutter Mall. He was in the office of T. J. Farber, the head of security for the mall, known to everyone as either TJ or Ms. Farber.

“I've got it, kid gloves,” said Farber, “she's special, an arena prize, etc., etc.” Farber was a businesslike middle-aged woman with lustrous brown hair that she kept cropped to shoulder length to soften the hard lines of her face. She was what people called a “handsome woman.”

“You don't get it, if that's all you've got,” said Davies. “Kim Kasparian is going to be penniless when she commits her crime, but her family is fucking loaded, and if we get rough with Kim all of us will be looking for jobs in short order. And I mean, US. Not just the staff. Understand?”

“What I don't understand is why you've agreed to a deal with someone who can get you canned,” said Farber. “Let some other mall launch her daughter's career.”

“It's a risk, I'll give you that,” said Davies. “But the downside is tiny if you can keep your people under control, and the upside is huge, if things turn out well.”

“What's the upside?” Farber asked. “It's not like we're shy of good candidates for arena prize girls.”

“Kim is not just another candidate for arena prize girl,” said Davies. “Have you seen any pics of her?”

“No,” said Farber.

Davies pulled out his tablet and pulled up a photo of Kim from a social media site, at a party wearing a very clingy dress with a low-cut bust and Kim smiling merrily at the camera.

“Holy shit!” said Farber. “She's like some weird combination of an ingenue movie star and a porn star.”

“Ingenue?” Davies asked. “Where are you getting language like that?”

“The cineplex,” said Farber. “They have publicity stuff about their movie stars. Sometimes things get so boring around here that I read them.”

“So the movies still have ingenues?” Davies asked.

“So they say, some of them anyway,” said Farber.

“OK, but you see my point,” said Davies. “Pretend that Kim is Mark Garvitz's daughter, and he wants you to arrest her to scare her, but does not want you to hurt her. That should nail it.”

“Are my people allowed to defend themselves if she attacks them?” Farber asked.

“Of course, but no worries on that score,” said Davies. “I've met Kim, she's a real sweetheart. Totally fluffy. A real Valley girl.”

“Does Kim and her family know what happens to arena prize girls?” Farber asked, brow raised.

“Oh, yeah, they've watched the videos and Kim even attended PM23,” said Davies. “Watched the whole thing.”

“Ah,” said Farber. “I'm not getting why they're worried about us handling her rough after they've seen a prize girl getting a total skullfucking while tied down like an animal and gagged.”

“Yeah, I see what you mean,” said Davies. “Basically, she just doesn't want her arena prize girl treated like a punishment pit girl. Remember, her family is loaded.”

“Fine, kid gloves already,” said Farber. “But here's the problem with the wages we pay – it's not much of a club to hold over the heads of our staff people. No bennies, no health insurance and damn little money. If one of them decides it's gonna be worth it to fuck Kim or beat her up, I can threaten them with their jobs, but … it's just not that scary a threat, you know.”

“Don't fuck with me, TJ,” said Davies, pointedly looking at the naked, gagged woman cuffed and shackled to a stretcher in the office, awaiting a trip to the Punishment Pit. “You and I both know that the people who work here, work here for a reason, and it's not the salary. The work is its own reward for them. They are not going to find anything that suits their personal needs better than this job.”

“You're right,” Farber agreed. “But that's part of the problem, you see. A woman who looks like Kim is going to get the male staff's blood up. So yeah, they like the job, but the same urges that make the job enjoyable to them are the ones that are going to make them want to get outside the lines, you know?”

“Well, I suggest you make sure your most controlled people take Kim in,” said Davies. “If we piss off Kim's mom and she blames us, she's fully capable of setting lawyers and private detectives on us to make our lives miserable. It's not just our jobs that are at stake.”

“Her mom is the one we're dealing with here,” said Farber.

“Exactly,” said Davies. “I did some calling around about her, and she's the one who runs her husband's business, really, and the word is that everyone who's tried to diddle her business-wise comes back with a bloody stump. I mean, you can do business with her, but you do not want her to think you're screwing with her.”

“I'll put my best people on it and let them know their jobs are on the line if they get out of line, and hope for the best,” said Farber.

“Sounds like we are on the same page,” said Davies, smiling. He knew Farber understood the situation, and that was his main concern. Something stupid might still happen, but it wouldn't be because he hadn't let his people know what the stakes were.


Chapter Eight

"Mom, let me have my hour of criminal glory!"

“I can't believe I get to commit a crime,” said Kim as she and Katherine drove to Perlmutter Mall.

“Not much of a crime,” Katherine said. “You steal some jewelry. Big deal.”

“Mom, let me have my hour of criminal glory!” Kim said. “It's almost like being a businessperson!”

“True enough, if you're gonna do it, might as well enjoy it,” said Katherine, smiling. “Just try to stay at least halfway serious while you're doing it, we want to be able to use the security cam footage.”

“I'll give you good video, mom, you know how good I am with cameras,” said Kim. Being photographed was a talent of Kim's, perhaps her best one outside the bedroom.

“I'm sure you will, honey,” said Katherine. She did have confidence in Kim's on-camera skills.

“All that Glitters” was the Perlmutter Mall shop that had won a small bidding war that had broken out over the chance to have Kim commit a crime on their premises. Bidding wars for potential criminals were very rare, so the mere fact of a bidding war was a proof to Davies that he was right about Kim. Her face was her fortune, and also, everyone else's – she was just that beautiful.

Kim walked to the store just as if she'd been shopping, though her tastes had gone way upscale since her mall rat days. She strolled in and had a look at the various jewels, and when a shopgirl asked her what she was looking for, Kim said, “I was looking for something with emeralds in it that is bird-themed.”

A flicker of recognition was followed immediately by a brilliant smile. The shopgirl had recognized the cue that Kim was on premises and ready to steal.

“Of course, we have several items that might interest you,” said the shopgirl. “Right this way.”

She led Kim to a counter where several piece with emeralds and bird shapes were on display: a couple of pendants, some earrings, and a bracelet.

“Could I see them all?” Kim asked.

“Certainly,” said the shopgirl. She pulled out all the bird-themed emerald jewelry and spread it on the glass countertop and Kim pretended to look at them with interest while waiting for her cue. It was not long in coming.

“Marcie, can you come over here for a minute?” the manager called.

Of course, Marcie knew better than to leave jewelry sitting out on the counter unattended by anyone but customers.

Marcie slowly and deliberately turned her head and said, “I'm sorry, I can't right now, I'm with a customer. I'll come over as soon as I'm free.”

The moment that Marcie turned her head, Kim scooped all the jewelry into her purse and walked out of the store. It only took a split-second. And it was an extremely foolish way to go about robbing the store. Everyone knew there were security cams in stores, especially jewelry stores. But they weren't looking for an award here … just a pretext.

“Excuse me!” called the shopgirl. “Excuse me!” she yelled in a piercing voice when the first “Excuse me!” went ignored.

Kim smiled. She was doing a robbery. A mere “Excuse me!” was not about to stop her.

The shopgirl pressed the security alert button under the counter, and as careful planning would have it, there were a couple of mall cops right by the store who got the squawk on their walkie-talkies and saw the shop girl running toward Kim, whom they'd seen photos of, and headed right for her.

“Ma'am, I'm going to have to ask you to stop right there,” said one of the cops, putting a gentle hand on Kim's shoulder.

Kim turned immediately to face the cop.

“What's this all about?” she asked, flashing her best smile. She knew how to use that smile.

“She took some jewelry from our store!” said the shopgirl, running up to them.

“I did not!” said Kim.

“She put it in her purse! I saw her!” said the shopgirl.

“Ma'am, you're going to have to let us inspect your purse,” said the mall cop. She was tall and thin with a broad, calm face that had a certain formidability to it.

“No, it's mine, you can't have it,” Kim said.

“Ma'am, you'll have to come with us, then,” said the mall cop as the other mall cop, a short, serious-looking man, grabbed her other arm.

“All right, if you insist,” said Kim. “But there will be consequences!”

“Of course, ma'am,” said the mall cop, covertly steering Kim down the mallwalk. People were staring at them, and it was all Kim could do not to smile and wave, but she remembered, she was being a criminal. She tried to look guilty.

They went to the mall security offices where things got very dull, very fast. They searched Kim's purse and found the jewels. They offered to drop all charges if she would pay for them. Kim demurred, of course. She was tried and found guilty of being a thief by a mall judge, something Kim hadn't even known existed. Apparently judges were in short supply due to all the revolutionaries committing crimes nowadays, and so they farmed judging out to malls.

Kim's mother arrived shortly and papers were signed and things were said and in a couple of hours Kim was walking out of the mall offices with her mother, who had paid her “bail” pending the judge's decision on her “punishment.”

“That was dull,” Kim said. “So tiresome.”

“Yes it was,” Katherine agreed. “It was a legal thing, and they're always dull and boring.”

“I'll take your word for it,” said Kim. “I just don't see why we couldn't have just signed the paper work and left in 15 minutes, is all.”

“It's just the way they do it, that's why people like us don't usually do stupid things like that,” said Katherine. “If you're going to commit a crime, make it one that your lawyer can handle without getting you all that involved.”

“I'm not even sure why I had to do the whole crime thing,” said Kim. “Why can't we just do a contract like anyone else?”

“The mall insisted for their own legal protection,” said Katherine, “and they've got a point. Under our system, you have certain rights that can't be violated. And most of what happens to an arena prize girl violates the hell out of her rights, legally speaking. If she were so inclined, she could sue the shit out of the mall, even if she signed a contract spelling out what she would be doing and what would be done to her in great detail. Her fundamental rights trump contract law. So the mall needs a legal grip on you so if you try to sue them it will be thrown out of court. That's why you had to commit the crime. Under the law, you'll have no grounds to sue over being an arena prize girl, any more than a prisoner can sue the state for keeping him in a prison cell. If it weren't for the law, this could all be handled as a simple contract thing, you're right about that.”

“Oh, those alien rights, got it,” Kim said.

Katherine stared at Kim for a moment, unsure if she was kidding.

“Exactly,” she said, nodding.


Chapter Nine

"How does getting punched in the face by some guy every day put things in perspective?"

Over the next few weeks, Kim and Jason fucked each other senseless, every night. They explored most of the toys in Kim's toy box. (There were a few Jason balked at, but most he was willing to try.)

Jason also visited with Kim at her house while Kim visited Jason at his apartment and also watched him spar and fight. Kim couldn't believe the hitting was so hard when they were just sparring.

“Why don't you hit less hard?” she asked, thinking of what her Mom had said about brain damage. She was standing next to Jason as he leaned against the ropes of a sparring ring in the gym that was Petrosian's training camp. It smelled of male sweat and not much else. Kim liked it. As she talked with Jason, she kept one eye on her phone. Word had gotten out all over the place about her arena prize appearance and she was getting texts from EVERYONE.

“We're hitting at 50 percent power, 75 percent tops,” said Jason with a grin. “Virtual patty-cake.”

“Why can't you do ACTUAL patty-cake?” Kim asked.

“Because it wouldn't be any good training Petrosian to play patty-cake,” said Jason. “The sparring has to involve hitting hard enough that you really don't want to let yourself get hit hard. Fighting is a matter of drilling good moves into your instinctive responses. And if you don't get hit hard enough to actually hurt, your instincts won't adapt. Gotta feel that sting to learn that thing.”

“I hope you leave each other enough brain cells to fight the next fight,” Kim said tartly.

“Now come on, that stuff your mom told you is bullshit,” said Jason. “I mean, yeah, some people get brain damage from being hit on the head a lot, but lots of guys don't. Seems to be a genetic thing. And I don't have those genes.”

“How do you know?” Kim asked.

“My dad was a street fighter when he was young,” said Jason. “He got really, thoroughly clocked a lot, because he wasn't real good at it. And he still knows who he is, and who my mom is and who I am.”

“That's good, I guess,” said Kim. “But I want you to keep that face pretty for me.”

“Yeah, I'm gonna have to ask you not to say that while you're visiting me here,” said Jason. “Some of the guys here would take it as a challenge.”

“Oh,” said Kim. “I'll try to remember that.”

“No problem, baby, we all got girlfriends, they all want us to stay pretty for them,” Jason said. “And mostly we do.”

“Except in a match,” Kim said.

“Sure, in a match the only thing that counts is winning,” said Jason. “Has to be that way.”

“I don't have to like it, though,” said Kim.

“No, you don't,” said Jason, grinning. “But I'm fast, fast, fast. You know that.”

“Fast, yet curiously long-lasting,” Kim said with a gleam in her eye. “And oh, so satisfying.”

“I could say the same thing about you,” Jason said, “And I do!”

“You can hold off on the “I do” stuff until we get married,” Kim said primly.

“Uh-oh,” Jason said, trying to look alarmed, but the dopey grin he often wore in Kim's presence ruined the effect.

Kim's brow raised as she glanced at her phone.

“Oh, here's some good news, honey,” said Kim. “Mom just texted, says you're in on the match to win me. Tolja.”

“Damn, so you did,” said Jason. Kim had predicted that her mother would get Jason into the tournament. Jason hadn't exactly believed her, and he hadn't exactly not believed her, he had that whole weird zen cool thing going about it, and most everything else. It had disconcerted Kim at first, but after a while she had started to love it. It was nice to know and be able to lean on someone so unflappable, who never got knocked out of sorts by anything.

Kim had always been a happy person but she could get upset over this and that, and Jason's calm was so nice when she was upset, she always felt better after hanging around him at such times.

“Why are you so CALM?!” Kim had yelled at Jason when she was upset because someone had said something nasty about her online that was so not true.

“Isn't it obvious?” Jason had asked, brow raised.

“No, it's NOT,” Kim had said.

“It's because I fight,” said Jason. “I get all my aggression and anxieties worked out in the ring every day. By the time I'm through fighting, I'm all fought out. Plus, fighting really puts things in perspective.”

“How does fighting put things in perspective?” Kim asked. “I mean, really, how does some guy punching you in the face put things in perspective?”

“Because getting hit repeatedly by an athlete who's REALLY good at hitting people is by far the most unpleasant thing I have to do all day,” Jason said. “Everything after that is FAR less painful and difficult. Everything after that is in perspective.”

“Oh,” said Kim. “So you're saying I should get you to hit me in the face a lot every day.”

“Hmm,” Jason said thoughtfully.

Kim threw a pillow at him and he burst out laughing. And Kim had to laugh, too. It was so hard to stay upset around him.

“Well I am glad you find hanging out with me less unpleasant than getting hit in the face by an athlete,” she observed.

“I don't generally go for flowery praise like that, but … yeah,” said Jason, smiling at Kim.

“You are such a shameless flatterer,” said Kim.

“What if I also said you look great with my cock in your mouth?” Jason asked. “I mean, REALLY great.”

“Hell, all the boys say that,” said Kim.


Chapter Ten

"You hardly ever growl and bang your chest."

“I remember when you used to come by and study with Kim,” said Katherine. “You were such a pleasant boy. And from what Kim has told me, you still are.”

They were sitting at the pool, having a nice lunch. Jason was surprised to see that they had a cook and a maid who served the food at the pool. It was like being in a restaurant at home, except no tipping and no check. No cooking for the women here, and Jason thought he knew why. Both Kim and Katherine were joined at the hip to their phones. From what he'd seen of Kim, he couldn't imagine her cooking anything without her phone ringing or a text coming in. And he suspected the same was true of Katherine. Both of them just loved to talk with people.

“I dunno, I don't really make any effort to be pleasant, but people say I am,” said Jason. “I'm fine with it. Beats that other option.”

Kim gave her mother a “tolja” look and smiled.

“Why does such a pleasant person like to hit others repeatedly in the face?” Katherine asked.

“Because I'm really good at it,” said Jason.

“No modesty issues for you,” Katherine said.

“Well, if you're a trained MMA fighter, you're really good at hitting, kicking and wrestling people,” said Jason. “But I guess the thing that got me into it is that I am good at not getting hit and at hitting others. I just have a sense of when a guy is going to hit or kick or down me, and I manage to duck out of it before it happens.”

“You read body language well,” Katherine said.

“I suppose I do,” said Jason. “I mean, they TRAIN us to read an opponent's body in MMA, it's basic stuff. But I already had an aptitude for it when they started training me, so I had an edge there. When you're good at something, people encourage you. And if it involved physically beating someone in a contest, literally, that's even better. People think you're brave.”

“Do you not think you're brave?” Katherine asked.

“I don't think I'm as brave as other people think I am,” said Jason. “I mean, it takes a certain basic amount of courage or self-confidence or whatever to get in a ring with a trained MMA fighter, because any MMA fighter can knock out any other MMA fighter if he gets lucky. And they can pound the snot out of you even if they’re not lucky. But I've trained for it for years, so it's not exactly an unfamiliar situation to me. It doesn't take a lot of courage, what it takes is toughness … and I've had that trained into me, too.”

“I understand you and some of your buddies fight outside the arena, too,” said Katherine. “Like, in Waffle Houses.”

“Well, yeah, you heard about that,” said Jason. “but we didn't start the fight, the other guys did.”

“Speaking as a mother, I've heard that before,” Katherine said, smiling.

“OK, you got me,” Jason said, nodding. “That does sound feeble. But basically, me and my buddies were sitting in the Waffle House, just talking, and these jokers came in and one of them came over and told us to leave. We kidded around with him, not taking him seriously, and then he called his buddies over and it was on.”

“Why didn't you just leave?” Katherine asked.

“Because they were punks,” said Jason. “We're all trained fighters, we don't have to put up with idiots who think they're gangbangers. We tried to talk them out of fighting us, but we weren't going anywhere and so we kicked their asses for them. It wasn't even close. None of us got hurt.”

“I heard they had guns,” said Katherine.

“They didn't have guns on them,” said Joe. “Just in their car.”

“But what if they'd had guns on them?” asked Katherine.

“We would have made them eat them,” said Jason. “We didn't hurt any of them real bad in the fight, just knocked them around a little bit, but it they'd had guns we would have had to take them out really fast, and we would have probably hurt them bad.”

“I think if they'd had guns they would have just shot you,” said Katherine.

“Sure, if they'd known what they were doing,” said Jason. “But they didn't. They got too close to us too fast. Guns are for fighting from a distance. They didn't pull any guns when they had a clear shot at us from a distance. If I'm less than ten feet from you, I can close with you before you can draw a gun and shoot it at me. And when I get within arm's reach of you, it's over. I'm going to fuck you up before you can do anything.”

“But they were gangbangers, the police said,” said Katherine, who had clearly researched the incident carefully. Jason was beginning to understand Kim's feeling that her mom was superhumanly intelligent and knowledgeable. “How do you know they weren't good fighters?”

“Oh, a lot of gangbangers give MMA fighting a try,” said Jason. “They almost never stick it out. Training is tough, takes commitment, and gangbangers are looking for the easy way out. They're willing to take risks, but they're not willing to grind. And gangbangers are just no match for trained fighters. They're willing to do what it takes to hurt someone, but they're no good at it. MMA fighters are really, really good at it. So, we're not worried about gangbangers unless they got guns and distance on us. If that's the case, we duck and run away, like sensible people. But these guys were chumps, Mrs. Kasparian, and we knew it.”


“It makes you wonder how they had the nerve to pick a fight with you,” Katherine said dryly.

“Oh, that's easy, they didn't know we were fighters,” said Jason. “They probably had us figured for a bunch of jocks who just thought we were tough.”

“Well, I can see that, I suppose,” said Katherine. “You are so calm and articulate, you don't fit any of my preconceptions of what an arena fighter would be like. You hardly ever growl and bang your chest.”

“It's just modesty,” Jason said modestly.

“Modesty does not make one articulate,” Katherine observed.

“Nah, I just always have liked talking,” said Jason. “Most fighters do. That's what I was doing in Waffle House, just schmoozing with my buddies and loading in some cheap protein and carbs.”

“I never thought of fighters as gossipy,” said Katherine.

“Not all of us are,” said Jason. “Some of us are pretty quiet. But most of us get our hostility and energy out when we fight, and what we mostly like to do after a day of sparring and working out is sit around and eat and drink and talk, like anybody else. Mostly about fighting.”

“What do you like to drink?” Katherine asked.

“Water mostly,” said Jason. “But we also like juices, things like that.”

“No booze?” Katherine asked.

“Not regularly,” said Jason. “Some of us like to drink after a match, either to forget it or celebrate it, but regular boozing is not good for fighters.”

“Ah,” said Katherine. “You drink healthy stuff to maintain a competitive edge.”

“Exactly so,” said Jason. “If all other things are equal and I am drinking water and juices and stuff, and my opponent is drinking beer, I'm going to beat him when we fight.”

“But all other things are rarely equal,” said Katherine.

“Yep, that's why we bother to have fights,” said Jason. “Plus there's that whole 'on any given day' thing.”

“It's strange to work so hard when anyone can beat anyone by chance,” said Katherine.

“That's true of any athletic contest, at the top levels,” said Jason. “And losing the match isn't necessarily the end of a career. Overall, the better fighters tend to win and advance.”

“And the more persistent fighters,” Katherine said.

“Yeah, determination counts for a lot,” said Jason. “Mostly in doing the training. Once you're in an actual match you're generally so pumped up that you're going to give it all you've got as a matter of course.”

“What makes you think you will get to the top?” Katherine asked.

“I don't know that I will,” said Jason. “I think it's possible that I could, and that's enough.”

“Kind of a fatalistic attitude, for a fighter,” Katherine observed. “Don't you have to believe in yourself above all else?”

“No,” said Jason. “I mean, you're right that I have to believe in myself. Otherwise, no point in getting into the game. And I do believe in myself. But I don't have to believe in myself above all else. I believe in the other fighters, the role of chance in everything we do, the beauty of the MMA game itself, and I'm real happy to be part of it. I think I can win, but I don't think it is necessarily a sure thing that I will win … though it might be.”

“You're like a surfer,” said Katherine. “You ride the wave, maybe you have a great ride, but you don't imagine that you ruled the wave.”

“Exactly,” said Jason.

“Are you a surfer?” Katherine asked.

“I like to surf now and then, just for fun, but I'm not one of those guys who surfs all the time,” said Jason.

Katherine gave Kim a look, and Kim looked back. Jason could tell that volumes were exchanged in those looks, but he had no idea what those volumes were about. But he could tell from it that Kim and her mother were very close, and that overall they liked one another. This was unusual in Jason's experience of young women and their mothers. Most of them were in varying stages of rebellion against their mothers, and Jason got a lot of pussy by being part of that rebellion. That bad boy fighter thing, you know.

Kim's mother, however was pimping her out to the Perlmutter Mall Arena to be used as an MMA contest prize, quite deliberately. It was very atypical behavior to Jason. Then again, Kim and her family were the only really rich people that he knew personally. Maybe they were normal, for rich people. But somehow, Jason didn't think so. Kim's mother wasn't normal for any kind of people. Her mind was a match for her daughter's body … just unreal.

Jason was fine with that.


Chapter Eleven

"I mean, it's vanity I guess, but kind of ... grounded vanity?"

“You were so right about Jason,” said Katherine the next day as she did some biz and caught some sun with Kim. “He's a surfer at heart.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Kim said, unsure where her Mom was going, but glad Katherine thought she was right about something.

“That's a good thing,” said Katherine. “It makes me think he's got good coping abilities, and an unusual amount of intelligence, for a fighter.”

“I think he's got a lot of intelligence for anybody,” said Kim.

“I agree,” said Katherine. “It's just that, from what I've read, there are a lot of fighters out there with million dollar bodies and ten cent brains. I just don't think a boy like that would work out for you, honey. But Jason, he's got some potential.”

“Yeah, I think Jason could make a lot of money,” Kim said.

Katherine smiled at her daughter. She had no clue.

“Sure, honey,” Katherine said.

“Mom really likes you, Master,” Kim said that night as she lay beside him, her pussy oozing love juices as she snuggled in tight against him, his powerful arms wrapped around her.

“Oh really?” Jason asked. “She doesn't give much away.”

“Yeah, I know,” Kim said. “But I know her. And she likes you a lot. Thinks you're smart.”

“I agree with her on that point,” Jason said.

“I am sure you do, Master,” said Kim, and Jason knew she was smiling even though all he could see of her was the back and top of her head as he embraced her from behind. “She does not think many people are intelligent. That was qite a compliment, coming from her.”

“Did she say I was intelligent, or that I was intelligent, for a fighter?” Jason asked.

“Master, where did you learn to read my mind?” Kim asked.

“It was part of the 'Mastery 101' course I took online,” Jason said.

“Well you are right, she said that, but I called her on it, and she admitted you were smart for anyone, Master,” Kim said.

“Well, that's nice,” said Jason.

“It's more than nice, Master,” said Kim. “It means now she will help you succeed. She seemed impressed by your surferness too.”

“I noticed that,” said Jason. “I guess it's just my Zen Masterfulness.”

“I got a yen for your Zen Masterfulness,” Kim said.

Jason gave Kim a good hard slap on the ass.

“I just fucked your brains out, Pussylips,” he said. “Simmer down!”

Kim giggled. She knew he'd be at it again in no time.

“Get it, mine,” Jason said, snapping his fingers.

“Yeff, maffa,” Kim said, reluctantly letting her Master's cock slide out of her mouth. She rolled over to the nightstand next to her bed and grabbed her phone and opened the screen. Doing so was difficult with her hands cuffed behind her back, but she'd gotten good at it. She'd had a fair amount of practice. Her hands were often cuffed behind her back when she was alone with Jason, and she got calls all the time now that the Arena contest news was out. Mostly from friends. Kim had a LOT of friends.

Kim glanced at the phone screen, a difficult thing to do as well, but she could be VERY bendy when she wanted to be.

“Iff ma,” she said. “Oo ah ona ahd, Maffa!”

“Whoa!” Jason said. “I’m on the card!” He removed Kim’s gag so they could talk.

“You made the cut, Master!” Kim cried. “I'm so proud! It’s you and somebody called Agadmator and Carana and Gronkowski.”

“Great, worship my cock then, slut,” Jason ordered.

“Yes, Master!” Kim responded. It was exactly the right thing to do, in her opinion. She rolled over so that she was lying between Jason's legs and sucked his cock into her mouth, something she was adroit at doing without the use of her hands because she'd done it at every opportunity.

“I'm really grateful to your mom for getting me on the card, mine,” said Jason, idly petting the top of Kim's head as she sucked his cock. Some would say it was patronizing, and it was, but Kim loved it. “But that's a really tough card! I mean, it's not a championship card, but it would be a decent undercard for a championship match.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Kim said, to show that she was following. Plus, she liked saying “Yes, Master” with Jason's cock in her mouth.

“I mean, Agadmater is this brute from Eastern Europe, where they're so poor they fight to the death over a potato, to hear him tell it,” Jason said. “I don't know that I believe him, but he is a really tough fighter. He comes after you and just doesn't stop until he's wrecked you or you've wrecked him. And mostly he's the one who does the wrecking. More of a grappler than a striker, but he can do both just fine.”

“Yeff, maffa,” said Kim. She knew more than she used to about MMA fighting, thanks to Jason, but she didn't have a lot of opinions about it, other than secretly believing Jason could beat anybody. She liked listening to Jason while she sucked his cock. It made for a relaxing time.

“Carana is a Brazilian ju jitsu expert,” Jason continued. He knew Kim liked to suck his cock while he talked, it didn't seem to matter about what. He suspected she just liked sucking his cock, period … and that was all right with him. “He's really good at grappling and kicking, not so much at striking, but he can still rock you if he gets an opening. Once he's got you down he is really good at getting arm bars and chokeholds going. And he's got a lot of good takedown moves. He's gonna be tough.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Kim agreed. She liked trying to make him cum sometimes while he was talking, but right now, she just wanted to lie there and suck his cock. She didn't feel that way with all the guys, but he brought it out in her.

“Gronkowski is the scary one,” said Jason. “He's an American … Polish-American, I guess, and not really all that much of a technician, but he's got this incredible physique that never gets tired, is almost impossible to stop, and even though he's basically a grappler, he has a right hook that will knock you into next week. The only person that's ever been able to beat him is Moritz, who got him into an arm bar that would have gotten his elbow dislocated if he hadn't tapped out. And that's another thing, he's got this thing of attacking you like he wants to tear you to pieces with his bare hands and doesn't really give a damn about what you might try to do. But he fights a LOT smarter than he appears to be fighting.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Kim agreed.

“If they have the card assembled, they must have the matches set up,” Jason mused. “I gotta find out about that. I bet your mother knows. We'll have to ask her later. Once I know who I'll be fighting initially, I can train accordingly.”

“Yeff, Maffa,” Kim said. She was very glad to hear Jason say “later.” It meant he was going to fuck her, or maybe have her suck him until he came. Worked for Kim.

Jason had been prepared to find Kim to be stereotypical spoiled, rich girl, but she wasn't. She liked sex a lot more than most women he had known, and that was saying something. The girls that followed MMA fighters around were generally looking for some really hard pounding in bed. And they were also looking for winners, someone they could ride up to the heights that the champions got up to. Jason didn't blame them, but … Kim wasn't like that at all. She clearly didn't care a thing about his future as a fighter, or for his ability to make money. It was probably because she was rich. Which was weird. The one thing he knew about the few rich men he'd met was that they cared about making money and almost nothing else.

Which might explain what Kim saw in him. Rich guys, the self-made ones, anyway, were probably just as limited in their approach to women as they were in their approach to money. It probably got tiresome fast, just as poor guys who saw Kim as a meal ticket got tiresome fast.

Jason's interest in Kim had been purely personal from the beginning. Then it became purely personal and sexual. And now it was purely personal, purely sexual and … purely something else. Which he wasn't going to think about much. He really liked Kim. That was all that mattered at the moment. He was willing to let the rest ride.

Jason ducked and threw a left. Miguel blocked it and landed a right on Jason's torso. It was half strength, but it was enough to make Jason groan a bit.

“Gotta keep that guard up!' Miguel warned. Jason had hired Miguel to spar with him in preparation for the fight. Sandow Motors had funded Jason, and in return he'd wear a Sandow Motors T-shirt when he entered the arena.

Jason shuffled left and gave Miguel a quick kick to the leg.

Miguel jumped back, then returned to shuffling before Jason.

“Good move!” Miguel said. Carana, Jason's opponent in the first round of the fight, was considered to be a little weak in blocking kicks from the left. So Jason made a lot of moves to the left.

Miguel faked a kick and then made a takedown attempt against Jason, charging forward and grabbing at Jason's legs.

Jason danced backward and managed to avoid the takedown, taking a few shots at Miguel's unprotected back as he did so, though he avoided the lower back, as kidney shots were not allowed in MMA fighting. MMA was very different from street fighting in that respect and a few others, like not allowing you to gouge an opponent's eyes out. The idea was that MMA fighters should be healthy enough to continue fighting after a match.

It took the intensity of the sport down for some, but there was still plenty of violence left to slake fans' bloodlust. The blood that often stained the ring during a match attested to that.

After three more minutes of sparring, Jason said, “Let's break,” and Miguel said “sounds good” and they walked over and pulled stools into the ring and picked up their bottles of energy drinks and sat down next to each other and drank and rested.

“Still think Gronk's gonna take me?” Jason asked.

“Yeah,” Miguel said. “But your chances are going up, if that helps. You're training hard.”

“I sure hope it pays off,” said Jason. “I am so not going to enjoy sitting in the training room watching Gronk fuck my girlfriend if I lose.”

“That's what you get for getting emotionally involved,” said Miguel. “Not that I blame you. Kim is the purest honey trap I ever saw. Damn, she's hot. I don't know if I could resist her, or if any man could if she wanted him. Damn. And crazy about you, too, you lucky bastard.”

“You got that right,” said Jason. “I really have to beat Gronk.”

'Gronk may not see it that way,” said Miguel. “Especially since I hear this is gonna be televised.”

“How the fuck they gonna televise it?” Jason asked. “Kim's gonna be naked throughout the match … well, mostly naked … and she'll get molested and stuff, and then somebody is going to fuck her. They can't show that.”

“Brave girl,” Miguel said.

“Not really,” said Jason. “She'll be loving every minute of it.”

“Different girl, then,” Miguel said.

“Not really,” said Jason. “Women are like cats, you know? My sister used to keep cats. Still does, actually. Anyway, cats will go to all kinds of lengths not to let you know what they really like. They want to be mysterious. But really, all they like is napping, being fed, petted and napping, in that order. There's nothing mysterious about them.”

“OK, I can sorta see that,” said Miguel. “Kinda.”

“Well the point is, women like fucking, just like men do,” Jason said. “Only they don't just like the fucking, they like everything that goes on around the fucking. The dating. The romance. All of it. And they love the attention. That's the big thing right there, women love being paid attention to and admired. They're like men that way too, only maybe more so. It's hard to say. Point is, Kim is going to be getting huge amounts of attention. She's always the most beautiful girl in the room wherever she is, you know.”

“I know,” said Miguel. He was fairly sure that Jason's objectivity on the topic of Kim's beauty was deeply compromised, but he had to admit that Kim was pretty enough for all practical purposes, so he was disposed to go along.

“Well with this thing at the Arena, she's going to be the prettiest girl in the Arena,” said Jason. “She loves sex, she has absolutely no shame about her body, so the nudity won't bother her at all … she'll see it more an an opportunity to show how beautiful she is. I mean, it's vanity I guess but kind of … grounded vanity? And I'm sure she'll be absolutely beautiful and sexy during the sex.”

“Especially if it's with you, man,” said Miguel.

“Yeah, but even if it's with Gronk, she'll do great, I'm sure,” said Jason. “It's kind of who she is.”

“And that don't make you jealous or anything?” Miguel asked. He'd been dying to ask that question, here was his best shot.

“No,” said Jason.

“I think most guys would be,” said Miguel.

“I guess,” said Jason. “I just don't care, to be honest.”

“Why?” Miguel asked.

“Because I know Kim loves me,” Jason replied.

“Yeah, but some other guy might fuck her,” said Miguel.

“It's a one-time thing,” Jason said. “Not a big deal.”

“But they're going to get it all on camera, man,” said Miguel. “It'll be on video forever.”

“No, it's porn, they can't show it on cable, man,” said Jason.

“Not on broadcast cable,” said Miguel. “But what I heard is that they've worked out a deal for a private showing of the full match for premium customers. It won't be the usual deal. If you pay for the porn, knowing you will get porn, you get the porn.”

“Where'd you hear that?” Jason asked. “I haven't heard about that.”

“Word gets around,” said Miguel. “You are spending all your time training and fucking Kim, man. I'm not surprised you haven't heard.”

“I intend to win,” said Jason. “Let's get back at it.”

“Sure thing,” said Miguel.

For the rest of the spar, Jason didn't hit Miguel any harder than he usually did, and he didn't take any cheap shots, either. That surprised Miguel, but only a little. The MMA fighters found Jason's calm even more remarkable than everybody else did.


Chapter Twelve

"When I was a child growing up in Syria I had a lot of middle-class friends. Many of them are dead now, and not of old age."

“Hey, I gotta call from Lexi, I'll be back in a bit,” said Kim.

“Sure thing,” said Jason.

“Fine,” said Katherine. Sometimes Kim took calls at the table and sometimes she left to talk if she thought it might be lengthy and involved, and Lexi was a close friend so it might be both. Katherine was the same way, it was just taken for granted that an in-person conversation could be interrupted at times by a phone call. No big deal.

Jason was taking one of his days off from training. He tried to rotate the training so different muscle groups got strained, but things like sparring inevitably involved all muscle groups. So Jason took a day off every week to let his mind and his body rebound, and there was nothing to help a rebound like sitting poolside at Kim's house eating carbs and proteins in the form of delicious foods served by Kim's family's kitchen staff.

They had their own fucking restaurant, Jason realized. It seemed like a lot of trouble to go to, but then, Kim's mother cooking food and doing household chores would have been a total waste. So it made sense, though Jason's lower middle class sensibilities struggled with it at times. He knew a lot of the stuff he'd been raised to believe was bullshit, but it stuck around anyway, sometimes.

“So, Jason, Kim tells me you are training hard for the big night,” said Katherine.

“Yes, I am,” said Jason. “I haven't been able to give her as much attention as usual because of it, but that'll stop being an issue after the fight.”

“Yes, Kim knows that,” said Katherine. “I guess you really want to win the fight.”

“Beats that other option all hollow,” said Jason.

“I'm sure it does,” said Katherine. “I just want to reassure you, I know Kim well, and for her, it doesn't matter who wins the fight at the arena mall. You're the one she cares about.”

“Yeah, I know,” said Jason offhandedly. “But I still want to win the fight. If I didn't, I wouldn't be much of a fighter, would I?”

Jason paused for a second and realized he had made an error.

“But it does feel great to know that Kim cares for me,” Jason added. “It's just … she's not the sort of woman who leaves a guy in doubt as to how she feels, you know?”

“No, I don't know,” Katherine replied. “What do you mean?”

Jason thought for a moment. “It's all in the way she looks at me when she sucks my cock, like she thinks she's the luckiest woman alive to be able to suck my cock -- mine in particular, I mean,” was the honest answer here, but probably not something he should be saying to Kim's mother. And “The way she looks at me with a ballgag strapped into her mouth and drool coming out of the corners of her lips like I'm the only man on Earth” while also honest, just seemed unwise under the circumstances.

Even though it was oh, so true.

“You know Kim,” said Jason, which was probably also a dumb thing to say to someone's mother, but not as dumb as all the other things his brain was coming up with, “she's not at all phony or pretentious about what she likes, who she likes, that kind of thing. She's just very natural and direct, you know?”

“Yes, natural and direct,” Katherine said, and somehow managed to say it in such a way that Jason knew that she knew EXACTLY what had been going through his mind about Kim.

“There is one thing that has been puzzling me, though,” said Jason. He might as well get it over with now rather than later. “If I'm the one Kim cares about, what's this arena prize thing all about?”

“Oh, I thought you knew,” said Katherine. “Didn't Kim discuss it with you?”

“Well, yeah, she did, but I'm not sure she has all that clear of an idea what it's all about,” Jason said. “She said it's all about being rich and going to lots of nice parties and never having to worry about money or work for money and … being her own boss? But she wasn't real clear on how being an arena prize girl is going to get her there.”

“Ah,” said Katherine, smiling. She had been wanting to probe Jason on this and other issues to determine if he really was a suitable match for Kim. And here he was, bringing it up for her. So thoughtful of him. “She may be a little unclear on that because it's my plan. Very well. What do you think Kim is ideally suited to do in life?”

“I dunno … modeling would be my first guess,” Jason said.

“Yes, she could definitely handle modeling,” Katherine said. “She's very pretty. What sort of modeling?”

“Fashion modeling, I guess,” Jason said.

“No, she's far too curvy for fashion modeling,” Katherine said. “I thought hard about it, because you're right, she'd be well suited for that career, but her diet is good now and you know what she looks like. She'd have to starve herself obsessively to get fashion model thin, and she's not the obsessive type.”

“True,” Jason admitted. “But she's so freaking beautiful, I guess I figure that might count for something.”

“Not in the fashion modeling industry,” Katherine said. “I wanted that for her, I looked very hard at it, and I could probably get her some work, but with her body, she'd have a serious disadvantage. She'd be constantly pushed toward porn modeling.”

“She could be a swimsuit model,” Jason said.

“Yes, her body would work there just fine,” Katherine said. “But it's a VERY narrow niche, with a very short shelf life. She MIGHT work out there, but the odds are low and the rewards are relatively small.”

“What rewards are we talking here?” Jason asked.

“Mostly marketing and sales opportunities, branding especially,” said Katherine. “That's where the money is.”

“Ah,” said Jason. “Do arena prize girls do a lot of marketing?”

“Not yet,” Katherine said. “But I think that's because most of them are too witless to capitalize on their opportunities. They go on to do porn or something else that leads nowhere, financially.”

“I thought porn stars do pretty well for themselves,” said Jason.

“Not in the long term, and very often, not in the short term, either,” said Katherine. “I did the research there, too. I mean, they make a lot of money for girls from their backgrounds, I'll give you that, but they rarely know how to manage it well. And the people who manage it for them often rob them blind. Most aren't interested in the money, they just want the lifestyle.”

“Ah,” said Jason, the light dawning. “But Kim has you.”

“Exactly, Kim has me,” said Katherine. “I'll make sure she makes lots of money and keeps most of it for herself. I'll make sure she doesn't do porn or anything useless like that.”

“Well what can she do, if modeling is out?” Jason asked.

“She'll be a celebrity, a pure celebrity,” said Katherine. “She'll be famous for being famous. But to do that, she's got to make that first break, that first big splash where we can take full advantage of her beauty and sexiness.”

“And being an arena prize girl is that first big splash,” said Jason.

“Exactly,” said Katherine, pleased at how rapidly Jason was putting all the pieces together. “If I'm right, and I am, that will be all the public sex and nudity that will be needed. After that it's just a matter of going to all the right parties, getting interviewed and photographed, being seen, maybe doing and saying some very carefully calibrated outrageous things on social media, opening up some clothing lines, maybe do a few charities, that kind of thing. With any luck at all and plenty of hard work behind the scenes by me, she'll have that life of parties and fame and fun and boys.”

“Boys?” Jason asked. “What boys?”

“You, silly,” said Katherine, sounding just like her daughter for a moment. “She's crazy about you. You're crazy about her. You'll be the boy in her life that takes her to the fabulous parties and so forth.”

“You said 'boys,'” said Jason. “Now I'm an easy-going guy, but I'm not signing on to be a cuck.”

Katherine smiled inwardly. “Signing on” clearly implied that Jason understood what was going on here. Such a bright young man. She was feeling better and better about him.

“You won't be,” said Katherine. “That is, not if I can help it. Having Kim sleep around on you would probably do Kim's brand a great deal of harm. And apart from being her business manager, I'm her mother, and as her mother, I want her to be happy. That's pretty easy to manage, she's a basically happy person, thank God. But she's more happy than I've ever seen her since she's been with you. I want her to stay that happy. So as far as I'm concerned, where you fit in is making her happy. But look, it's none of my concern how you do it. Your relationship is your business. I'm not going to run that.”

“Glad to hear it,” Jason said. He was feeling kind of confused but he felt he had an advantage of some kind, so he pressed it. “Because Kim and I might want to get married at some point.”

“That would be wonderful!” said Katherine. “Kim and I will have so much fun planning the wedding!”

The note of excitement in Katherine's voice alarmed Jason.

“That might be a bit premature,” said Jason. “I haven't talked to her about getting married. Don't want to rush her, you know.”

“Oh, I totally understand,” said Katherine. “And it's totally your business. And Kim's business. But I will say it's probably smart for you to not rush into it. We have all the time in the world. And frankly, it might be smarter not to be announcing any marriage plans prior to the arena event.”

“Oh, we're on the same page there,” Jason agreed. “It’s just that … this whole arena prize girl thing seems so extreme. I mean, suppose Kim never did the arena prize girl thing, or anything exceptional, just hung around and lived on her inheritance from you. She would still have a pretty nice life.”

“I see what you’re getting at,” said Katherine. “And you’re right, so far as you’ve gone. But while she has the potential to have a pretty sorry life, if she’s not careful, living on her inheritance. And she wouldn’t be, she never had to scrap for money. She could very easily fall into being middle class. Maybe not poor, not with her looks and connections, but she could easily lose control of her life. And that’s not good enough. Do you know why?”

“Not really,” said Jason. “I mean, I grew up middle class, still am, really, and I did OK.”

“You’ve been lucky, very lucky, and you’re also very driven and determined,” said Katherine. “You have to be to become an MMA pro. But middle class isn’t good enough, and I will tell you why. When I was a child growing up in Syria, I had a lot of middle-class friends and schoolmates. Many of them are dead, and not of old age.”

“The war,” said Jason.

“Yes, the war,” said Katherine. “My father was a brilliant businessman, he saw the war coming and got out early, moving us all here. We hated it at first, I mean, I lost all my friends and I had no idea how permanent that loss would be. And because our family was wealthy and my father was smart and we got out early, when most thought he was a fool, we are not just surviving but thriving now. Moving his family and businesses to California seemed kind of … extreme … at the time, you see? But really, it wasn’t. It was just my father using his resources and intelligence to the best of his ability to help his family survive.”

“And your plan for Kim is you using your resources to help Kim survive and thrive,” Jason said.

“Most people don’t really believe in the future, Jason,” said Katherine. “I do. I’ve seen it happen. So I plan for the future as best I can. And to the best of my knowledge, this plan should set Kim up to always have resources and choices in her life. If I do this right, the money will just roll in, she’d have to be an absolute idiot to spend it all … and she’s not really an idiot. She’s had a very easy life but she’s got very good instincts.”

“Thanks to you,” said Jason.

“Maybe,” said Katherine. “You still think Gronk will be the one to beat?” She was eager to change the topic now that she had what she wanted from Jason, his tacit agreement to her plan. And from Jason’s calm and relaxed conduct, she felt that she had that.

“Yeah,” said Jason. “And the oddsmakers still think so, too. They haven't shifted much. It's Gronk favored to win, with me, Agadmator and Carana running real close together. But to be fair, Gronk is in the lead mostly because he's got much more of a track record than the rest of us. I mean, it's a very good record, 12 and 1, but he's really not that much better in the ring than us.”

“So you think you have a chance to beat him,” Katherine said.

“I wouldn't set foot in the arena if I didn't think that,” said Jason. “I am not about getting beat up for nothing.”

“Oh, it won't be for nothing,” said Katherine. “Kim is crazy about you, but when she sees you fighting for her in that ring, knowing you're giving your all for her, she's be even crazier about you.”

“You are probably right about that,” Jason agreed. “Kim is of the opinion that you are right about everything.”

“She's wrong about that,” said Katherine firmly.

“I suspected as much,” said Jason.

“But she's not very wrong,” Katherine added.

“Good to know,” Kim said, returning to the table, phone turned off. “Did I miss anything?”

“Your Mom admitted that she is not always right about everything,” Jason offered.

Kim looked at Katherine.

“Mom!” she cried. “I told Jason you were always right about everything! That means you have to always be right about everything.”

“I'll try, dear,” Katherine said, smiling.


Chapter Thirteen

"I plan to make Gronk take the bus."

“So you think you have a shot to win this one, Jason?” asked Vanessa Freeman.

“Sure do,” said Jason. He was really, really bored with this question. Every journalist and social media reporter asked it. He understood that they had to ask it, but it was still boring, so he kept his answer brief.

“What do you think you'll do against Carana?” Vanessa asked. She was an attractive black woman who had dyed half of her hair blond, a look that worked well for her, strangely enough. She was interviewing him on behalf of MMA Warriors, a podcast that had a very respectable following.

This was another question he always encountered, so he went into his canned spiel.

“Carana's a top Brazilian jui-jitsu fighter, so I am going to have to do my best to take full advantage of my striking game and stay on my feet as much as possible,” Jason replied. “If we do go to the mat, I've been training hard to develop moves that I hope will surprise him.”

“What moves in particular?” Vanessa asked.

“It wouldn't be much of a surprise for Carana if I told you about that,” Jason said, smiling.

“Carana is said to have a pretty good left jab,” Vanessa said. “Any plans for dealing with it?”

“He's got a great left jab, by all accounts,” Jason said. “I plan to do a lot of ducking, weaving and blocking when we are striking. I hope to get in some shots of my own while I'm doing it.”

“Sound like it will be an exciting match,” Vanessa observed.

“I think it will,” Jason said. “If Carana makes a split-second mistake during the sparring, I could get him down with a single shot. And if I make a split-second mistake in the grappling, I could be in an armlock or a chokehold immediately.”

“So this one probably won't go the distance, you think,” Vanessa observed.

“I hope not,” Jason said “If it goes the distance and I win, I'm going to have to fight either Agadmator or Gronkowski after five rounds of fighting, and that's going to be tough either way.”

“Yes, the betting odds are running heavily to Gronkowski, and in fact you are fourth out of the four contestants according to the oddsmakers,” said Vanessa. “How does that make you feel?”

“Well, first of all, I think you've mischaracterized the odds,” said Jason. “It would be more accurate to say Gronkowski has a slight advantage over the rest of us, who are all more or less even in rank. I mean, the difference in odds between me and Agadmator is only six percent, with Carana just two percent ahead of me. That's really an even match.”

“Ok, I'll grant you that, but Gronkowski has a 20 percent lead over Agadmator and a 26 percent lead over you,” Vanessa said.

“Still not that great of a difference,” Jason said. “And frankly, a lot of his lead just comes because he's got a long track record and our track records are relatively short. I think all of the bouts are going to be close, and that anyone can win this one. And that I will be that anyone.”

“Most people would say the odds mean you have just one in four chances of beating Gronkowski,” said Vanessa.

“Even if that were true, which it's not, it still means I have a great shot at winning,” said Jason. “I mean, if someone told you that you have a one in four chance of having a serious accident next time you drove your car, I bet you'd be kinda nervous. You wouldn't be saying, “I'll take those odds!” You'd be saying, “I'll take the bus!” Well I plan to make Gronk take the bus.”

Vanessa laughed and Jason joined in.

“You are quite the charmer,” Vanessa said. “I can see why Kim Kasparian, the prize girl, favors you.”

“I favor her as well,” Jason said.

“It doesn't matter that she'll be sexually engaged with whoever wins the contest?” Vanessa asked.

“She'll be sexually engaged to do what?” Jason asked.

“Come on, Jason, surely you've seen videos of what prize girls do at the end of arena contests,” Vanessa said.

“Oh, that, sure,” said Jason, a smile playing at his lips. Every fucking interviewer got to this question sooner or later, generally sooner. “It'll be a one-time thing. I'd rather it didn't happen, but the law is the law I guess.”

“Yeah, about that,” said Vanessa. “There's a lot of confusion about why Kim's family doesn't just buy her way out of being an arena prize girl.”

“Yeah, I understand that,” said Jason. “I had the same confusion. But her family is just real strong on actions having consequences.”

“Perhaps it has something to do with her being the daughter of immigrants,” Vanessa said.

“Well, her mother is an immigrant, her dad not so much, his family was here before California was a state,” said Jason. “But whatever, they are definitely their own people. I like them for it.”

“Among other fighters, you are considered to be very much your own person,” Vanessa said. “You're noted for your relaxed, cool style of fighting, and most MMA fighters are anything but relaxed and cool. They call you the Surfer Dude I hear.”

Jason smiled. He could smell Katherine at work behind the scenes here. She's probably passed out a press handout of some kind that subtly steered the journalists in the directions she wanted them to go in. “Surfer Dude.” It was all he could do not to shake his head at its ridiculousness. Though as ring nicknames go, it didn't suck.

“Surfer Dude is one of the nicer things I've been called,” Jason said. “And I'm not relaxed and cool in the ring. In any sanctioned MMA match, you're fighting an extremely fit, well-trained guy who's totally motivated to beat you senseless as quickly and efficiently as necessary, by any means at his disposal, and MMA rules put a LOT of means at his disposal. If you're relaxed under those circumstances, you're not sane. I'm totally keyed up in the ring, like any other fighter. But I'll give you that I'm relaxed outside the ring. I just think that's true of most MMA fighters. Let's face it … if anybody gets all their aggression out at work, it's MMA fighters.”

Vanessa laughed again. “I'd never thought of it that way, but I'm sure you're right,” she said. “And we'll have to leave at this point, but I'd like to wish you the best of luck in your upcoming fight.”

“Thank you,” said Jason. “I'll take every bit of luck I can get. And it was a pleasure talking to you.'

That was the end of the interview. They all ran very much to script (see: press handouts) and he and Katherine had talked about how to handle the interviews. He'd not heard anything from Katherine about how he was doing, but he was sure she listened, probably in the background while she did other things, and if she'd had any thoughts on how he handled the interviews, Jason was sure he'd hear from her.

It helped that Jason had been interviewed for earlier matches in his career. He had a feel for how they worked and knew that they would be edited, often heavily, for whatever reason the media wanted. The early match interviews were few and far between, not NEARLY as much as for this match. Once again, Katherine at work. Jason suspected she was plowing fertile ground, because the publicity for the match was getting huge. He'd been interviewed by ESPN even. (Just for a late-night sports talk show, but it was still ESPN.)


Chapter Fourteen

"What's the matter, mine, cock got your tongue?"

As the big day approached, the pace of the interviews and the appearances at parties and events became more and more frequent. Everything seemed to be building toward the fight. The only constants were the training and the good times when he and Kim slept together. The sex continued to be fantastic, and he and Kim somehow managed to retain their solid connection to one another despite the fact that both their days had become very, very busy.

And there was no doubt about it, a lot of it was the kinky sex. Kim just loved it, couldn't get enough of it. She loved all the toys, all the games, all the weird bondage positions and being the submissive slavegirl to Jason's mighty Master.

Jason wasn't quite as smitten with it as Kim was … there were times when all he wanted to do was fuck her and go to sleep, but Kim was so obviously thrilled and pleased with it all, and so freaking gorgeous and wonderful that he played the games as well as he could, and he discovered that he had a feel for them.

A lot of it, he knew, was having a feel for body language and being able to read another person. He looked at Kim and immediately had a strong feel for how she felt and what she wanted.

“Master, you read my mind far too easily,” Kim said one night when he was fastening her ankles to a set of restraints at the base of her Sybian.

“No, I just want to watch TV, mine,” said Jason. “I figure if I have my cock in your mouth that will shut you up, and if you're on the sybian it'll keep you busy.”

“Yes, Master,” Kim said. “I am happy to be able to assist you in watching TV.”

It wasn't true, of course. Jason had seen her glance at the sybian and the way her eyes lingered on it for a moment told him all he needed to know about what she wanted. Setting it up so that she could suck his cock was just common sense – he knew she loved that.

Cuffing her hands behind her back while she did it was also common sense. Kim loved being cuffed and bound and also gagged. Her favorite gag was his cock.

Jason had known plenty of girls who were willing to suck cock, and who claimed to like sucking cock, but they all paled next to Kim. They always went at it with the goal of getting Jason off as quickly as possible.

Kim had no such desire, that is, she was fine with making Jason cum, but she savored the experience of sucking his cock. When she had Jason's cock in her mouth, there was clearly nothing else she'd rather be doing, nowhere else she'd rather be. Her hands would go limp in their bonds and her eyes would get all smoky and unfocused as she worked his cock with her mouth. It was probably some kind of holdover from the suckling reflex of a baby, maybe. Jason wasn't sure as he had no memories of being a baby. But it seemed like a good theory.

So Jason settled down with a glass of juice and a plate of cold cuts and rolls. He sat naked on the sofa in front of the big TV with his legs spread wide. Kim knelt between them, her hands cuffed behind her back, her ankles cuffed to the sybian, which was doing its buzzy best to her pussy and clit as she knelt forward and sucked his cock. Her body was a thing of beauty lit from behind by the big screen.

As the Master, Jason held the controls of the sybian that Kim perched on. She loved literally having him in control of her. He turned it up and watched her squirm. He loved being in control of her in bed. But Jason wasn't sure if it was because he had a kink for being in control or because he knew Kim liked it and therefore he liked it. Because he really, really liked Kim.

Hell, Jason even liked sitting around with Kim when they were recovering from sex or not having sex, just talking.

“Do you suppose we are falling in love, mine?” Jason asked. From some points of view, this was not the time to bring up the topic of love, with her naked and bound and squirming atop the sybian as she sucked his cock. But Jason thought it was the perfect time. It wasn't fair at all, of course. But that was the thing about Master/slave relationships. Fairness just didn't apply.

Kim stared up at Jason, her eyes big as saucers. But she didn't know what to say.

“What's the matter, mine, cock got your tongue?” Jason asked.

“Yeff, maffa,” Kim finally said, her eyes staring up at him, two pools of liquid brown desire.

“Yes, Master the cock has your tongue, or yes, Master, we are falling in love?” Jason asked. He had taken Kim by surprise, it was obvious, and he was thoroughly enjoying it.

“Yeff, Maffa,” Kim said, brow raised. Two could play at that game.

“Yes, Master to both questions?” Jason asked.

“No, Maffa,” said Kim, eyes looking innocent.

“Does the cock have your tongue, mine?” Jason asked.

“No, Maffa,” said Kim.

“Are we falling in love?” Jason asked.

“Yeff, Maffa,” said Kim, very nearly having an orgasm on the spot from the pleasure of confessing her love of Jason with his cock in her mouth, naked and in bondage. It was so depraved, so nasty, so sexy.

“Well why didn't you SAY so, mine?” Jason asked.

“Oo ock im mah mouf, maffa,” Kim said.

“Oh, right, that,” said Jason. “Well, that's where my cock belongs, isn't it?”

“Yeff, Maffa,” Kim said, feeling the need to cum powerfully as she said it.

“Then say it, mine,” Jason said. “Where does my cock belong?”

“Oor ock ee-onh ih mah mouf, Maffa,” Kim said, and she felt the orgasms building as the sybian fueled the heady emotional rush the words were giving her.

“Whose cock belongs in whose mouth, girl?” Jason asked. He could see the smoky heat in Kim's eyes and hear it in her voice, and he was enjoying stoking the fires that brought the heat forth.

“aay-unhs ock eeongs im im mouf, maffa,” Kim breathed, and she was cumming as she spoke, her eyes still wide open and staring at Jason, but unseeing.

“I know, mine,” Jason said airily. He wasn't sure if Kim was cumming or not but he could tell she was extremely aroused, emotionally and sexually. “And I totally agree with you. I love having my cock in your mouth, I mean, I like having my cock in almost any woman's mouth, but I LOVE having my cock in YOUR mouth,” he said. “I wonder why that would be? Do you love having my cock in your mouth?”

“Yeff, maffa,” Kim moaned. She was normally pretty good at talking to Jason with his cock in her mouth … Jason had given her plenty of opportunities. But the orgasms were reducing her words to moany mush.

“Then say so, mine,” said Jason.

“Ah uff ah-ing or ock ih mah mouf, Maffa,” moaned Kim, her words almost unintelligible as she came, the sybian setting her clit afire as Jason's words set her heart afire.

“And why do you love having my cock in your mouth, mine?” Jason asked.

“ee-aw ah uff oo, Maffa,” Kim said, her eyes gazing up at him, wide open and vulnerable as the orgasms echoed through her.

“What a coincidence,” Jason said, smiling. “I love me, too. Another coincidence -- I think the reason that I love having my cock in your mouth is that I love you.”

“Yeff, Maffa,” said Kim. “Yeff,” her voice was choked with passion and the raw emotion that surged within her.

“Then you should probably make me cum in your mouth now, since we love one another,” Jason said.

“Yeff, Maffa,” said Kim and she turned all her attention to sucking his cock, multiple orgasms still surging through her thanks to the sybian and the emotions that filled her being. In a very short time, Jason came deep in her throat and she sucked it all down. Then Jason pulled her into his arms and they lay together. Kim felt Jason's powerful arms wrapped around her and it was wonderful, so wonderful to lay there and talk to him and just be utterly, delightedly happy.

And Jason was just as happy as Kim was. She fucking loved him. And the thing was, Kim's love wasn't borne out of desperation or hope, he wasn't the fulfillment of any dreams of economic and social success for her. She had that already. She loved him for his Jason-ness. And he loved her for her Kim-ness. And they both knew it.

After a while they stopped talking and Jason fell asleep. Kim laid there for a long time, unable to sleep. It was just like a man to bring up the whole “love” thing and then fall asleep. It was DEFINITELY just like Jason. Kim was pretty sure she was in love with Jason, but she didn't KNOW. She had loved boys before, in an offhand way. But never serious love. She wasn't even sure what serious love was. And if this was serious love, it was wonderful. She just wasn't sure it was serious.

But she was also sure she did love Jason, more than she'd loved any other boy. She just didn't know if she loved him enough to give up all the other boys. And all the romance and the flirting and the other stuff, which she also loved.

But it might be serious. Because no other boy had ever made her give even a moment's thoughts to giving up all the other boys. And she was seriously thinking about it, with Jason. She just couldn't imagine liking any other boy as much as she liked Jason. There were other boys who had more this and more of that than Jason, especially that money thing. He was the least rich boy she had ever dated.

But he was just so cool and nice and sexy and fun.

She sighed and snuggled tighter into Jason's arms and after a while she was able to feel his pulse. That was one of the things she liked best about Jason … his pulse. His pulse was very slow and strong, like he had the heart of some great beast. And after seeing him fight in the ring, she could well believe he had the heart of a great beast. But snuggled up next to him, his slow, strong pulse was a calming and comforting thing.

She loved that. But did she love it seriously?


Chapter Fifteen

"Never go full slut."

The day of the event was one of those baked hot fall evenings they had in southern California. Jason had annoyed Kim by leaving the pre-event party early so he could get a good night's sleep before the match.

“But how can you sleep before the match?” she'd asked.

“Well, the secret is to go to bed at the usual time and not drink coffee or soft drinks,” said Jason. He didn't even seem anxious.

“What about alcohol?” Kim asked.

“A couple of beers or a glass of wine are OK,” said Jason. “Nothing to give me a hangover.”

They'd already had the weigh-ins and Jason had made weight handily, as had Agadmator and Carana. Gronk had to do some sweating the day before to make weight, but he managed it, barely. Gronk normally fought as a super welterweight and even a middleweight, but he got down to welterweight for this event. People were speculating that this might make Gronk weaker or throw him off his game, but that's all it was, speculation. Still, it gave the other fighters hope and took Gronk's odds down slightly.

The morning started at ten with various events related to the fight, mostly promotional interviews. It was the same boring stuff again and Jason answered by rote. If they wanted some different answers, they could damn will think of some different questions.

There was also posing for photos and a weigh-in. The posing for photos was the silliest part of any fight, in most fighters' opinions – Jason's as well. Standing there in just your fighting trunks with your fists raised, trying to look fierce. It made for great promo pictures, he supposed, but it was so phony, more like gay porn than anything else.

Jason didn't really care about the gayness, but a lot of fighters did. They got fan letters from guys that REALLY wanted to meet them and make them very happy. Jason just tossed them and forgot about them, but they bothered other fighters who didn't understand how guys who wrestled wearing nothing but shorts could be so appealing to gays. Here was another place where not saying anything worked very well for Jason.

There weren't any luncheons or dinners because a lot of fighters were on very specific diets prior to fighting and it could be difficult to feed them. Jason enjoyed a quiet lunch by himself.

For Kim there was a whirlwind of publicity too. There were a lot of people who wanted to interview Kim while she still had clothes on. Kim and Katherine decided that Kim should wear something sexy that showed some skin, but kept all the naughty parts hidden. They decided on a slinky skintight jumpsuit that revealed all her curves and had a nice deep neckline, but hid all her private parts. It was a subtle off-white color that let the light model her form beautifully, making her essentially naked, so much so that she had to wear tape over her nipples and a shield over her pussy to keep it from showing too much.

Kim's day started with an hour of being made up by a topnotch makeup artist who specialized in on-site work. She pulled up in a van and had a male assistant dragging around a large case on wheels that was loaded with various brushes, emollients, make-ups, highlighters, lowlighters and mediumlighters. She worked quickly but with complete assurance, and when she was through Kim was mildly surprised to see that she had actually improved on Kim's looks. Generally makeup artists couldn't do much for Kim: her natural beauty made most of the artifices of the cosmetics industry purely a matter of gilding the lily. But this artist … and that WAS the word for her … had the restraint and the know-how to take care of business.

The hairdresser also did a great job on Kim. Kim’s hair was long and lustrous and looked great with little more than brushing. But the hairdresser used a gel that ensured her hair would hold its sheen under the very bright lights she would be exposed to all day and night and put in a braid here and some spray there that made her hair look sleek and full-bodied under most circumstances.

She knew her craft to an uncanny degree. That's why she and the makeup artist got paid top dollar.

After Kim was properly prepared, it was off to the interviews. The questions were very repetitive but Kim, unlike Jason, had a wonderful time with the interviews because this was her arena, this was a place where she really shone. She and her mother and Jason had gone over what to say very thoroughly, and Kim took to it like a duck takes to water, probably because not too many years earlier she had been an avid consumer of celebrity news. She had so often fantasized about what she would say and how she would say it if she was being interviewed that she was totally ready to be interviewed.

And she'd been in a few interviews before, mostly sidebars for articles about her mother. She was “Katherine Kasparian's beautiful daughter” and all she'd really had to do was look beautiful, which was easy for her. And the questions had been all about her family, very few about her. But now she was the topic of the interviews, and she loved it.

“Oh, I know I made a mistake taking that jewelry when I didn't have any money to pay for it,” Kim would say, batting her big brown eyes, “but it was just so BEAUTIFUL. I mean, I know it was wrong, but if there's ANY jewelry that would tempt even a nice girl like me beyond her ability to resist, that was it! And yes, I'll have to pay a penalty for that, but I'm ready to. No one is above the law!” (That last part was Katherine's idea. “The media love it when a rich person is not above the law. So say it out loud, it will get you more coverage down the road. Humanizing you, you know, so other girls can feel like they know you.”)

“Aren't rich people above the law?” Kim asked.

“For the most part, yes,” Katherine answered. “That's why they love it so much when rich people get in trouble with the law. The media get to play it up as the law above all, but it's really just the exception that proves the rule.”

Or in answer to another softball that was commonly lobbed at her, “Yes, I do have special feelings for Jason, we've known each other since childhood,” Kim said. “But from what I've seen all the fighters are handsome and powerful athletes … I mean, three of them are going to lose, but I don't see how I'm going to lose … though Jason is my favorite, of course.”

“Gronkowski is the oddsmakers' favorite, how do you feel about him?” Kim was asked.

“He's quite the powerful athlete, and good looking in an athletic sort of way,” said Kim. “Like I said, I don’t see how I can lose.”

Actually, all of Kim's dreams of the event were based on Jason winning and then him fucking her senseless in front of everyone. She would be wildly sexy and incredibly beautiful the whole time. Then Jason would propose marriage to her. And of course she would accept, still all naked and hot from the sex.

She didn't have any interest in the other guys at all. If she'd been given a choice, her preferred order of fucking would be Jason, Carana (dreamy eyes) Agadmator (so smooth and charming) and Gronk (well ... muscular).

But she didn't have a choice and to be honest, that was really, really hot to her, it made her submissive little clit throb. She was a helpless prize that these manly men would soon be fighting over, and one of them would take her, and that would be hot, it just would be, there was no getting around it.

If you asked her, the ring girls who would molest her were totally not needed.

Of course, Kim didn't mention any of this out loud, it would have made her too much of a slut in public.

“Never go full slut,” Katherine had told her early on. “Always leave room for the fantasy that you are secretly a nice girl that the right male viewer can make into a worshipful little wife with the right kind of love, or the right amount of love … whatever, really. No matter how sexy you are and how sexy you act, never go full slut.”

“Do you think I'm a full slut, mom?” Kim asked.

“No, of course not, baby,” Katherine replied. “Slut is a made-up thing that guys imagine some women are. As I've told you before, most guys have no clue when it comes to women. So we can take advantage of that, but we also have to watch out for it. And this only applies to your public life. In private, slut it up however you like with Jason, that's fine, that's only your business and Jason's.”

“Yeah, but what if Jason talks about it?” Kim asked.

“He won't,” Katherine said. “Guys almost never talk about their girlfriends, because the woman has the ultimate weapon if a guy gets too mouthy.”

“What's that?” Kim asked.

“All a woman has to do if her husband or boyfriend or whatever gets to be a nuisance is bring up the subject of size, or better yet get someone else to do it, then say “Jason” and hold your fingers about two inches apart and wink. Do that and you win, hands-down.”

“I don't think it would bother Jason all that much, mom,” Kim said. “Nothing much bothers Jason.”

“Oh, this would, and it doesn't matter, he's not going to call you a slut or probably talk about your sex life at all,” said Katherine. “I mean, does he strike you as the sort of boy who needs to advertise?”

“No,” said Kim, “he strikes me as the sort of boy who doesn't care about things like that at all.”

“Exactly,” said Katherine. “He won't talk.”


Chapter Sixteen

The Tournament

Kim being so camera-licious, spent her entire day being interviewed and photographed and videoed. It was exactly as she had fantasized it would be, only tiring, toward the end. Always looking “On” took energy, it turned out. Tired wasn't a good look.

Hence, she was glad when the ring girl came by and said, “Time to prep for the arena.”

Kim left her purse with her mom and followed the ring girl into the arena prep rooms. As she walked past the fight cage she noticed that the fight cage and the prize girl cage were literally surrounded by cameras, and that there were cameras on lines above the cages and also a few camera drones buzzing around, apparently just for practice as there was nothing but prep work going on, and not much of that.

Kim was taken to a locker room and told to strip, which she did immediately and without any shame whatsoever. She had stripped for a lot of boys before she had stripped for Jason. This was no different from stripping for a boy except that the boy was … everybody. Somehow, it didn't bother her, probably because she had been told she was so beautiful by everyone she knew that she had come to accept it as a simple truth, hence she had no shame. In fact she secretly wanted her naked body to be seen by everyone. The way a boy's eyes lit up when she was naked, she knew she was something special. She wanted everyone to know it.

Then the ring girls put the bondage gear on her: cuffs, shackles, a collar with a gag hanging from it. And a buttplug tail. That was embarrassing, except it was also exciting. It made her horny because she had come to associate bondage gear with having her brains fucked out by Jason. It mad her REAL horny. And that … kinda helped. Horny will kick embarrassed's ass every time.

When they finished the prep by popping the ballgag into Kim's mouth and strapping it in tight, then putting a leash on her collar ring, Kim was almost oozing with pleasure. She didn't have to work at looking sexy, all she had to do was look how she felt.

After that, there was much waiting, which calmed Kim down a bit. The arena was filling, and when it was full, she'd be brought out so everyone would get their full share of her beauty.

With nothing much to do, Kim asked around and someone gave her a tablet that had a wifi connection to the arena wifi, and she spent time browsing social media for news about her and the big event with a ballgag in her mouth and a buttplug in her butt. And there was plenty of news to look at and read about. Some of the interviews she had given were already online. She was very pleased with how she looked in all the interviews. She didn't listen to or read the interviews … after listening to one or two, they bored her. She imagined her mom would listen to them all and figure out how the media were spinning the story, but mostly they didn't appear to be spinning it at all, to Kim.

The important thing was, she looked great in almost all of her photos. Very sexy, very put together, very hot.

“Time to go,” one of the prize girl tormentors said. There were two of them, pretty much similar to ring girls except they wore skimpy black leather thong and bra sets and thick leather bracers and spiked collars, and both were looking very made up, their hair freshly brushed, very much the image of sexy prize girl tormentors.

“Sure,” said Kim, buoyed up by all the nice images of herself she'd seen in the media. She was ready to go out there and be naked and slay everyone with her beauty and sexiness. One of the tormentor girls took Kim's leash and led her, the other followed behind her, whip in hand. She heard the PA system announcing, “And here is tonight’s arena prize girl, convicted felon Kim Kasparian!”

And she walked out and a thunderous roar of applause and cheering greeted her as the cameras picked her up and her image was visible on all the monitors, blown up WAAAAY past life size.

She felt the energy of the crowd filling her, felt their excitement, their approval, their envy and their jealousy and fed on it, and it was almost as if she had physically grown larger than life right then and there. With the crowd's energy, she was invincible. Kim realized she could do this, she could do this about as well as she had ever done anything in her life. All the niggling little doubts and fears she'd had on occasion were blown away by the energy that surged through her, and she walked to the prize girl cage like a queen walking to her throne on coronation day.

Jason looked out at the arena. The interviewers had been chased out of the athlete's prep rooms so the athletes could do whatever they needed to do to get ready. Jason didn't do a lot, other than some stretching exercises. There were various theories about how you should prep for a match, but they all agreed that you shouldn't have to exercise other than stretching and loosening up the day of a match. The match might take every bit of energy you had and then some. You needed to be at peak fitness the morning of the match – no amount of last-minute stuff was a substitute for good prep.

“Holy shit,” Jason muttered as he looked at the sea of people and the sea of cameras surround the cage. Kim wasn't out yet. He wasn't worried about her. This event was right up her alley. But he wasn't used to this level of publicity. The matches he'd had earlier had all been at small venues that got only a few pro videocam setups, though of course plenty of fans made videos on their phones. All the interviews should have prepared him for this kind of hoopla, but all those lights and all those cameras and all those people brought it home – this was the big time. How he did here tonight would matter to his career. A lot.

Good preparation made a big difference in how much media coverage an event got, and Kim's mom had done a LOT of preparation. She'd probably spent some money here and there, too. Jason wasn't sure if Kim's fortune would be made by this event and its attendant publicity, but after getting to know Kim's mom, it was a LOT more credible to Jason that it would.

He was just glad that Katherine approved of his relationship with Kim. He had no doubt that if Katherine thought he was a problem, he would be gone, somehow. Nothing obvious or clumsy, but it would happen, even if it would break Kim's heart. Though Katherine would probably get Kim's heart healed fast, if anyone could.

What a weird thing to think of just before a match, Jason reflected. He needed to focus. Jason did a little stretching and the thoughts went away. That was the great thing about stretching.

“Time to head for the launch zone,” Miguel said. Jason nodded. He and Carana would be the first match. Jason was glad of it. It would give him a longer rest period prior to the third match, should he defeat Carana. It wasn't so fair to the winner of the second match, but these prize girl matches, although sanctioned, did not count toward a fighter's stats in the MMA rankings. Having to fight two bouts in a single match was reason enough to discount the stats, but with a large difference in the recovery time between the winner of the first and second fight, there was just no way the stats from prize girl events could be counted alongside other matches.

Prize girl events could however be a great way to get noticed. You could lose a match and if you fought well, could get some matches you might not otherwise have gotten. That's why prize girl matches were mostly for up-and-comers. There was a lot of upside and relatively little downside for new fighters. And there was a lot of downside for established fighters.

“And now, hailing from Shady Oaks, California, we present to you, with a record of 3 wins and 1 loss, the coolest fighter in MMA history, Jason “the Surfer Duuuuude” Briiiiickmaaan!”

“Ok, time to make the entrance,” the arena manager said. “Go get 'em!”

Jason's entourage (Jason had an ENTOURAGE, though it was really just Miguel and Marcus and a couple of trainers they'd hired to work the corner for the night) lined up on either side of Jason and walked out with him. Jason walked out clad in a nice beige robe with the words “Surfer Dude” embroidered on the back in garish ocean blue. (Katherine and Kim had both hated the color, but Jason had persuaded them that garish colors were an honored tradition in fighter's robes, by showing them all the other crappy fighter's robes.)

The stadium was full of people who were pumped up for the fight and at the sight of Jason they exploded with applause, and since the stadium was filled to capacity the roar was just deafening.

Jason felt the energy from the crowd surging inside him at about the same moment he caught sight of Kim in her cage. She was tied with her legs spread wide, chained to each side of the cage, with her hands chained apart and above her head, secured to the roof of her cage. She was stark naked, and she was absolutely ravishing in the lights that bathed her body.

Jason felt a little twinge at the thought that everybody in the arena was seeing what heretofore had been only his to see (if you didn't count all the guys Kim had fucked before she met Jason – he had no illusions on that matter. She was a girl with a healthy appetite for sex.)

But at the same time, Jason knew Kim was his, and his heart swelled with pride at the thought that every guy in the arena who wasn't gay was envying the hell out of him.

Including Carana.

Jason raised his arms to acknowledge the crowd, waving and smiling. He walked into the fighting cage and did a circuit around it, arms raised, before standing still, having made his entrance. His team quickly removed his robe and made a last minute check to make sure his gloves fit right and he was wearing his mouthgaurd. (It almost never happened that a fighter forgot to wear his mouthgaurd, but the check was part of tradition.)

The crowd died down to a dull roar, before the announcer started up again.

“And now, hailing from Modesto, California, with a records of 5 and 2, we have the man with fists of steel, Fiorenzo “The Cruuuusheer” Caaaaaraaaana!”

And another roar from the crowd washed the arena as Carana exited the prep area, walked to the cage with his entourage, and did his lap around it, arms raised, and took up his place, parallel with Jason but not close to him, allowing his crew to remove his garish robe and do their last minute check.

Carana and Jason didn't look at each other, although they got along well enough outside the cage. But they both had their game faces on and their game minds on. They had nothing but desire to smash each other senseless in their minds.

The announcer and the referee entered the ring, and the announcer introduced himself, the referee, the sponsors and for the second time the fighters and Kim.

“Legendary beauty,” thought Jason as he heard the words the announcer used to describe Kim, knowing they had almost certainly been coined by Katherine.

The announcer and the trainers quickly cleared out of the ring once the introductions were done. The arena had a full night of mayhem and sex planned, time to give the crowd some of the blood they had come to see.

The referee was George Anand, a respected figure among MMA fighters, known for protecting fighters above all. Some fans felt he had called some matches early, but very few of them were fighters. The only exception were the old-school retired fighters who thought a match only really ended when one contestant was dragged unconscious out of the cage and maybe not even then.

The ref called Jason and Carana to the center of the cage once everybody was cleared out, gave them their formal instructions and they touched gloves and went to their assigned “corners” at opposite sides of the octagonal cage. Jason bounded about on his heels and took a few shots at the air, as did Carana – they were making sure they were fully cranked and ready to go.

“All right now … FIGHT!” shouted Anand, and Jason and Carana rapidly but warily moved to the center of the ring, their feet and shoulders squared, their eyes fixed on each others' torso. They tossed a few punches and kicks at each other, feeling their range, working carefully, knowing a split-second mistake could cost them the match, wary of attempts to catch the other unguarded for an early finish.

One of Carana's blows got through Jason's guard, not enough to hurt him, just a glancing shot that galvanized Jason's body, and suddenly Jason was totally into the match, not seeing or thinking about the match or the crowd or anything else, just focused intently on Carana, his prey. That's the way it always happened for Jason, he needed a shot to get fully into the fight, and now he was.

Jason danced to the left and tried a right cross to Carana's head. Carana blocked it then lunged forward and grabbed Jason's torso, shoving him backward. Jason backpedaled hard, not wanting to lose his footing, and landed against the black chain link fencing that was the cage. He stuck there for a moment and launched a knee at Carana's abdomen. Carana twisted away and hammered at Jason's side with his free right fist (the left was locked up by Jason's right arm).

Jason dropped his elbow to fend off Carana from his side, and Carana twisted again to make a takedown. This gave Jason the opening he needed to break free, pushing off and giving Carana a quick head shot as he did so.

The head shot bounced off Carana, and they spent a few moments dancing around and jabbing at one another, looking for the next opening. Jason launched a hard right at Carana, who blocked it and countered with his left, and as he did so, Jason bounced left and gave Carana a hard kick to the leg. Carana tried to twist away from it but Jason connected solidly, and Carana gave ground. He did not appear to be hurt much and Jason moved in with caution.

Carana responded to Jason's advance with a flurry of jabs that had Jason on the defensive as he advanced, blocking with his arms and ducking, moving to the side to keep the fight in the open.

Carana made another takedown attempt, going down low for a leg sweep that caught Jason's calf and knocked him off his feet. Carana pounced, but Jason was ready. He had his feet close together and bunched and he kept Carana from getting a good mount. Carana aimed some shots at Jason's head but Jason kept his chin tucked in and took some shots at Carana's abdomen and rolled left.

Carana rolled left as well, and for a few moments the two of them were locked in a furious fighting furball. It didn't look as exciting as sparring, but it burned energy like a motherfucker, since Carana was using his whole body and Jason was using his whole body and at any moment one of them might get an arm lock or a chokehold on the other and that might be the end of the match.

But what eventually happened is that Jason was able to get one leg free and push Carana off him and roll to his feet.

Carana rolled to his feet as well. It was sparring time again.

Jason and Carana both had their blood up now. They were still thinking like fighters but beneath that their minds burned with a furious desire to beat each other senseless, which was after all what they were here to do. There was no reluctance now as they danced around and took shots at each other. Both were looking to hurt the other, not just “create an opening.”

Carana jabbed then kicked. Jason blocked the jab, ducked away from the kick, and Carana launched a fast overhand right that Jason wasn't able to block but he did roll with it. He danced back, thinking that Carana would go for another takedown, and that's exactly what Carana did. Jason planted a hard left on Carana's head as he came in, staggering Carana, stopping the takedown cold.

Jason immediately moved in with some fast follow-up jabs. Carana blocked and backpedaled, and Jason wasn't able to finish him off, though Jason was blazing with desire to. If he could finish the fight in the first round, that would really help.

Kim watched the fight's progress with her heart in her mouth. She was naked and hanging in chains and doing it beautifully, and she knew that. There were two tormentor girls kissing her and fondling her gently in all sorts of exciting places. It turned her on but if they hadn't started on her before the match began, Kim would not have known she was being molested. She was that wrapped up in watching the fight.

It was because of Jason of course. But not just because it was Jason. It was also because, having watched Jason spar, she knew how hard Carana was hitting him (and how hard Jason was hitting Carana, but that didn't matter of course). She had always thought Miguel and Jason hit each other ridiculously hard when they sparred, and hadn't really believed that they were holding anything back.

Well, now Kim knew. They had been holding a lot back, she could feel the force of Jason and Carana's blows as they attacked one another, and it was scary. By all rights both men should have been lying on the ground moaning in agony from the pain of the punches they had received, but somehow neither seemed really bothered by them. It was amazing. And weird. And scary. And … hot. Because they were fighting over HER.

That turned her on and when the tormentor girl's fingers stole into her pussy she squirmed in her bonds, not just because it made her look sexy, but because it was sexy.

Kim's feelings were not unnoticed by the tormentor girls, who were very experienced in tormenting prize girls, and they worked Kim's clit a little harder. Kim had been too distracted by the fighting, in the tormentor girls’ experience, a common thing for prize girls to do. The fights were so very dramatic.

Still, the squirming of a prize girl could be dramatic too, and it was Bobbi the Tormentor's job (along with her partner in pleasure Christina) to make the prize girl as dramatic and appealing as possible to the crowd. (The pretext for the tormentor girls was to get the prize girl hot for the fighter who won the contest, but the real reason for their existence was to keep things sexy for the crowds, and they knew it.)

And when Bobbi and Christina saw Kim being turned on by the fighting (as many women were) they went with it. Soon Kim was squirming like a slut in heat, which was what they were looking for.

And that was what the crowd was looking at, at times, because of course Kim's image was projected onto three giant screens that floated in the air above her cage, far enough up so they didn't block the crowd's view of the fighting cage.

No matter where you sat in the arena, you could see Kim's naked body squirming if you wanted to, and lots of people wanted to. You could also see the fighters, of course, if you wanted to.

And even in the depths of her fascination with the fight and her helplesss arousal in Bobbi and Christina's expert hands, Kim remained very aware of how she looked and made sure she looked great. So much had been made of her appearance for most of her life that being conscious of her appearance was ground into her very being. It wasn't vanity, really, it was just a natural reflex created in Kim's psyche by constant feedback from everyone she knew.

When the bell ended the round and Jason and Carana went to their “corners” and sat on stools brought in by their trainers, most of the arena audience took the opportunity to check out Kim. Kim was still focused on Jason sitting on his stool, though Jason was hard to see with his trainers crowded around him, wiping him down with towels, giving him water to drink and giving him encouragement and instructions.

“Good job in that first round!” Miguel shouted over the hubbub of the crowd. “You got Carana on the defensive! Now get in there and finish him off!”

Jason nodded. He was concentrating on getting as much rest as possible during this break. Fighting was hellaciously intense and every bit of energy he could regain during this break would help in the next round. Talking took energy, so he would not. Miguel and the trainers understood this, and did not expect Jason to talk back to them, and would have told Jason to shut up and rest if he started talking a lot.

“You need to work that weak left side of his more,” Miguel advised. “Do some fakes to the right, then go left!”

Jason nodded. It was part of their plan, and he had been neglecting it during the first round. He needed to get back on plan.

The problem was, Carana's weakness on his left side was subtle. If Carana had been noticeably weak on his left side, Jason would naturally be all over him.

“Carana thinks you're weak on grappling, he's making a lot of takedown moves, watch him, he might get sloppy and leave an opening if he gets in a hurry,” Miguel said.

Jason nodded again. There was a theory that Jason was not nearly as good at grappling as he was at striking. Not that he was an awful grappler – nobody with a weak grappling game could get anywhere as an MMA fighter. It was just too easy to take down another fighter and go to the grappling game. Strikers on the other hand, had a difficult time keeping a determined grappler from taking them down before they could get a good shot in.

“Might take a shot at giving him that surprise move we worked up if he doesn't get a lock on you,” Miguel said.

Jason nodded again. They had made plans, just as Carana had.

All too soon, the trainers left with the stool, and Jason got to his feet. He felt a lot better for the rest, eager to get back in the fight. He still wanted to smash Carana, who still wanted to smash him. Their blood was up.

The bell rang and they both headed for the middle. Carana skipped forward and went for a grapple. Jason backpedaled and took a shot at Carana's head, scoring a glancing blow which was the most you got at a pro MMA fighter most of the time. Carana's inertia drove Jason back into the fence, but instead of trying for a takedown, Carana backed off, turning away as if to break, but the turn-away quickly became a vicious reverse spin kick. Jason wasn't able to duck out of it, but he did get a fist up to block it. The force of Carana's kick knocked Jason's hand back into his head and sent him staggering back.

It was an incredibly powerful blow. The long windup and speed of the spin generated tremendous impact. Jason, while not really seeing stars, was caught off balance and he staggered.

Carana saw Jason's stagger, sensed weakness, and came at Jason full speed, raining down jabs on Jason's head.

Jason got his gloves up to block Carana's jabs as the crowd roared in the background, excited after a very evenly matched first round.

Kim's eyes were huge as she watched. Bobbi and Christine had been all over her during the break between rounds, and she'd been writhing helplessly in her chains as they molested her. But when the fighting started they let up and Kim's heart was back in her mouth. Everything was insanely intense. And deep in her heart, Kim loved every second of it.

Jason fended off Carana's attack and when Carana lowered his left shoulder to throw an uppercut, Jason was able to score a clean hit with a right jab to Carana's face. Carana's head rocked backward as he went with the blow to dissipate its force.

It was Carana's turn to stagger backward and Jason's turn to charge forth, fists blazing, hammering at Carana, who had his gloves up and backpedaled just as Jason had. The crowd roared anew, the match had them enthralled. They were not as enthralled as Kim, but it probably wasn't possible to be as enthralled as Kim.

Jason wasn't able to break through Carana's guard and once again they were dancing about, throwing jabs and looking for their next move.

Jason remembered what Miguel had said and danced to the left and threw a kick, then moved back. Carana wasn't able to block the kick, he just took it and came on.

So Jason moved left and threw another kick. Once again, Carana didn't manage to block the kick but kept coming.

When Jason moved left and kicked at Carana again, he ducked out of the way easily and sent a shot at Jason's body, but Jason was far enough out that the blow didn't have much juice. Carana kept on coming however and kicked at Jason's leg. Jason moved to block it, but the kick was a feint, and instead of following through on it Carana whirled and threw a reverse elbow at Jason's head.

Jason was caught by surprise, he had no time to block and instead went with the force of the blow. Carana's elbow smashed into Jason's face and opened up a cut on his lip and left his whole face numb. Carana stopped the spin and then stepped in toward Jason with a sharp jab.

Jason ducked the jab, his face numb but the brain behind it still sharp. Instead of countering with strikes of his own, Jason reached out, grabbed Carana's arm and then dropped to the ground, still holding Carana's arm as fully as his gloved hands permitted.

Carana was surprised by the move – he hadn't expected a takedown move from Jason. Jason pulled Carana down on top of him. Carana let him do so, looking to land atop Jason and work his way to a winning hold.

Jason however rolled to the right as he fell and pulled Carana's arm in close to his body. Carana was forced roll with it but Jason stopped his roll once he was on his side, and it was at that point that Carana discovered that Jason had an armlock on him.

Carana twisted and writhed to get out of the armlock, but Jason has his legs planted firmly against Carana's back and he had both hands wrapped around Carana's wrist and he began pulling and with the leverage provided by his legs, dislocating Carana's elbow was a distinct possibility, in fact, a virtual certainty.

Jason knew he had plenty of time here and he pulled hard on Carana's arm, knowing it hurt like hell. (Jason knew from experience, like most MMA fighters, he'd been armlocked.) Jason slowly increased the armlock, extending Carana's arm, giving him time to tap out before his elbow was dislocated.

Carana did not want to tap out. He wanted to win the match. But at this point, he had no choice. It was either lose the match without a dislocated elbow, or lose the match with a dislocated elbow. Carana tapped out, and referee grabbed Jason's hand, and Jason let go.

He had won the match.

Jason carefully rolled to his feet (no sense in dislocating Carana's elbow by accident) and ran around the cage, arms raised, whooping with insane glee.

Carana laid on the mat as his trainers rushed in to help him.

Jason's trainers rushed in and joined Jason's whooping. He had won the match! He had won the match! He was filled with insane energy and he just grinned, all that focus gone.

Jason took a moment to shake Carana's good hand before he left … Carana was a good guy but that was the way it went in MMA.

Jason and his trainers walked back to the prep area and started prepping Jason for the bout with the winner of Agadmator versus Gronk.

Kim watched Jason bouncing around the ring and realized that he had won, and that he was unhurt! Her whole being surged with pleasure and joy at that realization. She had known he would win! (She had known no such thing.) And he wasn't hurt! The pleasure was so intense it was like an orgasm and considering what Bobbi and Christina had been up to it might have been an orgasm, it was really hard to tell. And it didn't matter either – Jason had won, that was all that mattered!

Kim hadn't seen exactly what Jason had done to win the match – grappling could be hard to figure out even when you had a clear view, with all those arms and legs going everywhere. Kim hadn't had a clear view of the final grapple because Carana's body had been between her and Jason. She was just glad he'd won.

Christina and Bobbi got a lot more vigorous and involved in molesting Kim and suddenly she was moaning and squirming at full gallop, and not just because they were molesting her. It was also because the sheer relief and pleasure at Jason's victory flooded her mind with joy and that let the sensations Bobbi and Christina were creating come flooding through her mind.

In a very short time, Bobbi and Christina had Kim to the point of orgasm, but they didn't take her all the way there. They backed off, sometimes even giving her little slaps and pinches to bring her away from an orgasmic buildup.

And as hot as she was, and Kim was burning hot with sexual pleasure, Kim wasn't entirely unaware of what was going on. Almost every screen in the arena was showing her as soon as Jason and Carana had left, and Kim couldn't help taking sly glances at the screens as she writhed in ecstasy, to see how she looked. And she looked great, she fucking saw to that.

It didn't hurt that Christina and Bobbi were also unusually attractive. High-cheeked and with pointy, foxlike chins and big, expressive eyes, they often outshone the beauty of the prize girls (but not tonight). Having two such beauties to set off Kim's beauty really made the images on the huge screens arresting. Most of the time, the sights to be seen in a prize girl cage were pretty good pornography. But this was absolutely iconic pornography. Kim's body straining against the chains, twisting and writhing as Bobbi and Christina beautifully and relentlessly aroused her, was a glory to see. Kim’s visual glory was heightened because the prize girl cage had included a LOT of lighting, allowing for dramatic lighting, or intense lighting, or soft lighting, depending on what the director wanted. (Yes, the prize girl cage had a director, who communicated to Bobbi and Christina through tiny earpieces they wore and who also controlled the lights and cameras. The videos of prize girl events sold well, though it annoyed the mall to no end that they were inevitably classified as porn.

While Kim writhed, Jason lay on a table in the prep room and got his body repaired. It was not in bad shape, for a body that had just been through an MMA bout. The cut lip was a concern, but easily attended to. No stitches were required, just a careful application of a “liquid bandage” that the fighters jokingly called “super glue.”

This was a definite canard … the liquid bandage did not contain super glue, though it held flesh in place like super glue did. It also contained antibiotics and pain killers. Jason wouldn't be able to feel anything on that portion of his lips for a while, but given what they'd been through, this was not a problem.

The arena mall had a licensed nurse who worked with MMA fighters, Sabrina Cheshire, to tend to Jason. Her first act was to check Jason for signs of a concussion. He had taken a few head shots in the match, and Cheshire knew well that it didn't necessarily take a knockout shot to for there to be a concussion. But Jason's pupils dilated properly when she shone a light in his eyes. His eyes tracked her finger very well. He knew his name and where he was, so she went with no concussion for the moment.

Cheshire also checked Jason's joints carefully, particularly his hands, flexing them and asking him to tell her if he felt pain. She found no breaks or severe strains, just the sort of minor damage you might expect after a match. Like most pro MMA fighters, Jason was a tremendous athlete who had trained carefully for years, and his body was well adapted to the kind of punishment an MMA bout entailed. Mostly Cheshire just rubbed a pain-killing ointment into Jason's more abused joints.

She also gave Jason a big dose of oxycontin. The only reason Cheshire was willing to do so is that she had access to his full medical history and knew he had no history of drug abuse or heart conditions that contraindicated strong pain killers.

Cheshire also massaged a few areas where she thought Jason's muscles seemed a little tense. But basically, Jason was sound.

“Match is coming up!” Miguel said. He and the trainers had left Cheshire to her work and hung out in the rest area.

Jason looked inquiringly at Cheshire.

“Head on over, you're good to go,” said Cheshire. “But let me know if you experience any tiredness, dizziness or nausea, anything like that.”

“Yes ma'am,” Jason said politely.

Cheshire nodded, and there was just a hint of cynicism in her nod. She knew these fighters. Neither hell nor high water would keep them out of the arena. She was pretty sure Jason wouldn't tell her about any nausea or dizziness unless it was enough to make him barf and/or pass out. If you were the sort of person who wasn't willing to take risks with your body, you didn't become an MMA fighter in the first place.

Jason walked over to the TV monitor area where his crew had him sit in a big, comfy chair in front of the set, while they drew up smaller chairs or stood around him. They were watching the prelims.

“Gronk looks pretty good considering all the sweating he's been doing,” said Davey, a trainer.

“He's been hydrating like crazy and carb-loading, too, ever since the weigh-in,” Miguel said. “Has to feel good after all that sweating and dieting. How you feeling, Jason?”

“Pretty good, so far,” said Jason. “I'm waiting for the pain killers to take effect, but Carana never got a clean hit with any hard shots, so … not too bad.”

“That drop and lock trick worked pretty good there,” Miguel said. He'd been the one who thought it up and worked with Jason to develop it.

“Hell, yes, I owe you big time for that,” Jason said, publicly acknowledging his debt to Miguel.

“Agad looks badass,” said Guerrera, another trainer.

“Yeah, he's bulked up a little, and it's all muscle,” said Davey.

“Gonna need it against Gronk,” said Miguel.

The crew was utterly uninterested in the introductions, though several had friends on Gronk's or Agad's teams and they liked watching them on television. But then the referee sent the fighters to their corners and the whole crew got VERY intent on the match, including Jason. Jason was sure Agadmator and Gronk’s crews had watched his match with Carana and picked both of their fighting styles apart.

Now it was Jason and his team's turn. Everything that happened onscreen was a clue that could lead to victory in Jason's next match.

“Fight!” said the referee, and Agad and Gronk came out of their corners.

Agad started out the round with a spectacular front kick, leaping into the air and taking a shot at Gronk's head. Gronk saw it coming and ducked out of the way. Agad's leap sent him into the mesh, but instead of stopping there he braced his foot and kicked himself away from the fence, landing several feet from it, facing Gronk.

Gronk stepped toward Agad and launched a quick left, which Agad blocked as he squared off, one arm extended toward Gronk.

“He's doing a MacGregor,” Miguel muttered, referring to an earlier MMA fighter who had been successful with such a stance. It helped MacGregor get the range of his opponent and also served as a way of blocking blows easily.

Gronk wasn't disconcerted by Agad's stance, he launched a kick at Agad's leg. Agad skipped out of range and Gronk followed with a flurry of jabs. Agad blocked the jabs, giving ground, then launched a series of jabs of his own, finishing with a kick.

Gronk blocked the jabs and took the kick on the meaty upper thigh of his leg. He took advantage of the brief opening created by Agad's kick to get in a solid body shot. Agad rolled with it, then squared up again and launched a combination.

Gronk, instead of defending, launched a flurry of jabs.

This had the crowd screaming as the two fighters stood toe to toe and exchanged blows.

“Going for the quick win,” Miguel observed. “You put the pressure on them with that two-round win.”

Jason nodded. Winning in two rounds had all sorts of advantages for him. It meant he was less worn out. And it meant that Agad and Gronk were both under more pressure to end their fight early so neither would be too worn out when it was time to fight Jason.

The fighters stepped back after a few moments, unable to keep up the brutal pace. Both had gotten in some hard shots on the other, but nothing decisive. Now they circled and jabbed just as Jason and Carana had in their bout, not giving anything up and looking for an opening.

Gronk went for a takedown and Agad was not able to avoid it, and both fighters wound up on the mat in a flurry of arms and legs.

The trainers and Jason and Miguel watched silently. Nothing really needed to be said, but you could feel the pleasure radiating from the group as the grappling went on. Nothing wore you down like grappling. It looked easier than striking, but both fighters were using every muscle in their bodies as they struggled to gain an advantage. And the more of that they did, the better it was for Jason.

Neither fighter was able to get a decisive armlock or chokehold on the other and after a while Agad slipped out of Gronk's grasp and they were back on their feet for more sparring.

Both fighters moved easily as they sparred. They were not exhausted. The rest of the round consisted of alternating sparring and grappling, mostly grappling as Gronk was very good at it, coming from a wrestling background.

Gronk wasn't good enough to secure any long-lasting advantage against Agad however. Agad kept breaking out of his holds.

When the round ended, everybody started talking at once.

“Gronk's gotta be tired, he had three shots at grappling with Agad and couldn't close the deal once,” said Davey.

“I noticed that Agad seems to be dropping his shoulder just a little when he goes for an uppercut,” said Miguel. “Gronk's cornermen will have noticed, too, and they’ll be telling him about it.”

“Agad did a lot better in those grapples than I would have expected,” said Guerrera. “If you had told me three grapples in the first round, I would have guessed it meant a win in the match for Gronk. But I'm not even sure Gronk won the round.”

“It sure looked even to me,” Miguel agreed. “The judges may give it to one of them, but not by more than a single point, I bet. Hell, Agad was the aggressor more than Gronk was.”

“That's Agad's technique, though,” said Guerrera. “Get in early and overwhelm, get a psychological edge by putting your opponent on the defensive, and maintain it through the rest of the match.”

“Don't think that's gonna work with Gronk,” said Miguel. “I'm not sure he has a psychology.”

Everybody laughed. Gronk was a nice guy until he got in the ring. Then he got a little scary. The consensus was that in the very early days of MMA fighting, when the contestants were sometimes/often total amateurs, Gronk would have scared some fighters right out of the ring without having to lay a glove on them. Among seasoned MMA fighters like Agad, Carana and Jason, he was just another competitor – a dangerous competitor, to be sure.

“Gronk does not appear to be weak or tired at all,” said Miguel. “Just the first round, of course.”

“I'm fine with finding out if he's tired in the fifth round,” said Jason.

“Yeah, that would work,” Miguel agreed.

With Agad and Gronk offscreen, the TV was now showing Kim being molested, and Miguel had quickly and discreetly changed the channel. Jason had agreed that watching Kim get molested by tormentor girls would only be a distraction, and not a good one. Guerrera was standing behind the group, watching the coverage of the bout on his phone, so he could let everyone know when the fighters were once again engaged.

“Fight's on,” Guerrera called and instantly the monitor switched to show the ring, and everyone's eyes were riveted on the screen. The second round proved to be another desperate battle, with both fighters pulling out all the stops and putting all their energy into defeating the other. Gronk managed to blacken Agad's eye, and Agad got Gronk's nose bleeding, minor injuries in both cases as the damage to Agad's eye wasn't enough to make it swell shut and destroy his ability to see in three D, perhaps throwing his aim off. And the damage to Gronk's nose was messy but harmless.

When the round was over there was an almost palpable air of relief in the room. The big fear was that Agad or Gronk might score an early-round knockout in the first round and wind up facing Jason relatively unhurt and rested.

Clearly, that wasn't going to happen now.

Kim found the second round much like the first round … restful. The tormentor girls laid off her during the fight, just idly caressing and kissing her now and then, but not doing much more than that because no one was watching them or Kim and they knew it. And when it had been Jason fighting, Kim had been deeply involved, but as she really didn't care who won this fight, she was able to watch it as entertainment. She secretly hoped the two of them would knock each other out, leaving Jason the undisputed champion without having to fight either of them.

But she didn't have much hope for that, since when she'd brought it up to Jason he'd said that ties were very rare, almost nonexistent, in MMA fighting.

Still, it was nice to just lie there after the storms of emotion and sensation that had filled her when Jason was fighting. Kim made a point of lying there beautifully of course, keeping an eye on the one monitor devoted to her at the moment. She was amazed that her hair and makeup had held up so well.

Between bouts was another matter, of course. Bobbi and Christina had learned her body's responses during the match between Jason and Carana, when Kim had been too preoccupied with the match to hide her reactions. Now they had her zeroed in and they ran her body like the expert sex fiends they were.

(Tormentor girl work paid well, but was too occasional to survive on, except that the publicity it generated led to all sorts of sexual gig work, which some might describe as prostitution, but which practically no one was interested in prosecuting. So Bobbi and Christina were indeed experts. They got tons of work between matches, more than they could handle, and so well paid, mostly from horny guys, though they occasionally did shows at kinky venues.)

Between rounds they edged Kim relentlessly, knowing what turned her on quickly and what turned her on slowly, and what turned her off quickly and what turned her off slowly, and doing the appropriate thing at the appropriate time to keep Kim exactly where they wanted her, sexually speaking.

Jason had done some edging with Kim, but he wasn't nearly as good at it as the tormentor girls were. Kim wasn't sure if it was because they were women and understood her body in ways Jason just couldn't, being a man (and such a man!) or if it was just because they had had so much practice.

Plus, Jason tended to get tired of the edging at some point and would make her cum and then fuck her brains out. Which she absolutely loved. But there was something to be said for being kept on the edge of cumming like this for such a long time. She had heard that some women got the equivalent of blue balls (though “blue balls” had always struck her as a bullshit line guys used to make girls come across). Kim had never believed it, but now it seemed more credible. Her pussy felt like it was going to explode, but those vicious tormentor girls WOULDN'T LET IT!

It was a very hot experience and could only have been improved by having tormentor guys edging her.

When the bell for the third round rang, Kim was relieved.

Jason enjoyed watching the third round a LOT more than he had enjoyed watching the first two rounds, mainly because the painkiller had taken effect.

“I can't feel anything below my neck, or above it,” Jason said as the ref squared off the fighters.

“Great!” said Miguel. He was not sure it was great but anything to get Jason into the right frame of mind for his next fight and keep him there. He wasn't too worried about Jason winding up on cloud-cuckoo land during the fight. His opponent's first shot would get Jason down to business. Jason was a fighter, when he got hit, he focused.

Agad once again made a flashy opening move involving a spin kick followed almost immediately by a Superman punch. Gronk dodged the spin kick and tried to duck out of the Superman punch. It didn't land cleanly on his head but opened a cut on Gronk's cheek.

Gronk countered with a flurry of jabs and crosses and a front leg kick. Agad was able to fend off the strikes and another flurry of hard blows were exchanged.

Jason watched it all, smiling. Wearing each other down. All for him. So nice. Well, that and the painkiller.

The rest of the match devolved into either dancing around taking shots, hoping to score a clean hit that would give an advantage, and takedowns, followed by desperate grappling. Gronk very nearly got a rear naked choke on Agad and Agad got a kick to Gronk's abdomen that staggered him for a moment, but once again, no one was able to break through and when the bell rang both fighters headed for their stools, looking grim.

“Three rounds, yeah!” yelled Guerrera, echoing everyone's thoughts. There was no doubt about it, Jason was going to have a considerable advantage over whomever he fought.

“I think Agad might just pull this one out,” Miguel said. “He's looking a lot tougher than I remember him being.”

“Been going toe to toe with Gronk for three rounds, yeah, he has def picked up his game,” Jason said. “I might wind up fighting him.”

The prospect did not bother Jason at all. He felt like he could fight anybody. Especially anybody who had been fighting for three rounds.

Cheshire came by to check Jason out several times, but each time left feeling better about his recovery. He seemed alert and aware of his surroundings. She was just glad she wasn't in charge of patching up Agad and Gronk. They were going to be in rough shape.

“Agad is still dropping his shoulder a little bit, a little more the last round,” said Davey. “Gronk might nail him yet.”

“Hell yes,” said Miguel. “Crowd's getting their money's worth with this fight. Which means Jason can take the winner out in the first round and no one will complain.”

Jason grinned. “I sure wouldn't complain.”

“Plus, Gronk hasn't gone the distance in a long time, maybe not ever,” said Davey. “He might get tired.”

“None of Gronk's OPPONENTS have ever gone the distance,” Miguel corrected. “He might not get tired. He strikes me as having a ton of animalistic energy.”

“We all have animalistic energy,” said Jason. “Gronk just wears it on his sleeve.”

“Jason, Gronk's not wearing sleeves,” Miguel observed. “Those painkillers are working for you!”

“True,” said Jason. “I'm not complaining.”

“Gronk or Agad's gonna be doped up, too,” said Guerrera.

“Gonna be one happy fight,” Jason agreed.

“Round has started,” Guerrera said, still monitoring the fight on his tablet, and all eyes turned to the big monitor as the trainers departed the ring.

“Wonder what Agad is gonna try on this round?” Davey asked.

“He may have run out of tricks,” said Guerrera.

“Ha!” said Miguel.

“Five bucks says he starts with a trick,” said Guerrera.

“You're on,” Miguel replied.

Joshua grinned. You weren't supposed to bet on a match if you were involved in it in any way, even silly bets like this. But he wouldn't tell if nobody else did. And nobody else would.

At first it looked like Miguel would win the bet, Agad squaring off and launching a jab. Gronk blocked and sent out a right cross, Agad countered with a left cross and as Gronk moved to block it, Agad spun and threw a reverse elbow at Gronk's face.

“There's the trick!” Guerrera called.

“Damn,” Miguel muttered.

Gronk ducked back and only caught part of the elbow, but instead of squaring off he launched a counterattack, giving Agad a hard kick to the calf. The kick hurt Agad, he staggered back, and Gronk followed, launching a flurry of jabs. Agad got his gloves up and retreated. Gronk's energy ran out and Agad countered with a hard right that sent Gronk back. And suddenly the two of them were going at it toe to toe, hardly bothering with defense, each determined to down the other quickly as possible.

But it was not to be. The fighters were too evenly matched. The flurries slowed down and the old strike and duck game returned. Both fighters looked tired now.

Later in the round, Gronk got a takedown on Agad. It was ugly stuff, no brilliant move, he just closed off the ring on Agad while sparring and then suddenly lunged at him, pinning him against the fence, then throwing him down.

But the throwdown had an unexpected side effect, Agad's head bounced off the mat hard, temporarily stunning him. Gronk saw this and was galvanized, he rolled atop Agad, leaving all sorts of openings, but Agad didn't use them because he was stunned, and suddenly Gronk was raining blows down on his head.

Agad covered up as best he could, but a couple of the early blows had gotten through, and Agad wasn't sure where his fists were, or where Gronk's fists were.

Gronk knew exactly where his fists were and he rained blows down on Agad's head until suddenly the ref threw his body between Gronk and Agad, ending the match.

Gronk had won!

He jumped to his feet and ran around the ring with his arms raised in the air, joyous and full of energy in victory.

But Jason and his crew were not fooled. They knew he would collapse on the training table as soon as he got into his prep room. Agad had made the fight much longer and closer than most of Gronk's fights ran. He was going to be tired and beat up.

Jason's chances of beating him had gone up considerably, thanks to Agad.

“Feelin' all right?” Sabrina asked, checking Joe again.

“A little thirsty,” Jason said. “Otherwise, fine. You did a great job on me.”

Thirty seconds later there were three water bottles being offered to Jason. He laughed and grabbed one. Staying hydrated was important in a match. Eating, less so. With all the blows you took to the abs, eating a lot could make you throw up during a match, and the ref would call it in your opponent's favor because of the choking hazard. (Some fighters always made a point of making themselves throw up prior to a match. Most just watched what they ate on fight day.)

They'd have a long wait for the match between Jason and Gronk. Officially half an hour but with all the hoopla and stage business, more like 40 minutes. It was an attempt to give the winner of the second bout a chance to fully recover before he had to fight the winner of the first bout. Longer would have been better, but the crowds got restive if they had to wait too long.

To keep the crowd entertained, arenas had tried a variety of things. Of course, the prize girl showed up on a lot of screens, but dancers, singers, jugglers, acrobats and comedians had all been tried.

Strangely enough, comedians seemed to work best at holding the crowd's attention and keeping them in a good mood, especially the ones who worked blue. It made sense – the fights tended to get audience members keyed up and laughing took things down a notch.

A prize girl match was considered an excellent venue for comedians, with all those audience members, the pay was topnotch.

So while Kim writhed orgasmically in the grip of Bobbi and Christina (she was their toy now, they had her totally dialed in) Nikki Frazier kept the crowd going. She was one of the top comedians in the country, her work was extremely sexy but also absolutely hilarious, especially to a liquored-up, cranked-up arena audience.

Frazier was a tall, lissome blond in that hazy late twenties-early forties age that women in the entertainment industry seemed to be able to maintain for decades thanks to modern medicine and cosmetics. She had a smooth, tanned complexion that went very well with her long blonde hair. Her eyes were bright and lively and her mouth always seemed to be on the verge of breaking out in a sly smile, and frequently did so.

She paced restlessly across the stage as she spoke into the microphone that let her voice fill the arena.

“I don't know about you other ladies, but I envy the hell out of prize girls,” she said. “All that attention! I mean, you may be listening to me, but I know what you're looking at! You wouldn't have to chain ME up to get me up there … well, you wouldn't HAVE to, but I'd probably ask them to, you know … just so I don't look like a total slut. Can't have that!”

The arena roared. Frazier's style had a way of inviting the audience into her monologue, giving them a feeling of being smart, sexy and pretty like her. The guys just liked that she was smart, sexy and pretty and talking about sex without pretending she didn't like it.

“If I were in those chains, I'd look around and think, “Oh shit, they're still watching … what the hell do people find so fascinating about a naked woman in bondage having orgasms?” Frazier continued. “I've found myself in Kim's situation a few times actually, but never as a prize girl. I'm not sure exactly how it happened, but I think my drink was drugged. And yeah, you have to be impressed at the implied compliment there … he could have drugged ANY girl's drink, but he drugged MINE. I'M the girl he's willing to risk a felony rap to fuck! Now THAT'S commitment!”

The audience roared some more, she had them.

“I would be fine with being an arena prize girl, that's glamorous, but you know what would be the worst, like the exact opposite of that?” Frazier asked. “It would be being a fisherman's prize girl. Because you know fishermen. No matter how hot and sexy you were, when people talked about you, they'd say, “Sure, she's nice and all, but you should have seen the one that got away!”

Frazier easily continued in this vein for half an hour, and she had the crowd in the palm of her hand after the first five minutes through to the end. Kim, who caught snatches of Frazier’s set between near-orgasms, found that Frazier's humor made her feel better about being out on display like a sex beast. Frazier somehow made Kim feel more human, not some weird living sex prize. (Not that there was anything wrong with that!) It was just nice to feel more human, even if she was trying to be inhumanly sexy and beautiful at the moment, and doing a pretty fair job of it to judge by the monitors.

Between Nikki, Bobbi and Christina, Kim was kept very occupied for the next 45 minutes, and she was surprised, amused and horny when Jason was announced and walked out to the ring. Kim’s attention rapidly focused on Jason because she was horny after all and he was a proven solution to all her horny needs. Also, she loved his silly ass.

Then Gronk was introduced. He came out looking just as energetic as he had at the beginning of his prior match.

And Jason looked as good as he had at the beginning of his prior match. Kim had not discussed what the routine was between matches, but judging from the results on both Jason and Gronk, it was an unholy combination of drugs, massage and ungodly martial arts therapies that involved dislocating joints and bones and such, and were better left unknown to the non-fighting world, Kim suspected.

Sort of like what went on in the ladies' room of any popular singles bar on date night, only less intense.

“And now, for the final event of the evening, we have the winner of Brickman vs. Carana, Jason “Suuuper Duuude Briiiickman!!!” cried the announcer. “He'll face the winner of Gronkowski vs. Agadmator, Rooooock “The Beast” Grooooonkowskiiii!!!!”

The crowd erupted into applause and cheering, ready for the big bout of the night. The stadium served beer, wine, vodka, whiskey, a selection of cocktails, pot and hash. The audience mostly drank, as fighting was not for the mellow. (Several fights had already broken out among the more drunken members of the audience and the participants apprehended and hauled off to the arena's capacious drunk tank. Several guys had also made attempts at getting at Kim and/or Bobbi and Christina, for purely sexual reasons, but were stymied by the cage and by a few plainclothes mall cops salted among the crowd members. (The cage was actually for Kim's protection rather than to keep her from escaping.)

They were a very excited crowd, in fact, many of them were way past excited, excitement was just a dot in the distance for them. The match between Gronk and Agad had really wound them up.

“Fight!” shouted the umpire and suddenly Jason was there staring at Gronk, who somehow looked larger in real life than he did on the screen, and more intimidating, too, circling and advancing to the center of the ring with that pure predator look in his eye.

Well Agad had held up against that predator for four fucking rounds, and that thought kept Jason cool and on point. And Gronk's first jab, along with rattling Jason's bones, also got him focused on the fight. Jason throw a hard right at Gronk's cheek, right where he'd been cut. Gronk blocked it easily, but put a tad too much effort into the block. He didn't want to get hit there. Good to know.

The opening of the fight was Gronk and Jason probing each others' defenses, looking to see if the shots they'd taken in their earlier bouts had stuck with them. And mostly, the answer was no. They had both recovered well, trained athletes that they were.

Jason began moving around the ring fast, jabbing and striking and kicking and dodging out of range just as fast as he could. The one undeniable fact of the previous bout was that Agad had made Gronk fight hard for four rounds. That had to have worn him down. So Jason's best tack was to make Gronk work hard and get even more exhausted, more vulnerable. If Gronk wanted to defeat Jason, Gronk would have to catch him first.

Gronk immediately figured out Jason's plan … undoubtedly, he and his team had hammered out a strategy for Jason going evasive, and Gronk put it into operation. He systematically moved to cut the ring off from Jason, and because Jason didn't want to engage, he had an advantage there. It's the flaw in trying to hide in a tiny, enclosed ring.

When Gronk got Jason trapped he made a takedown attempt via a leg sweep intended to knock Jason off his feet.

Jason was knocked sideways by the sweep, but managed to keep his feet, stumbling back into the fencing. Gronk charged forward, and Jason aimed a right cross at his chin. Gronk got his head down and the blow bounced off his skull and he managed to get a grip on Jason's waist.

With a good grip on Jason, Gronk climbed to his feet, forcing Jason further backward into the chain links as he did so. Jason tried to roll with it and get free, taking a couple of shots at Gronk's head as he did so.

The shots proved a bad idea, because Gronk focused entirely on upending Jason and he was able to get him balanced on one foot and an instant later, Jason was balanced on no feet, driven to the mat by Gronk.

Gronk and Jason tangled, Gronk looking to get a lock on Jason, while Jason struggled to escape.

Kim watched the match, her eyes big, her heart having resumed its usual perch in her mouth when Jason fought. She had no idea what was going on when they grappled, most of the time. That made it scarier, because at any moment Jason could lose (or win, but that wasn't what scared her.)

Then again, Jason had told her that fighters rarely killed each other while grappling, they just broke things. Mostly fingers, arms and legs. Which beat sudden death.

But Kim wanted Jason to win with all her heart.

Jason was surprised to find that he was able to eventually muscle his way out of an attempted arm lock and roll back to his feet. He had not expected to be able to out-muscle Gronk in any way during the match. Gronk was known for his strength.

Jason managed it, and not just because he had trained so hard for this match. Agad had worn Gronk out.

Jason scrambled to his feet with renewed confidence. Gronk was tired, and Jason wasn't. Well, Jason might be tired, but he sure didn't feel it. He advanced on Gronk and launched a right cross at him, then skipped back as Gronk tried to close, giving Gronk a shin kick for good measure.

Gronk responded with a left jab followed by a right hook. Jason blocked the jab, ducked the hook, but the hook was a feint and the shin kick that followed kick caught him full on on the front of his shin, making Jason dance backward. Jason launched a right jab at Gronk as he did so that connected, but Gronk went with it so it didn't faze him. But it at least slowed Gronk's charge, giving Jason some room to start his dance and jab routine again, wearing Gronk down more.

The first round ended on more dancing and jabbing and when Jason got back to his stool Miguel and the guys were full of encouragement.

“You are wearing the hell out of him, good going, Jason,” said Miguel. “Keep it up, I'd be surprised if Gronk gets to Round 3. How you holding up?”

“Fine,” said Jason.

“Great, you keep making that bastard work and giving him good shots and sooner or later he'll make that mistake and you'll crush him,” Miguel said. “Just watch the grapples, he's obviously figured he can win with a grapple.”

Jason nodded. He was doing things right. The only thing that bothered him was that Gronk had at no time seemed all that tired. Except, Jason had been able to muscle out of one of Gronk's locks.

Kim felt relief as the round ended with Jason unhurt. She wished Jason would hurry up and beat Gronk. Bobbi and Christina were driving her nuts. When their fingers moved across her body, or their tongues, they hit all her buttons, including a few she didn't know she had. All she could do was writhe in the chains and try to look beautiful. So she did that.

The second round started with Gronk seeming to be willing to play Jason's chase games, still trying to close off the ring on Jason but not making any takedown attempts. He seemed content to throw jabs and the occasional cross, and to kick at Jason.

This was puzzling, but it played straight into Jason's game of wearing Gronk down so he went with it, skipping and taking shots to Gronk's face and body.

This lasted for about a minute and a half. At one point Gronk squared up for another calf kick and Jason moved to block it and Gronk swiftly jabbed with his left. Jason ducked the jab and let Gronk's left sail past him, still blocking the calf kick. But instead of kicking, Gronk continued rolling with his punch and as he did so he flung up his right elbow in a reverse spin shot, and Jason didn't see it coming. It connected squarely with Jason's jaw and...

Out went the lights. Jason dropped to the floor, a puppet whose strings had been cut. Gronk didn't even bother to follow up, the way Jason had collapsed showed that he was out before he hit the mat.

The ref knew it, too, and he jumped in and protected Jason with his body while Gronk walked around the ring, arms raised. The ref raised his arm, signaling what everybody already knew, that the match was over. Victory was Gronk's!

Jason's crew came rushing out as soon as the ref called the match. Cheshire was there first, checking Jason's eyes, which were dilated to pinpoints. He was breathing well and his heartbeat was strong. Probably just knocked out by concussion, but she was taking no chances. She told Miguel to grab the stretcher and get Jason to the exam table in the prep room's first aid station. In seconds they had Jason on the stretcher and were hauling him out.

Kim's heart was trying to leap out of her mouth as she watched the crew hauling Jason off.

Jason started to revive as he was being carried out of the cage. His first thought once he realized what was happening (which took a moment or two) was that Kim would be worried sick. He raised his head, looked in the general direction of Kim's cage, and raised one hand, thumb up.

That took about all the gas Jason had left in his tank, and he laid his head and hand back down and let them haul him off. His clock had been cleaned, and he was in need of a reset.

Kim saw Jason's gesture and her heart surged with joy. He was all right! He was OK! And he was thinking about HER! What a guy!

A huge weight lifted from Kim's chest. Nothing that had been scheduled in the prize girl fight contest, including her being fucked by whomever, had really bothered Kim. She'd been fucked by a lot of whomevers, and these were a pretty hot group of whomevers to be honest. But she'd been scared at a very deep level that Jason would be hurt bad in the fight. Jason had told her that fighters almost never got killed or permanently disabled by fights. (“No one would do it if it were THAT dangerous,” he'd lied, and Kim had seen right through that one.) But there was that world … “almost.” It was an awful long way from what she wanted to hear, which was “never.”

Still, Jason was all right. A great weight was lifted from her shoulders.

Which was a good thing. She was about to get fucked by Gronk, and she needed to be fabulous while he did it. She had to make Jason's sacrifice worthwhile. And she would!

Gronk wasn't ready to fuck her right after the fight. All the blood was in the wrong places, all the wrong hormones were flowing through his body and his mind. And he hadn't taken the ungodly ibogaine/viagra/meth cocktail that ensured that any fighter would rise to the occasion if they were even the littlest bit straight, and maybe even if they weren't.

Gronk was quite straight – he had a girlfriend, in fact. Which made Kim feel better. If he'd only had experience fucking whores and groupies, he might not know HOW to fuck her properly. But a girlfriend of whatever sort probably indicated a sustained relationship, which meant he had some idea how to treat a woman he might see again someday. Kim hoped so, anyway.

When everyone left the fighting ring after the announcer proclaimed Gronk the winner, all eyes and monitors were on Kim, and Bobbi and Christina were on the job. This was their time to shine, and they demonstrated the mistressery they had developed over Kim's body during the course of the various bouts. They soon had her reduced to a whimpering, squirming, moaning animal in heat – aided and abetted by Kim herself, for it was her moment, too.


Chapter Seventeen

Claiming the Prize.

A small but significant portion of the arena crowd left, uninterested in the sex. They had only been there for the violence. Kim was a little disappointed to see them leave – after all, the whole point of the fights was the chance to have sex with HER.

The vast majority of the audience remained in the arena, some because they had an honest interest in the sex, and others because they had bet on the outcome of the sex as well as the fighting, and they wanted to see if their bets proved out. (The joke was that betting on the prize girl fucking was all about the over & under of the in & out.)

Christina at one point leaned over Kim and said softly into her hear: “I got a message from the prep rooms for you, honey. Jason is fine. Just a little concussion is all. No worries.”

Kim nodded and smiled her thanks, a bit surprised at the act of unscheduled kindness, but very glad of it. She had been sure Jason was OK.

Christina then went back to business, and she was all business, and so was Bobbi, and it was all Kim could do to remain self-aware enough to make sure she looked great while she squirmed beneath their probing, caressing, thrusting fingers and tongues. Fortunately, it was the only thing she had to do, and she did it.

On many occasions she felt herself on the verge of cumming, but Bobbi and Christina always sensed it and backed her away from the orgasm skillfully. Kim had no idea how they read her mind so well, but of course they were not reading her mind. They were reading her body, which was chained and helpless and totally at their mercy. They played her like a piano, only with no foot pedals involved.

After a timeless time of sexual arousal and frustration, Bobbi leaned forward and whispered, “Showtime, baby.” She and Christina freed Kim from the chains that held her wrists above her head, only to fasten them together behind her back.

It felt great to be able to lower her arms. Christina and Bobbi also removed the spreader bar from her legs, allowing her to close her legs, which also felt very good. They shackled her ankles together with a short chain, then they attached a leash to the ring in Kim's collar and slowly led her from her prize cage to the fighting cage, since Kim was forced to take tiny steps by her shackles.

Once she was in the fighting cage, they removed the leash and walked slowly out of the cage as the announcer said over the PA system, “Let's have a final hand for our tormentor girls, Bobbi and Christina! Bobbi and Christina, everybody!”

Bobbi and Christina waved to the crowd as thunderous applause greeted them. Clearly, everybody appreciated the job they had done on Kim. It was heartwarming, Kim supposed, but she wasn't sure what she should make of it that a stadium full of people so greatly approved of the women who had been molesting her for hours.

Then the crowd cheered again, and in fact roared with approval. Kim looked up at the monitors to see what was happening, and her eyes bugged out a little as she saw what it was.

It was Gronk, walking slowly but assuredly out to the fighting cage, waving to the crowd, not just with his arms, but with his huge erection, because he was stark naked.

Gronk had a huge cock, and it was fully erect, swaying from side to side as he walked and dipping up and down a bit, too.

And in addition to the huge cock, Gronk had huge, thick arms and big bulging legs, hell, big bulging EVERYTHING. It was quite impressive! But not quite so impressive to Kim, who had been having sex with a man with a physique on par with Gronk's – Jason. Jason wasn't quite as ripped and massive as Gronk, but he was definitely in the same class.

And all of Kim's experiences with Jason had been positive, and wonderful. So … she was not intimidated by Gronk. Since taking up with Jason, Kim had discovered that she found fighters in general very attractive. She liked them, well, most of them. Some were assholes, though she hadn't met any personally. But Jason and Miguel and Marcus had all warned her that some fighters were assholes and to be avoided, and she believed them.

Still, her first impulse on seeing a fighter was to smile, because she had been treated so well by the ones she knew personally. And so she smiled at Gronk when he entered the fighting cage, and Gronk smiled back at her, and something in Gronk's smile let her know everything was going to be all right.

Gronk was happy to see Kim smiling at him as well. He knew she was Jason's woman, so she wasn't afraid of fighters like some women were. But he had no idea how she would be feeling. He was sure she had wanted Jason to win really badly. She had probably convinced herself he would win. She might have been really upset or angry or fearful that it wasn't going to be her chosen guy fucking her. But that smile! It told him she was reconciled. And he was really glad of that, because he had no taste for fucking women who were not 110 percent in favor of being fucked by him. Because, being a fit, successful fighter, most women he hooked up were very happy to be hooking up with him. The women who liked fighters, liked fighters a LOT.

Gronk walked over to Kim and grabbed her leash and pulled her close until her face was almost buried in his massive chest.

“Your safeword is “glockenspiel” say it and I'll back off and find out what's bothering you,” Gronk whispered in her ear.

Kim nodded and smiled. She had been right, this was going to go well. But she was careful not to look too happy. She understood her role in the show she and Gronk were going to be putting on. She was the damsel in distress, so she had to act at least a little distressed.

Gronk saw her smile of agreement and understanding and knew she got it. Plus she was probably a horny bitch who liked to fuck. That was all right with Gronk: it was his favorite kind of woman.

Gronk nodded and put his meaty paw atop Kim's head and pushed down. Kim got the message and sank to her knees before him and his bobbing erection. She did so smoothly and easily, perhaps a little TOO smoothly and easily … clearly, she had had practice getting down on her knees with her feet hobbled and her hands fastened behind her back.

Gronk kept his hand on Kim's head and guided it to his cock. Kim acted timid and shy but she knew what to do when she was kneeling in front of a naked guy – she opened her mouth and let Gronk’s cock slide in. Gronk guided her head back and forth, careful not to pull her in too far and choke her on his massive cock, but appearing to be doing so carelessly. Kim knew better. She had been choked often enough by guys who got careless, she knew what that felt like. It didn't take a huge cock to choke her if a guy was careless, and a guy with a cock like Gronk's had to take extra care.

A surprising number of guys clearly did not care if they choked her. They tended to get ghosted by Kim. Some girls liked to be choked, but Kim was not one of them. And Kim did not need to put up with that shit.

For a short time she just knelt there and sucked Gronk's cock. It was hard to tell how she looked because she couldn't see any monitors, just Gronk's lower torso. But she had a feel for how she looked, and she managed to look great sucking his cock, which was not an easy task.

Gronk was fully viagraed up and a four hour erection was not out of the question, especially with someone as beautiful as Kim to fuck (not that his girlfriend Reya wasn't beautiful, but damn, Kim was hot). Gronk felt like he was going to cum soon, and maybe his cock would still be erect afterward, and maybe it wouldn't, but it probably wouldn't be much of a show for the arena either way. And Gronk had no illusions about who all this was for. It wasn't for him. It was for the arena crowd. The whole “criminal woman being punished” thing was just pretext.

Well the audience would have their show. He pulled his cock out of Kim's face and gave her a slap. It was a totally phony slap, no power at all behind it, and Kim went with it beautifully, eliminating any sting it might have but also making it look a lot harder than it actually was.

Kim then returned to her kneeling position, as if ready to take another slap or another slurp, but Gronk was not inclined for either. Instead he bent over and picked Kim up and slung her over his shoulder like a sack of sexy oats, and carried her to the prize girl cage, where all the toys were.

Kim could only sway from side to side as he walked and try not to nose dive into Gronk's butt, which was not her preferred sexual thing to do, but which would have been very easy as his butt was swaying in front of her face and her hands were cuffed behind her back.

Gronk walked to the center of Kim's cage and surveyed all the toys that were located there. There were a lot of them, tucked away in all eight corners of the cage.

There were also restraint devices built into the cage, subtly tucked away. If the device was too large or too badly placed, it could block the camera's view of her cage, and nobody wanted that. But it was good to be able to put the prize girl in all sorts of enticing and humiliating display positions, so the restraint devices were always designed to minimize blocking camera views.

The one that Gronk lighted on was a U-shaped bar made of lucite that was anchored firmly to one of the support bars that ran under the prize girl cage at its base. When Gronk pulled the bar out from the side of the cage, legs dropped from the corners of the U, also made of transparent lucite folded out and locked in place as they touched the mat, holding the bar suspended in the air.

There were loops and holes at various points along the U-bar and its supports. Gronk lowered Kim into his arms and then bent her over the U-bar. Kim was now facing out at the arena, her hands still pinioned behind her back, the center of the U-bar digging into her belly, but not painfully as it was thick and round and had soft foam pads wrapped around it in the middle, just wide enough for her hips.

Gronk grabbed Kim's right ankle and connected its shackle to a ring in the right brace via the shackle's pinhook. Then he did the same with Kim's left ankle shackle, and in seconds Kim was helpless and bent over the U-brace with her legs spread wide.

Gronk went to a corner and pulled out a ball gag that hung from the corner support. He wasn't all that kinky, but he'd been around enough to know how it worked. A lot of fighter groupies liked that stuff. And right now, Gronk was playing for time to let his cock settle down. He pulled Kim upright by her shoulders and then fastened the ballgag into Kim's mouth, buckling it tight behind her neck, and whispered in her ear, “Say “Glockenspiel.”

“Floffefeew,” Kim sputtered past the gag.

“I'll be listening for that,” Gronk said.

Kim nodded subtly. She wouldn't have to worry about making herself understood through the gag, Gronk knew what the word sounded like in gag speech now.

Gronk lowered Kim over the bar, leaving her dangling and helpless once more. Then he went to another corner and returned with a jeweled buttplug and some lube. He didn’t care for buttplugs either, or butt stuff generally. Like some fighters, Gronk’s sexual tastes were limited. He pulled the bunny tail plug out of Kim’s ass and tossed it into a corner. It wasn’t his job to clean that stuff up. Then he lubed up the jeweled buttplug and Kim's ass. He slowly shoved the jeweled plug up Kim's ass until it sank in and got properly lodged there.

The stadium cameras closed in tight as Gronk shoved the plug in, and when Kim's ass closed around its neck, applause broke out, along with some laughter. It was a funny thing to be applauding, for sure.

Kim, hanging upside down and looking back out at the crowd from between her own legs, upside down, tried not to grin. It was a strange situation to be in, to be sure.

Gronk was feeling calmed down. He still had a raging hard-on (better living through chemistry, indeed) but he wasn't feeling on the verge of cumming any more. So he grabbed Kim's hips and shoved his cock slowly and carefully up her pussy and started fucking her.

This had an immediate and powerful effect on Kim, who had been edged for what seemed like days by Bobbi and Christina, and her pussy felt like it was ready to explode, and Gronk had just shoved his fuse of love up her tunnel of explosives.

Gronk started working his ginormous cock in and out of Kim, knowing from experience that just cramming it in there and going at it full speed tended to overwhelm women, and not always in a good way. Kim's eyes crossed with pleasure as she hung upside down and swayed back and forth in perfect time to Gronk's thrusts and withdrawals.

Gronk worked her pussy faster and faster, slowly speeding up but speeding up just the same. The hundreds of staring upside-down faces that Kim could see from between her legs blurred into a single staring entity as the sensations Gronk was creating in her pussy filled her mind. Gronk was not doing any edging here. Gronk's mighty engine of love thrusting back and forth inside her soon had her building toward orgasm,

But instead of backing off when he had Kim on the verge, Gronk's blazing cock kept moving on at top speed, ramming back and forth, and Kim felt her pussy just oozing with love juices, and her mind almost gone, swamped by the pure raw lust that Bobbi and Christina had kept simmering inside her for so long.

It wasn't fair, it wasn't fair at all, the way Bobbi and Christina had driven her mad with lust while helpless, refusing to let her find relief in an orgasm. Now while Gronk fucked her, Kim had no defenses. They had been worn down by her tormentor's lips and fingers.

Of course, this was all very much by design. The prize girl was supposed to cum, and everything that could be done to make her the helpless toy of the victor had been done. And it had totally worked.

Kim’s first orgasm was an explosion of ecstasy which so completely overwhelmed her mind that she lost all sense of how she looked, which hadn't happened to her since her very first orgasms back in puberty times. She made strange moaning noises into her gag and her belly clenched hard on Gronk's cock.

Gronk was not nearly so affected. In fact, he was hardly affected at all. The painkillers ensured that. He had only gotten so excited by the blowjob because Kim, whose face was gorgeous all by its lonesome, was incredibly gorgeous with his cock sliding in and out of her mouth. A sight like that … Jesus, overwhelming.

But between the Viagra and the oxycontin, Gronk was not feeling a whole hell of a lot that was going on below his neck, much less in Kim's pussy. It felt good, sure … it felt great in fact … but that was about all he knew about how it felt. He felt like he could do this all night, and that it would be fun to do it all night. And with his level of fitness and the Viagra, he in fact COULD do it all night.

So when Kim started moaning and writhing and squirming on the bar she was draped over, Gronk just kept it up. That was his duty, after all, to keep it up.

Kim was intensely aware of the sensations in her pussy, in fact, it was all she was aware of. All the edging had had its effect, she was experiencing her orgasms as a series of explosions of pleasure in her mind, each one echoing and diminishing until the next came and wiped it out.

She was vaguely aware of the crowd cheering and applauding, of drool oozing out of her mouth to fall to the floor of the cage, of her hair swirling and swaying everywhere. She was not aware of the way her hands writhed in their restraints, the way her fingers arched with the intensity of the feelings that flowed through her, the animal moans and cries that were made somehow more animalistic by her gag, or the fact that despite her total lack of awareness of how she looked, she looked absolutely fantastic for someone who was bent over a bar with her hands tied behind her back and having her brains fucked out.

Most of the women who looked up at the monitor were envying the hell out of her, and the men were wanting to be the one fucking her brains out. She was a total success, and totally unaware of it.

Jason was unaware of it, too. He had told Miguel that if he lost he did not want to see or hear about Kim getting fucked, no matter how fabulously beautiful she looked while it happened.

Miguel, of course had told Jason that he was not going to lose. But he remembered what Jason had said.

Chelsea couldn't find anything wrong with Jason's vitals or his responses, and she reluctantly released him from the first aid room, on condition that he go to an emergency room if he experienced any dizziness or disorientation. (She also told Miguel and Marcus to keep an eye on Jason, and they did. They'd heard the scary stories about fighters who experienced delayed symptoms of concussion and ignored them.)

“What the fuck happened?” Jason asked when he walked out into the prep room's TV area, where Kim's fucking was not playing on the monitor. Instead there was a post-fight wrapup by one of the general news feeds, which meant no naked Kim images or descriptions.

“Reverse elbow smash,” said Miguel. “You never saw it coming.”

“Wait a minute, it's on right now,” said Guerrera, and sure enough, the monitor showed the moments leading up to the knockout, then the knockout in slow motion, with Gronk's massive elbow catching Jason's head cleanly and hard, and Jason suddenly going limp and dropping to the mat.

“I literally never saw it coming,” Jason said. “I have no memory of it, even.”

“Yeah, I've had a couple of KOs like that,” said Marcus. “I never felt them, never saw them, don't remember them … but they sure as hell happened.”

There were nods of understanding. It was actually a common feature of knockouts to forget the knockout.

“Did your best, though,” said Marcus. “Right up til the end, you were right there in it. It's just the breaks.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Jason said. Everybody in the room had been knocked out several times, either in matches or in sparring. They all knew that sometimes you just miss the threat for a split-second, and in MMA fighting, that's all it takes.

“I think it's about time we broke out the beers,” Jason said.

“No beers for you,” Miguel said. “You still got the painkiller in you.”

“Two beers for me,” said Jason, eyes closed. “Maybe just one. Might put me into a drugged stupor. I could use a good drugged stupor right about now.”

Miguel shook his head. Jason had had a concussion. And an opioid painkiller – maybe oxy, maybe a vike, he didn't know, but he knew you didn't mix opioids with booze.

But Jason was undergoing an experience that none of them had. He had lost the match – big deal, it was part of the game. But because he had lost the match, the guy who had knocked him out and won the match was now fucking Jason's girl in front of tens of thousands of fans, with millions more tuning in on video.

That was a special brand of suck, beyond anything most fighters ever experienced. Jason kept up a brave front, but he was a man and a fighter, and a pretty good one. Jason was trying to act all cool about it. But no one was that cool, in Miguel's opinion.

Which was why Miguel was kinda glad when he heard that Jason wanted to get into a drugged stupor. It would have been Miguel's choice, too. There were other things you could do and be a man about what was happening, but they tended to involve jail time and heartbreak. Though really the jail time and heartbreak route was the manlier route. But Miguel knew Jason would think that was stupid, and that he wouldn't give a flip about what others thought about his manliness. Which of course was very manly.

“Sure, let's have some beer,” Miguel said. “But no hard liquor.” He had to draw a line somewhere.

Miguel went and got a Michelob for himself and a Coors for Jason. They sat and drank and talked about their various fights and how they compared to past fights, and in about ten minutes the Coors was empty and Jason was snoring lightly, eyes closed. He seemed to be breathing good. It was the best that could be expected.

Another person who was making a point of not watching Kim's post-match activities was Katherine, Kim's mom. The mere thought of watching her daughter fucking squicked her a little, which was unusual. Katherine wasn't a prude by any means, but she had her limits, and watching her own daughter have sex was well outside those limits. She was fine with her daughter having a love life. She was fine with videos being made of her daughter having sex. She just didn't want to personally watch any of those videos.

Instead, she did what any smart mother would do when her daughter is being videotaped having sex: she looked hard at the numbers that were being generated by it. As she had hoped, and more to the point, planned, the number were great. A prize girl arena event generally generated enough tickets to fill about half of a good-sized arena like the Perlmutter Mall Arena. It generated about $1million when you added in refreshment sales, and about $5 million in streaming video sales (the big Kahuna) and then half a million to a million in DVD sales, depending.

It really wasn't a lot of money, but prize girl matches were cheap as hell. Plus they generated a lot of sales in the mall next door. (In fact, that was the original purpose of prize girl matches, to get people to come to the malls, which were getting hammered by online sellers.)

Kim's match had filled the 20,000-seat Perlmutter Arena to capacity. It had generated more than $30 million in streaming sales. (Somebody had been asleep at the wheel there. The huge gap between what most prize girl streaming vids made and what Kim's video stream was making was too big. It indicated the existence of untapped demand, not just the extra income that resulted from Katherine's tireless promotional efforts. Which meant there was a lot more money to be made from prize girl matches than was currently being made. Katherine was sure others would see this and that prize girl matches were going to change considerably, and soon. And here was Kim right at the forefront of that change. Very opportune.)

And of course, Kim was getting a nice slice of all that money her match was generating, though Perlmutter Arena Productions was getting the lion's share. However, Katherine had made sure that it was Kim's face and body and name that were associated with all the promotional materials for the event. Which meant Kim herself was being promoted as well.

And that was the key, as far as Katherine was concerned. She wanted to make Kim into a brand. And judging by the numbers, Kim was well on the way to becoming a brand. Kim's antics in the prize girl cage with Gronk (such a shame it hadn't been Jason) were going to cement her reputation as a very beautiful and sexy woman. Katherine didn't have to see it to know it.

Katherine also knew that, business-wise, her unwillingness to watch Kim's sexual performance and learn from it so she could use it more skillfully to build Kim's brand, was a weakness she had. She also knew that everyone had weaknesses. Successful people understood their own weaknesses and took the measures necessary to make up for their weaknesses. Which is why Katherine had hired a young public relations agent to handle that aspect of Kim's branding campaign. She would handle the more pornographic elements of Kim's videos and report back to Katherine on things like sales figures and promotional opportunities. (Katherine knew she could have gotten a male to do the same job very cheaply, and that a young male would put LOTS of enthusiasm into the work. But she didn't think younger men were capable of being objective about sex. A shame, but there it was. They just weren't capable of it, poor things.)

Her assistant would let Katherine know when Kim's fucking performance was over. Then Katherine would give Kim a call to make sure she was all right. (Katherine knew Kim would be all right, she had taken to boys, sex and public performance like a duck takes to water. But she also knew Kim would be expecting her to call. It was, after all, her big performance.)

Of course, there would be many more public performances ahead for Kim. Just none of them would involve outright nudity or hardcore sex.

After a timeless time of making Kim cum while bent over the bar, Gronk heard a tiny voice in the earpiece he'd been fitted with while in the recovery room/first aid station.

“Let's change her position,” the voice said.

Gronk didn't nod, but he did remove Kim from the bar and laid her on the floor. The change returned Kim’s presence of mind somewhat, and she made sure she was positioned artfully on the floor, her hips raised and her legs curled to accentuate her curves, her breasts slightly outthrust, her head lying on the floor, her eyes closed to slits, her mouth half open, the very picture of spent passion. She was a limpid puddle of womanly beauty.

“Does she do anal?” Gronk subvocalized. He and his manager had talked to the video director prior to the match and covered things of this sort, anticipating a win, but Gronk head forgotten that little detail. It had probably been knocked out of his head during the fights along with the piano lessons.

“Yes,” said the voice in the headphone. “But no messy stuff. Audience might not go for it.”

The director was thinking of how things would look on video.

So was Gronk. His early experience as a professional wrestler had taught him a lot about showmanship. Unfortunately, all of the knowledge he'd acquired about showmanship was useless in MMA fighting. If you postured for the camera your opponent would beat you senseless while you were distracted.

Showmanship worked beautifully with fucking, though, especially with Kim, who was so photogenic he could almost hear the cameras sighing in pleasure as they videoed her.

Gronk went to the side of the prize cage and pressed a button concealed in one of the corners. A rope with a ring tied at the end lowered from the nearly invisible supports that rose above the top of the cage. Gronk lowered the rope until it was almost to the floor. Then he undid the Kim's wrist cuffs from behind her back, and slowly and carefully brought them forward and attached them to the ring. His whole manner as he did so was commanding, authoritative. Kim was his prize for winning the fight, and his every look and gesture showed that he was claiming her.

And with his every move, his Viagra-inspired cock, still at full erection, bobbed like a metronome in time with his motions.

Kim remained on the floor in limpid pool of beauty mode. This was not to last. Gronk moved back to the corner and pushed the “up” button, and Kim was slowly pulled to her feet by the rope as it ascended.

When Kim was standing with her hands raised above her head Gronk pressed the button to make the rope stop.

He paused for a moment to look at her standing there, a pure vision of feminine physical beauty from the tiny feet that stood flat on the mat, to the sinuous curves of her legs and waist, to the fullness of her breasts, and most of all her face with her large eyes, curved lips and delicate features.

Gronk unhurriedly strode to a corner and found a length of rope and tied it to a corner support at about Kim's shoulder height. Then he walked back to Kim and grabbed Kim's ankle and lifted it into the air and ran the rope through the ring in her ankle cuff until he had her leg stretched at about the desired height, her foot about even with the bottom of her breasts. He tied the rope to the ring and left Kim balancing delicately on one foot. Then he picked up the foot she was balanced on, leaving her hanging by her wrists, and tied her other foot to a rope at the corner opposite her bound leg, at about the same height.

Kim now hung suspended in the center of the prize cage, her hands raised above her head, her legs spread wide on either side of her and raised slightly, her pussy and ass on full display, and of course looking beautiful.

“Great work,” said the director as she saw the various cameras feeding images of Kim's explicit beauty to her monitors.

Gronk ignored her. He needed to lubricate his cock. He walked over to Kim and shoved his cock into her pussy, then pulled it out, then rubbed his hand against her pussy while she squirmed in the ropes, the drool rolling down her chin. He rubbed his love juice-smeared hand on his cock, then ducked under her leg (just like ducking under a ring rope) and got behind her and slowly worked his cock up her ass.

Kim did a great deal of squirming at this point – Gronk's cock was ginormous. It was a chance to look sexy, squirming with her legs spread wide, her pussy gaping slightly, her hair shimmering in waves, her face strikingly beautiful even with the cock gag forcing her lips apart.

And she made sure her eyes popped wide open when he shoved his cock all the way in.

Once Gronk had his cock all the way in, he pulled it out, knowing that fucking up the ass had to be done even more carefully than fucking in the pussy. So he worked slowly and easily at first, listening carefully for the sound of “Floffofew” issuing from Kim's lips. But all he was getting was passionate moans and groans, so he cranked up the speed of his fucking.

And as he fucked Kim's ass, Gronk also fondled her breasts, since they were hanging out there, big juicy nipples just begging to be caressed and squeezed and pulled and stroked, and so he did that. He was nice that way.

And the crowd and the video director loved it.

Kim had done anal to make boys happy, mostly. She didn't have a clit or anything like that in her ass, so it didn't feel all that good. But Gronk's fingers on her nipples, though not as skilled as Bobbi and Christina's, were still very nice and good and she started getting streams of sexy feelings from them.

And she was all for that. Plus, being displayed like this, with her legs spread wide, was so sexy. She was so tied up, so gagged, so vulnerable, and she felt it, she felt it right in her pussy.

Then Gronk moved a hand down to her pussy and another hand down to her hips and began massaging her clit, and the skill with which he did it indicated that this was not the first clit he had ever massaged, not by a long shot. Kim moaned in pleasure as streamers of passion shot up from her pussy to her mind. Very soon, it was happening again. The multiple orgasms that had destroyed her presence of mind were happening again, the feel of Gronk fucking her ass and fingering her clit was so good. (She could feel his other hand at the bottom of her butt, subtly steadying her in the ropes and holding her up. What a guy!)

Soon Kim was once again just a writhing animal in Gronk's arms, swaying in the ropes and squirming, her body glistening with sweat in the lights, a sinuous vision of sexual pleasure on display.

Women who had never before considered being fucked in the ass reconsidered at the sight of Kim taking such obvious, deep pleasure from having her ass reamed. Men who had never wanted to fuck their women in the ass still didn't want to, but they'd do it if their woman asked and especially if it made her look like that. It was a vision that informed the audience about sexual pleasure in a way no sex education video ever had, or ever would. (Granted, sex education videos were generally against sexual pleasure.)

For the next hour or two Gronk tied Kim in several other ways that fully displayed her beauty and gave him easy access to the shimmering depths of her womanhood. Eventually, he picked up her poor, exhausted body and slung it over his mighty shoulder and left the prize cage, carrying her easily, clearly the victor in this event as well.

The applause that greeted their exit was thunderous. Sometimes prize girl claimings were short, disappointing events that were easily overshadowed by the fights that were their pretext.

But this had been a prize girl event that had set new standards for prize girl events. The video director actually got out of her chair and danced at the end of it.

And the manager of Perlmutter Mall Arena was so excited he could hardly count.

At the entrance to the prep rooms, he set Kim down.

“This is where we part ways,” said Gronk. “My girlfriend understand about the prize girl cage sex thing, kinda, but she's not understanding beyond that.”

“Oh, I totally understand,” Kim said, smiling up at Gronk. “And I want you to know that when people ask, I'll tell that that my heart belongs to Jason, but that you are a real man.”

“And I'll tell them that I love my girlfriend, but that you are all woman,” said Gronk, smiling back at her. They had somehow made friends while fucking each other in public having never set eyes on one another before. It was strange, not at all what either had expected, but it was nice. It helped of course that they both had good relationships with their lovers before their time fucking in public.


Chapter Eighteen

Aftermath

Kim headed over to the prize girl prep room and an attendant helped her take off the bondage gear. Kim then had a nice shower, rinsing off the smell of sex that had gotten very strong in the last couple of hours. Then she put on some clothes, a favorite blouse and slacks and shoes. She checked her makeup and hair and touched a few minor things up, but overall, she was amazed at how well her makeup and hair had stood up to the extreme fucking she'd just had. She had expected to look as if she’d been in a bomb blast, from the way it had all felt.

While she was making herself up she got a call from her Mom on her cell phone. (Kim's cell phone number was a closely guarded secret – there was a number for phone calls to her from the public that was handled by an answering service. It had about a thousand calls logged in the immediate aftermath of the event, plus some heavy breathers who called during the event.)

“Kim, just calling to see how you're doing,” said Katherine.

“I'm doing fine, Mom,” Kim said. “Gronk was a real gentleman.”

“Really?” Katherine asked.

“Yeah, I was surprised, he even gave me a secret safeword so I never felt, you know, out of control,” Kim said.

“That's great,” Katherine said. All she knew about safewords was a vague notion that they were good things. “I'm glad to hear he conducted himself well.”

“Oh, he conducted himself well in every respect,” said Kim meaningfully. “He's a fine man.”

“Wonderful,” said Katherine. “In other good news, the numbers for your event are just phenomenal. We are going to make a lot of money from this event alone, and even more down the road.”

“I'm glad it's working out the way we planned, Mom,” said Kim. “Right now, I'm worried about Jason, he lost his match and you know, the Gronk thing on top of that has to be rough for him.”

“Yes, it probably is,” said Katherine. “But if anyone can make him feel better about it, it's you. Go to him, honey.”

“I will mom,” said Kim. “And thanks for calling.”

“Sure honey, if there's anything I can do for either of you, just let me know,” said Katherine. “Love you.”

“Love you, mom,” said Kim, and they both hung up feeling that they'd reassured the other.

Kim headed over to Jason's prep room where she found Miguel and Marcus sitting watching a rerun of the fight with Jason lying on the sofa between them, sound asleep.

“Is Jason OK?” Kim asked softly.

“Oh, yeah, he's fine,” said Miguel. “The doc gave him some painkillers which are kinda strong, they knocked him out. It's pretty common.”

“Ah,” said Kim. “He normally doesn't take drugs, just vitamins and stuff.”

“Yeah,” said Miguel. “They hit you harder if you are not used to them. A good thing in this case, he's gonna be sore when he wakes up tomorrow. Which reminds me, Dr. Cheshire left some meds for Jason to take when he wakes up tomorrow, more painkillers and some steroids and stuff to help him heal faster.”

Miguel picked up a baggie with several pill bottles in it and handed it to Kim.

“Thanks, I'll see that he takes them,” Kim said, stuffing the pills in her purse. “How long do you think he's going to be out?”

“Probably all night, and a good thing,” said Miguel. “It'll help him heal.”

“Ah,” said Kim. “Could you help me get him into my car so I can take him home?”

“Sure,” said Miguel. “We got a spare stretcher we can wheel him out on. The security guys can show you where to park near the escape hatch.”

“The what?” Kim asked.

“It's an entrance to the prep room that has security guys guarding it,” said Miguel. “They'll keep the press off you.”

Kim nodded. Keeping the press away was a new thing for her, but she could see that Jason wasn’t in any condition to be interviewed, and she didn't really feel like being interviewed herself. She'd been through a lot.

With the help of the doorman at her apartment building, Kim was able to get Jason wheeled up to her apartment and into bed. Big tip and absolutely worth it.

She climbed into bed with Jason and he was still sleeping peacefully. She didn't want to wake him up. She had imagined they'd have wonderful make-up sex and she'd let him know she was still the Master of her heart. But apparently, not tonight. She got in bed with him and watched him carefully. His breathing was regular and deep, his heartbeat was strong, she could see it slowly pulsing in the sculpted planes of his neck. She snuggled up next to him and kept watching, and in a very short time, her breathing was deep and regular, and shortly after that, she was as asleep as Jason was.

“Did you get the number of that truck that hit me?” Jason mumbled when he awakened the next morning.

Kim, who'd been awake for an hour, watching Jason breathe and enjoying the warmth and contact of his body, said, “No, Master. But I got some meds to help you feel better.”

“That works,” said Jason. “Get them, mine.”

“Yes, Master,” Kim said, thrilling at his use of the term “mine.” It was a dead giveaway. Jason still claimed her. He still loved her, she still loved him. This was great.

Kim hurried off and got the meds and then had some fun playing nurse for Jason, who took the pills and then asked for a huge breakfast which Kim ordered in from a nearby restaurant. When it arrived, she played waitress.

And it was so wonderful, Jason appeared not to have lost ANY of that calm confidence he had always had, despite losing the fight.

After the breakfast was down and the painkillers hit, Jason fastened Kim's hands together behind her back and ordered her to suck his cock.

He didn't have to tell her twice, Kim was all over his cock, her eyes looking up at him adoringly. Jason took it as his due, as usual, but there was that gleam in his eye that told Kim all she needed to know about how much he was enjoying her. Jason came in Kim's mouth, she happily sucked it all down and then slid into his arms for some nice post-blowjob hugging.

She wasn't at all put out because Jason had cum in her mouth because she knew that for Jason, a blowjob to orgasm was just a prelude to sex. And the snuggling and fondling that followed tended to get Kim hot, in part because of the fondling and in part because she knew what was coming, and who was coming.

While they snuggled they talked about this and that, mostly their experiences during the event. Kim was pleased to hear Jason discussing his bout with Gronk in the same calm way he discussed his bout with Carana. It was very clear that both bouts were the same to him, he had just happened to have won one and lost the other.

It shouldn't have surprised Kim, she knew Jason well by now, but it DID surprise her, because it was so not how Kim thought a man's mind was supposed to work. They were supposed to care about winning above all else.

Kim was even more surprised and pleased to discover that Jason took her account of her prize girl activities quite calmly, in fact, he seemed disinterested. She had thought Jason would either absolutely not want to hear a word about them, or that he would be fascinated, but his response was more in the territory of “meh.” Kim would have totally understood Jason not wanting to hear a word, and she would have found fascination one of those creepy male things, but she didn't get his disinterest.

Well that was one reason she loved him. He had a way continually surprising her, without even trying to.

Then Jason ordered Kim to suck his cock again. She was all for that, and in very short order his cock was good and hard. Then he pushed her off his cock (she loved the way he manhandled her) and ballgagged her, because knew how she liked having things in her mouth. Then Jason ordered her to lie on the bed on her back, her hands still cuffed behind her.

Kim had no problem obeying that order, and when he tied her ankle cuffs to either side of the bed, splitting her legs wide apart, she was very glad of it. Then Jason climbed atop her and railed the living hell out of her, fucking her hard and unusually long, perhaps aided by the painkillers he'd taken earlier, just as Gronk had been.

Kim very quickly found herself cumming, moaning and writhing in her bonds, but not exactly as she had with Gronk, because she loved Jason, and she knew Jason loved her, and she was as happy as she could possibly be, and that made all the difference.

Jason used her hard, and long, and uncompromisingly, and hotly.

When Jason came after a time, he removed her gag and freed her ankles though he left her wrists fettered behind her back, because he knew she liked being in bondage. He cuddled up to her, which Kim loved. She had needed this so bad, somehow. Now she felt right.

“That was nice,” Jason said.

“Yes, Master,” Kim said, her voice honeyed with pleasure.

“I could tell you needed it,” Jason said smugly.

“You could, Master?” Kim asked. She had learned the slavegirl's trick of never arguing with Master – instead if you thought he was being silly or deeply wrong, you just drew him out and let him expose his wrongness himself. And also, if you happened to be the one in the wrong (though women almost never were, in Kim's opinion) then that saved a certain amount of humiliation.

“Yeah, it was kind of like you were asking a question with your body,” said Jason. “So I answered it.”

“You answered it, all right, Master,” Kim said with a smirk in her voice.

“Yeah, I think I did,” said Jason. “I mean, everyone thought I would be jealous or upset about your thing with Gronk. But I never felt it any jealousy. The thing with Gronk was all pretendy stuff. It's like you had a role in a movie where your character has sex with Gronk's character, only, you know, real sex instead of movie sex. It's just not important.”

“Yes, Master, exactly!” Kim said. She was amazed, that was exactly how she felt about it, but it had never occurred to her to make that connection between fake movie sex and real sex. But that was it, that was exactly the right analogy. It fit so well. It made her so happy that Jason got it.

“Thing is, if I felt differently, if I were all jealous and stuff, I suppose it would be different, but I don't feel that way, and you know me, mine,” said Jason. “I could give a rat's ass what everyone else thinks.”

“Yes, Master,” said Kim. “I get that now.”

“Of course you do,” said Jason. 'You're mine.”

Kim was amazed at Jason's certainty, his calm. But twenty years later, when she had two children by him and they had been married for a decade, it didn't seem amazing at all. It seemed inevitable.


The End
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Cerberus
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Click here to get the book on Amazon!


The alpha male billionaire known only as the Master knew what he wanted from women, and he was willing and able to pay for the very best. He hired a woman wrangler named Nina to create a harem for him. The harem was called “Cerberus” because the women who made up the “heads” of Cerberus, known only by their numbers, were as replaceable as the heads of the mythical hound.

But the women who made up Cerberus were human beings first and concubines-for-pay second, and each of them was a unique and original person. Cerberus One was a dancing beauty, with a body that just wouldn't quit and a mind that was as sharp as her moves were smooth. Cerberus Two was a catlike woman, a classic beauty who looked like she stepped out of an oil painting, and a mind that hid a huge secret. Cerberus Three was a mountain girl, raised in Bug Tussle, Tennessee, the classic red-hot lady of the night with a heart of gold.

Even though the Master's billions gave him every advantage in his relationship with his three concubines, there are some lines even a billionaire shouldn't cross. But just try and tell an alpha male billionaire “no.” All of these strong personalities will combine explosively in a climax that's full of BDSM chills and thrills!

This book includes Cerberus One, Cerberus Two and Cerberus Three, a trilogy that is over 58,000 words long.


Beautiful Dreamers
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In the future, advanced neural interface technology allows programs to directly access a person's mind and to shape and form their dreams, while allowing their subconscious mind to guide those dreams. Here are three stories about people who explore this brave new world starting with June, a corporate climber investigating the unexpected happiness of the lower-tier workers in her corporation in “So This Is My Life Now.” June's whole world gets changed when she suddenly finds herself a slavegirl of the Janissaries of the Lesbian Thongan Resistance.


In “Tiny, Big” there's Laura and Gina, two poor dreamers whose worlds come together in unexpected ways in a fantasy world where Tinies, Normies and Biggers live in peace and harmony despite their differences.


Finally, in "Always Pay Your Parking Ticket on Pluterday," a nameless dreamer signs up for dream technology and discovers that the penalty for not paying parking tickets of Pluterday are dreams that are truly strange, and truly erotic.


Give yourself a kinky, mind-blowing erotic treat and travel to the place that stretches between the inner mind and the erotic limits!


This collection of stories is just shy of 39,000 words and comprises all three of the “So This Is Your Life Now” series. Enjoy!


The Adventures of Jinkie Jenkins, Insterstellar Sex Reporter
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Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

“I'm going to be a sex reporter? And my beat is going to be WHAT?”


Those are the first words of newly hired reporter Jinkie Jenkins, right out of journalism school, when her editor, Grabthar Assurilogan of the Interstellar Inquirer, put her on the Sylphs of Space beat. Jinkie was outraged. She wanted to cover the crime beat, specifically, she wanted to investigate the most exciting crime story in the Human Quadrant, the kidnapping of Alderans, which after all, was an entire planet.


But Grab Ass, as everyone called him, insisted that Jinkie was on the sex beat, take it or leave it, and Jinkie was a reporter, dammit, so she took the sylph beat, even though she was from a planet where women were encouraged not to think about sex, much less have sex, prior to marriage. And since moving offplanet, she had stayed true to her planet's sex values, or tried to.


Yet here she was, a sex reporter, and on the Sylphs of Space beat, yet!


Jinkie's first assignment is Yahoo City on the rural planet of Durango 3, where she meets her local guide Pea Eye the woman wrangler, the most masculine man she has ever met, and hotmeat, the wise older sylph. She encounters hucow stampedes and barroom brawls. Chaste, innocent Jinkie must cover the story of of these wild women of outer space, but can she do so without being overwhelmed by the libidinous promptings of her long-stifled sex urges? 


In her next assignment Jinkie is sent to Sexquest Station, the filthiest sex hole in the galaxy! Harsh words indeed to describe a quiet little sexual amusement park set up on giant space station.


Jinkie's sylph hotmeat, who came along to help out with the sexy stuff (and also because she had sold herself to Jinkie for five credits back on Durango 3) was all over Sexquest Station. Jinkie was not so pleased, and was heard to say "Eew!" frequently. That's because Sexquest Station swarmed with sylphs who did one sexy thing after another. There were naked dildo jacks and smiling contests (to see which sylph could keep a smile on her face while being sexually distracted) and of course, the rump plug popping contest.


Jinkie grew much more enthusiastic about Sexquest Station when she discovered that the Borkistani, a gang rumored to be involved in the kidnapping of Alderan, were operating a sylph training pen at the station.


Will Jinkie get involved with the Borkistanis? And what about John Quill, the sexy, sexy Borkistani slaver master that rouses all sorts of feelings and urges in Jinkie? 


In “Attack of the 100 Foot Virgin,” the third and concluding book of the Jinkie Jenkins adventures, there are things we can tell you and things we can't tell you. We can tell you that on Alderan, Jinkie is now known as “The Riotess of Cyzlyk City” and is wanted by the authorities there on numerous charges. We can tell you that Marty Stu becomes a Forest Management Services bot and is eaten a couple of times. That the Mayor of Cyzlyk City comes to believe that a distant city called "France" has declared war on Cyzlyk City, for perfectly good and sufficient Jinkie-related reasons. And we can't tell you why Jinkie HATES being a hundred-foot-tall virgin in the middle of Cyzlyk City square. Wait a minute, we can: it's because she's naked. We just can't tell you why that happens, or why Jinkie is naked.


We also can't tell you why the Rebellion, the mercs, Grab Ass, John Quill, the Borkistanis and the Cyzlyk City copbots all want to get their hands on Jinkie and hotmeat, or why Marty Stu got defenestrated. We can't tell you hotmeat's real name, or Marty Stu and the Interstellar Inquirer's fates.


You'll just have to read the book to find out, you ridiculously silly human, you.


This novel is 108,400 words long and we can tell you that the Jinkie Jenkins Adventures may well be the funniest, sexiest thing Pat Powers has ever written. Especially that one scene. No, we can't tell you what it is. You'll know.



The Road To Aquibonya
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People tried to warn the mage Crom Agnon when he bought a dozen Immortal slave girls at the Immortal Gardens slave auction and headed out of town on the Vanyita Trail the next day.


They told him that between the outlaws and the supernatural creatures that infested the woodlands around the trail, and most of all the dozen Immortal slave girls, that he would not survive to see the next day.


But Crom Agnon was no ordinary mage, and he had bought a dozen of the hottest, kinkiest, most dangerous slave girls known to man for a reason. Well, two reasons. One was exactly the reason you'd expect a man to have for buying hot, kinky slave girls. The other, almost rational reason was related to his plan to journey to a remote town in neighboring Aquibonya, where he would face one of the most fearsome supernatural entities known to mankind -- if he lived to get there.


Note: this story contains a sex scene that is almost 10,000 words long. Sex addiction, blindness and hairy palms are NOT the responsibility of the author or the publisher. Also, this story has been infested with humor. You have been warned! You may take such warnings lightly, but being sex addicted, blind, hairy-palmed and laughing your a** off is no way to go through life.


This story is 26,000 words long and exists outside any known universe.



A Love Beyond The Struggle

[image: ]

Click here to go to Amazon and get the book!


Being the chief flunky for an amoral billionaire with a harem means sometimes you have to kidnap a pretty young woman off a busy suburban street to stock his harem.


It’s dangerous and illegal of course … unless you’re a billionaire and can afford the people who can do it easily and the lawyers who can make it all go away if things go belly-up. Which Whitworth definitely did.


I should know, I was an experienced kidnapper, murderer and blackmailer.


But Samantha Rawlings, the woman we snatched off the streets of a Memphis suburb so Whitworth’s harem mistress could make a sex slave of her, was no ordinary woman. Samantha had a smart, strong, flexible and resilient mind that would allow her to change the terms of her existence and change the terms of my existence as well, in ways I couldn’t have imagined when I kidnapped her.


This is a captive to lovers dark romance that features dangerous men and strong women, and a strong HEA. There are references to events that may trigger some readers.


This story is over 15000 words long. 


The Voyeur Slave Girl

[image: ]

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

Being a slave girl on Collar World is difficult enough. You have to run around having sex with handsome Masters (or beautiful Mistresses if that's what you like, or BOTH if you're the sort that just can't make up her mind). And you have to be naked in public a lot and go to exciting parties. And you have to dance and and … okay, being a slavegirl on Collar World is actually kinda easy and tons of fun.


But what if you're like Bettie? What if you're a voyeur and a slave girl, a girl who likes to watch Masters sport with OTHER slave girls?


Bettie had no idea what made her that way … given a choice, she'd happily have been a normal, ordinary slave girl submitting sexually to every Master she could find, all the time.


What's a poor girl like Bettie to do when she only wants to watch? Guess you'll have to read the story to find out!


This story is over 8000 words long and is part of the Collar World series.



Office Slave
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It's the future. Robots have taken all the jobs. Everyone still alive after the civil wars that happened as a result of that lives on Basic Income. They do not work, and their lives are an endless party, or an endless pursuit of their dreams, hobbies and ambitions. Nobody has to do anything just to survive.


Still, some corporations do need human beings to work for them, if only to provide human input on their products and services. Thunder Muffin Corporation is one such corporation. So how does a corporation attract human beings away from their endless parties and make them care about the WEINUS? Or the VEINUS? Or the heinous ANNUS?


By making work MORE FUN than FUN, that's how. And that's why Jenny became a corporate slave girl for Thunder Muffin Corporation, the lowest, humblest job the corporation had to offer, even lower than being an intern, and just as unpaid!


But if you think being a corporate slave girl is endless drudgery, that's where you're wrong. Drudgery is for robots! Slave girls are for sexy, kinky sex games, an important part of keeping any corporation humming along smoothly. There will be much fun had in break rooms, in hallways, in deserted meeting rooms, and in crowded workrooms, including but not limited to the slave girl bouncy ball bondage race! Plus a mysterious message, corporate insider info and skullduggery, and a heaping helping of BDSM whatnot!


If you're up for some upbeat, kinky fun, set your brain on robot cruise control and enjoy this ride.


This story is just over 15,500 words long and is part of the Basic Income universe.



The Slut Run
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Cyndi was a very conservative young feminist who enjoyed nothing more than the tedious academic arguments about gender that came naturally to her as a brilliant graduate student in the Gender Studies program at good ol' Goof U (aka the Grand Unified Free University of Colombo 7).


But Cyndi had a secret, a secret she kept even from herself. Every couple of weeks or so, she got very drunk at Gavigan's Tavern, stripped off her clothes, screamed “I am a slut!” and ran out the front door, knowing that she would be pursued by half the tavern's patrons. Because the first one to catch her and put a collar on her could claim her as his or her love slut.


It was called a slut run, a huge mass of drunken students pouring out on to the university grounds in hot pursuit of a naked woman. Who would catch Cyndi? She had run many times, always escaping. But Joe the handsome, charming, definitely dominant bartender at Gavigan's had plans for Cyndi. As did Moira, a hot, kinky dominant woman who made Cindy's submissive knees weak.


And also seeking Cyndi were half the patrons at Gavigan's. She led them all a merry chase, and arguably was leading herself on a merry chase as well. What would happen on the day she got caught?


It's a sexy fun run for everyone involved, even Cyndi, and especially for you!


This story is 14,196 words long.



More Stories of Collar World


Stolen Collar, Stolen Heart (Book 1 Of Collar World)
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Click here to go to this book's Amazon page.


Most of her friends thought Donna was one of the luckiest girls in school. Two boys wanted to collar her. One was Coyote Simmons, a tall, handsome MMA fighter who'd won the state championship in his weight class, who also loved English Lit as much as Donna did. The other was Kit Kavanaugh, the heir to a billion-dollar economic empire, and also a first-string linebacker for the East Molina High School football team, who thought Donna was beautiful and very intelligent because, well, she was.


But Donna was not at all sure she wanted to be collared by ANYONE, at least, not right out of school. She knew she would be, it was the way of things, but she planned to break six temporary collars if need be to become a free woman, uncollarable unless she asked a man to collar her.


But maybe she wouldn't break the collar until she'd had her fill of all the delicious sexy times that were the immediate aftermath of being collared. Donna was a normal, red-blooded girl who liked sex and bondage and being utterly helpless and sexually dominated as much as anyone. And since temporary collars automatically ended after three months if the girl didn't accept the collar, well there was a lot of sexy fun ahead of Donna whether she broke a collar or gave herself to the first man who collared her.


But there were dangers in getting too comfy in a man's collar. Everyone said being collared changed everything, brought girls into a new and different world that made being collared the most wonderful experience in the world, an experience so intense and profound that girls who lost a collar often went into Collar Frenzy, turning into complete sluts in their efforts to get collared again as soon as possible.


Could this happen to Donna? She didn't think so. But her best friend Terry had been collared by her boyfriend Mike as soon as she turned 18, and after that, she showed every sign of being changed by her collar. It frightened Donna, because she'd and Terry had discussed collaring a lot, and Donna had been sure that Terry was on the same page Donna was. And yet after Mike collared her, she was totally Mike's girl. How had that happened?


Who would collar Donna, if anyone did? Would collaring change Donna forever? Read the book and find out!


This 45,000 word novel is the first in the Collar World series. 


Collar Dread (Books 2 of the Collar World series)
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Collaring. It was the most exciting thing for any woman on Collared World, the entrance to a new world of sex, love, romance and finding her rightful place in the world. Most women loved it, craved it, sought it with every bit of their submissive hearts.


But not all women felt that way. There was a thing called “Collar Dread.” Most women felt it now and again in a mild way. After all, being collared changed you, everyone knew that. And change can be frightening. We've all got a little Peter Pan in us, frightened of the changes of adulthood.


But most women got over it easily, and then loved being collared so much that many of them went into a sort of temporary insanity called “Collar Frenzy” if they lost their collar.


Some women were terrified of being collared, so much so that every year a few women killed themselves to avoid being collared. Sometimes it was due to mental illness, sometimes due to the quirks of personality and experience. Part of Arlette Spencer's Collar Dread was undoubtedly because her parents died when she turned 12 and she had to go to an orphanage because there were no relatives to take her.


But there was more to it for Arlette. Much more. She feared collaring like death itself, even though she lusted desperately for it And when she left the orphanage and became eligible for collaring, she lived in constant fear that the worst – or was it the best? -- would happen. Perhaps both. Collaring was a mysterious unknown looming over all of Arlette's life.


Arlette had always known she would be collared to some sleazy corporation and vended out to men for their profit, living for sex alone. She was an orphan, she knew the worst could happen to her. Once collared, the question was, how would she survive? Would Geoff, the hunky alpha male slave trainer who had a way of falling in love with his charges be the key? Or was it Dr. Kojak and his team of crack … or was it cracked? … corporate psychologists? Or did the answer lie in Arlette herself? And why did people keep telling Arlette she was going to experience something more wonderful than she could even imagine once she fully embraced her collar?


To find out, read the book. It'll be fun! Psychological suspense combined with erotica and just a smidgeon of humor.


"Collar Dread" is a 48,000 word novel and is number two in the Collared World series. 


Campus Slut Run (Book 3 of the Collar World Series)
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Michelle Gillespie was the undisputed queen of the Free Use runners at Havermont College. When she appeared on the quad stark naked except for her Havermont College collar, her running shoes and her backpack, everybody knew the game was about to happen. When she saw the quad full of handsome alpha males out strolling and tossing frisbees and footballs, she grew happy and excited. All the men started edging into position.


When Michelle flipped her custom-made Havermont College collar and put it on inside-out it became a free-use collar, proclaiming to one and all that any man that could catch her could have sex with her on the spot. it meant the game had begun.


And all the men wanted to catch Michelle, not just because she was a young, fit, passionate beauty, but because she was incredibly fast and elusive, as befitted the young star of Havermont's women's track team. Catching Michelle was pure pleasure and conveyed some major bragging rights. Some said she was the best broken-field runner at Havermont College, and that included all the running backs on the football team.


And Michelle, being a hot, red-blooded, kinky American woman, LOVED to be captured, bound and publicly used. But being a competitive athlete, she gave each run her very best, which means she sometimes did not get caught.


It's a contest, it's spring, it's wild and it's wonderful, it's a free use run at its best. Romance and desire are in the air. When one of Michelle's runs was captured on video and went viral on the Internet, her next run suddenly becomes something more, something that might bring the national media out,as well as the Feminists Against Sexual Temptation (FAST) protesters and much more.


Read the story to discover the wild ride that Michelle's Run becomes!


Campus Slut Run is a short story that's over 9,000 words long and is the third story in the Collar World series.



The Visitor From Incel World (Book 4 of the Collar World Series, writing as Barry Anderson)
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NOTE: This book is not erotica, it's straight-up science fiction humor. That said, though it has no sexually explicit scenes, it is CHOCK FULL of fantasy fuel. Think Gor novels -- naked slavegirls in collars running around everywhere, just no gratuitous sex scenes.


Ariana Heppelwhite was a promising Gender Studies grad student at Lacy Swanson College for Women in Bayport, Massachusetts. She had actually written a paper describing three hitherto unknown forms of nanoaggression! She was on track for getting a professorship and a actual job with a real salary and all the perks, maybe even tenure eventually.


Ariana had even met an unexpectedly charming incel (a phrase she had never expected to think, much less say) while doing research on incels for a grant she had. Sure, she'd done some nasty academic infighting that had an athletic department coach looking for her scalp over a transmale gaze incident, but overall, things were coming up roses for Ariana.


Then it happened. Ariana got caught in a freak physics accident while running from the gym coach, and was transported to an alternate world. And it was the exact WRONG world for a Gender Studies feminist to be transported to. It was full of women who walked around naked in public and wore collars engraved with “Property of (their significant other)” and who LOVED their collars -- and who seemed to think Ariana was a barbarian from a violent place.


And the thing was, they were all nice people, and calm people, and they just might be right about Ariana. Even more of a thing was that some not-so-nice Collar Land people thought Ariana's world represented such a threat that they should kill her for security reasons.


Will Ariana ever make it back to good old Earth from Collar Land? Will she learn to adjust to these very strange people or will she subvert their entire society? Will the not-nice people kill her? And what about that unexpectedly charming incel?


All these questions and more will be answered -- all you have to do is read this topnotch science fiction comedy!



Earth: The Love Invasion


(Writing As Barry Anderson)


Number 5 In The Collar World Stories
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“Earth: The Love Invasion” attempts to answer the age-old question: can a pair of CIA paranormal investigators and a pair of sexy private investigators prevent a war between worlds?


The answer comes in the form of a sexy science fiction spy thriller that allows readers to see the world through alien eyes.


When Ariana Hepplewhite returned to Earth after her visit to Collar World in “The Visitor From Incel World,” the race was on to develop a bridge between the worlds. And as “Earth: The Love Invasion” begins, the Collar World scientists succeed in creating a bridge to Earth.


Collar World is a peaceful place where war has not occurred to hundreds of years and technology and social sciences have advanced well beyond Earth's. Can Collar World prevent the scientists of Earth from developing a bridge to Collar World, perhaps leading to invasion?


It's a situation that cries out for investigation and espionage (not to mention honey traps and romance) with Collar World sending agents to Earth and the United States developing a web of counterintelligence agents to detect the arrival and activities of Collar World agents.


Both governments throw in everything but the kitchen sink to achieve their goals.


In the case of Earth that “everything” includes Diana Stark and Frex Munger, CIA paranormal investigators who spend most of their time debunking stories of ghosts, bigfoots, UFOs and the like. Munger is a genial slacker whose relaxed manner conceals a razor-sharp mind, and Stark is a dedicated and resolute researcher who provides the adult supervision Munger often needs.


On Collar World, a worried world government's “everything” includes the Laguna Beach Ladies' Investigation Bureau, i.e., Nitro Wilde and Moxie Maven, whose work on the Collar World Mars program brought them to the attention of The Powers That Be. Nitro's a cool asexual genius who's generally a hop skip and jump ahead of everybody else. Moxie's a hot young agent who is mentally sharp and always ready to dance, fight or make love as the occasion demands. Together, Nitro and Moxie are an unstoppable dynamo of intellectual and sexual energy.


Worlds are edging toward war, a war that nobody except the Earth military-industrial complex, its major corporations and its fossil fuel companies (among others) wants, for all the usual bad reasons. The women of Collar World are willing to give their all for Collar World, in all sorts of ways, over and over again. But will that be enough to stop the orgy of torture, murder and violence that looms ahead if war breaks out?


Guess you'll have to read this sexy alternate world political thriller to find out.


This book is over 100,000 words long ans is part of the Collar World universe. It isn't necessary to read “The Visitor From Incel World” to understand “Earth: The Love Invasion” (but you can do so for free if you have Kindle Unlimited) however, you will probably like “The Visitor” if you like “Love Invasion.” 


Star Treque: Attack of the Kinky Slavegirls

Number 6 In The Collar World Stories
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It begins with a pitched battle in unknown space between the USS Participation Prize and three Klaxon warships, and ends with new technology that may Change Everything in the Agglomeration of Planets. In between, the crew of the Participation Prize will face challenges they imagined only in their kinkiest sex fantasies as they square off with the crew of the Don't Make Me Come In There, an Empire of the Collar warship that's like no warship ever encountered before.


Fortunately, the crew of the Don't Make Me Come In There seem much more inclined to make love than to make war, but can the Participation Prize command staff be blamed for looking a gift slave girl in the mouth? Among other places?


Enjoy the kinkiest adventure in the continuing adventures of the USS Participation Prize, where your sense of wonder and your sense of humor will


This novel is 47,000 words long and is part of the Collar World universe, number 6 in the series.



Emmalina

Number 7 In The Collar World Stories

[image: ]

Not available on Amazon



More Stories (Not In Collar World) By Pat Powers


Late Nights On Onion Station

[image: ]

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

At the outermost reaches of human-explored space is Onion Station, a gigantic artifact created by the alien Zuks, artificial intelligences that are so badly programmed that they are extreme libertarians. They run Onion Station with a fine disregard for safety, comfort and well-being of the various alien species that dwell in their station, including the humans.


But it's the beings who live in Onion Station that make it the unique, exciting and strange place that it is, and when the Earth Ambassador to Onion Station starts dating an actual human man (much to her mother's relief) everything changes on Onion Station. This simple act of dating will bring together a fascinating group of characters:


Kitty Reinhardt, the human ambassador to Onion Station, totally dedicated to her work, earning the 25 cents an hour that the tight-fisted Zuks pay her the hard way, i.e., attending diplomatic receptions and helping Earth firms negotiate trade deals with the many other alien races in Zuk space. She's proud of what she does for humans in her role as ambassador (though it is too bad about the starving people who die regularly in the lower corridors of the human sector of Onion Station) but it's her relationship with her more than just comfortable chair that is a source of deep shame to her – though she's not at all guilty about her taste for kinky maledom/femsub bondage sex.


Mike Bonus, the trader with a heart of gold who buys the contracts of starving humans by the dozens on the cheap at Onion Station and sells them off to slave traders on crapsack worlds for a fat profit – and who is revered as a saint by the humans whose contracts he sells.


Kitty Reinhardt's chair, which seems sentient to Kitty, given that it converses with her and does things to her that previously were confined to safely nonsentient machines like vibrators -- but which the Zuks SWEAR is not sentient.


The Sisters of Mercy, who rescue starving humans crawling through the mean corridors of Union Station ... but whom many starvelings would describe as anything BUT merciful.


Dweezil the Dreddarian, a six-limbed otterlike alien with a sharp eye for info-trading and a very commercial approach to friendship.


The Fringe, treelike aliens who have a taste for Earth epiphytes to hang in their canopies.


And the Zuks, the artificial intelligences who run Onion Station and live in fear of the massive artificial intelligence that runs the station itself, because it's definitely one of your more godlike artificial intelligences, and it's just as benevolent as the Zuks who created it.


But most of all, you'll have fun, and lots of it, as a favorite series is parodied senseless by someone who has read and enjoyed every book in the series.


What can I say, I'm a sucker for space opera!


So go ahead, dig in already.


This science fiction novelette is 30,000 words long and parodies a series of popular science fiction novels about the Earth ambassador on another space station run by a different alien species, who dates a different male human, and has a different chair. 


The Prop Master Series (Books 1-4 of the Prop Master series)

[image: ]

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

“The Prop Master Adventures” is a collection of all four previously published stories about Jack Davis, the Prop Master, and his friends. Those stories are: “The Prop Master,” “Cindy's Student,” “Cindy Stripped Bare,” and the novel-length story, “The Great Chase.” All four stories form a single meta-story that concludes with “The Great Chase,” totaling 100,000 words.


It features:


Lust-crazed Hollywood starlets begging Jack to show them how to make movie damsel in distress scenes into steamy bondage scenes!


Ponygirls on trampolines, chasing through suburban backyards!


Rubbery Tonguesaws of Doom heading toward helpless damsels!


Exploding sex machines!


Hairs' breadth escapes, stunts galore!


Crazed MMA fighting stunt girls!


Glider-borne mad bombers!


Small town power tripping gone mad!


A string of murders in a rural small town!


And much, much more.


It was all a bit much for a persnickety control freak and movie prop master who basically just wanted to tie up beautiful Hollywood movie stars in a safe and responsible manner for filming and make love to his sexy stunt woman girlfriend Cindy (a loving slave girl to Jack who loved to be personally bondage wrangled by him).


But it was what Jack got when he signed on as bondage wrangler for the DID Productions movie studio. With help from Cindy and the relentless chess-playing private detective Robertol Escalder, he'll gain control of the situation if he has to use every knot he knows! And Jack knows ALL the knots … just ask Cindy, and half the B-movie starlets in Hollywood. 


Tavern Sluts (Books 1-3 of the Tavern Slut series)

[image: ]

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

"Tavern Sluts" is the adventures of three women who serve as waitresses in a very different sort of tavern.


We start with Moira, who's at the absolutely lowest point in her life. Moira begins her story bound, gagged and naked, being sold along with various other knickknacks and whatnots by her owners, the Grayson family. When she's bought by a local slut tavern owner, Moira figures it's just another humiliation in the long sequence of humiliations that had led her to literally being part of a yard sale.


But the Smiling Slut Tavern, Moira's new owner, has some surprises in store for her. She had no idea she'd fall in love with one of the customers. And she was unprepared for Sky, the First Girl, whose mysterious psychic powers take Moira's life in a whole new direction.


The next time we visit the Smiling Slut Tavern, a century has passed. Technology has given men and women ways of expanding sexual pleasure greatly.


But technology has potential for misuse, too, and Jessica of Jessica's Virgin Auction is a prime example. Her parents, deeply religious and socially conservative parents put a watcherball on her, a tiny flying camera that could deliver electric shocks. It was very common for parents to put watcherballs on their children, mainly to keep them safe. Most parents turned the watcherballs off when their kids were safe at home.


But Jessica's parents never turned her watcherball off. The watcherball was always right there to give her tiny electric shocks if it sensed her fingers straying southward toward her Forbidden Place.


As a result, Jessica's sexuality is a mysterious unknown territory that she is desperate to explore in the most extreme way possible. And there's no more extreme method that Jessica knows of than to become a tavern slut.


The day Jessica turns 18, she applies to the Smiling Slut Tavern. The manager suggests that she start her slutting career with a virgin auction that might make her rich. It seems too good to be true -- all that attention, all that money, all that SEX! And sweet, sweet revenge on her parents for that watcherball they put on her. 


Which is how Jessica winds up naked, bound and gagged in an alcove at the Smiling Slut Tavern waiting eagerly for the first of ten lucky men who will have her that night.


What Jessica doesn't know is that her auction will be the spark that sets off fireworks throughout the tavern, and which will put the Smiling Slut Tavern on the map as one of the most exciting slut taverns ever and make her name forever famous within the tavern!


Finally, we have Mia's story. Mia, like most women of her times, enjoys the dating scene as it has evolved under basic income. She dates the boys, she has sex with the boys and the boys give her presents. Mia is VERY popular with the boys, because she's very bendy and very submissive.


Mia's problem is that she likes the sex with the boys all too much. Girls are supposed to string the boys along, releasing the kitty from the bag bit by bit, never emptying it. But athletic, vital, sensuous Mia had a tendency to empty the bag on the very first date. 


Tavern sluts get to empty the bag all day long, every day, with a lot of different boys and girls. But Jessica can't become a tavern slut because tavern sluts are the enemies of regular women, always on offer along with all the other items on the menu, making it so much harder to string them along. How could she maintain her friendships with the other dating girls when she was in the enemy camp?


It's a tough situation which requires a supple mind to deal with, but Mia is nothing if not flexible.


These three stories have already been published separately. If you've already bought them, you won't find anything new here. If you haven't bought them, shut up and give me your money. You'll be glad you did!


These three stories together are over 86,000 words long, and are part of the Basic Income universe.



The Love Slave Robot War: Books 1-3 Complete
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Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

“The Love Slave Robot Wars: Books 1-3 Complete” is a 61,000 word novel that includes “The Love Slave Robot War: Book 1,” “The Love Slave Robot War 2: Threesome Of All Fears” and “The Love Slave Robot War 3: Doera Ex Machina (Slavegirl from the Machine).”


It's the story of an exquisite love machine, a submissive woman and a heartbroken alpha male in a kinky love triangle. Jetta 2001 is the product of advanced AI tech, a love machine designed to sexually please her owners in any way they desired. Jetta was gorgeous, had no inhibitions, had skin that felt human, was always lightly perfumed, had an armature that allowed her to mimic human movement and software that allowed her to move with incredible grace, and she had some transhuman attributes like a prehensile tongue.


She also had an excellent artificial personality and a topnotch language parser. Maybe she was sentient … every so often, it happened that sufficiently advanced software slid over the line to sentience. No one was sure why or how it happened, but it happened. 


Sentient or not, Jetta was what she had been designed to be -- every man's dream of sexual desire made flesh. Plus, she was self-cleaning!


And Jetta was the property of Dan, the man whom Anna would like to be the property of with every bit of her kinky little heart. Surely Anna's wit, humanity and desire to serve Dan in ways that exactly matched HIS kinky little heart would give Anna an advantage, wouldn't it? Anna knew how much they had once meant to one another, before Dan had been emotionally wounded by a bad divorce. Anna and Dan had roleplayed their lonely hearts out, and she'd lost her heart to Dan during the course of it. She'd been prepared to find he was just a Basic, and would have been happy with him as such, but he was instead one of the few programmers still capable of creating code that was useful to the AIs that were doing all the real work of human society. Rich, handsome, dominant and successful, he was all a woman like Anna could ask for.


In the now-complete saga of the Love Slave Robot War, we dive deep into what it means to be alive, what it means to be human, and how a machine might experiences love and sex, and sexual bondage. This threesome explores the very limits of humanity and sexuality with the fun and excitement that characterizes the very best erotic science fiction.


This novel is part of the Basic Income universe.



Slut Race 3250!
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Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

The years is 3250. The planet is Margus 5. The event: a Slut Race, in which female sluts make love with male riders, the men seeking to drive the sluts to multiple wonderful experiences, the sluts seeking to make the Masters have a wonderful experience without having wonderful experiences themselves. It's an endurance contest that continues until overwhelming waves of pleasure drive a racer to have a wonderful experience.


Truly, there are no losers in a slut race, especially on Margus 5 where the arena's audience follows right along with the slut racers in the forcefield beds that fill the arena they perform in.


The contestants: Buck Ram and his slut Emporia Longstrider Mystique, and Gunnar Blast and his slut Proudfoot Honoria Slipstream. Buck and Emporia train together for the slut races, as do Gunnar and Proudfoot, but for the race itself, they switch partners and go at it with everything they've got.


In 3250, they've got a lot: all sorts of gear to restrain and excite the women, not just mechanical devices, but force fields they can float on as they sport with their riders and neural enhancements that put pleasure centers in places where pleasure centers don't exist in unaugmented humans.


To prevent themselves from being overwhelmed by pleasure, the slut racers have only the mental disciplines known as Marusian subspace and Marusian domspace, which allows sluts and riders to vastly increase their ability to contain the surging waves of pleasure created by their systems and their partners.


All of these people, devices and techniques come together in the incredible futuristic spectacle known as a Slut Race. Who will win and how will they win? You'll have to read the story to find out.


This story is 17,400 words long. 


So This Is My Life Now ...
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Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

June Jetson was just an ordinary executive, single and married to her job in a time when jobs were becoming increasingly scarce. Head of a corporate human relations department, she discovers that many of her company's lower tier employees are unaccountably happy. They shouldn't be happy: her corporation, like most, is cutting wages and extending hours for the ever-shrinking pool of employees it hasn't yet fired.


So what makes these wretches so happy? A bit of research leads June to discover that her happier employees are all customers of companies like Your Fantasies Unlimited. June decides to conduct some personal research, and life gets very strange when she discovers Mistress Suzy, a Lesbian Janissary of the Thongan Resistance, a dominant warrior woman who knows exactly how to make submissive June bend to her every whim.


What will happen to June? Can she cling to her rung on the ever more precarious corporate ladder when she discovers an erotic fantasy world that is so much better, so much more fulfilling, more thrilling, and just as real, as her “real life?”


“So This Is My Life Now” is mostly erotica. But it's also science fiction. And it's social commentary. All bundled into one juicy story that will grab you by the genitals and fling you in to the future!


“So This Is My Life Now” is also just over 10,000 words long and is the first story in the Your Fantasies Unlimited series. Enjoy! 


The Lovonian Honey Trap
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Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

Imagine a land where sex-positive consensual BDSM culture is publicly accepted and fully integrated into the mainstream society, in fact, has become the mainstream. A land where “slut” is a label worn with pride and pleasure. A land where visitors can travel around the capital in carts drawn by naked ponygirls. A land where parks are full of giant sex toys for couples and groups to engage in public sex on. A land where major hotels have slut rental desks. A land where many restaurants allow you to have sex with their waitresses for the price of your meal. A land where the room service maids serve lodgers in all sorts of ways on beds that are conveniently equipped with rings allowing lodgers to restrain their girls in any way they liked.


That's Lovonia, and that was where Tom Rackham, a data analyst for a US intelligence agency, wanted to vacation. Tom got a lot more than he bargained for when he rented the slut Cara from Maranovsky Slut Rentals. He was initially attracted to her because of the almost unearthly beauty of her catlike face with her huge oval eyes. But as he got to know her, he discovered a deeply submissive women with a powerful libido, a swift, clever mind and a dry sense of humor to match his own.


But most of all, there was deep connection between Tom and Cara. From the moment they met they were two animals that wanted to get at one another, male to female, man to woman. And that should have been all that mattered.


But Tom was vacationing under an assumed identity because of his intelligence work -- no one would believe he wasn't a spy if they knew who he worked for. Cara had secrets of her own. And Lovonia had secrets that went back thousands of years, secrets that might change the global balance of power.


Can a skilled data analyst like Tom avoid blundering into one of Lovonia's secrets during his vacation? Because he really was on vacation, and he didn't WANT to do any spying, he just wanted to have lots and lots of kinky sex with Cara and the other sluts in Lovonia. 


More importantly, what is the nature of this powerful connection between Tom and Cara? Is it simple animal lust or could it be something deeper? Could it be love? And if it is love, what should these two people thrown together seemingly by chance for a week do about it?


If you're looking for a lighthearted kinky erotic romance novel written from a dominant's eye view, look no farther, you've found it! “The Lovonian Honey Trap” is over 76,000 words long. Enjoy! 


Adventures of the Oooga-Wooga Kid
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Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

When Professor George Huntington came back from his expedition to Bagooly-Nooly deep in West Africa in 1925, he brought a treasure trove of ancient manuscripts from an ancient silver mine that made his reputation as a scholar of antiquities.


He also brought with him a new wife, Safi, a former slave girl whom he bought from slavery and sexual bondage in Bagooly-Nooly. 


It was easy to understand why Professor Huntington chose to rescue Safi from the brothels of Bagooly-Nooly and none of her literal sisters … Safi has white skin and red hair, perhaps a genetic throwback to a distant ancestor kidnapped during the Dark Ages. She was quite beautiful, friendly and engaging as well. But she had much to learn of America.


The academics at Humboldt College, particularly Antiquities department head Percy Webster and his wife Lily, considered them to be very advanced, very forward and very much a part of the wild life of the Roaring 20s in America. But like most Americans of that time they are deeply inhibited about many sexual practices. They will discover that they have a lot to learn from the humble slave girl from the fleshpots of Bagooly-Nooly, who knows all the ropes where kinky sex is concerned. 


This story is a little over 21,000 words long.  


The Master Plan: Samantha
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International readers: Click here and be whisked away to a listing for your Amazon store

Samantha had her Master Plan all worked out. A successful executive and a submissive woman, she knew what she needed -- a strong, masterful billionaire who would rule her like a king in private and with whom she could publicly enjoy all the pleasures that billionairehood brought.


In the meantime, as she sought the billionaire Master whose adoring slave she would be, she played the game of Master and slave with many men, enjoying the thrill of submitting to a man and seeing what kind of person he turned out to be.


So when she submitted to Jeff, the dirt-poor bike messenger who hung out at the same munch she did, she didn't expect much. He was a hardcore bondage fan with tremendous powers of endurance in bed, she knew that much from the girls at the munches who had submitted to him. But he was about as far away from being a billionaire as you could possibly get without being homeless.


Samantha soon learns that the best-laid plans of women and men often go astray, and we're not just talking about finding herself naked, bound and gagged in an unlocked bathroom at a busy coffee shop.


Will Samantha's plans go astray in a terrible way, as often happens, or in a wonderful way, as sometimes happens? You'll just have to read the story to find out. Kinky erotic romantic comedy was never so sexy, or so much fun!  


Enslaved
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Click here and be whisked to Amazon.com!

Enslaved is the story of a one night stand, told from the viewpoint of a traveling airport lounge Lothario who's just picked up a gorgeous woman in a bar -- a gorgeous woman who happen to have another gorgeous woman living with her as her slave. The straightforward pickup he'd envisioned becomes a night of unrestrained carnality as the bar pickup forces her slave to serve them both in every imaginable way and several that probably aren't. But all is not as it seems ...


The Hottitude of Servitude -- Slave Girls In The Movies and On TV

[image: ]

Click here and be whisked to Amazon.com! 


The Hottitude of Servitude is a filthy, disgusting, reprehensible, copiously illustrated and most of all FUN series of essays and reviews about proper portrayal of slavegirls in mainstream (i.e., not pornographic) movies that contain slavegirls as characters. The central concept of the book is as simple as it ought to be: slavegirls are characters who are uniquely sexy, given that whole mildly kinky attraction they have, and should be used by filmmakers to crank up the film's sexiness to whatever level is desired. They are also uniquely useful in this regard, and when properly used, can crank up the hottitude without slowing down the film's pace or detracting from plot or characterization. The Hottitude of Servitude looks at every kind of slavegirl look from the baggy, shapeless tunics popular for female slavegirls of the Italian sword and sorcery movies known as peplum to the general nakedness of slavegirls in 1980s big-hair-and-bare-breasts sword and sandal movies such as Barbarian Queen and all points in between. While we're at it we'll take plenty of opportunity to snark at the movies that provide the slavegirl imagery, taking time to enjoy such phenomena as the Stupidest Civil Engineering Project in the History of Civilization (from Hercules and the Tyrants of Babylon), the Triangles of Death and the Irregular Polygons of Doom (from Thor and the Amazon Women), The Most Thoroughly Deposed King Ever (from Deathstalker) and many, many other snarkworthy products of such movies. In The Hottitude of Servitude, we have slavegirls ogled, hilariously bad films snarked and Grand Unified Cheese Theory, all rolled into a book that is exactly the same kind of guilty pleasure as its subject matter, but with a light patina of intellectual nattering to make it seem almost respectable. It's not just a guilty pleasure, it's a plausibly deniable guilty pleasure


Other Works By Pat Powers (Not on Amazon)

Mall of Shame 

(The Prequel to Arena of Shame and Glory)

Karen’s happy visit to the mall ends badly when she winds up in the Punishment Pit for shoplifting – bound, naked, gagged and forced to do sexual things in front of the other shoppers. How will she ever survive the shame and humiliation of such a public sex display?



Sex Station Slut

In the Basic Income world there were Sexual Recreation Centers, where sex station sluts waited, naked bound, gagged and hooded, for men (or women, they had no choice) to come use them in whatever way they pleased. What Jamie Raskins finds at a sex station will delight him and it might even change his life. But whatever happens, he will remember it for the rest of his life.


The Me-Two Girls

When Hollywood heavy Roscoe Tannenbaum got the script for "Slave Girls of Outer Space" he realized he had a role that every A-list actress in Hollywood would kill for. More importantly, that every A-lister would sleep with him for. And when he dangled the role in front of A-lister Candace Morrison, he wanted to make Candace his sex toy, to use her in all sorts of kinky ways. And Candace wanted the role REALLY badly – but not THAT badly. When Candace got together with her stunt double Sabrina Sinclair to discuss the matter, they realized there might be a way to turn the tables on Tannenbaum, getting Candace the role, advancing both their careers and destroying Tannenbaum. But it will take every bit of skill and talent they both have, and poses all kinds of risks, both personal and professional. Dare they do it, and will it work?


Read this kinky BDSM erotic thriller novella to find out! It's just over 22,000 words long. 


Emmalina's Rape (Crazy Aunts & Scary Uncles 2)

Everyone -- her own sister, her brother-in-law, her psychiatrist -- wanted Emmalina raped! When she'd tried to buy a gun, that had triggered everyone! Now she'd been classified as a Crazy Aunt and was being given to a Scary Uncle to be raped repeatedly, which would surely turn her into his mindless love slave! How can Emmalina escape this predicament, especially with all the bondage she'll be in?


Riverbeast: The Journey

All six novellas in the story of the Riverbeast, a rich trader's daughter kidnapped by wild Mississippi riverboatmen for a long voyage of rape and sex slavery, with a long stay in the notorious Hole In The Wall saloon as a captive saloon slavegirl, to be used by any customer with 50 cents to spare an unwilling whore whose life is an endless series of stranger rapes while in bondage. Will the Riverbeast ever find happiness and true love in a life like this? Read the book and find out!

The first book in the Riverbeast series, Finks Revenge is free: get a taste and see if you like it.


President Slavegirl

President Slave Girl is Books 1-4 of the President Slave Girl series gathered into one volume. It's the story of Eileen MacCammon, former President of the United States, who enacted a reign of terror and then loses re-election ... and all her civil liberties, making her any man or woman's slave girl, thrusting her into an odyssey in an America that mostly hates her. Rape, kidnapping, more rape, involuntary servitude, involuntary body modification, public humiliation … it's a tough journey for the former President. Over 100,000 words long.

The first book of the President Slavegirl series, The Homouth is free, so have yourself a good read and see if you like it.


Erotic Slavegirls of Outer Space: The Novel

Join Dita and Maria, two hot, sexy escaped sex slaves, as they romp through a galaxy filled with competing interstellar empires, artificial intelligences, aliens, space pirates, hair's-breadth escapes from bondage and hot, sexy humanoid men with whom they can slake their steamy sexual bondage desires. It's just plain fun, like watching a 1980s sexy SF B-movie, minus the stupid, plus kinky sex that ranges from the mild (sexual bondage and rape) to the wild!


Pet Shop Girls #1: Katie

Katie was a very pretty girl on Basic Income. She thought she was clever, clever enough to get away with doing one of the few things that could get you tossed off Basic Income. She was wrong about that. Now, naked, collared, shackled, cuffed and alone, she stands in a Pet Shop window, an animal to be used, staring out and wondering who will buy her, knowing she will have to do anything they want. Anything. Her life as a raped and bound sex toy looms before her.

This short story is a freebie: Enjoy!


Pet Shop Girls #2: Nataly The Violent Virgin

Nataly kept her cool when her father lost his job and her Premium family had to go on Basic Income. Then something sparked her to extreme violence, and now she is a Pet Shop girl who must serve as any man's (or woman's) sex slave, doomed to be raped while gagged, naked and bound. But Nataly has a secret … she's a virgin! How will this violent virgin stay chaste amid the depravities of life as a Pet Shop slave girl? Answer: she won't. Nataly will go down swinging, however, but will she return to the Premium status she loves somehow? This novel is a powerful and sexy vision of a future where billionaire oligarchs rule with impunity, and beautiful young virgins who wind up in Pet Shops are a sought-after novelty.


The Adventures of Bondor Woman

Bondor Woman is a crime fighting superhero, a member of the League of Goody Two-Shoes, and the official goddess of slavegirls. She runs the Transformational Institute in Bagooly Nooly, where select supervillainesses are reformed via bondage, rape and loving authority, not necessarily in that order. Any resemblance between Bondor Woman and a certain Golden Age superheroine who reforms criminals via bondage is strictly spoofericial. This book is 100,000 words long.


Novellas And Short Stories By Pat Powers

The Crying in Cell 49 – dark erotica, sexual bondage, rape, women in prison

Doin' Time In The Blue Shadows – Prequel to “President Slavegirl” Rape, sexual bondage, women in prison, dark erotica

The Wrangler – Crime thriller. Kidnapping, sexual bondage, rape.

Shameless Outlaws – Gamelit Adventure Sex slavery, sexual bondage, gangbang

Fifty Shades of Princess Gaia – Star Wars parody. Humor, sex slavery, sexual bondage, rape, alien sex.

Stolen Misery – Alternate world SF fantasy. Kidnapping, rape, sex slavery, sexual bondage

Witless on Lothar – Gorean parody, political parody. Humor, kidnapping, sexual bondage, sex slavery, rape.

Treasure of Bagooly Nooly – Historical adventure, prequel to “Adventures of the Oooga-Wooga Kid” and “Adventures of Bondor Woman” Rape, sex slavery, sexual bondage.

Adventures of the Oooga-Wooga Kid – Historical adventure, prequel to “Adventures of Bondor Woman,” sequel to “Treasure of Bagooly Nooly.” Sexual bondage, sex slavery.

Princess Slavegirl of Bal-Marduk – Parody of Biblical epics. Humor, sex slavery, sexual bondage, rape
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