
        
            
                
            
        

    
Cerberus Two

The billionaire's pet known only as Cerberus Two had a secret, and it was a lulu ...

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.


Our Story So Far

In Cerberus One, the harem slave known only as One tells us about her life as for-pay sex slave to the billionaire known only as The Master, as part of a three-woman harem known as Cerberus. She endure sexual bondage and domination by the Master, as do the other girls.  We see her view of all the others in the harem, and of the Master. As the story ends, One does some sexy sparring with Nina while Two sits on Three's face...
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I spent a long time sitting on Three's face. I knew Master liked it when I did so. Three didn't particularly like it, but she gladly endured it because she knew Master liked it, and for the same reason I knew – Master had told us so.

The sight of her stumpy little arms and legs wrapped in bandages flailing about helplessly behind my ass as I half smothered Three with my pussy really turned him on, he'd said. And that was enough for Three to be willing to endure my pussy being smeared all over her face while she struggled to breathe, she was that hung up on Master.

After One and the First Girl left for their spar (they were both crazy if you ask me, fighting even in pretend is dangerous) Master told us to relax in an entertaining way, maybe read a book or something.

I smiled and Three looked alarmed at these words. We both knew what Master meant. But we both said “Yes, Master,” and meant it.

“Master didn't say ...” Three started in. She didn't really want to spend the afternoon with her face in my butt.

“He didn't have to,” I said. “You know what he meant.”

Three closed her eyes and nodded, resigned. A couple of months ago, Master had ordered me to play with Three sexually for a time, and I had begged him for something to read while I did it, half jokingly, which is the mode I find works best when I am trying to tease out a Master's desires.

It had been hard to figure out how to ask for things in a joking manner and get the tone just right, but it was totally worth it.

Master had said “Yes” and he had liked the sight of me reading and drinking while Three squirmed helplessly under my ass so much that it had become a thing.

(Master had also had me sit on One's face a time or two, but it wasn't as much fun, mostly because One wasn't bothered by it nearly as much as Two was. Also, I was a LOT more careful with One … even in a bitch suit she could probably have found a way to beat me up. She was just a bundle of energy and strength in a tiny, pretty package.)

But with Three it was really pleasant, drinking wine, reading, and slowly grinding one out on her pretty, helpless face. (Also, I really did sort of get that whole dominance thing, or at least, I thought I did, when I sat on Three's face, knowing she was just a helpless toy for my pussy.) I could have done it all afternoon instead of just for an hour or two, and would have, but eventually the feel of my bean rubbing against Three's ballgag and her nose got very, very, very good, and I'd been on Three's face long enough to satisfy Master's prurient interest, so I finished myself off, giving myself a series of fast, hard grinds against Three's face while her poor body flailed helplessly behind my butt.

She couldn't even moan or groan in protest, all her attention was focused on breathing. Plus, my whole butt would have gagged her moans.

My whole body was racked with pleasure as I used Three, and I was fondling my nipples and moaning, mostly for Master's pleasure, but mine, too. My orgasm came as a series of strong, sensuous ripples in my mind, and for a moment I forgot about not smothering Three too much and just fucked her face with my pussy.

But as soon as the orgasm was over, I rose to my knees and checked Three out. Killing her would have gotten me in serious trouble. It was one of those seriously morally wrong things that people really got pissed off about.

But Three was breathing just fine … all right, she was lying there gasping for breath, her face red, her eyes bugged out just a tiny bit, but she was OK.

I removed Three's head harness and ballgag, both of which reeked heavily of my pussy, as did Three's entire face. I'd even cum a little on her hair. Fortunately for Three, I rarely squirted.

“You smell like a double dildo in a lesbian whorehouse, girl,” I said as I grabbed a pair of safety scissors and cut Three free of the bitch suit wrap.

“Yah … I wonder … how that … happened,” Three gasped, still lying there as if bound. She'd been in the bitch suit for a while, it would be best for her to be very careful stretching her arms and legs, so I let her lay.

I smiled reassuringly in case Three resented my sitting on her face for so long. It had been Master's idea that I do so, so it was strictly Master's fault that it had happened, but of course Three would never assign blame to him since she loved him, so she would probably blame me. It was a common phenomenon I had noticed.

“Are you OK?” I asked as I watched Three tentatively stretch her arms and legs.

“Well you managed not to kill me,”said Three thoughtfully. “So, yes. But you need to watch it when you cum. I know you're cumming and all, but I just about passed out there at the end.”

“I will try to be more careful,” I said. “But you and I both know Master loves to watch you squirm.”

“Yes, he does,” Three said, smiling at the thought of pleasing her Master. I have never been in love and I don't know if I will ever understand it. I didn't really want to be in love. It throws your judgment way off.

“I'm off to get some reading in then,” I said.

“I knew it,” said Three. “You weren't getting off on face-sitting me, this was just a chance to get some reading in.”

“Well, yes,” I admitted. “Just so.” I saw no reason for rubbing my pleasure in sitting on her face in. I'd done enough rubbing on her.

I rose, picked up my book and wine and left, seeing that Three had mostly regained the use of her arms and legs. I knew where Three was going, she was going to get in the pool and wash my butt off of her face. I'd have done the same in her situation. Of course, if I had not sat on her face, she would have kept her face dirty, because then it would have smelled like Master's cock, and she loved smelling like Master's cock. Whatever.

I walked to my favorite place in the mansion, which was the balcony to my room in the harem, basically a verandah above the first floor entrance, out of the hustle and bustle but you heard things distantly. It had comfortable seating and a wide awning to keep the sun off and my personal fridge was in easy reach.

I sat down in my favorite recliner with my wine and began reading. This was the best thing ever, my favorite activity. Other people craved excitement and adventure, but not me, give me a glass of wine and a tablet reader stocked with good or at least mediocre books to read and I was happy as a clam.

Of course, the logical question to ask was, if I just wanted a quiet place to read, what was I doing serving as a billionaire's playtoy? And the answer is simple: all that money. Even if you just want to live a simple life, you need to pay your bills. Especially The Rent. The Rent is not cheap, it has to be paid one way or the other, through a job (very time-consuming) or marriage (also time-consuming, even if you stay home and raise kids, which I did not want to do anyway).

Plus it would be a cheat if I did not love the man, no matter how smitten he might have been with me. (Men get smitten with me very easily. Women are much less smitable. I'm an equal opportunity smiter, but men are SO easy, and they have most of the money, so …)

So I quickly discovered how to seduce wealthy men. It was much harder than seducing middle class men. Wealthy men were used to having women come after them. Their reaction to a woman giving her body to them, or her affection was suspicion.

So I came at them straight on, a whore who was only interested in money, not relationships. Wealthy men were much more comfortable with that, they understood it. What made it especially easy for me was, I WAS only interested in their money. I had no desire to establish a romantic relationship with a client, or to pretend to.

Also, I had been raised in an upper middle class household and spent three years in college and so I knew the language of the wealthy and could speak it fluently. I could be respectable arm candy in public and whatever kind of whore my client wanted in private.

I moved up fast through the ranks of wealthy clients. I was very discreet, because I honestly did not care what my clients were up to. The wealthier they were, the more likely they were to be doing illegal and/or immoral stuff, but it just wasn't any of my business. I didn't have any illusions about the men I fucked.

Once I reached the multimillionaire levels, the compensation became so high that what really mattered to me was how much time I had off to read and drink wine. (Don't get me wrong, I always drank the wine very slowly. Being drunk made reading difficult. And it made me mentally sloppy, and I hate being sloppy.)

When I found out about Master and his harem I went for it. I figured, correctly, that a harem would decrease the amount of time and effort I'd have to spend pleasing the client. Kinky sex and humiliation would be involved, but it would be the pretendy fun kind of kink, not actual humiliation. Master was by all accounts happy to play at having a harem, he didn't feel any need to actually enslave his women.

(I hadn't figured on all the lesbian sex to entertain the Master, but for the money, it was no big deal. Gay for the kind of pay Master provided, sign me up!)

A perfect setup, and I was going to ride this one as far as it could take me. My bank account was building up, I had plenty of free time to read and drink when I wasn't trussed up like a Thanksgiving Turkey getting my ass reamed, and the price per reaming was more than right.

Yeah, I'm a whore all right. And a smart one.

The next day I did my dawn beach run, six miles. I liked that distance because it was also ten kilometers. Also because it keeps the lard off my pretty little ass. And I know how unforgiving the wealthy could be. Some liked fat whores, most didn't. And I wasn't that crazy about becoming fat anyway. I'd seen what happened to people who let the pounds accumulate. I considered my runs, which I didn't enjoy at all, the price I paid to be able to sit for hours and enjoy myself, and to make money the easy, fun way.

By the time I made it back to the mansion, the sun was just getting up in the sky. I always made it a point to stay out of the sun if I could. I knew what the sun did to skin, and I wanted nothing to do with it. Today's tanned beach bunny is tomorrow's wrinkled raisin of a tennis mom.

I showered and had a light breakfast of fruit and nuts and toast with some coffee, my second favorite drink after wine.

The service at the mansion was excellent, as part of Master's harem I was treated like a guest at a five-star hotel. I loved it, too. I definitely had a taste for the finer things, but I wasn't hooked on them, if you know what I mean. There are a lot of really cheap, really good California varietals, and books are cheap. That was all I really needed.

But I was capable of enjoying the hell out of the high life.

Breakfast over, I had free time until I was summoned to pre-Master warmups. So I was out on the porch with a book and the pot of coffee that I'd been given. My time. Fun time. I was reading “White Orchid” about a girl whose mother commits murder and winds up in the prison system. Actually, it was a lot more complicated than that, her relationship with her mother was really weird, no surprise given her mother was so weird. A lot of reviewers had described her mother as a sociopath, but I wasn't so sure. Her mother lacked empathy for others, but she was also a raging aesthete, a woman who lived her life for art, and everything she did seemed to be filtered through her artistic strivings. Her coldness could easily have been just the product of her aestheticism.

Or she could have been a sociopath. It was hard to say, which was part of what made the book fun to read.

I was just glad that my parents had been decent, loving people with a lot of empathy and a strong understanding of right and wrong. They had made me who I am. Some people might say, “Big deal, you're a whore” and I guess they'd have a point, but I was a REALLY high-rolling whore, and things could have been a lot worse.

A couple of hours later, I got a text on my phone. Warmup time.

I put my book aside and put the coffeepot on a tray and set it outside my door for the maid service.

One difference between the mansion and a five star hotel: you never tipped anyone. It would have been insulting. Even the maids made as much as a corporate middle manager. There was VERY little turnover here among the staff.

I headed for the playroom, one of several rooms off the harem's main room.

The playroom was a BDSM playroom, full of all sorts of exotic toys and so forth, and I don't mean the usual assortment of floggers and crosses. I mean exotic exotic.

One and Three were already in the room, Three because she eagerly answered every summons (might be the Master!) and One because she was a human dynamo.

They were both doing some stretching, and I did the same. Warming up for the warmups.

“Good morning, Cerberus,” said Nina when she entered the room about ten minutes later. The warmup room was well covered in cams, like all of the harems. Privacy was not available to harem residents. Given what we did publicly, it was kind of a moot point. For there to be a need to for privacy, there has to be shame.

And yet, there WERE doors on the bathroom stalls off the harem common rooms, and no cameras in the bathrooms. (But there were cameras in the shower rooms.) Master was a strangely fastidious fellow. He wanted his toys shiny and clean and the only bodily discharges he wanted us to have were the sexual sort.

He even excused us from duty during our periods. (More reading time for me, but Three just hated it, of course.) And with three of us, two of us could “cover” when one of us was on her period.

All very rational in service to Master's irrational sexual desires.

“One, you're on the pony, Two, you're on Wall Two, Three, it's the cube for you. Got it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” we all said.

I walked over to the wall. It had several exotic devices on it. Wall Two was a relatively simple device … a short bench for sitting on and a bunch of restraints bolted to the wall for restraining harem girls like me, and a machine in front of it.

I stood next to Wall Two and waited to be secured by Nina. No self-bondage here, Master wanted his girls bound and helpless.

Nina quickly bound One and Three to their respective devices and gagged them. (Master always preferred having his girls gagged unless there was a specific reason not to gag them. Sometimes even Nina worked with a gag on, and if you don't think Three hated that, you don't know Three.)

I only found Nina being gagged mildly annoying. Voice commands were generally easier to understand and obey.

Nina came over.

“Bracelets,” she ordered, and I turned around and put my hands behind my back so Nina could link them there, which she did.

“Open wide, slut,” Nina ordered.

I opened my mouth and spread my legs, because “open wide” could have meant either. Nina shoved a ball gag into my mouth and buckled it tight, including a chin strap to keep my mouth shut.

“On the bench,” she ordered, and I sat on the small bench projecting from the wall via steel pipes. Nina then pulled a strap from behind me, wrapping it around my waist and attaching it behind me, belting me to the wall. She took a small foam pad and positioned it behind me, six or eight inches above the belt, so that my torso was shoved forward, forcing me to display my breasts (not that I minded displaying my breasts, they were very nice). Next, she took a clasp hook from behind my head and attached it to one of the rings on my slave collar, then pulled it tight, forcing my head back.

Finally, Nina picked up my right leg and pulled it to one side and up high and fastened it to a short chain hanging from the wall. She did the same with my left leg.

When she was through, I was sitting helplessly on the bench, my legs spread wide and up high, my pussy and ass fully exposed (it was a very short bench that ended well before it reached my crotch) my breasts well displayed, and gagged, of course. A very nice display for Master. (Because that was the point of it – Master might be watching.)

And then there was the machine in front of me. Nina attended to it next. It was a metal frame that rose to about three feet above the floor. It was about a foot square. Nina pressed a button on the machine and a dildo mounted on a metal rod slid out of the face of the machine that was across from me. Nina kept pressing buttons that moved the rod up, down, forward and from side to side, as needed, until the head of the dildo was snuggled in my pussy lips.

“I remind you that you are forbidden to cum, slut,” Nina said formally as she pressed a button that sent vibrations shivering through the rod to the dildo and to me. And as the dildo vibrated it slowly began moving back and forth, back and forth, back and forth, working its way further and further into my pussy. Eventually the whole shaft would thrust inside me, and it would stop thrusting further … and start thrusting faster.

And I had to endure it, and not cum. Fiendish! I would have admired it if I weren't its victim.

But One and Three arguably had it worse than I did. One's pony ride was not the usual pony ride, which was an instrument of torment more than arousal. It was like a traditional rocking horse, except that One formed the body of the horse. Mounted in front of the rockers was a dildo. Mounted to the back of the rockers were two dildos. And as the rockers moved back and forth, the dildos slid in and out of One's body.

Nina had put a spider gag on One, and the secured her hand and foot to the padded wooden frame attached to the rockers. A cam shaft rising from the floor controlled the rockers. One was a helpless passenger, with Nina controlling the rate at which the dildos thrust into her, first into her mouth, then into her pussy and ass simultaneously.

It would have gotten exhausting for another girl, breaking her down very quickly if the pony rocked at all quickly. But One was a beast (Master liked to call her “beast” in fact) and could probably go all day on the damned thing. (I had lasted all of twenty minutes on it. Nina had flogged me for it, but damn that pony was touogh to resist).

But of course, the most fiendish torment was reserved for Three.

The Cube looked fairly simple and innocent. It was just a four by four by four foot wooden cube with a padded top. There were, of course, restraints at the top, to which Three was cuffed hand and foot to each of the four corners. Since Three was of average height, this entailed some bending of her legs and arms, leaving her bound in a twisty position. But she could relieve the strain on her limbs easily enough by squirming about, there was plenty of room for her to squirm about on the cube.

Except, of course, for the dildo in her pussy attached to a metal pole exiting from a machine in exactly the same manner the one in me did, vibrating like mind did, and moving slowly back and forth as mine did.

“Master loves to see you squirm,” Nina said once she had Three secured to the cube. “But he does not want you to cum. Don't you dare cum, slut.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Three had replied, starting to squirm. If Master wanted her to squirm, she would squirm her little heart out. And with that dildo pole working her pussy, she wouldn't have to fake her squirming.

That was what made Three's station fiendish. She wanted to please Master by squirming. Squirming made her horny, hell, it made ME horny, and she'd do the best squirming she could for Master, but she couldn't go all the way because it might make her cum, and Master didn't want that, but she wanted to go all the way to please Master, just not cum.

I also did not want to cum, and I also wanted to put on a good show for Master with my squirming, but it was just because it was what he wanted and he was paying me good money to entertain him sexually. It was not my heart driving my squirming, as with Three.

It wasn't One's heart driving her squirming, either, but she was effortlessly doing a better job than either of us. This was just a game to her. Edging herself just for the sheer damn physical joy of it. Her body was Master's playground, and it was her playground, too.

Thirty minutes later I was fighting cumming with everything I had. I did not have One's physical control. I always relied on my emotional control. The problem was, my body was a sexual machine, like anyone else's. My control over my emotions didn't extend to my basic physiology. Hit me over the head with a club and and I get pain and I bleed. And run a vibrator in and out of my pussy for half an hour solid, and I REALLY want to cum.

And there was more to it than that. I had not had much experience with BDSM prior to signing on with Master. I'd had a few wealthy clients who liked it, and obliged them (once as a Mistress) but all my BDSM clients were one night stands, though some were recurring one night stands. But they were just bits of something different mixed in among a whole lot of vanilla fucking and sucking and being catlike and exotic.

Oh, I knew what men liked, they were so easy to read.

But the thing is, since spending so many months with Master, I had become … there's no other way to describe it … conditioned to being a submissive. When I was rendered helpless and exposed, it turned me on. It turned me on a lot. It turned me on a LOT more than the vanilla sex I had had so much of and gotten so used to.

And being bound with my legs spread wide and above my head, my hands cuffed behind my back, my collar and the belt holding me to the wall while the dildo worked relentlessly … after thirty minutes, I was a puddle of desire … to cum.

“DON'T YOU DARE CUM, SLUT!” Nina shouted at me. Bitch could read me like a book at times. I hated that. I liked being mysterious. It is sexy and it is safe.

Even though I didn't have anything to fear from Nina. She knew and she didn't care.

She also didn't care that the dildo was driving me insane with lust. I squirmed, I moved, I tried to scooch back away from the dildo, but the metal backing of the frame behind me was unyielding.

I knew better than to think of unsexy, disgusting things to avoid orgasm. It SEEMED like a good idea, but if you did it you very quickly got conditioned to find unsexy, disgusting things arousing.

Not for me. I'd cum first. (One had told me the story of why she slept with a cock gag in her mouth. It was hilarious. But she still slept with a cock gag in her mouth every night. Unintended consequences are a bitch.)

So instead I just hung on by sheer force of will, which would not have been a contest over such a long time with constant stimulation, except … over time, I'd been conditioned to avoid orgasm. I had learned how. It had been hard. And long. And hard and long. And long and hard. And in. And out. And in and out. But … I'd learned.

And ten minutes later when Nina shut the machine down I still hadn't orgasmed, though my pussy was dripping with love juices, the floor below me stained with droplets, drool from my gag staining my breasts, my eyes were blank because I was thinking of nothing but not cumming, and hence not thinking of what I saw.

A moment later, Master entered the room. His cock was erect … Nina had probably been sucking it. He walked straight to me and rammed his cock in me. I moaned in pleasure. He rammed me again and again while Three watched helplessly from her cubetop and One watching knowingly from her pony, both squirming like bitches in heat.

I was the lucky one. I could cum now. I relaxed and let go and came and came and came as Master fucked me.

The Master fucked me, savoring my orgasm, savoring my surrender, his hard, rangy body rising above me as I looked up into his dark, piercing eyes.

I knew what he wanted and I gave it to him, happily, cumming felt so very good, and I looked up and just let my relief and pleasure and submission show in my face. It was all there, for real. It just wasn't all that I was. There was more to me. There always would be. But like most men, he had no idea.

When I stopped cumming he pulled out, patted me on the head, said “Good girl,” and moved on to One. Nina had retracted the dildos that assaulted One's pussy and ass (though she'd left the one in One's mouth intact). Master slid into One's ass easily, his cock still erect. He had not cum when I had.

Now he knelt behind One and took her doggy-style, or to be more accurate, pony style. One probably hadn't had as tough a time as me, her body was her instrument, and she could play it. But she was also human. And she'd kept herself on the edge, of course, knowing who was coming, and what he wanted.

Very soon One was shuddering had moaning into the dildo that filled her mouth. She bucked atop the frame that held her in place, her tiny, powerful body locked in the throes or orgasm. She orgasmed beautifully, it was a pleasure to watch.

And when her orgasms subsided, Master pulled out of her, his cock still erect, long strings of love juices dangling from his cock to her pussy, then breaking.

He rose and walked over to Three. Now it was her turn.

Three was squirming like a bitch in heat atop the cube. She was fighting her need to orgasm with everything she had, it was fascinating to watch the way her body moved atop the cube … and instructive. Unlike me and One, she was well past putting up any kind of display. Her body was pure instinctual response to the powerful forces coursing through her, the intense need to cum generated by the dildo that ratcheted back and forth inside her pussy, and the iron refusal to cum because her Master had ordered her not to.

Her squirming was the Real Deal, and I watched very, very carefully, so I could imitate it later. It was so beautiful in it's raw intensity, it made me understand why Master enjoyed seeing us squirm for him. If I could do that, I would be so desired. Every move she made, every muffled cry that escaped from her gag was etched into my memory.

Nina retracted the dildo and Master took its place, looming over Nina and plunging his still-erect cock deep inside her. Her whole body responded, transfixed by Master's cock as he thrust it back and forth inside her body. She gazed up at him, moaning through her gag as he fucked her, quickly orgasming, her feet and wrists straining against their bonds mindlessly. She gazed up at him, her eyes wide open, as if she were gazing at the only thing in the world worth seeing, his face. When she came, she cried out, a lost animal sound, her body's writhing pure animal pleasure.

Master came inside her as she came, growling his pleasure. His O-face was about as ridiculous as most men's in my opinion, but I was pretty sure Three's opinion differed from mine.

“Well Cerberus, that was great,” Master said. “You have all been very good girls.” He reached down and tousled Three's hair as he spoke while she gazed up at him, pure love in her eyes. Sure, he'd fucked me and One, but he'd cum insider HER. She was special.

Poor thing.

“This has been such a wonderful start to the day,” he said. “I've got boring business shit to take care of now, but … I'll be back later for more fun with your three. Nina will take care of you until then.”

“Yeff, maffa,” we all dutifully replied through our various gags.

Then he was gone.

“Nicely done, girls!” Nina said. “I'll get you undone and you can clean up and relax. I'm afraid you're all sweaty, stinky sluts at the moment, but a dip in the pool will fix that.”

“Yeff, miffiff,” we replied.

I smiled. The whole morning's “warmup” had taken about an hour. No time at all, really. And more reading time for me!

“Two, come to my office when you're clean,” said Nina.

I nodded. Hopefully this would just be some form I needed to fill out or something.

“How are you doing, Two?” Nina asked when I reported to her office, clean and dry but still naked as always here at the mansion.

“Fine,” I said.

“Yeah, I had that impression,” said Nina. “You appear to really like it here.”

“I do,” I said “It's been very nice.”

“How do you think the others feel?” Nina asked.

“One is partying down as she likes to and Three is in love with Master, so I'd say they're happy enough.”

“Yeah, I get that, but you know, you're so much better at reading people than I am, I was hoping you could help me out,” said Nina.

My defenses went up, not on Full Alert but a definite sense of caution. This was not normal.

“Nina you read us all like books and you know it,” I replied.

“Yes, I am good at it, but you're great at it, being who you are,” said Nina.

“You mean a high-functioning sociopath?” I asked. Might as well bring it out into the open.

“Well that, and more than that,” said Nina. “When you first came here I thought of you as just a high-functioning sociopath, a type, but now that I know you better, I think about you differently.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yes,” said Nina. “I haven't had a lot of experience with sociopaths, of course, but I had the impression from reading about them that the high-functioning ones are very manipulative, very good at using people to get what they want. I've been watching you very carefully to see if you've been manipulating us, and I've seen no sign of it. You get along well with everyone, of course, but that's not manipulation, that's just using your observational powers and your ability to fake emotional responses convincingly to get along. But if you're manipulating any of us, it's well beyond my ability to detect.”

“You needn't worry, I'm not manipulating any of you,” I said, glad to hear Nina being truthful. “It's not courtesy or anything like that, it's just that I don't want to manipulate anyone here. I'm really, really happy with the deal I have here. My bank accounts is swelling, I have plenty of free time to read, and the fun and games we get up to with Master are exactly that, fun and games.”

“That's the general impression I get from you,” Nina said, nodding.

“Yes, and I'm learning things here, too,” I said. “One is a revelation, I've never met anyone quite like her.”

“What do you mean?” Nina asked.

“Her physicality,” I said. “I thought I was fit, but compared to her, I'm so very weak. She's a marvel.”

“Girls like her really are not rare,” said Nina. “The world is crawling with ultra-healthy kicker gals who have boundless energy and love to party. The only thing that really makes One different is her intelligence. Granted, that does make her very different, and it's a rare to find an individual that combines extreme physicality and native intelligence to the same degree One does. If Master wanted another Energizer who would dance and fuck him endlessly, he could find plenty. But he likes having very smart women in his harem.”

“It tickles him right in the ego,” I observed.

“Yes,” said Nina. “But he is also offended by stupid comments. It reminds him of his childhood. And stupid women do not know how to not make stupid comments.”

“Ah, I see,” I said.

“What do you think of Three?” Nina asked.

“You know, she may be the best of us,” I said. “I watched her writhing on the cube and it was a revelation. Such beauty. A pure expression of emotion and lust with no filters. Amazing.”

“Yes, I imagine someone operating without filters would be fascinating to you, with all your filters,” said Nina. “But that no filter stuff bothers me.”

“How so?” I asked.

“Well, you know, you and One have both been around, seen the world, had sex with a lot of different men, and are generally the sort of women you might describe as “worldly.”

“Yes, 'worldly' works for me,” I said dryly. “I've also heard 'worn-out ho-bag' but I will go with worldly.” )Self-deprecatory humor had been hard to learn at first, but once I got the hang of it, it was easy.)

“Three, on the other hand, is from rural Tennessee, a place that is very, very rural in places.”

“A state of rural squalor, I've heard,” I said.

“Well, not the whole state, but the part she grew up in was definitely rural,” Nina said. “I mean, her family made most of their income from operating roadside stands on the route to a state park, selling boiled peanuts, a delicacy there I understand.”

“Boiled peanuts,” I said. “I don't get it.”

“Me, neither,”said Nina. “And it's not the point. The point is that Three is a fish out of water here. She may have gotten some experience while she was hooking in Chattanooga, but you know, nothing like this.”

“So of course she is overwhelmed by Master and his mansion and falls for him,” I said.

“I think there may be more to it than that,” Nina said. “This is also her first real experience with BDSM. And her first experience with a real Master. I suspect she has undergone some major psychological changes.”

“Yeah, love is like that,” I said.

“”First-time love especially,” said Nina.

“Surely she fell for a few boys back in Hillbilly Hollow,” I said.

“She dated, but there were no heavy relationships,” said Nina. “She gave up her cherry to a boy, and thought she loved him, but when he dumped her she decided he wasn't worthy of her.”

“I'm sure he wasn't,” I said dryly.

“So we have her plucked out of obscurity, hooking in Chattanooga, and brought here by the Master, first time love, first experience of BDSM, and … what do you think of Three's sexuality, Two?”

“I haven't given it much thought,” I admitted. “I mean, she's so obviously smitten with Master, she would do ANYTHING for him, and she would love it, because it was Master's will. But I don't know if she actually enjoyed it on its own terms or not, because for her the enjoyment is real either way.”

Nina nodded. “I see your point. Here's the thing, there have been other women in Cerberus, some of them quite young – all of legal age, of course.”

I nodded. I didn't necessarily believe her – after the Epstein case, it would be dumb to – but Master had never shown any inclination toward underaged girls. If he wanted them in his harem, he could get them. It was dangerous and stupid, even for billionaires, in my opinion. But my opinion did not matter to any billionaires.

“And some of those girls have fallen hard for Master, but never as hard as Three,” said Nina. “The closest one to Three was a girl who was new to hooking and to BDSM. She fell hard for Master, just like Three.”

“What happened with her?” I asked.

“A handsome young Master just happened to visit the mansion and to fall for her big time … for only her. After a time she fell for him … took a while, but we managed it. And when she tearfully confessed to Master what was going on, he sold her to the handsome young Master … for fifty cents, in a touching little ceremony.”

“How very sweet,” I said. They had clearly paid the young man to steal the girl's affections.

“So I imagine she is his forever now,” I said.

“I hope so,” said Nina. “I have no idea. She is not Master's problem any more, nor mine, that was the whole point of it.”

“Very nice of you to let her down so softly,” I said, knowing that sympathy was called for here. I didn't feel any sympathy, mind you, I just knew it was the right thing to say.

“Was it?” Nina asked. “She was so caught up in Master and BDSM that just dumping her would have been a sure route to collar frenzy. No telling what she would have done.”

“I see,” I said. “You were taking care of business. And you are concerned that Three is headed for a collar frenzy if Master just dumps her.”

“Only to the extent that I'd bet your monthly take on it,” said Nina. “Mine, too. But that's not really what's bothering me.”

“What, then?” I asked.

“Master wants to take a different route with getting Three unsmitten from him,” said Nina. “I think it's dangerous and foolish, but he won't be dissuaded. He's a fucking Master and a fucking billionaire, and listening is not his strong suit when he's got a bee in his bonnet.”

“What's he planning?” I asked.

“Can't tell you, Master wants it to be a surprise,” Nina said. “But don't worry, you'll know it when it happens. Master is a man, and this has all the subtlety you would expect from a man.”

“Like clubbing a trout over the head with a mallet subtle?” I asked.

“No, not nearly that subtle,” Nina said, grinning.

“A real man plan,” I said, nodding. “What do you want me to do then?”

“I want you to read Three as well as you can,” Nina said. “With special attention to any sign of mental instability on her part after it happens, and on subsequent occasions when it happens, too.”

“Ah, so it could happen more than once,” I said.

“It could happen a LOT if Master wants it to,” said Nina. “And unsubtle as it is, it will probably be devastating to Three. And I don't want her doing any self-harm. That's really my major concern. I'll be watching her carefully, but I want you watching her, too. If you read it, we'll see that she can't self-harm.”

“I will do my best, Mistress,” I said. The logical thing of course would be to shut this whole unsubtle program of Master's down. But that wouldn't happen, because Master wanted it to happen, and Master was a billionaire. Just like everyone else in the world, we were helpless before all that money. Our bondage was just more physical than most.

For the rest of the day and the day after that, I watched Three like a hawk, only without any outright staring. It was easy enough.

And because I had been so attentive, I caught One watching Three. She was terrible at it, compared to me. One had tremendous control over her body, but it was all oriented toward expression rather than concealment. Whereas my efforts were all oriented toward concealment, from a very early age.

I suppose it all started with the time I tried to set fire to my little brother. I was about four, he was two, in the Terrible Twos, and he annoyed me even more than he annoyed my parents, and that was saying something. And one day he just pissed me off and I decided to set fire to him. I knew exactly how to do it, because I'd watched Dad set fire to some coals to grill us dinner on quite a few occasions. I went out to the patio where Jeremy, my little brother was playing, and opened the storage room door and walked in and found a fire starter and the lighter fluid on the shelf where Dad kept them, and easily climbed up and got them, and went back out and started dousing Jeremy with the lighter fluid, really looking forward to seeing how he'd jump around when he burned (just like the lizards, bugs and frogs I occasionally set fire to) and that's when Mom came around the corner, saw what I was doing and screamed “Joanie, NOOOOO!” in voice I had never heard before. I froze, and Mom came and snatched the lighter fluid out of my hands and the fire starter, too, and then stared at me for the longest time like I was someone she had never seen before.

Things were never the same between me and Mom after that. I mean, she still loved me, and I still loved her in my fashion. But she watched me. All the time.

She also got me tested after that, and I didn't understand the test or the results, but I visited doctors regularly after that and talked with them and although I didn't understand for years, I did know the doctors thought Something Was Wrong With Me (but they wouldn't tell me what, so I could fix it, which annoyed me greatly. I mean, if they just told me what they wanted me to do or say I would do that, no problem. I was a kid.)

I eventually figure out that the problem was I didn't have feelings like other people did.

And once I figured out I started watching other people and how they expressed feelings and how other people reacted. And that's when I noticed that I occasionally said or did things that freaked the hell out of others.

Don't get me wrong. I do have feelings. I get angry and sad and so forth, it's just that I don't have any natural empathy or sympathy for others. When I was sad or angry, I was those things, but when others were sad or angry, I just didn't care. If I had succeeded in setting fire to my little brother, I would just have watched.

And been very surprised at how angry and sad it made my parents. Because at that age, I thought everybody was like me.

A couple of years later when I figured out I really was Different, I suffered from horrible pangs of paranoia, fearing that I would say or do the Wrong Thing that would expose me to everyone as a horrible monster. I became incredibly focused on my own behavior and responses and the behavior and responses of others, from childhood.

Which is how I grew up able to read others so well. It was ground-in from childhood.

But the real key to my success as a highly functional sociopath was my parents. They went to GREAT lengths to teach me the difference between right and wrong, and the importance of not harming others. They had been told that although I did not have natural empathy, I could be taught to have rational empathy … I could learn to figure out that people did not like to be hurt emotionally or physically and to recognize the behaviors that leads to that, and avoid them. It was not exactly the same thing as having natural empathy, but it had the same effect. Coupled with knowing how to fake normal emotional reactions to others' distress, it allowed me to function normally, to be that super successful highly functional whore that I am.

Well, that and the fact that unlike the people that get labeled psychopaths and who do most of the serial killing and such, I didn't really want to hurt anyone.

What I liked to do was sit or lay around on a beautiful day and read and drink wine. Absolutely, it was the best, reading about other people's emotions and experiences at second hand where it was all safe was so very, very nice.

That's why I never took advantage of my sociopathy to do anything dangerous or harmful to others, you see. Sure, I could have machine-gunned, stabbed and blown up hordes of people, innocent or otherwise, without suffering from PTSD like a lot of other people. I didn't WANT to do those things. I wanted to sit around and read and drink wine. Those other, violent things sooner or later got people mad enough at you to blow you up or kill you.

Not my cup of wine.

Shortly after I saw One watching Three we happened to be alone together in hot tub. (There was no sexual thing between us. We'd fucked each other to amuse Master, but it was just business, nothing personal.)

“So, I saw you watching Three,” I said.

“How could I not watch her, she was right there, squirming on Master's tonguesaw,” One said.

“You know what I mean,” I said. “You were observing her, not just looking at her. Nina put you up to it.”

“What makes you think that?” One asked.

“She put me up to it, too,” I said. “She's worried about Three.”

“I'm worried about her, too,” said One. “A whore in love is just asking to be hurt.”

“Definitely,” I said. If there was one thing whores needed, it was a hardened heart. I was lucky, I'd been born with a hardened heart. But normal women like One and Three had to go through a painful toughening-up process that involved being treated badly by various men, and sometimes women. They had to learn not to care, and how to fake caring if it seemed called for, whereas all I'd had to learn was how to fake caring.

I felt sorry for them. Then again, I felt sorry for almost everyone. I was happy almost all the time, and it took very little to make me very, very happy. Others, not so much.

(OK, I didn't really feel sorry for One and Three. I just understood that I should, under the circumstances. Actually, I felt … smug.)

“What did Nina ask you to do?” One asked.

“Oh, just watch Three for signs that she might be thinking about harming herself … others, too, I guess,” I said. “She thinks I'm pretty good at reading people.”

“Oh, you are that,” said One.

“What did Nina want you to do?” I asked, to get One away from that train of thought. One was not stupid.

“She just wants me to read Three physically,” said One. “I understand body language pretty well, if her body says she is thinking of self-harm, Nina wants me to sound the alarm, or stop her if it comes to that.”

“That makes sense,” I said.

“Yeah, let me know if you see she's up to something and I'll stop her,” said One.

“You don't think I can do it?” I asked.

“I'm not sure,” said One. “You're more fit than her because of your running, but you don't know how to fight and you have no advantage in speed or reach or weight, and if she's suicidal she will be using everything she has at full strength. You'll be holding back, as you always do. And you don't hold back in a fight with someone who wants to die. They won't hold back at all.”

“That does make sense,” I said, smiling. I was happy, because One's words revealed that she did not know I was a sociopath. I could kill Three if need be without any emotion at all. I would never do it because I knew better. But … I didn't have any inhibitions about it. Or rather, those inhibitions I did have were completely artificial.

“Besides, even if you succeeded, you'd hate it,” said One, grinning. “You ever see the face of the WINNER in an MMA fight between two evenly matched opponents?”

“I cannot say that I have,” I said. “Never having watched any MMA fights.”

“The winner looks like the loser, most of the time,” said One. “Sometimes worse.”

“Eew,” I said. “I've seen some male MMA fights. Same thing?”

“Exactly,” said One.

“Why do you fight then if you understand how ickey it is?” I asked.

“Because it's fun,” said One. “It's like dancing, only with violence. And getting hurt is not so bad. It's not nearly as bad as getting your heart broken.”

“I can't say I care for either,” I said.

“Most people don't,” said One. “Especially most women.”

“Is that why Master wanted you, do you think?” I asked. “The fighting?”

“No, I think it's mostly the dancing,” said One. “It's really what I'm famous for. Nobody much knows about the MMA. But the dancing .... I've had offers. Lots and lots of offers.”

“I'll bet,” I said. “Your dancing makes ME want to fuck you, and I'm not even that gay.”

I smiled as I said it. Developing a sincere smile had been the HARDEST thing to learn. My mom taught me. She waid when I tried to smile, my smile never reached my eyes, so I looked like a shark baring its teeth. It would have been hurtful, but it was said in the context of teaching me how to smile, and I knew my smile was creepy, I'd been told by people who really did want to hurt me. So I stuck with it, and I learned, I developed a real smile, or at least a real-looking smile, that I could turn on at will. It was SO handy and made me much more popular.

“Flatterer,” One said, smiling the natural real smile that she had probably had effortlessly since babyhood. She was vain about her dancing, and I didn't blame her, and of course, happily used her vanity.

Manipulative of me, I suppose.

“At least Nina is looking out for her,” said One.

“Master, too, from what I hear,” I said.

“Oh, really?” One asked. “What have you heard?”

I had learned to gossip early on, such a useful skill.

“Nina told me that a prior Cerberus girl who was young fell for Master in pretty much the same way Three has,” I said. “So they hired a young stud to seduce her. Worked.”

“Yes, Nina told me about that, too,” said One. “I suppose it does imply Master's approval, but seems subtle for Master. I bet Nina ran it with Master's permission.”

“You're probably right,” I said. “I mean, Master's idea of foreplay is to tie a girl naked to a running Sybian for half an hour and forbid her to cum.”

“Yes, and the impression I got is that whatever Master has in mind for Three makes THAT look subtle,” said One. “Still, I am glad Nina is worrying over Three. I worry about her, too.”

“Oh, me, too,” I lied. Because I knew that in a little while I'd be back on my verandah, reading and and drinking and not worrying about anyone at all, including Nina. It was my super power, as far as I was concerned.

“Work her harder!” Master shouted, and One and I, his naked minions, both murmured “Yeff, maffa,” from behind our gags and worked poor Three even more vigorously.

I heard a tiny “Yeff, mffa,” from beneath my ass as Three signaled her approval.

Three would approve of anything at all Master wanted, we all knew that. She also approved being in what was probably the most stringent bondage toy Master had (and Master had many very stringent bondage toys). It was a simple rope sling with wide leather straps where Three's body rested in the ropes. (Master was always very specific about the sorts of discomfort he wanted Cerberus girls to endure. He didn't want us to endure any discomfort he hadn't planned for us. Control was most definitely his game.)

I rubbed my ass into Three's face. I was standing over her, my legs on either side of her head, facing her body. A chain connected to the head harness she wore rode up between my ass cheeks, keeping her face pressed closed into my ass. I had all the control here, and I used it carefully. Did not want Three passing out from pleasure, unless of course Master willed it. Then I would smother her until she passed out, but only until she passed out. I had my limits. I would have been emotionally OK with smothering Three to death with my pussy, but I knew better than to do it. Thanks, Mom!

It was easy to keep Three breathing because Master was on the other side of the sling, fucking Three hard and fast. And every time he thrust forward, Three's face shot a little way out of my ass, enough for her nose to clear and get a breath until the sling shoved her face back under my ass.

I made sure my clit got rubbed good by Three's face as she rocked helplessly in the sling. Life was good.

Three was doing a lot of helpless flailing in her chains, and not just because of me and the Master. One was squatting beneath her, applying a curved vobrator to the inside of her ass, vibing her G-spot even as Master fucked her. It took ungodly coordination, bendiness and skill to do that really well, but One was really was good at reading bodies, and she read Three like a book, and she was bendy and energetic and so poor Three was getting thoroughly, skillfully fucked from three different directions, and she had long sense lost all consciousness of anything except for the physical sensations that she was experiencing … and of course, that it was Master's will that she was experiencing them.

“Keep edging her, almost there, almost there!” Master cried, and we kept it up, keeping poor Three almost at the point of orgasm but never quite letting her get there.

I could see Three's chest blushing a deep red as she thrashed, I could see her nipples erect, or at least, I could see them in bits and flashes because my fingers were all over her nipples, teasing them and twisting them.

I could smell my pussy and ass on her face even from down there. Her face was a pair of panties, rubbing constantly against me.

Three was basically just a torso, her arms and legs humg from cuffs and shackles tied to ropes attached to the frame above her, just like her waist strap was.

She was so fucking helpless, and so fucking fucked, and so totally overwhelmed. I could even see a deep red blush just north of her pussy, where all the blood had been rushing to it for a while.

I was pretty sure my chest and pussy had similar blushes, and I knew my nipples were popped up. Watching Three's naked torso squirm was damned arousing, because of course she had no filters, she wasn't playing, she was just submitting her body to Master's will – as we all did, but she did it right down to the core. By comparison, One and I, skilled as we were, were just rentals.

“Finish her!” Master ordered, “Finish her now!”

He was about to cum.

I worked Three's face ith my butt very hard now, not letting her breathe much at all. It was erotic asphyxiation, though Three probably didn't recognize it as such. But I knew exactly what I was doing.

One knew exactly what she was doing, too, she was pushing Three's G-spot to the max as Master went into his usual hyper-ramming as he came, his O-face so hilarious and yet I must not laugh, I must not laugh.

Three, hearing Master's orders, stopped fighting orgasm with everything she had and simply yielding as she had no doubt been dying to do for some time. Her body shuddered and jerked in the chains, weird little noises came out from under my ass and mingled with Master's groan of pleasure, and suddenly she went slack.

The little death. She had passed out from sexual pleasure.

I quickly dismounted from Three's face, not an easy thing to do with that chain coming up from between my cheeks, but I managed it. I slid a hand down and checked Three's pulse and looked for signs she was breathing. And her pulse was hammering away, but slowing rapidly, and she was breathing, so she was OK. She would wake up in a moment.

I hadn't cum but that was OK. I would settle down soon.

One crawled out from under Three and tossed the vibrator she'd been using into the playroom's Used Toy bin, to be cleaned by extremely well-paid and discreet personnel, I was sure.

I leaned back against a wall, silent, smiling my Almost Genuine Smile. I always smiled at the Master when I could after a session. And Master had been doing this a lot lately, having the two of us work Three while he fucked her.

Three loved it, of course. Her, the center of Master's attention, us just sexual handmaids. Just the way Three liked it.

But whatever this was, it wasn't what had Nina worried, Master hadn't done that yet. Unless this was …

And suddenly, I knew it. I knew what Master had planned. And yes, it was unsubtle, totally unsubtle, and would not work at all. It was so stupid, and so wrong.

And, I feared, so inevitable.


End Cerberus 2


Coming Soon: Cerberus Three

For Cerberus Three, love for her Master was a revalation -- and perhaps a deadly weakness.
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Cerberus was the name the billionaire known only as The Master gave to his private harem. It consisted of three women (four if you counted their trainer).


There was Cerberus One, light and lively, a dancer, a bundle of energy for whom sex was a game to challenge her boundless energy and sexuality.


Cerberus Two was a calm, cool, collected type who liked nothing more than a glass of wine and a book and a long, slow day to enjoy both – and who was more than willing to do all sorts of sexually degrading things to give herself the time and comfort she loved.


Cerberus Three was a rural gal who had made the mistake of falling in love with the billionaire Master who ruled them all.


And the First Girl, Nina, the one who was Named, ran them like clocks for the Master whose money kept the whole game going. Sometimes girls left, but there were always new heads ready to grow on the thing that was Cerberus.


And there was the Master, playful and sexually charged. He knew what he wanted from the women he bought and he took it. His demands were easy by the standards of the kinky pros he hired, but he had a streak of cruelty that he reserved for the one who loved him.


Visit the world of Cerberus One and get to know the world of pleasure, humiliation and dgradation that the elite women of a billionaire's harem live in. It's an contemporary erotic thriller that will leave you on the edge … just as the Master likes to leave his slaves on the edge …


This novelette, the first in the Cerberus series, is just over 10,000 words long.


Always Pay Your Parking Tickets On Pluterday
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It's the future, and dreams have become Big Business. Making your dreams real was ALWAYS a Big Business, of course, but it was always more of a come-on than an actual thing until Other Life, Inc., figured out that since everybody had neck ports so they could rent out their brain's processing capabilities to AIs, it should be possible to create dream-based entertainments.


There's just one little problem, though. The user's subconscious minds are what runs the dreams, all the Other Life software does is let the user remember the dream as if it were something that happened in real life, and bridge over the time gaps and illogical stuff with whatever jazz hands it can come up with, making the dreams more “real.”


The problem is, sometimes the subconscious takes Other Life clients on a much wilder ride than they expected or wanted – and sometimes those users wind up gibbering and drooling in a psych ward somewhere as a result of the dreams they've experienced.


It's very rare, a one in a million thing, but it happens. But even when the dreams don't drive the Other Life customer insane, they can be a VERY wild ride.


And when that customer is a kinky submissive who LOVES all sorts of wild, bizarre experiences, well the ride can be VERY wild indeed: gonzo erotic madness of the first order! And so it is with our nameless protagonist, as she thoroughly enjoys a series of bizarre, kinky erotic experiences that might drive another woman mad. Welcome to the world of the bizarre!


This story is third in the “So This Is My Life Now” series and is over 7000 words long. And each word is terrific! (I don't mean that literally, there are other words than terrific in the story, honest … check out the Look Inside!)


The Adventures of Jinkie Jenkins, Insterstellar Sex Reporter

Books 1-3 of the Jinkie Jenkins Adventures, Now In One Exciting Volume!
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“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.
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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.



The Voyeur Slave Girl
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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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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
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Not available on Amazon



More Stories (Not In Collar World) By Pat Powers


Late Nights On Onion Station
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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)
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“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)
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"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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“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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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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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

[image: ]

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

[image: ]

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!
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