
        
            
                
            
        

    
Cerberus One

Three hot, kinky women in the harem of one kinky billionaire alpha male.
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I lay across Master's lap, happy as the bitch I was pretending to be in my cute little bitch suit. I was Cerberus One, after all. I wriggled obscenely, my naked butt pink and round, unable to do much more than gaze adoringly up at my Master, who stroked my pussy absently as he watched a holovid program.

I was wearing Master's preferred version of a bitch suit, just bandages on my arms and thighs that kept my forearms pulled up tight against my upper arms, and my calves pulled up tight against my upper thighs, so that I didn't have the use of my hands and feet. All I could do was crawl about on my hands and knees, made much easier by the thick leather pads at my knees and elbows.

And that was all I wore unless you counted my collar, cuffs and shackles, which I didn't count since I always wore them at the mansion, even in the bath or the shower.

I felt Master slide a finger between my pussy lips, and I moaned in pleasure. I wasn't faking it, either, I didn't have to. (But I would have faked it if I needed to.)

Mom always used to say “It's just as easy to love a rich man as it is to love a poor man.” And I always replied, “Why not both, mama?” – just to get her worked up, you know.

But now that I have had experiences with both kinds of men I would have to say that things are just a wee bit more complex than mom ever let on. As in, a lot. I mean, a poor man, you have all of his attention, time and paycheck if you play it smart, and sisters, most of us do, one way and another. It's only fair … we have to suck their cocks and bear their children.

The problem with poor men, or really, middle class men, too, nowadays, is that they're defeated from the git-go and so are you. You generally have to take a job too and I suppose the feminists are real happy about that, but most of the feminist leaders have money, or come from families with money, and they seem to have forgotten that a crappy, low-paying job sucks whether you're male or female. From what I've seen they don't give a shit about that part, probably because most of them don't have crappy, low-paying jobs.

So I saw through that crap really early, which is what led me to be nestled in the lap of luxury, literally, and squirming and moaning like a bitch in heat, something I really liked to do anyway.

I was wearing a little tailplug with a fluffy bunny tail to complete the ensemble, and Master amused himself sometimes by pulling on it and making me moan in a different way as I felt the bulb that kept it in my butt press against me, which I also totally liked, because damn, that was fun.

When he was through pulling my tail, I'd look up at him adoringly and wiggle my butt.

That and moan and squirm was about all I could do because I was wearing a head harness ballgag and couldn't talk. Master almost always gagged me, though he almost never gagged Cerberus 2, which figures because she almost never talks unless she has something to say, and I talk a mile a minute, given the chance, when I'm not dancing or fucking or eating – but to be fair, I do a LOT of dancing and fucking. Anyway, sometimes Master would pull my tail some more and sometimes he'd give my butt a swat with his open hand. (Which I also liked, I mean, I like a LOT of things. People said I was likable, but I would say that's because I liked so many people and so many of the things they did.)

Sometimes Master ignored me for something or someone else, which I didn't like so much, but for the kind of money I was getting paid, I was willing to be ignored a LOT. Not as much as Cerberus, I mean, she lived to be ignored from what I could see, but the money was SO GOOD here.

Sometimes Master would play with our butts for hours, but generally not. Generally, Master got around to fuckng me. (He rarely wanted me to suck his cock after I'd spent time in his lap, and I knew why. I'd looked at my butt in a mirror when I was done up in a bitch suit, and my pink round ass with its round pussy lips and those little inner lips sticking out, bald as could be, were pure, obscene poetry. It made me want to fuck me, and I was me!) The black medical tape fabric that held my arms and legs in place served only to emphasize my ass, to really make it stick out, and isolating it visually. It already stuck out plenty on its own. Practically all I'd ever had to do to get showered with tips as a stripper was to get naked and shake my literal moneymaker.

But when I squirmed in a bitch suit, it was that times ten, it reduced me to a pink, wiggling butt begging for use.

Especially as my pussy was leaking love juices. I couldn't help it, being restrained and fondled by a man drove me wild. Er.

I was such a slut. Mom had always known I was a slut at heart, and had tried to protect me even though she wasn't a slut at all and didn't really understand me.

That was sweet of her, she was such a great mom, but I didn't really need her protection. It was more the boys who needed protecting from me.

I broke a few hearts, I will admit it. But never intentionally, I was just as young and ignorant as the boys and had no idea how easy it was to get one to fall in love with you. With a lot of them, all it took was a handjob! Much less a blowjob! And I loved giving blowjobs, from the very beginning. Up close and intimate with a man's cock, wow, it was so nice.

And boys were so easy.

But what really turned it over was that I never bothered to hide that I really liked cocks and men and I really liked sex, and most girls did not do that.

The competition to be the hottest slut around was not exactly stiff when I was younger.

Of course, that was just in the little leagues of my home town. Given my nature and my appearance (spectacular, I've been told even by other women and gay guys) I had a job dancing at Club Exotica on a nearby interstate not a month after I turned 18. (Mom wasn't crazy about that, but at that point, there was nothing she could do. And I loved dancing for all those horny truckers, even though not all of them were nice men. Most of them were, though.)

That's sort of what got me here, squirming in Master's lap while Cerberus Two lounged on one side of the sofa he was on and Cerberus Three lounged on the other. They were both done up just like I was, except that Two had no gag and Three was wearing a ring gag.

After a bit, my butt had the effect it always had on men, and Master started working my pussy a lot more attentively. (Or it could be that the program Master was watching had ended, because that happened, too. I just decided to believe it was my butt. I had a very believable butt.)

One thing about being gagged and confined to a bitch suit was that when all you could do was squirm and moan, so you really went at it. Well, I did. I liked squirming and moaning anyway, it didn't take much to encourage me.

I also like having orgasms, and Master's fingers were very knowledgeable. He knew just where and when and how hard to press and squeeze and tenderly stroke my pussy to get me going. He'd had a lot of practice on sluts like me. In a very short time, I was squirming mindlessly as the waves of pleasures filled my brain.

Two moved a little farther away from me on the sofa, as I was rubbing against her, wearing that amused expression she often got when the Master was using me or Three. She wasn't offended, or unhappy – Two was very relaxed and easygoing, though in a cool and distant way. She wasn't friendly, exactly, but she didn't get upset easily. Honestly, she was a hard one to figure out.

I didn't have to look at Three to know that she'd be gazing at me with a weird combination of envy and jealousy. She had fallen hard for the Master, poor thing, so hard that he didn't have to be paying her to be his fucktoy. And Master knew it, too.

But he did anyway, because that's how he wanted it. Love was not in his equation, not with us.

Eventually, and I don't mean a long eventually, Master's fingers got the best of me and I started cumming, squirting a little as I did so. (He had a towel under me for that very reason, I squirt a lot when I cum, always have.)

“Look at you go, you little slut,” the Master said, a smile in his voice. Some guys got mad when I squirted, but the Master was fine with it, he considered it evidence of his power over me, and he wasn't wrong.

“Nggguuh,” was all I could manage in response, still gagged and still cumming just a little bit, like aftershocks.

The Master picked up his cell phone and said, “Nina, come in.”

A moment later, Nina, the First Girl came in. She was the one in charge of us all. She trained us and watched over us. She was tall and strong and had jet black hair. Like us, she wore nothing but her collar, shackles and cuffs most of the time. She had large breasts with rings set in the nipples. She also had a chain attached to one of her labia by a ring set in it. Rumor had it that the chain was controlled by one of the Master's rings, and at any moment Nina might get a shock on the ring, telling her to come to her Master.

“Nina, get One out of the bitch suit, get Two out of hers as well. I'll need the use of their limbs for a while,” Master said.

“Yes, Master,” Nina said, smiling. While she was in charge of the three of us, she was also a sex slave employee of the Master, probably making an insane amount of money. I mean, I was making an insane amount of money and she was in charge of me.

Nina went to a nearby drawer and pulled out some safety scissors with blunted tips, then walked over to me and picked me up, with some effort and laid me on the rug (thick and luxurious, you bet). She used the scissors to cut me free of the binds that pinioned my arms and legs, and I lay on the rug and slowly stretched them out (your arms and legs get very stiff in a bitch suit, and I had been in this one for a while) Nina pulled Two off the sofa and got her out of the bitch suit.

Poor Three remained on the sofa, bitch suited, which I bet thrilled her.

“That will be all for now, Nina,” the Master said.

“Yes, Master,” Nina said, rising from Three and walking out the door immediately. She set the standard for obedience to the Master. I think she probably loved him, but I wasn't certain. She had been part of the Master's harem for a long time, none of us had been with Master for more than a year. Two was the most recent acquisition.

“Dance for me, One, when your arms and legs are fully recovered,” the Master ordered.

“Yes, Master,” I said immediately. I didn't get up and start dancing immediately because my limbs were not fully recovered, and hence would be disobedience, and Nina would get called into the room to test my ability to resist using my safeword. “What sort of dance would Master prefer?”

“Whatever works for you, beast,” Master said. “Something that goes well with a blowjob.”

“Yes, Master,” I said. Something sexy and upbeat, then. Blowjobs were happy occasions, for a Master generally.

“Two, I want you to give me a blowjob, but I want you to use Three's mouth,” said Master. “Use her any way you like to pleasure me.”

“Yes, Master,” Two said in that calm voice of hers. She was so cool. Like me, she was carefully stretching her arms and legs so nothing got strained after being bound so tightly for so long.

Two did not ask Master if he wanted her to remove Three's binds. If he had wanted her to, he would have said so. He wanted Three to give him a blowjob while in a bitch suit and while wearing a ring gag. Making it a pleasure for Master was Two's problem. Three's as well, but mainly Two's.

And all I had to do was dance, which I loved doing. I could do it for hours, and had, when I was a stripper. I'd gotten the nickname the Energizer when I'd been a dancer, because I just kept going and going and going. I mean, I have a motormouth but I also have a motorbody.

And after a short while my joints got loose again and I went over to the room's entertainment control center and put on “One's Happy Sexy Playlist 2,” making sure the volume was quite low. (Master had once told me I had permission to play whatever music I liked when I danced, unless told otherwise but to keep the music low so his commands could be heard easily. Saved a lot of “Master May I?” a game Master did not enjoy playing when the answer was always the same.)

Happy Sexy Playlist 1 (yes, there are four of them) started with “Pocketful of Sunshine” because it was such a bright, bubbly tune. I started easy, but all the dancing I'd done made my body very flexible and strong and in a very short time I was bopping away.

My dance style was heavily influenced by my time as a stripper. Not all strippers are good dancers (a surprising number had two left feet and others were so convinced of their innate beauty and sexiness that they could barely be persuaded to move their butts) but they all had the same goal: entice the men sitting around the dance stage to give them tips.

Well I'd watched the men carefully and paid attention to what kind of moves worked and what didn't, and developed a dance that turned my pussy and ass into a cash vacuum cleaner that left no wallets untouched.

As I danced, I watched the action as Two used Three as a blowjob device. Once Three was unlimbered she pulled Three off the sofa like she was a sack of wheat and rolled her across the rug so that she was on her elbows and knees, facing Master. Then Two shoved Three between Master's legs and then pulled her up by the shoulders so that she was perched on her knees in front of Master, except she was about a foot from Master's cock because Two had needed room to pull Three's body upright. It was no problem for Two, she just put her hands on Three's butt and shoved her along the rug until she was right in Master's lap.

Three was so pleased at the prospect of sucking Master's cock that she barely noticed Two woman-handling her.

Not that there would have been anything she could have done about it in that bitch suit if she hadn't liked it. But I knew that as far as Three was concerned, Two was just a tool to get Master's cock into her mouth, where it belonged.

The music segued into Nickleback's “Something In Your Mouth” fittingly enough, which gave me full rein to sway my hips and roll my breasts, and of course I sucked on my thumb the whole time while casting smokey glances at Master when I wasn't watching Two give Master pleasure with Three's helpless mouth.

Two was all business. First she wrapped a gentle hand around Master's cock, then guided it into the ring gag that held Three's mouth open. (All of this was for show, of course … all of us, including Master, knew that Three would crawl naked across broken glass for the chance to suck Master's cock. I mean, she was hooked.) But it worked, Three looked so helpless in the bitch suit, and Two had a certain cool, calm efficiency that was scarier in its way than someone who screamed and acted out would have been. Once she had Master's cock in Three's mouth, Two slid in behind her, nice and intimate, kneeling behind her with one hand atop her head and one hand on her neck and began bobbing her head back and forth. Two started out slow, but quickly sped up, making Three's head bob back and forth like a sewing machine needle.

Two divided her attention between Three and the Master. She made sure Master's cock stayed in Three's mouth and she glanced up at Master regularly to make sure that Master was enjoying the pace.

There was no need to guess what Three was doing – her eyes would be fixed on Master's cock. Master had told her months ago that his cock was her Master and she was to pay attention only to it while in his presence, though of course she had to obey all vocal commands she heard.

Oh, Master knew his girls, all right. He knew that Three was burning to look at him adoringly while she sucked his cock, naked and bound, to let him know how deeply she submitted to him. It was very sweet. And by denying her the chance to give him the goo-goo eyes, and to focus on his cock instead, he was turning her into a mere cock beast, obsessed with the organ that ruled her. She was no doubt giving IT the goo-goo eye. EEW. (Not that I would not and had not given Master's cock the goo-goo eye myself when I thought it would please Master, which was often. The difference is, that I didn't mean it. It was just a cock to me, not my ruler. A very nice cock, mind you.)

Two began increasing the speed with which she thrust Three's head back and forth, working up to a steady fast pace with bursts of speed where she whipped Two's head back and forth with such speed and ferocity that even devoted Three was having trouble with Master's cock sliding in and out of her mouth so fast and hard. I could tell because she was squirming in her bonds and making little choking noises.

Two didn't care. Pleasing Master was all that mattered, and Three was the tool she was using to please him. Three could like it or not, and so long as Master had his cock in her, she'd like it.

As the action got more intense, I turned up the heat on my dancing, and there was no limit to what I could do when I danced for Master's private pleasure, as opposed to a public stage. And as Two used Three's face to grind an orgasm out of Master, I started really grinding. The music had segued to Smith's “Baby It's You” which is basically a torch song that called for dramatic dancing, but not necessarily sex.

But that lively backbeat and the undercurrent of raw, primal lust was something I could use. I started running my hands up and down my body as I danced, and I let my butt catch that back beat and work it hard. And as I danced, I let my hands work my body hard. I squeezed my breasts, I caressed my nipples, I shook my ass and slid my hand between my legs, fingering my labia, still oily from being fucked, as I did so.

I occasionally caught Master looking at me as I danced, and his eyes were glowing with pleasure. Of course, that might had have a LITTLE to do with the way Three was working his cock with Two's mouth, both women naked and kneeling in front of him. But I don't think that was entirely it. He wouldn't have been looking at me if the other girls had his full attention. For the kind of money Master paid us, he expected things completely on his own terms. Just because he ordered me to dance, it didn't mean he HAD to watch me, and just because Three was using Two's face to give him a blowjob, it didn't mean he had to pay attention to either of them.

We weren't just slavegirls, we were LOWER than slavegirls … we were slavegirl employees.

I was fine with that. Whatever, just keep the money flowing.

Two was now closing in for the Big O, working poor Three's head back and forth so hard that her hair was flying all over the place, and so was the drool that splayed out of her mouth from the edges of the ring gag. Three was probably in some weird variation of subspace right about now, ecstatic because Master's cock was in her mouth but not crazy about being utterly controlled by Two, whom she was utterly jealous of, of course. (She was jealous of me, too, of course, even though neither of us loved him.)

So Three was SUPREMELY happy to be the one slobbering on Master's knob even though it was Two who was controlling her. If she'd been able to wag her tail, she would have.

Two was bringing things to a head. She rammed Three's head back and forth with abandon. Master's face was all scrunched up in that adorable prelude to his O-face as Three's head worked his cock under Two's relentless control.

And I was doing what I called “floor exercises,” basically rhythmic masturbation. It was definitely a finishing move and I'd been known to make men cum with it. Hell, I'd cum when doing “floor exercises.” Very dramatically, too!

And in a very short time, Master came, very dramatically, groaning and spasming in pleasure. Two noted it immediately, and shoved Three's head down to the base of Master's cock and held it there so that she was forced to take every bit of his cum in her throat.

Three was only too happy to do this, of course, and she sucked it all down and then cleaned up Master's cock with her tongue afterward, as was only fitting.

I knelt before Master, ready to serve at a moment's notice, in what I had learned was “nadu,” a slavegirl pose. It was very comfy to me, very like a yoga pose.

“I've got some biz to take care of, Cerberus,” Master said, using the term he used for the three of us and the First Girl, too, if she was in the room. “Relax, I'll send the First Girl in to tend to you in a bit.”

“Hot tub for a cleanup?” Three suggested.

“Sure,” I agreed. I wasn't all that sweaty, despite the dancing I'd been doing, because I could dance for hours. But I'd put my hands in my pussy and my ass and I'd gotten excited dancing and watching the others fuck. (Some people said that if you had a lot of sex it made you less responsive, but it wasn't so with me – the more I came, the more I came. The thing that changed for me was the men. My standards kept getting higher. In fact, I wasn't sure my standards were meetable any more. Fucking men was easy, loving them was hard … though I could manage affection most of the time. Some of the time. Master was easier to like than many.

Two and I headed for the pool, as we both liked to do some lounging in the water. We floated in the pool, Two silent and relaxed while I told her about the time I did a bukkake thing with some Japanese tourists, and similar stuff. I had a lot of stories.

In a little while we were joined by Three. I held out my arm invitingly and she snuggled right in and started telling me how great it had been to be used like that by Master, taking it as a sure sign of his affection for her. I agreed, just to be nice, and not being interested in Master's affection. I mean, don't get me wrong: if I had the slightest notion that Master had any romantic I'd have been all over that, because being a billionaire's wife or even “long-time companion” could be very, very lucrative, even with pre-nups. But I knew better. We were sexual amusements to him, nothing more, even Three. But she couldn't see that.

“He's got to be in love with me,” Three said once we sat around naked in a hot tub while Master was out on a previous occasion. (Master was out a lot.) “Look how much money he's paying me! And most of the time, I do nothing for him. It's insane!”

“I'm sure it seems like a lot to you, honey,” Two had said. “But Master is a billionaire. It's chump change to him.”

“But he could buy a DOZEN girls for what he's paying me! Every whore in Chattanooga would be all over him for a tenth of the money I make.”

“Sure, honey, but would they be all over him the way we're all over him?” Two asked. “I mean, a tenth of the money you make might be nice, but it's probably not much more than they could make working the street if conditions are good. I mean, this work is so much safer but I imagine it's a lot less exciting than working the street.”

“If by “exciting” you mean I don't have to worry so much about being killed by a maniac, yes,” said Three dryly.

“Well working for a billionaire like Master is only safe so long as he wants it to be,” said Two. “If he decided it would be fun to torture one or all of us to death, he could definitely get away with it.”

(It tickled me the way that Three talked about Master torturing and killing us all, like she was discussing the best way to cook a chicken. She was so fucking cool.)

“Master would NEVER!” Three cried, outraged at the very thought.

“I agree, it's unlikely he'll do anything like that, his sexual desires are fairly normal,” said Two. “I wouldn't be here if I didn't agree with you on that point. My point is just that he COULD do something like that if he wanted to, and get away with it. He's got enough money to pay pros to hide the bodies, and lawyers to cover his ass if he's discovered. He would suffer no more than mild inconvenience. Whereas with the men you get on the street, the consequences are much more certain for them, and more severe if they do something awful … most of the time. So, almost all of them don't.”

“It doesn't matter because he wouldn't,” said Three, still miffed about the very thought that the Master might be evil.

“Just something to keep in mind in case you serve another wealthy Master,” said Two.

“Another Master,” Three almost snorted, and it was all I could do to keep from laughing. Two was like that sometimes. She was clearly just trying to give Three some helpful, objective advice, and I completely agreed with it, but somehow she just couldn't manage it without infuriating Three.

Or maybe she was just tormenting Three deliberately, because Two was about the most catlike woman I had ever met. I don't mean she just had the slinky walk, she had that down cold, but she also had a certain cool, aloof feel to her. You know how cats play with their prey sometimes? Sometimes it felt like Two was playing with us that way. Mostly, playing with Three that way. She didn't play with me like that much, or if she did, I hadn't caught it. I wasn't as playable as Two, given that I hadn't fallen for Master.

“Hey, girls, how's it going?” Nina asked about an hour later.

“Fine, Mistress,” we all replied in various tones as we lounged in the hot tub.

“Master says you three entertained him well, girls,” Nina said. “Good work.”

We all smiled, glad to hear it. If Master said we had been unsatisfactory, Nina would have made us feel his wrath. She had a flogger and she knew how to use it, boy did she know how to use it.

(Of course, we didn't HAVE to endure any punishment … at any time, we were free to leave, with a big, fat bonus too. But we'd all take an expertly administered flogging for All That Money. We'd all endured worse for less. (Some men were really lousy lovers and lousy people, too.)

“I'm glad to see you're in the tub, Master wants you cleaned up, he knows he used you hard,” said Nina. “He wants Three and Two to play with one another and for One to spar with me while he does some business stuff, but he'll watch. I'll be in charge. Two, he wants Three back in her bitch suit.”

“Yes, Mistress,” we said, in our various ways.

Three was smiling. It was her theory that Master was harder on her because he loved her more. And … she could be right. I certainly wasn't the one to dissuade her, even though I did not subscribe to her theory.

Play time was always fun. Master wasn't into pain, though he did like humiliation and bondage. Which is why (big secret) Three actually was his favorite among us. Her heart dangling on her sleeve made her so deliciously vulnerable.

I was fine with sparring with Nina, it was a good workout and helped me keep my self-defense skills fresh.

“Any decorations once we're clean?” Three asked.

“No, just collars, cuffs and shackles,” said Nina. “You're slaves, Master likes you to look it.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Three. It didn't matter a bit to her, or to me. I was really comfortable naked in the presence of strangers. Hell, I was comfortable sucking cock or getting ass-fucked in the presense of strangers. I didn't need clothes, or dignity. My beauty was my clothing, and my knowledge of who and what I was. And it was better than the finest gown ever, though I understood why other women wore gowns and such. Not everybody had beauty that could be worn like a shield.

“Leash, one,” said Nina and I stood straight with my arms at my sides and raised my chin so Nina could fasten a leash to my collar, which she did. They'd taught me all sorts of weird slave poses once I came to Master's island. To which my response was “Whatever, keep that money coming.”

“Cuffs,” Nina said, and I held my hands together behind my back so Nina could fasten the rings on each of my cuffs together, which she did. She was a big one for slave discipline, I suspect on her own account and not just because of Master's preferences, which also ran to slave discipline (except when they didn't – Master made the rules, and broke them at will).

We walked down the thick carpeted hall and down the stairs to the gym. Yes, Master was so rich and his mansion so large that it had a gym.

There were staff walking in the halls and in the central vestibule that the gym was built off of. They paid little or no attention to me. They were used to seeing us naked (and Nina was as naked as I was). Naked women were part of Master's household.

The gym was a large room, big enough to hold a basketball court, but without any room for bleachers. Spectators at events sat courtside, and typically they were limited to Master and a few guests, if there were any at all.

There were none today, just the cameras that hung from wires around the ceiling and on posts located around the edges of the court so that all the action could be vidded.

In the gym, Nina removed my leash and freed my hands … it would have been a piss-poor excuse for a spar if she hadn't.

“Help me set up the mat,” said Nina, and I helped her drag a large floor mat out of a corner of the room where the cameras were clustered especially thick and unfolded it. When we were through we had our little sparring arena set up.

Then we put on the helmets, gloves, footies, kneepads and armpads. It was all safety equipment designed to keep us from hurting one another, and ourselves. (I'd been surprised to learn, in my early days of training in Brazilian ju-jitsu, that the gloves were more to protect a fighter's hands than to protect their opponent, and in fact that they made it more dangerous for opponents, since a blow could be hit much harder, with more impact, with gloves.)

And the helmets weren't hard shells, they were the soft kind though they had thick padding to protect our brains and more importantly, our faces.

Other than the cuffs, collars and shackles and the padding, we fought stark naked.

“Master wants a regulation spar, but let's keep it to half power and quick tapout/releases,” Nina said.

“Yes, Nina,” I said. On the sparring mat, we were no longer Mistress and slavegirl, but equals.

Well, not physical equals. Nina was tall, I was short. Just looking at us, one would assume a very uneven match, because Nina was taller than me, and because Nina ran, and was quite lean and muscular.

I was short, wide hipped, thin waisted and wide shouldered, the sort of physique that goes with large natural breasts, but also a very strong core from all my dancing and working out.

But I was a lot faster, fitter and more flexible than Nina, and also better trained. The first time we had sparred, Nina had to tap out about thirty seconds into the match because I had her in a nasty arm bar. She was a lot more careful with me after that. I don't believe any slavegirl or slavegirl candidate had ever taken her down before.

It got a lot harder to take Nina down after than. Her weight and size advantages were real advantages, and she knew how to use them.

We both did some stretching before we sparred. If you started in cold you were much more likely to get a strained muscle.

“Ready?” Nina asked when she felt sufficiently warmed up. I was still feeling stretchy from my dancing earlier, which had also involved a certain amount of bending and flexing, especially the floor exercises.

In fact, the “floor exercises” were probably what had made Master want us to spar for his pleasure. Naked women writhing on the floor were sexy no matter why they were writhing.

Nina bent slightly forward at the waist and raised her hands and walked slowly toward me, and I did the same. It was how a spar began. When we reached the center of the mat, we touched gloves and began circling one another, still walking slowly, our hands upraised and our whole bodies tensed.

I aimed a lightning-fast kick at Nina's shin and she skipped back, then quickly skipped forward and took a shot at me with her fist.

I blocked it easily and swung a jab at her torso. She slid aside and it glanced off, and given that it was delivered at half power in any event, did no harm.

This was the central problem with sparring for Master. He did not want us to harm each other, but he wanted the fight to at least look real. So we moved fast, we used real grappling techniques, but we didn't use them to their full effect, and we over-reacted a little bit when hit. I mean, when I had Nina in an armbar I could easily have dislocated her elbow. But Master did not want Nina sitting around with her elbow in a sling, he wanted her ready and able to play.

Same with me.

I was glad of that. I was a sex toy, not a weapon toy, dammit!

So we sparred fast and when we got hit we reacted as if it hurt, and sometimes it did hurt because even at half power, we sometimes connected more solidly than we intended, and even a grazing shot can make your skin burn like hell.

I did a lot of dodging and dancing as we moved, and Nina was the aggressor. She wanted to get to the floor mat and grapple, I did not. So long as we stayed upright and exchanged shots, my strength, speed and stamina more than offset Nina's weight and height advantage. (OK, she had much longer arms than me which means she could hit me before I could hit her, but with my speed that rarely mattered.) Plus, if I could keep Nina chasing me long enough, my far superior stamina would come into play. She would get tired long before I did.

By the rules of the spar we had to stay on the mat, so Nina kept moving in and trying to corner me. And given that it was a small mat, it was very hard not to get cornered.

When Nina had my options cut down she would make a charge, hands up and ready to block any defensive kicks I might make, and also ready to grab me if I tried to run.

Generally, I ran. And generally, I succeeded. I was very fast.

But eventually Nina managed to get a handful of my arm as I ran past and she hung on and slowed me down and then tried to wrap herself around me and throw me off balance, wrapping her leg against mine.

I planted my legs wide and rolled my torso to one side, trying to throw her off, without success. She planted one leg on the ground and thrust hard with it, trying to topple me. I managed a crabwise crawl that let me keep my feet while I grabbed her arm with my free hand and began working it loose.

The problem for me was, Nina had an innate advantage here … the natural thing to happens with the two of us grappling and staggering about was that one or both of us should fall over. And Nina was fine with falling over, so long as she brought me down with her. I was having to fight gravity AND Nina. Eventually, Nina managed to get a grip on me with both hands and fall over. I fell over, too, on top of Nina, which is where I preferred to be. Nina was having none of that however, and she tried to make us both roll over. I resisted, and we became a tangle of rolling arms, legs, asses and breasts.

This was the sort of sparring that Master liked best, of course, semi-lesbian naked make-out wrestling. Nina and I were both well aware of this, so if we had occasion to hike our butts into the air, we hiked our butts way up in the air. And if we had a chance to rub our breasts against one another as we struggled, as we often did, we made sure they rubbed together as much as possible. And if our hands slid into the vicinity of one another's crotches, well, things got rubbed.

We couldn't be too blatant, though, because Master still wanted to see an actual spar. It was a spar, but it was also a dance that couldn't look like a dance, at least, not too much.

We spent a long time grappling on the mat, because we knew it was Master's favorite part of a spar. I repeatedly ALMOST got away from Nina's grapple, but never quite managed it. Always, she was able to get a grip on an ankle or wrist or a knee and bring me back down. Sometimes I was on top of her, sometimes she was on top of me. When she was on top of me, I always somehow managed to escape, that is, Nina let me go so we could do some more rolling and tumbling.

After a time, twenty minutes or maybe half an hour, it was hard to judge, Nina started to get tired, and I decided to let her win, fearing for my safety and all. She'd been good about not hurting me accidentally throughout the “spar” and I hadn't hurt her either. But when you get tired, you make mistakes, and I didn't want my eye blackened or my tooth knocked out, even by accident. I needed my face intact for being beautiful with, and other parts of my body for dancing and fucking.

(I'd been told by my Brazilian jujitsu trainers that I had great potential for a career as an MMA fighter if I wanted one, but of course I didn't want one. I'd watched a few videos of top MMA bouts, and … have you seen what the WINNERS' faces look like? Puffy and red and sore-looking and about twice normal size? And then there were the losers who often did a LOT of bleeding from the face? NO THANK YOU!)

I'll take a pretendy flogging that only stings any day.

So I let Nina get atop me and tried to wiggle out, with plenty of ass wriggling and breast rubbing and Nina got a leg lock on me and I TRIED to break it (kinda) but I couldn't so I had to tap out.

Aww. What a shame.

“Nice bout, girl,” Nina said, rolling off me. “Remain here.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. Now that I had lost and the spar was over, we were slave and Mistress again.

Nina rose and walked over to a padded box not far from the corner we were in and pulled out a strap-on double dildo, greasing up one end and inserting it into herself.

I watched with great interest. All that rolling around on the mat with Nina, feeling her up and being felt up, had gotten me good and wet. I mean, I wasn't really a lesbian but I was only human and not a real picky human where sex was concerned.

Nina reached into the box and brought out a couple of other things and then walked over to me.

“On your knees, slut,” she ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, rising to my knees before her.

“Bracelets,” Nina growled, and I leaned forward on my knees and clasped my hands together behind my back so Nina could link my cuffs together, which she did.

“Penalty phase for the loser now, which is you,” said Nina. “Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“Suck it,” she ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,”I said, and I leaned forward and began sucking the phallus. (Sucking a leather phallus was so weird, I mean, I didn't see how Nina was getting a THING out of having it sucked, except maybe some generic domination thrills, and there were MUCH more fun ways to get those, I knew from experience. It was probably for Master's benefit, he got to watch the slavegirls play at blowjobs.)

“That'll do,” Nina said after a short time. “Bound she-sleen.”

“Yeff, Miffiff,” I said, leaning back and letting the leather phallus slide out of my mouth. “Bound she-sleen” was another slave position command. I lowered my head until it was touching the mattress and hiked my ass high into the air and spread my my legs wide and waited for it. With my hands bound behind my back, I couldn't brace myself with them, but the mat was soft and it wasn't painful or hard to maintain the position.

Nina knelt behind me and shoved the strap-on dildo into my pussy, slowly and carefully. It slid in very easily. I was ready for some love after all that fighting. Nina was too, she hooked her hands into my hips and began working that cock in and out of me like she'd been born with one. She started out slow but rapidly moved things along. I just knelt there and took it, and enjoyed taking it, so I did a lot of moaning and squirming as I took it, because of course those cameras were still trained on us and Master might be watching. (Or not, but it was always safer to assume that he was.)

Since this was punishment phase, Nina swatted my butt a lot as she fucked me, and I reacted appropriately. I really didn't mind spanking. The kind of pain you feel when sparring puts a spanking in perspective.

Nina also pulled my hair as she fucked me, which I'd always liked when men did it, so I liked it when Nina did it, too, as long as she didn't try to remove any clumps of hair. I just stretched my neck way back and moaned.

A couple of times, she also reached forward with one hand while she was pulling my hair with the other hand and covered my mouth, hand-gagging me.

I'd moan into her hand at such times and sometimes lick her palm, knowing she didn't like it when I did that. So she'd pull her hand from my mouth, rub it clean against my ass and then swat the hell out of my ass.

Worked for me.

Nina worked faster and faster, and it didn't take me long to start acting orgasmic, and the weird thing was that when I acted orgasmic, I got orgasmic. I guess it was a conditioned reflex or something, but when I started moaning in earnest and spread my legs wider for Nina's phallus, I actually did start cumming. And it felt wonderful, my whole body shuddering in orgasmic release, all the tension from the spar suddenly unknotting itself deep inside me and I released and totally gave it up for Nina.

Nina came too, moaning and collapsing atop me, forcing me flat against the mat and lying atop me, moaning and gasping while I squirmed beneath her, doing the same.

After a bit, Nina sighed and rolled off me.

“Good bout, girls, very entertaining!” came Master's voice from the overhead speakers. He had the whole house wired into his phone. “Give One the Consolation Tail and take her back to the harem, I'll drop by later today if I have time.”

“Yes, Master,” said Nina.

I groaned and rolled my eyes. The Consolation Tail. Yuck. Just figured.

Nina rose and unstrapped the strap-on and put it in the Used Toy Bin. Then she went to the Toy Box and pulled out the Consolation Tail. The Tail part of the Consolation Tail was quite pretty … a fluffy red foxtail that went well with my hair.

But the other end of the tail was … ugly. Well, not so much ugly as huge. It was a very big tailplug, and instead of being designed to go in quickly and easily with a smooth, tapering design, it was designed to go in painfully and slowly. It had a stepped design, with rounded rings that stretched your asshole wider and wider with every step further it went in. At least the edges of the steps were rounded (it wasn't supposed to injure you) but it was still gonna hurt.

Every bit of the way in.

Nina reached into the Toy Box again and brought out a small plastic phallus with some straps hanging from it. I knew it well on sight: it was a cock gag head harness. I had one of my own.

True story. When I was younger, I'd been very interested in giving the most incredible blowjobs a girl could give. I knew boys loved them, and if I gave the best ones, I'd be the most popular girl ever! Only stood to reason! (I was young, what can I say?)

So I sent off for a cock gag of my very own, and when I got it, it was perfect – short and thick and exactly like having a guy's cock in your mouth but not so far in that it gagged you. And every night before I went to bed I put it on.

And for a long time, it woke me up because of course my jaw got stiff and hurt after a while. But over time, it took longer and longer for my jaw to start aching. And eventually, it got to the point that I could spend the whole night sleeping with the cock gag in my mouth and wake up refreshed and feeling fine.

When that happened for two weeks in a row, I figured I'd succeeded in my goal, and celebrated by sleeping without the cock in my mouth.

And that's when I discovered I gotten very used to it. Because I could not fall asleep. Could not get to sleep at all. And I wasn't sure what was keeping me up, until I reached out and grabbed the cock gag and impulsively stuck the cock gag into my mouth.

I had habituated myself to it.

So I fastened it in place and went to sleep that night … and every night. I still slept with a cock gag in my mouth.

Or, sometimes, if I was lucky, a cock.

“On your knees, slut,” Nina growled.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, and got up on my knees fairly gracefully for someone whose hands were tied behind her back.

“Open wide,”she ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, and did as ordered. Nina fastened the cock gag and then strapped the head harness in place, so tightly and well that I couldn't get it off if I wanted to, which, of course, I didn't.

“Leash,” Nina ordered. Another slave position. I lifted my head and she fastened a leash to my collar.

“Heel, slut,” Nina ordered.

Yeff, miffuh,” I garbled through the cock gag, and rose to my feet. Nina walked me over to a set of parallel bars. These bars were unusually low for gymnastics, set at about waist height.

“Belly up to the bar and bend over, bitch,” Nina ordered.

“Yeff, miffif,” I responded and did as she ordered, bringing my hips right up against the bars and bending over.

“Lay your upper body over the other bar, slut,” Nina ordered, and I did as ordered, so that I was resting atop the bars, my feet on tiptoes to touch the floor.

There were several coils of rope draped over the ends of the bars, and Nina used one of them to tie my upper torso to the bar it was lying on, looping the rope over my chest several times. When she was through, I was thoroughly attached to the bar.

Then Nina went around to the other side of the bars and picked up one of my feet and tied it to the bar, pulling my leg out into a full split. Then she did the same with the other leg.

When she was through I was lying across the parallel bars in a full split, tied down so that I couldn't move at all, my ass and pussy wide open and exposed.

Nina picked up the Consolation Tail and said, “Count the rings, slut.”

“Yeff, miffiff,”I said resignedly. I was bent over, helpless, and I knew what was coming.

Nina lubricated the Consolation Tail's plug carefully. Being a punishment device, it ideally wouldn't have been lubricated, but the thing was so big it could have torn my anus, and anal tears meant my ass would be off-limits until it healed. So lubed it was.

Nina then took the Consolation Tail's plug and shoved it into my very wide open ass.

“Uhn,” I said.

Nina waited a moment and shoved the tail in to the next ring.

“Ooo,” I said

A moment later, the next one.

“Fwee,” I said and there was a certain tightness I my voice that matched the tightness that was now manifesting itself in my ass.

I was exaggerating a little. I knew this was all for Master's pleasure, more kinky, sexy entertainment for him. I was literally getting ass-reamed for money. It was far more humiliating than the metaphorical ass-reamings that people who worked regular jobs complained about, I was sure. But I spent a LOT less time at it. And got paid a LOT more than most of them.

When I said “Ix!” I didn't have to fake it, it came out as an explosive grunt as my butt was stretched wide by the plug. My whole body writhed in the ropes. The thing was fiendishly well designed, and why should it not be? Some pervert had probably spent a lot of happy time thinking about it intensely, probably with one hand, if you know what I mean.

“Eiggh!” I screamed. Not faking that either. My butt was on fire. I squirmed in the ropes, letting my body express my discomfort, knowing Master was drinking it all up.

“NIIIII!” I yelled. My butt was not getting the erotic element of this at all. It was all fire and pain. I just wanted it to be over, but Nina of course was taking her sweet time. For safety reasons. Yeah.

“EEEN!” I finally screamed as my butt somehow stretched over the final, biggest ring and closed down on the narrow neck of the plug. I could feel the damned thing lodged inside me, it felt huge, but at least my asshole was back to something like normal size though it was still protesting the treatment it had been through.

Nina untied me from the bars, grabbed my leash, and led me out, leaving the cock gag in place. We walked past quite a few staff members out in the halls, Nina moving gracefully and me switching my tail from side to side. (If you have it, flaunt it, and I had it, tail-wise, whether I wanted it or not.)

The staff paid no attention. Naked woman wearing a head harness and a gag and a tailplug being led on a leash with her hands cuffed behind her back? Old hat at this mansion.

We walked through the big double doors that led to the harem, or sometimes it was the kennels, depending on Master's mood. It had been the kennels when we were all in bitch suits, of course. Now it was the harem. As Master wished.

When we walked into the main room of the harem, with its large pool, Three was still in the bitch suit. Only now she was lying on the rug adjoining the pool on her back. Her little bitch suit stumps were waving about feebly. Two was sitting on her face, drinking a glass of wine and reading a tablet, slowly grinding her pussy into Three's helpless face.

Entertainment for the Master, I suppose. And for Three. She loved to read and drink wine. She liked face sitting OK too, I suppose, but in her free time she could almost always been found sitting on the verandah on the second floor of the mansion (out of the bustle of the main entrance, you see) drinking wine and reading, happy as a clam.

Well, it wasn't like her duties left Three starved for human contact. Au contraire, as her pussy was in full contact with Three's face at the moment.

“Au contraire.” I didn't used to use terms like that before I started hanging out with millionaires and now billionaires. But I learn as fast as I move. The learning is less obvious than the moving, which has often worked to my advantage.

“Well, time off, One, I'll uncuff you and unleash you and you can do what you like,” said Nina.

She didn't mention the tail. Master had ordered it put on me, it would come out when he ordered it removed, and not before. (But Master was always good about having it removed after a few hours.)

“Fank oo, miffiff,” I said dutifully as Nina removed my bonds. When my hands were free I removed the cock gag.

Then I went over to the media console and put on One butt playlist 1. (I only had one butt playlist.)

“You're a freak, One,” Three said with just a hint of admiration in her voice. “If you're awake and able to move, you move. Don't you ever rest?”

“I'll rest in the grave one day,” I said. “I plan to be damned good and ready to rest by then.”

“Fair enough,” Three said evenly.

Actually, I was being pragmatic at the moment. I had the tail in my butt for the time being, whether I wanted it there or not. So I'd work on dancing with a tail as a prop. I worked it hard, swishing it this way and that, seeing how it emphasized my butt as I danced. I wished there was a big mirror on the wall so I could see what I was doing, but there wasn't, and I could feel it well enough as the tail swished or didn't swish against my legs.

Anyway, Two should talk about someone being freaky, sitting there half smothering poor helpless Two with her pussy, and enjoying her book and her wine. Master had given us time off … she was just having fun. And Two was not all that gay, in the sense that she had never volunteered to have sex with a woman. She'd fuck any woman that Master wanted her to, of course. But not from desire, at least, not from desire for the woman.

It was all old hat to me, I'd been living in intimate contact, in every sense of the word, with these two women and Nina for over a year. And I felt like I knew them like books. One, the hyper-adjusted woman, always calm, cool and collected, using men just as they used her, and enjoying it as much as they did. Three, her heart on her sleeve, a backwoods girl who had strayed into the stratsophere of the wealthy and let her heart get captured. And the Master, a billionaire who was used to getting all things his own way, even when the things were women.

And as I danced, I came to a realization. My dance often led me to realizations. Seemed to free up my subconsious mind. What I realized was that I was getting bored with life here. I would be leaving soon. I wanted to dance in other places, fuck other men. There was much that I wanted to see and do.

So I knew I was going to leave. What I had no idea of was when I would leave, and under what circumstances.
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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.
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Boiled Peanut Princess

copyright July 2020 by Pat Powers

Being the love slave of a billionaire was not what I'd expected when I went off to the big city to be a whore. Hell, I hadn't actually intended to be a whore. Things just sort of turned out that way. All I'd really had in mind was saving the family from ruin after their roadside boiled peanut empire was pretty much wiped out by Covid's effect on tourism in mid Tennessee for a while.

I'd always been the prettiest one in my family, and one of the prettiest ones in my school, and in my county. I never thought I was that pretty, but the boys sure did, probably because I grew a nice pair of breasts early on, and a butt to match. I thought it was a blessing, and it was, really, but a mixed blessing as most are.

The boys were always bothering me for hugs and kisses and whatever else they could get off me, and that included the whole nine yards, if you know what I mean. That was all right with me. I wanted what they were selling.

Once my body started sprouting mama got me a pepper spray and I had to use it on boys a couple of times to save my flower. The problem was, my flower did not want to be saved. Mama made sure I went to church and did not hesitate to warn me about boys and their ways and how horrible sin was, but boys were so nice and sexy and fun and church was deadly dull unless we sang.

Church was OK when we sang, but the songs were so dull. I preferred some kick-ass country music, a little scooter-bootin' boogie if you will. The very first time I went to a school dance and we started dancing, I knew I had found my kind of place. I danced and danced and danced, very badly I'm sure, but very joyfully, and with lots of hip and breast shaking. Jimmy Culpepper, the one who brought me, was so fucking handsy on the way home that I almost pepper sprayed him.

“Ain't none of my business what color your balls are, Jimmy,” I finally said after I made an escape from the wrassling match in the front seat of his car when he dropped me off. But I wasn't mad, I'd enjoyed the wrassling as much as he had, maybe more.

After that night, boys were all over me for dates, and most weekends I went out, much to my Mom's disapproval. She thought I was too young, and always would think that about me. Fortunately, I had two older sisters who were pretty and also too young to do whatever they were doing with boys, which was a LOT so I kind of slid under the radar, being the youngest.

Which is how I managed to lap them in the “experiences with boys” department without Mom or anyone else noticing. I don't mean I was easy, I planted a lot of knees in a lot of boys' groins before any got to plant their cocks in mine.

But eventually, one did succeed, a smart, smooth talker who was going to college in the fall. I believed him when he said he wanted to marry me once he graduated. But when he left alone for college that fall and I heard about him fucking every girl on campus, well, to hell with him.

I was pretty broke up about that for a time, but I rebounded pretty soon and I was on birth control so time to explore more.

By the time I graduated high school I had been around enough to have a fairly low opinion of the men in my area. The young ones were feckless and the old ones were lying lechers. They all wanted Just One Thing from me, which I WANTED to give them, but a lot of men were just so creepy about it that I couldn't bear to be around them long enough to fuck them.

About this time the Corona virus hit and the boiled peanut business that sustained our family pretty much went tits up as the tourism died out fast. We'd always gotten by pretty well on it, but we hadn't gotten rich. Mom and Dad went around all the time with worried looks on their faces. They'd always prided themselves on being bold entrepranners, not like them degenerate city folk who lived on welfare and bought their boiled peanuts when they drove through in their welfare Cadillacs.

I always figured the welfare stuff was bullshit just because it sounded like bullshit, but what I didn't understand until then was that the “bold entrepranner” stuff was bullshit, too. Because when things went south, they had no better plan than to just shut down their stands and pray a lot.

I love my family, but as business plans went, it stank on ice, and that's when I figured that I was going to have to help them. And I knew that I could. Because I had had Offers. Lots of older men had offered me money to fuck them.

I'd turned them all down cold, of course. I was no whore. But now that the family needed money, things was different. I would never be a whore to slake my own greed, but hey, now my family needed money and I knew how to get it.

Of course, I knew better than to do my whoring locally. News traveled fast in the backwoods, especially scandalous sex news, and if I had fucked anyone local for money my Mom would have known about it ten minutes after I did it.

No, I planned things out pretty careful. I had done pretty well in school (it was easy if you just read the textbooks) so I told Mom I had a job in Chattanooga and took a bus there thinking the streets were paved with horny men and their gold.

Turned out there WERE horny men and some of them had gold, but it was hard to know which ones were “in the market” and it took a little while to figure out how to sort them out. Fortunately an experienced whore took pity on me and showed me the ropes, and I don't mean the fun ropes, I mean the ways of finding, fucking and getting paid by johns.

Pretty soon I was living a comfortable life other than being a whore and sending hundreds to Momynms every week. To cover, I made up shit about being a tremendous success in my job as a human resources manager for a corporation that didn't EXACTLY exist, though it had a phone number and a P. O. Box just in case Mom tried to reach me there.

But she never did. I think she might have suspected what I was up to. But I'm not sure, because I didn't want to press her at all. They needed the money, and KNOWING I got it by hooking would have made it impossible for her to take it, no matter how badly they needed it.

But not KNOWING, no matter what suspicions Mom might have had, was just the little bit of uncertainty that let her and the family get by. Me, too. I was doing all this for her … I told myself.

I told myself that because mostly hooking was a pretty good life for me. Some clients were jerks, a few were wonderful, most were on the jerkish side of OK. On average, most men are average. I'd say the men who hire whores are subpar in terms of human relations but as a whore the relationships were simple. They gave me money, I sucked their cocks, etc. And I was fine with “Wham, bam, pay you maam.”

This was not how I had envisioned my life going prior to hooking. I had imagined a rich, handsome man would see me and fall in love with me and take care of me and I'd have his kids and they'd be my kids too and I'd take care of him and them and that would be that, and that would be great.

Well, didn't happen. Right away at least.

When you are a whore, how much money you make is dependent not so much on what you are willing to do, but who you do it with. The richer the client, the more expensive the blowjob.

So like any smart young working girl, I started working my way up the ladder of wealthy men who hired whores, which in Chattanooga was not a tremendously long ladder.

I quickly learned that to get regular business from wealthy clients I had to master a lot of new skills. Not sexual skills: social skills. (Of course, you had to be really good in bed, but there's nothing like hooking to get you practiced in making men happy.)

But rich men wanted whores who made good arm candy and could be seen in public with them without embarrassing them. You had to know how to walk and talk and dress and conduct yourself in public.

My wardrobe costs went through the roof there, because short shorts and a halter top, always a winner among middle and lower class men, did not fly with rich men. Expensive dresses, gowns and suits were more their style. The jewelry had to be nice, maybe not the real thing but good quality fakes that don't reveal themselves at a glance.

Good fake jewelry was surprisingly expensive.

But hooking for wealthy men was very lucrative.

I also had to listen to National Public Radio and watch news channels, both to be able to converse about the Issues of the Day (boredom-plus if you ask me) and also to pick up on how wealthy women talk. I was fortunate there. The particular mountain region I came from was next to the plains of northern Alabama, and my accent was not one of those flat, nasal mountain accents, but instead I got the soft, rounded traditional Southern accent of the rural south. I called my mother “mom-uh” and took three syllables to do it, and I called my father “Diddy” and that was just two syllables, but very soft.

Rich men, it turned out, loved that soft southern accent, especially when it had a little vocal fry added to make it sound upper class. And vocal fry was easy to fake, it was mostly just a matter of learning to do it consistently. The voices of the female commentators on NPR were so full of vocal fry that I learned it easily.

Once I had the clothes and the jewelry and the makeup and the voice and the patter down, I was soon fucking very expensive cocks and attending very nice parties as arm candies. I had a fake identity for that, Monica Smithfield. It wasn't anything like my real name, but it had that high-class sound that I hoped would conjure up images of me lounging on the front porch of a plantation house while drinking a mint julep and complaining about the heat.

I mostly did vanilla sex but in the upper crust the men were more demanding and I started doing a lot more. The hardest part was fucking other girls. I just wasn't into it. But I did it, and learned to pretend to like it. Or not like it, if that was what the client wanted.

(Wealthy johns are not johns, they are clients.)

I also did some BDSM and it was even more of a problem, not because I didn't like it, but because I liked it. I liked it WAAAY too much.

I don't know why I liked it. (And it only became a problem in the long term. Early on, it was nothing but good.)

My first thought on why I liked BDSM so much was that I liked the punishment part of BDSM, that I was punishing myself for parting ways with the religious and moral rules Mom had tried to teach me.

I don't know if I buy it any more. For one thing, I most liked the bondage and the

domination and the humiliation. And also, my taste for BDSM seems to be something deeper to me, some deep desire that got down to the very bottom of my psyche and drove me toward the glorious nothingness that I found in subspace.

Plus, the leather outfits and such were to die for. Collars, cuffs, shackles, slave bracelets, slave anklets, nipple and labia jewelry, sex harnesses, it was all so good, so simple and elegant and beautiful. I loved it, it spoke to me.

At every level, BDSM was so wonderful, and once I found a few wealthy men who wanted BDSM whores, I got very popular, and I got very different treatment.

Because wealthy BDSM clients were different. They paid attention to their girls. A lot of attention, because a lot of their pleasure lay in controlling their girls.

And because they paid so much attention, loving BDSM was a lot harder to fake convincingly than other things.

And lucky little old me didn't have to fake it a bit.

I just had one rule and it cost me a few clients, but not many. It was “No photos, no videos.” Because I knew just as sure as shit that if I let a client photograph or video me while I was being his submissive slut, sooner or later that photo or video would get posted online somewhere and somehow, someone back home would see it and it would get back to my Mom about 30 seconds later.

It had been scary enough going out on calls in person where I might get seen, but letting somebody make a video or take a photo of me amplified my chances of being seen by Mom a thousandfold. (Hell, I already had several former high school girlfriends who'd let their loving boyfriend photograph them having sex with many promises of no one else would ever see it, and now everybody in Bug Tussle knew what they looked like with a dick in their mouth.)

I mean, boys are nice but they will make you cynical. You just can't trust them where sex is concerned.

BDSM Masters were generally more trustworthy than most clients. It only stood to reason: they asked their girls to be very vulnerable and tied up during a session, and if they didn't stick to whatever agreements had been made about what would or wouldn't go, word would get around fast.

I remember once a Master had abandoned me naked in an alley in downtown Chattanooga, and I'd had to run for shelter to a nearby hotel and beg for an overcoat. I had a story ready, “boyfriend has gone crazy and I ran away from him no please don't call the cops I just want this to be over just let me use your phone to call a friend.”

It worked, and when I got back to my apartment I put the word out. He'd used an assumed name of course but I have a good memory for faces and when I described him to a few whores they knew his real name, and after that, his supply of submissive whores in Chattanooga dried up fast. Nobody else wanted to be pranked like I'd been pranked, your chances of getting raped or beaten up or arrested were way too high.

I was lucky. Some girls got beaten up pretty bad and some got killed. It wasn't nearly as common as the movies make out, but it happened, and it only had to happen once to ruin you.

I wasn't afraid in any event. I felt that my instincts about men were pretty good and I knew how to handle myself. Pepper spray was always around when I went on a call.

Because I wouldn't let anyone take photos or make videos of me, I wasn't a well known whore. Lots of girls did camming or porn vids as a side hustle and as publicity. Those routes were closed to me.

But festivals were still there, especially distant festivals. Festivals brought lots of clients and whores together and a good time was had by all and a pretty, skilled whore could greatly expand her base by attending them and strutting her stuff. Some of them even forbade cameras except in certain tightly restricted venues, since a lot of client attendees would not want to be photographed at “Stripper-Ific 17” or whatever.

That's how I wound up on Ana Novina Island out near Martinique. It was a former French colony and maintained a freewheeling, European attitude about sex, nudity and whoring and hence hosted “Conch-ita Explosion,” one of the largest island-based stripper festivals in the world.

I figured the odds were pretty good that I would not be seen or photographed there, as it was a very “discreet” festival.

That's how I met Nina. I was on the island looking for Masters. My technique was simple, I just headed to the festival around lunchtime, dressed in a very skimpy bikini that would have gotten me arrested in much of the US, also wearing a collar, cuffs, shackles, a leash, and my favorite slave bracelets. Oh, I was advertising it honey, and as I wandered the fair grounds I seemed to be shopping, and I was … shopping for Masters.

“Mind if I grab your leash?” a voice said as I inspected some toys at one of the festival's many beachside tent stores.

I looked up and saw a tall, fit-looking woman dressed in a slinky black one piece swimsuit, with a definite Mistress look to her. I looked up at her and smiled, and she smiled back at me, and I saw something in her eyes that I trusted, so I said “Sure.”

I wasn't LOOKING for a Mistress because I'm not all that gay. But I'd been hooking long enough that I was willing to be gay for pay when the chance arose, as it did sometimes. (Mostly being gay-for-pay involved horny clients wanting me and another whore to kiss and make out and stuff to get them wound up, but I did serve a couple of Mistresses.)

I held out my leash handle to Nina and she took it and I followed her out of the tent. I knew the drill. Now that she had my leash, she was in control. I'd go where she wanted and do what she wanted, if the price was right.

“What's your name?” she asked as she led me along the winding path that skirted the beach, lined with tent stalls.

“Monica, Mistress,” I said, knowing I'd be safe calling her “Mistress.”

“Hello, Monica, I am Nina,” Nina said. “Nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said.

Now with Masters I would not have been surprised to be dragged into an inviting stand of bushes and ordered to give a blowjob on the spot, and after a price had been negotiated, to do so. A lot of Masters were like that. They wanted what they wanted when they wanted it, and afterward, you barely existed.

It's a living.

Nina however took me to a bar stall that had seating out front and we were able to talk. I let her buy me a glass of red wine while she got herself a mai tai.

“So, I take it you're a sub, Monica?” Nina asked.

“I can be, Mistress,” I said.

“You certainly are dressed as one,” Nina said.

“Yes, I find it tends to attract potential clients, along with the bikini,” I said.

“You know, I don't remember seeing you in any of the festival pages,” said Nina.

“I don't use them,” I said. “I don't want photos of me on such pages.”

“Good for you,” Nina said. “I feel the same way about photos of me.”

“You a working girl?” I asked.

“I used to be,” said Nina. “I still am, I guess, but I've been working for the same Master for years now, so it's more like a paid slave trainer thing.”

“You're a slave trainer?” I asked.

“Well, it's more of a First Girl in a harem thing than a slave trainer thing, but nobody ever knows what a First Girl is, so I don't bring it up,” said Nina.

“Wait … you said a harem?” I asked.

“Yes, my Master is wealthy and maintains a harem of three or so girl and me to train them,” said Nina. “And to find them.”

I sat back.

“Ah,” I said. “That's new.”

“Not really, I'm not the only woman in my position,” said Nina. “There are a few rich Masters, they want harems, they get harems, and most of the time, they want someone to run the harems for them. Almost always sub women.”

“Why almost always sub women?” I asked.

“They get an extra sub for their harem that way,” said Nina, smiling. “Also, they're not into sharing, for the most part. Sometimes they give girls to other men or women to impress them, or to punish the girls, but it's always a loan, if you will.”

“I was not aware of that,” I said. “I do sub work, but I also do vanilla clients. I'm not as tied in to the networks as I might be.”

“Well, sure if you don't put yourself out there, how could the harem people be aware of you?” Nina asked. “Works both ways, you see. As it is, I bet you've had offers … maybe you didn't recognize them for what they were.”

“Could be, I suppose,” I said. It was obvious that Nina had me pegged for a newbie to whoring, or at least to sub whoring, and I was OK with that. I didn't think I was all that much of a newbie, but it was fine that Nina thought I was. Might work to my advantage.

“Would you consider being part of a rich man's harem?” Nina asked.

“Sure, if the price was right and the conditions were right,” I said. “And I'd have to know who I'd be working for.”

“Very smart, very reasonable,” Nina said. “And we'd have to know who we're hiring. So I guess we'll have to try you out for a day or two.”

“I'm not doing anything on spec,” I said.

“Of course you aren't,” said Nina. “We would not expect you to. The Master is wealthy, as I told you. Now how much do you think you would make working here on a very good day?”

I named an amount. It was a very optimistic amount.

“OK, we'll pay you four times that for two days of service,” said Nina. “Do you have a Slutcard account?”

“Yes, I do,” I said. “Got a reader on my phone and everything,” I said, hauling out my cell phone.

“Good for you,” Nina said, reaching into her wallet and hauling out a Bank of Trantor credit card. It was a credit card company that handled payments that trad credit card companies wouldn't, and did it in a way that the transaction couldn't be traced once it was completed. It had something to do with a trust and honor system based in Bitcoin currency. Transactions took longer to complete because there was a lot of processing and verification involved, but the result was that I wound up with money I could shift from the Bank of Trantor to other accounts that could be used to buy anything. The credit card processing companies all hated it, and the governments did too (they claimed it was used for money laundering and illegal purchases of various kinds, and honey, it sure was, but there was nothing they could do about it).

There was so much I had learned as a whore.

And that is how I wound up as one of the heads of Cerberus, a part of the Master's harem.

(I knew his real name, but never spoke it, because he preferred it that way.)

I knew the Master's real name because of course I checked him out thoroughly with my sister whores back in Chattanooga. And the message from the few that knew of him as a client was, “Jackpot! You just struck gold!”

He was a billionaire. A fucking BILLIONAIRE! No wonder Nina had been so casually willing to pay me double my unrealistically high rates. It was chump change to him. EVERYTHING was chump change to him.

And one of my friends knew a girl who knew a girl who had been one of the billionaire's harem girls, and after about half a day I was able to get a call through to the former harem girl and have a nice talk and at the end of it I felt a LOT more confident, because it didn't sound bad at all, and neither did the billionaire.

I went back to Chattanooga where I stored my stuff and shut down my apartment and left for his island on his private jet two days later. A private jet! I'd never been on one before. (It was a lot like a regular jet only there were only seats for about a dozen passengers on it. And the seating was a LOT roomier. And the service – it was like being in an elegant bar with a personal bartender for every customer.)

I'd asked Nina to set it up that I had a legit job in human relations with one of the Master's corporations, and there was no problem. (I'll call him the Master from here on in, that's what I always called him, that's who he was to me.) Generally the harem whores were just signed on as “entertainment contractors” but if I wanted to be an HR drone, Nina and Master were fine with it.


Chapter 2

Southern Fried Honey Drawl

I'll never forget that flight, landing on the Master's private island that he owned and being driven to the Big House that was the Master's island mansion (well, one of them) in one of those little golf carts by Nina. The sun was so bright, the sand was pure white, the waters sparkling and blue, and the mansion so huge and gleaming and spotless.

Oh, I wasn't in Tennessee any more, that was for damn sure.

But I was still a whore, and a damn good one, and a very pretty one. The Master did not buy whores were weren't good at their jobs, or pretty enough to suit his male vanity. And I had the social chops, too.

“Your southern accent is lovely, honey, but wherever did you get that vocal fry?” Nina had asked back at the Conch-Ita Festival. “I've never heard the two of them together. I thought vocal fry was a northern thing, or a coastal thing.”

“Maybe it is, Mistress,” I said. “I picked it up listening to Neoliberal Public Radio to learn how wealthy women talk. I noticed a lot of them had that growly thing at the end of their sentences so I copied it so I'd sound wealthy to my clients.”

“Very intelligent of you,” said Nina, smiling. “Just tell Master you picked it up from an aunt who came from Massachusetts or something.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, leaning so hard on the vocal fry at the end that “Mistress” sounded like bacon frying.

“Well here we are,” Nina said when the golf cart pulled up under the huge awning that kept the sun off people entering and exiting the mansion. “Now strip,” she said when I had stepped out of the golf cart.

“Out here?” I asked.

Nina gave one of my tits a casual slap.

“You're part of the harem right now, this moment,” said Nina. “And when I give you an order, you comply or you use the safeword. Anything else gets punishment. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, hastily removing my clothes. Strangely enough, I hadn't been nude in public much at all in my whoring career. The clients who wanted me to be their slut in the bedroom wanted me to be their lady in public. And I didn't want to be photographed or videoed.

“Hands behind your back,” said Nina.

I quickly put my hands behind my back and Nina tied them there with some rope she got from the golf cart.

“Open wide,” Nina said.

I opened my mouth wide and Nina stuffed my panties in my mouth and tied them in place with another rope. Oddly enough, this was not the first time this had happened to me. A lot of Masters liked to stuff a girl's panties in her mouth. Which is why I made sure to wear very clean panties when I was out on calls. The panties I had in my mouth now had been clean when I left for the plane ride in the morning, but over the long trip they'd become … flavorsome. Let's leave it at that.

Next, Nina tied a rope around my neck and left one end long to use as a leash.

“Heel, slut,”Nina said, and led me across the pavement to the mansion entrance. There were people inside the entrance, and they either smiled in a friendly way at us or ignored us entirely.

And of course they did. This was the Master's private island. If he wanted his whores led around naked and in bondage, well, that's what happened. It was no big deal.

No big deal for them. It was for me. I felt so naked and exposed. I was completely comfortable being naked in private. But not in public, where everyone could see what a big, naked whore I was.

Fortunately for me, there wasn't a hell of a lot I could do except follow Nina, and try not to think of all those eyes looking at my naked body, and me with my own panties falling out of my lips.

Well, I'd been told Nina would be strict, but fair, and that they would spare me no indignity. If I had even the tiniest spark of shyness inside me, they would find it and extinguish it. I was to be a naked slave at all times.

The Master's fantasy, I was sure, but the thing was, also mine. Even as I was suffering the shame and humiliation of public nudity, another part of me was thoroughly enjoying it, rooting around in my own discomfiture like a pig. It was so delicious.

Damn, what was I?

We walked up a wide set of stairs to the upstairs are and walked down a central hallway that came off the stairway. About halfway down the hallway on the right was a large set of double doors, that Nina had to open with a security card.

“The harem, your new home, slut,” Nina said as she opened the door and pulled me through.

A large pool greeted me when I went through the doors. There were two naked women lounging in it.

“One, Two, this is our new girl, Three,” said Nina.

“Hi, Two!” One said brightly. She was a short brunette with a very fit body and a certain physical grace, brown as a berry from the sun and with an easy smile. She radiated niceness.

“Hello, Three!” said Two. She was a pale, and I mean very pale redhead who was classically beautiful, I mean, you looked at her face and you could almost see it in an oil painting in a museum gallery.

“Ewwo,” I said as best I could through my panties.

“Let's prepare Three for her welcome to the harem,” Nina ordered. “Girls, dry off and get Three's gear.”

“Yes, Mistress,” One and Two both said, speaking in unison.

One and Two got out of the bath and toweled each other off and the way they did it made me think we were being watched. Then I remembered, Nina had told me there were cameras all over the harem, so Master could watch us when he was minded to. Of course, we were entertainment for him even when he wasn't here. His very own porn channel.

Wealth did have its privileges.

One and Two went over to a corner of the room (it was a big room and it had a lot of corners, it wasn't just a square space) and picked up what looked like an oversized jewelry chest and put it down in front of a large chair that had a suspiciously throne-ish appearance. Nina gave a tug on my leash and I followed her there, still gagged, still with my hands bound behind my back. For Master's enjoyment, I was sure.

“Kneel, slut,” Nina ordered when I stood in front of the throne.

“Eff miffuh,” I said, dropping to my knees as ordered. This was usually the part where I sucked somebody's cock, but I didn't think it would happen this time. There were no cocks around to suck.

“Shackles,” Nina ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” said One, and she and Two each picked a solid copper bracelet from the chest. Each had a delicate floral design etched into it and one large ring dangling from one end. One and Two went to either side of me and opened the shackles and fastened them on my ankles, then took a key and put it in a tiny hole and turned it with a click.

They were locking the shackles on me. Well that was a new one. Actually, I hadn't worn shackles a lot. Mostly cuffs, lots of cuffs. Guys loved to cuff my hands behind my back and have at my body like it was a salad bar.

I loved it, too. There was nothing like seeing the gleam in a man's eyes as he looked down at me, savoring me. It was so hot.

“Bracelets,” Nina ordered, and One and Two went back to the chest and pulled out two other cuffs. Nina stepped over and untied my wrists.

“Extend your hands in front of you, palm down, shoulder height,” Nina ordered. 


“Yeff, miffuh,” I responded, obeying. The ritual was repeated with my wrists, and the cuffs were locked on. They fit perfectly, no big surprise, Nina had taken all of my measurements back at the festival, very expertly.

In fact, everything that had happened so far had happened expertly. Made sense, billionaire money got you the best every time.

Made me feel pretty good about myself, all of a sudden.

“Collar,” said Nina, and One walked over to the chest and pulled out a gleaming copper collar incised with the same floral design, and some lettering.

Nina removed my gag and then took the collar from One's silently proffering hands.

“Read the collar, girl,” she ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. I'd been told that these were the words I would be saying to Nina most in the harem, and that there was no upper limit on how often I could say those words. Same with “Yes, Master,” when Master was about.

“Three, property of Master,” I read.

“You are Three, and the property of the Master, once you wear this collar, girl,” said Nina. “Never forget it, let the weight of it upon your neck always remind you of who and what you are – a nameless slavegirl who belongs to Master the way his cell phone or his shirt belongs to him … and with no more call on his attention than his shirt or his cell phone. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. It sounded so sexy, somehow, but I wasn't sure exactly how.

Nina put the collar around my neck but did not lock it in place. She said, “And now, by the power of my position as First Girl of the harem known as Cerberus, I hereby claim you and accept you as property of the Master.”

Then she closed the collar and locked it in place.

“Congratulations, Three, you are now property of the Master,” said Nina. “Those collars, cuffs and shackles are to remain on you at all times, even when swimming or bathing. They will not be removed except at Master's will or my will. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“Good,” said Nina. “Now I suggest you girls talk and get to know one another for a while,” Nina said. “Master will want you to entertain him soon, I think.”

“Yes, Mistress,” we all said, not quite in unison, but close.

“Let's hit the pool again,” said One.

“Good idea,” said Two.

“Works for me,” I said.

So the three of us slipped into the pool and Nina left the harem on Mistress business, I suppose. The pool was about the size of one of those indoor hotel pools, but MUCH more nicely appointed. And no kiddie pool, but a huge hot tub next to it.

“Nina told us that you're from Tennessee, new to slavegirling but you have all the right instincts,” One said with a friendly smile as we sat down in the pool. “That true?”

“I think so,” I said.

“How'd you get out here?” Two asked.

“Jet,” I replied.

Two smiled. “You know what I mean.”

“Yeah, I do,” I said. “Our family had a boiled peanut stand empire going,” I started.

“Wait what?” One asked. “What's a boiled peanut stand?”

“You haven't been doing a lot of driving in mountains of the South,” I observed.

“Very little,” One admitted.

“Well you drive around the back roads in the South, especially the mountains, and you'll see a lot of little stands on the roadside that have a big iron pot full of hot water with a hand-lettered sign saying “Boiled Peanuts” generally with a few other things for sale, and people pull over and buy whatnot and go on.”

“Boiled peanuts,” One said.

“Never had one?” I asked.

“No,” said One.

“Well they taste pretty good, actually, but they're also real salty. Real real salty,” I explained. “Helps sell the soft drinks and whatnot.”

“So you were retailers, you had a franchise of stands,” Two said. “Inventory costs are low and probably labor costs, too. And I imagine profits were high.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Thing is, you don't charge a lot for boiled peanuts, but when your ingredients are water, peanuts and salt, you still charge twenty times what your costs are. With a lot of little stands it adds up. And we had a big extended family so we used family as help, and that kept labor costs way low. And everybody had a summer or part time job for their kids or their older folks.”

“So what happened?” One asked.

“Covid killed the tourism business which was our stock in trade,” I said.

“It must have been hard to repurpose them,” Two said.

“Well they didn't really try,” I said. “I mean, my family always considered themselves bold entrepannures, not like those welfare queens in their Cadillacs from the cities who drove through the mountains and bought our peanuts.”

They were both looking at me with their brows raised. I had 'em hooked.

“I had the welfare queen stuff figured for bullshit early on, because it sounded like bullshit,” I continued. “But I bought the entrapannure stuff. But when all my folks did when the Covid hit was shut down their boiled peanut stands and pray, I figured out the entrapannure stuff was shit, too, because prayer is not a business plan.”

“Entrepreneur,” said Two, smiling. “It's pronounced 'entrepreneur.'”

“Entrepreneur, thanks,” I said. “I had to expand my vocabulary fast once I started getting wealthy clients Still got a few rough spots.”

“Two had three years of college,” said One. “She knows all the words and what to do with em.”

Two nodded.

“One is just jealous because she spends a lot more time with a gag in her mouth than I do,” said Two.

“True,” said One. “But no problem, I just let my butt do the talkin'. I went to the School of Butt. Mine is very eloquent, I'm told.”

“You look very fit,” I said.

“Oh, her butt is that,” said Two. “So how did your family's roadside business lead you here?”

“Well when the boiled peanut stands went tits up, I decided to save the family,” I said. “I knew I was pretty and the boys had the serious hots for me, and the older men, too – some of them offered me money for blowjobs and such. So I went to the big city to work in sin.”

“Which big city?” Two asked.

“Chattanooga,” I said.

“Never heard of it,” said One.

“It's in Tennessee, north of Atlanta,” said One. “Near Gatlinburg.”

“Gatlinburg?” One asked.

Two sighed. “Geography is not One's strong suit,” Two said.

“It's OK,” I said. “Chattanooga may be a big city when you're from Bug Tussle, but ...”

“Bug Tussle?” One asked.

“It's a tiny little place no reason you should have ever heard of it,” I said.

“I mean, they named a town Bug Tussle?” One asked.

“Yeah, they did,” I said. “We get that a lot. Nobody knows why they named it Bug Tussle but they did. Probably after the Bug Tussle in Texas Anyway, I went to Chattanooga with the idea of hooking, because since a lot of the local men offered me money to fuck them, I figured it would be the same in Chattanooga only there would be more men with money and much less chance my family would find out. And there was and they didn't and I sent money home so it all worked out.”

“Family would have had problem with you hooking,” Two observed.

“Yes, God, they're very religious,” I said. “See: prayer as business plan. They wouldn't have taken the money if they'd known I got it by whoring. But I pretended I had a real job and set up a fake phone number and address and everything. And Momma never pressed me real hard on it, because she needed that money bad.”

“It was great of you to do that for your family,” One said.

“Nah, it was only right,” I said. “And the thing is, I really LIKE whoring. I'd fucked around a lot back in Bug Tussle, so I knew I'd like it, because I sure liked fucking. Plus, religion never really “took” for me, so I didn't have a lot of guilt to deal with like some of my sisters would have.”

“So how did Nina find you?” One asked.

“On, I went to Conch-Ita Fest,” I said. “She met me there. Just by chance.”

“Lucky you,” said One.

“Yeah, this is one of the EASIEST gigs ever,” Two said in heartfelt tones.

“I get that impression,” I said. “So how did Nina find you two?” Two asked.

“Don't you want to know how we got into hooking?” One asked.

“You're both too pretty, sexy and smart NOT to be hooking,” I said.

“I'll accept that,” said Two, smiling. “And you're right, it's not remarkable that we're hooking, but only a few whores work for the Master. He's very particular. Or rather, Nina is. Now with One, it's easy. You ever do any stripping?”

“No, too easy for that to get back to the family unless I went to Canada or something,” I said. “Maybe not even then. Gossip travels far and fast in the mountains.”

“Ah, right,” said Two. “Well, Two started as a stripper, and she was a really good stripper, I mean, REALLY good,” said One. “She was so good she got to be a national headliner, touring the country.”

“And I was hooking on the side the whole time,” One said.

“I thought the club owners don't like it when you hook on the side,” I said.

“They don't,” said One. “But how can they stop you if you're smart about it? What they REALLY don't like is you being indiscreet, hooking on club grounds, the kind of thing that could get them shut down for being whorehouses. But I was always careful. I never fucked a client I met at a club where I was currently dancing while I was in town. I always fucked clients I'd met in other clubs in the town, you see. My dance card was full but there was nothing to connect who I was fucking with the club, see?”

“Very smart,” I said.

“I also did some porn,” said One. “Just to have a little more exposure, keep the clients interested and let them know I was buyable. So anyway, Nina found me from a video of a strip contest I was in. I came in third because I sucked the wrong judge's cock. But Nina saw the video and thought Master would like having me around, and the rest is history.”

“I've seen the video, it was an incredible dance,” said Two. “She danced to “Human Behavior” by Bjork. You watch the video, you will never be able to hear that song again and not see One dancing to it. Incredible!”

“I'll have to watch the video soon,” I said.

“No, you'll probably get to see me dance live and in person today,” said One. “Master always has me dance for him. And suck his cock and fuck him. And for the money he pays, I'm down with going down!”

“What about you, Two?” I asked.

“Oh, it was more of a social thing with me,” Two replied. “I went to college, studied, quickly figured out that fucking was a lot more fun than studying, and that studying men was a lot more lucrative than studying medicine, and after I'd had a few flings with handsome but poor college boys, I fucked some rich college boys, then rich men, then richer men, then richer men, then richer men, and eventually I was fucking multi-millionaires. When Nina met me I was on the arm of Ricardo Bollejo, a shipping magnate. And I'd studied around and I knew Nina was the keeper of Master's harem. And I liked the whole harem thing because you know, less work for me if I'm in a harem. Words got exchanged and here I am.”

“Well, I take one look at you, and well … you look like princess or something,” I said.

“Classical beauty,” said One. “The term is, classical beauty. That's what everyone says about her, and it's true. She looks like she stepped out of a fucking oil painting.”

Two just shrugged her shoulders and smiled.

“And she's got that smile, that fucking smile she did just now, like she knows everything there is to know and it AMUSES her,” One added. “She is the most catlike woman I have ever known. If somebody decided to build the perfect rich man's mistress, she'd be it.”

“I doubt that,” Two said with the same smile that had set One off.

Looking at Two, I found myself agreeing with One. It struck me that they were both remarkable women, and I didn't feel remarkable at all.


Chapter 3

Showtime

We talked for an hour or so after that and got along famously, but then, getting along well with others is a basic whore skill, and we all had it in spades, so that was no surprise. And honestly, I thought they were both very nice women.

“It's showtime, girls,” Nina's voice came over the speaker. “Get dried off and we'll prep you.”

One and Two leisurely climbed out of the pool and I followed. We dried ourselves off with big, fluffy towels in a pile by the pool and dropped them in a hamper when we were through.

Then we went into a room labeled “Salon” where there was a large beauty salon and sat down on very comfortable recliner chairs.

“What now?” I asked.

“The beauticians will be in shortly, and beautify us to suit Master,” Two said. “We just wait and do as ordered.”

“Nice,” I said, relaxing into the recliner. This was a lot like my own harem fantasies. I just laid around and was beautiful. Maybe ate a grape or two. I could handle this!

My rest didn't last long, very shortly half a dozen women dressed in T-shirts, shorts and sneakers entered the room. The T-shirts were emblazoned with the words “Island Industries” and were obviously part of a uniform.

“Hey One, Two,” said one of the women, a tall brunette. “Nice to meet you, Three! I'm Barb, the Lead Beautician, and this is my team, Emmy, Sandy, Marcia, Jean and Arlen. So good to meet you!”

“Hi!” I said, smiling.

“Let's get you lilies gilded,” said Barb.

In a moment, two women were attending each of us. They did things to our hair, our faces, and our whole bodies. I had THOUGHT I had my pussy shaved clean, but they worked it over, and they worked my butt over, too, idly gossiping all the time as if we were all in a regular beauty salon except this one involved beautifying literally every inch of me.

I really liked it, being fussed over like that. I had always liked beauty salons for that reason, they had been my main luxury while I was escorting in Chattanooga. I mean, it was no substitute for being loved, but it was pretty good.

“All right, Three, let's see what we've got,” Sandy said. She and Marcie had been the ones who worked on me. They'd never once asked what I liked or wanted like a regular salon worker would, but that only made sense: it was Master whose opinion mattered, and they would know about that better than me.

It was their job to know, and damn, everybody here sure as hell knew their job.

Afterward, Sandy held up a mirror in front of me and I couldn't believe my eyes. I'd always had a fresh, wholesome look, everybody said so, probably because I was fresh and wholesome. But these magicians, I mean, beauticians, no I mean MAGICIANS, they had somehow managed to make me ten times more fresh and wholesome and yet at the same time, subtly slutty. I gazed into the mirror, absolutely blown away by what they'd done.

They'd also rouged up my nipples a bit (felt wonderful, and I let it feel wonderful) and my pussy (same) giving them a subtle blush.

“What do you think?” asked Marcie.

“Amazing,” I said. “I've never looked so good. You two are wonderful.”

“We're glad you like it,” said Sandy. “Now let's see if it gets a pass from Barb.”

A moment later, Barb came over. She looked at me carefully, critically, and made a few comments and said, “Make those changes and she passes, girls. Nice work!”

And she was off to look over One and Two.

Sandy and Marcie quickly made the changes Barb had ordered, chattering happily. Obviously, they were glad to have been praised. I suspected that they were paid very well, too. (They were paid ridiculously well, but that was how Master kept the troops at peak performance and happy … it was all chump change to him anyway. It took me a long time to really understand what that implied, though, and when I did … well, let's not get ahead of ourselves …)

A few moments later, we left the salon, all of us looking gorgeous, especially Two I thought. Her classical beauty responded very well to the beautician's art, she was just unholy beautiful once she was all made up and that glorious red hair of her had been properly done up. They'd even put strands of coppery stuff in her hair that gleamed in the light and set off her hair's natural coppery color so beautifully.

And One just radiated health and strength and fitness and good nature, too. I knew I looked wonderful, too.

Money can't buy happiness, maybe, but it can buy the hell out of beauty.

We went back to the harem where Nina was already waiting.

“Line up for inspection, girls,” said Nina.

“Yes, Mistress,” One and Two said almost in unison with me joining in a moment later. They stood next to each other and I stood next to Two since I was Three.

“Stand between One and Two, Three, we go in height order here,” Nina said.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, moving into place as ordered as One and Two made room for me between them.

“Very good,” said Nina. She then walked in a circle around the three of us, inspecting us carefully, not saying a thing, while the three of us stood silently. It was a nice bit of dominance, and I liked it. I was liking this harem more and more the more I got into it. The way I was ordered about, the way we were all ordered about, they way everything went so smoothly, so planned. It got all my submissive impulses going.

I mean, I had been dominated by some outright jerks back in Chattanooga, and enjoyed it, and this was SO much better.

“You'll do, beasts,” said Nina. “No warm up today, Master wants to see you all looking your best. He'll be in shortly. Until he arrives, remain here and relax. Three, heel.”

“Yes, Mistress,” we all said, nearly in unison this time.

I followed Nina like the little happy dog that I was.

“I'm going to show you how the Master likes to be greeted,” Nina said. “When he enters the room he will generally go to a place and sit. As soon as he is seated, you, One and Two will rise and crawl over to him on your hands and knees. You will not speak or greet him. When you are a meter or two from him, all of you will kneel and look at him, smiling, but still saying nothing. You only speak to Master when he indicates he wishes you to speak to him, such as by speaking to you. And of course, when he gives you an order you will say “Yes, Master,” unless you have a good reason for not doing so.”

“What might be a good reason for not doing so, Mistress?” I asked.

“No idea, girl,” Nina said. “You're a smart girl, you'll know if you have one.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“Now let's see how you crawl,” Nina said. “Crawl for me, slut.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. I got down on the floor and crawled about.

“No, girl, that's all wrong,” said Nina. “One, come over here and show Three how it's done.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said One. She walked over and stood in front of me, then dropped to her hands and knees and proceeded to just ripple across the rug. I mean, I thought I had seen women slinking about pretty good before, but she was incredible. I couldn't slink like that if I practiced for a million years.

My face must have betrayed my feelings, because Nina said, “Don't worry, Three, we don't expect you to match One's performance immediately. She has extraordinary control of her body.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I agreed. I couldn't make out One's face as it was right up against the floor as she moved, but I bet it was grinning.

“That will do, One,” Nina said. “Three, try to match that.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, and I started crawling.

“Roll your hips more, and move more slowly,” Nina said.

I complied.

“Head further down,” Nina said and for the next 15 minutes or so I crawled about on the rug trying to imitate One's slink.

“That will do for now,” Nina said in tones that indicated there would be more crawling sessions I my future. (I was fine with that, I loved it.) “Now kneel and smile at me.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, complying.

“No, not like that,” said Nina. “You're smiling at me like you're greeting someone at a social event. Smile at me like I'm a long-lost lover who has shown up at your door when you've been missing him intensely for months.”

And thus we had twenty minutes of smiling lessons, and when Nina finally said “That will do for now,” I knew smiling lessons lay in my future. It wasn't as much fun as crawling sexy, but it was fun.

“Relax with the girls now, Three,” said Nina. “When Master enters, follow their lead.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

I walked over to where One and Two were draped over a couple of lounges. They looked so fucking elegant. I know I stood out like a sore thumb with them, but I did my best. I'd been chosen to be one of them for a reason. I think Nina could have done better. A lot better. But who was I to judge? Like everyone else in this mansion, she undoubtedly knew her stuff. So I must know my stuff, somehow.

We sat around and chatted, relaxed. Two told us about the book she was currently reading and One was on about a recent women's MMA match. One was really ON about it, a real fan. I'd known a few girls who liked to fight in high school, but they were mostly wild-ass mountain girls who were butch and mean but not necessarily lesbians. Mountain girls, like mountain men were a different breed. Some of the poorer ones were … well, MMA fighting would seem formal to them.

They were nothing like One, but then, One was special, or she wouldn't be in Cerberus.

So I wasn't too freaked out by One's interest in MMA fighting, or that she'd trained for it. I knew some girls liked to fight.

The door swung open and Master appeared. He smiled at the sight of us and I couldn't help but smile back. He had a great smile, plus he was the Master.

I'd seen photos and videos of him when I'd checked him out back at Conch-ita, but I'd never seen him in person. He was a LOT more exciting in person. There was just something about the way he moved, he had that same rangy, easy way of moving that mountain men have. It's hard to describe, but I knew it, knew it well. The thing is, though, the Master was from Texas. I don't know where he got it from, but he sure had it.

The Master strode straight to a thronelike chair and removed his clothes, which was just the usual T-shirt, shorts and sneakers uniform of the staff here. Then had a seat.

I watched it all, and just let my desire for Master shine through my face. I knew that would be fine.

One and Two slinked off their chairs and began crawling toward the Master when he sat down and I followed. I tried my best to imitate them but I think I did a crummy job, by the standards of this place.

I knelt when they knelt, and smiled at the Master as if he were the most wonderful thing in the world, an easy thing because he looked wonderful to me, all right.

The Master looked at us and smiled, and I felt great when he did.

“A lovely bunch,” said the Master. “Good to see Cerberus filled out again,” he said. “I understand you have made Three feel welcome, very good. Let me add my welcome … I'm very glad you've joined us, Three, and look forward to lots of fun and games with you.”

“Thank you, Master,” I said.

“Mmm, that voice, just as Nina described it,” said the Master. “Pure southern honey and silk. Now let's have a first time blowjob from Three to start with, One, you get a strap-in and put it on her so she'll enjoy it properly, and Two, you fasten her hands behind her back.”

“Yes, Master,” said One and Two in unison. One rose and slinked off to a box and Two moved in behind me and fastened my hands behind my back with my new cuffs. One was back as soon as that was done.

“Face down on the floor, Three, butt in the air, legs wide,” Nina ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, and assumed the position. A moment later I felt a lubricated dildo being slid up my pussy, then a waist belt fastened around my waist and straps hooked into it, securing the dildo firmly in place.

“Back on your knees, Two,” Nina growled, and I said “Yes, Mistress,” and rose. I hadn't had my face on the rug for much more than a minute, they were that fast and sure with me.

Clearly, they had done this sort of thing before.

The Master picked up a remote and pressed it and I felt the dildo begin vibrating.

“Now suck Master's cock,” said Nina. “One, Two, keep an eye on her and make sure she does a good blowjob.”

“Yes, Mistress,” we all replied. I crawled forward on my knees and engulfed Master's cock with my mouth. It took a little effort, but I had sucked a lot of cocks with my hands tied behind my back. I had a certain expertise.

I'd sucked a lot of cock under a lot of circumstances while fucking around in Bug Tussle and hooking in Chattanooga, so I felt pretty good about my skills. Never had a complaint, but then, men rarely complain when you have their cocks in your mouth.

I was surprised at how small Master's cock was, at first, it was just three or four inches. (That might explain a lot.) But as I sucked it, it swelled rapidly, and soon it was quite a mouthful. Master was a grower, not a shower, and he sure did grow.

I was fine with that, I'd sucked my share of growers.

“Slow it down and suck more, slut,” Two said, slapping me hard on the ass, eliciting a surprised little grunt from me.

I didn't say “Yes, Mistress,” because I was supposed to be sucking Master's cock, and that would have interfered with the rhythm.

But I did as ordered. These women knew what Master liked and how he liked it.

For the next ten minutes I silently sucked Master's cock, except for the occasional muffled scream or grunt when I got slapped or spanked, which happened a lot as One or Two were both laying it on hard.

I loved it. All that attention. The Master's cock in my mouth the whole time. Slapping, orders, and that vibrator in my pussy going, going, going relentlessly. I was in absolute heaven. I mean, I would have PAID to have this done to me. And been very glad to have the chance.

Instead I was being paid. It was incredible. And it was supposed to be all about the MASTER'S pleasure, but it was pure pleasure for me, too.

It took a long time to make Master cum. He was in no hurry, and I understood it. He had these two VERY beautiful women, skilled cocksuckers I was sure, so he was used to getting blowjobs very much on his own terms, whenever he wanted. It made a difference. Ordinary men were always half starved, sexually speaking. Most couldn't hold out for more than three minutes.

Still, I was a new girl, and I was pretty sure that most of the guys who paid me and other hookers to suck their cocks and fuck them got started at it because they wanted a new girl doing the things their wives did for them already. They weren't even out of love with their wives, they just wanted to feel that New Girl effect.

Whoring makes you cynical, I guess, but so does life in general if you're paying attention.

Sucking cock on a new Master had an effect on me. Along with the vibrator. I was soon on the verge of cumming. I fought it, but I also had to concentrate on giving Master a good blowjob, so I couldn't put my full concentration behind not cumming. So soon I was no longer on the verge of cumming, I was cumming.

I didn't let my orgasms stop me, I kept sucking Master's cock, I knew I had to. But my moans must have

given me away, because as I came, I heard Nina cry, “Don't cum slut, you don't have the Master's permission to cum! Don't cum, suck Master's cock, you fucking beast!”

And One and Two punctuated Nina's words with lots of slaps on my ass.

I kept sucking and cumming, because being the submissive little slut that I was, the yelling and the slapping and the spanking on top of the big cock in my mouth just turned me on more. I had multiple orgasms but I still sucked that cock because I knew better than to stop. Plus, I was having so much fun and feeling so much pleasure.

Eventually Master came, and he came a lot, and I swallowed every bit of it. I knew that would be expected of me.

“Clean his cock, you stinking beast,” Nina ordered, and I cleaned his cock thoroughly, still cumming, though the orgasms were dying down a bit.

When I was cleaning Master's cock, One whispered, “Thank the Master,” and I said “Fank eew, Maffa” while continuing my duties.

Then Nina ordered “Kneel” and I knelt back on my heels, and Nina grabbed me by the hair and threw me to the floor.

The Master looked at Two and crooked his finger at her and she immediately crawled over to Master and began sucking his cock, holding her hands behind her back as if they were cuffed there.

“You came without the Master's permission, beast,” Nina growled at me. “You stupid out of control slut! As a beast of Cerberus, you do not cum unless the Master wills it, understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“One, help me show Three what happens to girls who disobey orders,” said Nina.

“Yes, Mistress,” One said happily.

Uh-oh.

Nina and One grabbed me and Nina held my hands behind my back while One went over to the box and hauled out a strap-on cock gag and came back.

“Open wide,” Nina ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, obeying.

One shoved the cock gag down my throat and strapped it in place.

“We are not interested in a thing you have to say, slut,” Nina growled. “Besides, you're going to be busy screaming.”

Then Nina and One dragged me to a pair of posts set on rollers. There were ornate decorations that served nicely as hooks all along the columns, and they used them to tie me in a standing spreadeagle between the two columns, leaving me suspended in air, my feet not even touching the ground.

They had to hoist me in the air to suspend me, and they did it easily, almost effortlessly.

They were both very strong. One of course looked strong, and Nina didn't look so strong, but she was tall and fit and those long muscles of hers were quite powerful.

I was putty in their hands and I loved it.

Once they had me secured to the frame, they wheeled it and me over in front of Master, arranging me so that I faced him, giving me a good view of Master and Two's naked butt as she served his cock, which I hated seeing.

I wanted to be the one sucking his cock, even if it was limp from cumming in another girl's mouth.

My mouth. That thought took a lot of sting out of it.

Speaking of sting, once they had me in front of Master, Nina and One started working me over. Never really painful or violent stuff, just more slapping and spanking now with extra pinching and scratching, but not enough to break my skin, but plenty enough to sting.

I made muffled gags and yelps and writhed and squirmed in my bonds as sexily as I could, because I knew my real purpose here was to entertain Master.

Eventually Master waved a hand and they stopped tormenting me, and I hung there, sweaty and panting and very, very happy, but trying not to look too happy.

They unstrapped me and Nina ordered me to kneel.

“Nina, One, Two, you are dismissed. Three, to me,” said the Master, opening his arms. “Yes, Master!” I said, smiling and climbing up into his arms, hearing a chorus of “Yes, Masters” behind me, which included Nina's voice, which surprised me a little.

But I didn't care, I was getting some alone time with Master and I would make the best of it.

“So, Three, tell me about yourself,” said the Master. “I hear you are from Chattanooga by way of Bug Tussle, Tennessee. Do all the women have your wonderful accent there?”

“Yes, Master, most of them do, except for the vocal fry,” I said.

“Vocal fry?” the Master asked.

“Yes, the raspy sound at the end my sentences. I picked it up from an aunt from Massachusetts who watched over me when I was young, I think.”

“Your mother didn't watch over you when you were young?” the Master asked.

“She did when she could,” I said. “But we have this boiled peanut business...”

“Oh, yeah, the boiled peanut empire,” said Master. “Nina told me about that. Fascinating, the way businesses find niches.”

“Yes, Master,” I said. “It's a thing in the mountains.”

“What it means to me is, you come from good stock,” the Master said. “You had a family that could build a business. I'm sorry Covid wrecked it, I know what it is to build a business and have it founder through no fault of your own.”

I smiled and said, “Thank you for saying that, Master,” I said, smiling, luxuriating in his sympathy and in his embrace.

“So what do you like doing when you're not working?” the Master asked. And I told him I liked dancing and listening to music and drinking and fishing.

“Fishing?” he asked.

“Fishing, yeah, for bass and brim,” I said. “Those are my favorites. I don't care for catfish. Too easy and I don't like the taste. But brim and bass are pretty good.”

“You cook them and eat them?” the Master asked.

“Sure, what's the point of fishing for them otherwise?” I asked.

“Some people like just having an excuse to sit around in the outdoors,” the Master said. “Often, while drinking.”

“That's what hunters like to do,” I said. “I guess a lot of fishermen, too. But I was a little young for drinking when I was fishing. Not too young for cooking and eating, though. And let me tell you, it makes a difference if the fish are fresh caught.”

“Well, if you want to do some fishing here, we have a few stream inland, not real big, but they might have some fish in them, I wouldn't know. On the other hand, we have an excellent ocean that is full of fish and crab and shrimp and we have had a few feasts of fresh-caught shrimp and crab and you are absolutely right, they are delicious when they are fresh caught. If you want to do some fishing in your free time, please feel free … my ocean is your ocean.”

“Thank you so much, Master,” I said.

“You are welcome,” said the Master, smiling. He had the best smile.

We talked for about an hour or so, about nothing much. Mostly I talked, he asked questions. He just wanted to hear my voice, of course, but I think he was also curious about me. His new toy.

Afterward, he called Nina in and she shoved another cock gag into my mouth and a jeweled buttplug into my ass and then tied me spreadeagled and naked over a horse and then Master fucked me up while Nina kissed him. Then he left.

Afterward, while I lay tied to the horse with Master's sperm leaking out of me, Nina came over and spoke to me.

“You did very well for your first day today, girl,” Nina said. “I'm very pleased with you.”

“Fank eew Mifftriff,” I mumbled through the gag. I had cum again. I couldn't help it. Master was so hot. Long strings of drool were oozing past the gag. I didn't care. I felt so used, and so good.

I even liked that Nina had been kissing him when he fucked me. So humiliating. I loved that for some reason.

“OK, it's the shower for you, beast, you've been used hard,” said Nina. “You'll get used hard a lot here. Master likes to get full value from his slaves. We have a rule, when you're sweating and leaking stuff, you hit the shower immediately, before you sit on anything and most definitely before entering the pool.”

“Wouldn't the pool clean me as well as the shower, Mistress?” I asked.

“Yes, but it takes a while for stuff to filter out of the pool water and we prefer to keep it relatively clean. Stuff goes right down the drain in a shower.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“Master likes to get in the pool with you sometimes,” Nina added. “Otherwise, we would not care.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. “It is all about the Master.”

“Yes it is, girl,” said Nina. “Good that you know that.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, heading for a showerhead by the pool. I'd seen such things by the beach, but never indoors. And Nina was right, I was one sweaty beast.

And one happy beast.

“You are free to go to your room after this if you like, or you can stay in the harem, it's completely up to you,” Nina said. “The important thing is, you come when we call. We have speakers in your room and in the harem, and your collar is basically a cell phone. One or Two can show you how to use it. There's no excuse for not hearing us call. You don't have to run or anything when you hear the call, but we do expect you to get here fairly quickly.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.


Chapter 4

A Billionaire's Affections

Over the next few weeks I grew very accustomed to life in the Cerberus harem, or “Cerberus” as we were called collectively by everyone. It was a very pleasant life. Master did not keep regular hours – he was a billionaire, he called his own shots. He wanted us when he wanted us, and it was our job to be there for him. He was very devoted to his work, though, and sometimes we wouldn't see him for days, then at other times he'd spend a whole day with us (though both were rare – Master liked his work and he liked his play). Generally we were prepped before we saw him initially, then “freshened” if he came back for more later in the day. And that was about it.

Two loved this. Her favorite thing to do was to sit alone and read and drink. I thought at first she was an alcoholic, but she never looked or acted drunk, and One said she drank very slowly when she read because although she loved the taste of wine, and she liked a mild buzz, she didn't like to be drunk.

She was the first person who claimed she drank because she liked the taste that I'd ever believed.

Then again, most folks back home were pretty straight up about why they drank, and considering what some of them were willing to drink, it would have been real hard to believe it was for taste.

One spent a lot of her free time dancing, running or doing martial arts exercises, sometimes with Nina. She just liked to move, she said. One thought she was miraculous, but I'd known some mountain gals (and boys) like her. They were full of juice and they always had to be doing something. The thing that was different about One was, she was sharp as a tack.

Nina kept aloof from us. She was our Mistress and trainer and Master's slavegirl, which was what a First Girl in a harem was, I gathered … the slave who kept the other slaves on their toes for Master.

I spent a fair amount of my time out on the docks fishing. Master was as good as his word and had the crew outfit me for fishing, crabbing and shrimping. And everything was done for me. I'd check with Nina before I went fishing, and then I'd call down to the marina and tell them I was up for some dockside fishing and could they get my gear ready, and by the time I got to the docks, there would be a big, soft blanket on the dock, with a hole in it for the beach umbrella that was jammed in one of the umbrella holders that were set along the side of the dock. (Actually, I learned later that they were there as holdfasts for boarding ramps from the docks to the ships that sometimes docked at the pier.)

I'd just toss a line in the water and see what I caught. And I caught ALL kinds of shit, because the staff would toss chum out in the water and that would bring all the fish and the crabs and shrimp and eels and just, holy crap, oceans have a LOT of things living in them.

I never knew what I might catch, either, because one of the little streams on the island emptied into the ocean right near the docks and kept things murky. Until my catch was less than a meter from the surface, there was no telling what was caught. You couldn't even tell from how strong the resistance was. One time I brought up the line because the float was jiggling and I thought there was nothing on it, and there was a huge flounder on it, I mean, half a meter long at least.

On the other hand, I lost a couple of rods when I got sleepy and careless and something really big grabbed my bait and made off with it so fast that the rod was off the dock and into the water.

I didn't go into the water after it because I'd been warned to stay out of the water near the docks: the chum and the occasional waste attracted sharks that fed on the fish that were attracted to it. And I wouldn't be able to see them in that murky water.

Well, they didn't have to tell me twice.

Funny thing was, beyond the docks the island beaches were pure and clear. The murky water was just a local thing because of the stream.

I stayed naked on the docks, but slathered on so much sunscreen that I might as well have been clothed. Two was dreadfully afraid of the sun and avoided it and One was brown as a berry. I was somewhere in between. I liked to lie in the sun for a few minutes and feel it on all my skin, every bit of it, but then I went for the shade because it got too hot fast.

If I got hungry or thirsty all I had to do was call the mansion concierge on my collar and within 15 minutes I'd have whatever I wanted to eat or drink, if they had it. And they always did.

And if I caught something edible, which happened regularly, I could call the concierge and ask them to prepare it for me. And it was so good fresh in the hands of the no-doubt five star chef who ran the Master's kitchen.

Oh, life was good on the Master's island. And the fishing wasn't even the best part.

The best part was serving Master. He was so dreamy. He knew what he wanted from us and he got it, and he had a STRONG sex drive. But he was never mean about it. He called me a slave and slut and a beast during sexy times, but afterward and before, he was always the perfect gentleman.

When he fucked us, it could take as little as 15 minutes … sometimes he only wanted a blowjob from one of us (mostly Two, she was VERY good, by all accounts) but much more often he was after a couple of hours of sex games with us. They generally started with us tied, chained, clamped and otherwise restrained to one of the many, many bondage sex toys and bondage sex machines that were in the harem, forced to cum by some relentless machine while Nina ordered us not to cum then punished us ferociously when we succumbed to the inevitable.

And all of us did, or I think we did. I was never sure about One. She had PHENOMENAL control of her body with incredible reserves of strength and endurance. I suspected her of faking it when she came, but I didn't KNOW because she was so good at faking it when she faked it (see PHENOMENAL control). Her mastery of body language was complete, and made me feel like some jerky adolescent who could just barely control her body.

The more I got to know One and Two, the more impressed I was by them.

But back to the Master. He would watch us squirm and moan, naked and helplessly displayed on his devices, enjoying every bit of it, his eyes gleaming. Sometimes he would have Nina suck his cock while he watched. (He always fastened her arms behind her back when she sucked his cock. He loved his control.) I even loved squirming on the machine helplessly, cumming and watching Nina suck his cock when I SO wanted to be the one sucking his cock, but I couldn't, because it was his will. Something inside me found my helplessness and humiliation, even my pointless jealousy, to be delicious, and fed on it, making me cum even more, and even harder.

I didn't understand it, and I couldn't control it, either, I was putty in Master's hands (especially when my pussy was in Master's hands, which happened now and then, as Master willed it).

Since I was the new girl, I got fucked a lot by Master, and got to suck his cock and anything else he wanted sucked. He liked to have my legs tied wide apart, almost in a split, with my ass raised in the air, fucking me doggie style with my hands tied behind my back and a gag in my mouth while he slapped my ass and pulled my hair and used me hard. He said he liked the way my creamy little pussy bulged when he fucked it.

And he was right, I'm sure, it did. Like I said, when he got fully erect, he was big enough to make a girl so very happy.

The funny thing, he never did anal with me. Or any of the girls. He didn't like anal. I had thought all men liked anal, but I was wrong.

“He's very much into neatness,” said Nina when I asked him why he never did anal. “And he does not consider anal to be neat. Too much poop in that hole.”

“I know how to prep for anal, Mistress,” I said.

“We all do, of course,” said Nina. “He knows if he wants to fuck any of us up the ass, all he has to do is take us. But it's his choice and he chooses not to.”

“Oh, I don't really mind not doing anal,” I said. “I was just curious. Lots of clients are willing to pay extra for it with a smile. I think most want it, just aren't willing to pay for it.”

“I think you're right, Three,” Nina said. “But the Master has his own tastes and makes his own rules. He is a true Master.”

“Yes, he is,” I said. “A lot of the men I've served … they aren't all that Masterful, really. They just like thinking that they are.”

“Oh, it's easy to tell the false Masters from the real Masters, girl,” said Nina. “The real Masters pay attention to their girls. They are getting off on how their girls respond to their use. Haven't you noticed how Master loves to watch us, and listen to us?”


“Yes, Mistress,” I said. (I had fallen into the habit of calling Nina “Mistress” whether we were working or not, because as far as I was concerned, she was a real Mistress.) 

“Master loves his control over us,” said Nina.

“I enjoy being controlled by Master,” I said.

“I know,” said Nina. “It's very obvious. And very all right. Just don't get any wrong ideas.”

“Such as?” I asked.

“That Master is becoming romantically involved with you,” said Nina. “You are a very good sex toy to him, nothing more.”

“Yes, I understand the nature of our relationship,” I lied. “Me slave, he Master. Nothing more. Have other girls fallen for Master?”

“Oh, we all fall for Master, one way or another,” said Nina, smiling. “Maybe not in love, but he is so very good to us. And so very good at controlling us.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. “Has Master ever fallen for one of his girls?”

“Not so you would notice, girl,” said Nina. “Master created Cerberus because he wanted a harem of slaves to toy with. I think it's how he wants his sex – several hot girls at his beck and call, doing whatever he likes, with them making no demands whatever on him, except for the money. And with his money, he gets what he wants.”

“Does Master ever get tired of girls?” I asked.

“Sure, now and then,” said Nina. “More often, the girls get tired of him, or they give up on their hopes for him, and leave.”


“Their hopes?” I asked.

“Everyone wants a shot at gaining the affections of a billionaire, girl, just like you do,” said Nina. “Don't deny it, it's obvious. I know you didn't come here planning on that, but it's natural to think that if you're fucking a billionaire, you just might find a way into his heart, and if you do, you're set for life. I mean, Two is the only exception to that rule I've ever seen.”

“Two is an exception?” I asked. “Why should she be?”

“I don't know,” replied Nina. “She just is. She doesn't want to be a billionaire's wife or mistress because she doesn't want to be bothered. All she wants is some books to read and some wine to drink and plenty of free time to read and drink in a pleasant environment. The only reason she's been whoring here is that it's so easy and gives you so much free time. The only reason she's here is the money.”

“Well to be fair, I'm pretty sure it's the only reason One and I are here,” I said. I did not include Nina because that would have been dumb.

“Yeah, but the difference between Two and you two is that both of you would take a shot at being Master's wife or Mistress if you found a way into his heart, but One just isn't interested. She's definitely her own person.”

“Everybody here is definitely some kind of person,” I observed.

“You got that right,” said Nina.


Chapter 5

Warm-Ups

“Uhfu!” I moaned.

I was hanging in the air, my legs held wide apart and to either side of me by ropes that attached to a frame above my head and to my ankle shackles, which now felt like parts of my body, like my cuffs and my collar. We never took them off. My hands were cuffed behind my back via my wrist cuffs and I was held upright by ropes attached to straps around my chest and my waist.

“No cumming, slut,” Nina growled and she turned on the tonguesaw.

The tonguesaw was a favorite toy of Master's -- it was kind of like a chainsaw, only instead of metal teeth it had soft, floppy silicon tongues, shaped much like human tongues and about the same size, too. They were slightly oily, and when Nina turned the tonguesaw on, the tongues whirled along the chain that held them, much like a chainsaw only sexier.

Then Nina pressed another button and the frame slowly descended, lowering me atop the chainsaw, my legs spread wide, my labia open and puffed out as if eager to kiss the tonguesaw.

When they made contact, my whole body reacted.

“AAAACK!” I screamed through the cock gag that filled my mouth. But Nina was relentless. She lowered me a little further so the tongues were slapping my pussy good and hard. Then she stopped the chains lowering me. But not the tonguesaw.

By stiffening my legs and pushing downward against my shackles, I could raise my torso just a tiny bit, but not much, just enough that the tongues, instead of slapping my pussy full on, just tickled my pussy lips.

“Mmmmfgh,” I moaned as the tonguesaw sent waves of pleasure throbbing through me.

Nina ignored me and went on to Two, whom she had secured to the Pooper frame. The Pooper frame was so named because a girl secured to it appeared to be sitting on an invisible toilet. It was a black tubular metal frame with cuffs on it, a square raised about half a meter above the ground. Two was squatting in it, bent double by the top bar that pressed into her back and the lower bar that pressed into the undersides of her upper thighs.

Her wrists were cuffed to either side of the frame and her ankles were shackled to a ring set in the floor in front of her. There was a big cock gag in her mouth. And behind her, a fucking machine with two poles coming out of it. They had a dildo on each end, and a vibrating wand affixed to the pole about eight inches behind the dildo.

Nina took a bottle of lube and spread it casually over Two's butt, making sure her ass and pussy were well lubricated, even shoving her fingers in to make sure. Nina was thorough like that. Then she pressed a button and the dildo slowly began extending toward Two's helpless butt. Two didn't even watch, but when she felt the dildo probing at her ass and pussy she wiggled her butt to let them slide in easier, which they did. There was no point in trying to get away, even if she had wanted to. When the wands made contact with her ass, the poles pulled the dildos out a few inches, then shoved them back in, slowly at first, but gradually building up speed.

Two squirmed in her bonds and moaned into her gag. She was just as vulnerable to arousal as I was. I liked that.

One was vulnerable to arousal, too, it was just, she could take a LOT of arousing before she came, or as they called it here, “submitted.”

Because One was so strong, she generally got put on the most fiendishly arousing devices – the Shoe. The Shoe looked like an adult version of one of those rides they used to have in front of grocery stores for little kids, all white, gleaming plastic except for the pink leather seat. It was made up to look like a high-heeled platform shoe, about four feet high. The seat looked like the interior of the shoe. One straddled the shoe with her legs spread on either side of the tongue of the Shoe. The tongue ended in a group of silicon soft rubbery things.

There were, of course, two big pink dildos set in the seat of the Shoe, and they were jammed right up One's pussy and ass, just like the cock gag that filled her mouth. White bands secured One's upper thighs and ankles to the sides of the shoe, so that if she had been standing instead of sitting she would have been balanced painfully on her knees, with lower legs raised behind her.

One's wrist cuffs were firmly attached to brackets set atop the chair behind her at a little above waist height.

Nina inspected One, nodded, and walked to a controller set atop the toe of the Shoe and pressed a few buttons.

One moaned as the dildos inside her began vibrating, as did the soft pink rubbery things set in the base of the shoe.

As the vibrations began, the heel of the shoe slowly began to rise, pitching One forward. She was held in place by the straps on her legs and the wrist brackets behind her. The rear of the shoe stopped rising when her body was tilted at about 60 degrees, forcing all of One's weight on her pussy, which was jammed up against the soft rubbery things at the base of the tongue. There was no way she could escape it, gravity forced her soft, intimate parts against the rubbery devices that tormented her with their vibrations, both inside and out, and she squirmed helplessly as the vibrations coursed through her penetrated body, making her hanging breasts swing and sway enticingly – probably the whole point of the device from Master's point of view, other than arousing One.

In very short order the three of us were a writhing, squirming, moaning mess, oblivious to all but fighting the urge to cum created by the devices we were secured to. We were under strict orders not to cum until granted permission to do so by Nina or Master, and so we all fought it as best we could, but we were only human and the machines we were fastened to were relentless.

Nina “helped” by walking among us, slapping us, pinching us, fondling us, kissing us, fingering us, working our nipples with her very skilled finger … whatever she thought would make our torment more delicious to Master.

Eventually, the inevitable happened, and I came, crying out in ecstasy and pain as Nina invariably detected my orgasm and came over and spanked me hard as I came until the orgasms stopped and I lay sobbing and and helpless before her, accepting her blows because I couldn't do anything else.

After Nina had made her “point” about me not cumming without permission, she would go over to Two and start tormenting her in earnest. (I always came first, I couldn't help it, the machines were relentless, and besides, Master was watching and I wanted to give him a good show.)

After a time, Two would cum, crying out and squirming as Mistress punished her for cumming, just as she'd punished me.

When Two lay still and defeated in the Pooper frame, it was One's turn. I don't know how One stood it, the Shoe was an absolutely fiendish device and Nina really went after One, more with the pleasure than the pain, working those dangling breasts of One's relentlessly. Eventually One would give it up and cry out into her gag and collapse on the shoe while Nina slapped her swaying tits hard as she came.

As soon as she was finished with One, Nina would untie us all and hurry us into the harem where we would await Master.

Master generally arrived very shortly after we were finished with “warm-ups” as it was called. It wasn't that he was concerned about keeping us waiting – we were his slaves, we would wait for him as long as he liked – but that he wanted us while we were still aroused from the warm ups.

One, brown as a berry, did not often LOOK aroused, but it was very different with Two and I, especially Two with that fine, pale complexion of hers. That alabaster skin revealed her arousal so clearly – her pussy and the area around it would be shaded from a delicate pink at the edges to bright red in the folds of her pussy. She would often have a distinct red blotch at the base of her neck and red blotches all over her ass where Nina had been slapping it. Two tried hard to seem unflappable but her body told the story.

And my less pale (but still quite pale skin) did the same. I couldn't see the blotch at the base of my neck without a mirror, but when I asked Two about the blotch at the base of her neck she said I always had one, too. And I could see the redness of my pussy easily enough, gleaming and raw-looking. And of course I could FEEL the blotches on my butt from Nina's spanking. They were quite warm, but to tell the truth, nice.

Then after we'd been sitting there, Master would appear, and we'd all crawl over and crowd around his chair with our literally hot bodies exposed for him, kneeling, our legs spread wide, our nipples all popping and looking at him like we were hound dogs and he was a pork chop.

It was easy for me to look like that, because after being warmed up, the sight of his handsome face and strong male body was just what I wanted. Romantic attachments or not, I was hot for him, and I let it show. So much easier and so much more sincere than faking it.

Warm-up was simple for him, he had one of us suck his cock while the others entertained him. The entertainments were always sexual. He liked to talk with us, but generally after he'd blown his load in one of us.

Early on he liked to watch Nina or One or Two play with me while the girl not active with me sucked his cock. Then he started having me suck his cock while the others played. The entertainments were not so much about the lesbian sex as about submission and domination and forced orgasms. And a lot of the time, it was One dancing, and I didn't blame Master one bit for that because One was amazing when she danced.

Nina being more or less a Mistress to us, she was the one who did the dominating and the orgasm forcing. And Two giving the best blowjobs left me for the one being dominated.

That's how it went this time, with all of us warmed up, Master had One dance and Two suck his cock while Nina put me through some paces. What happened varied, it varied a lot. This time, Nina strapped a cock gag into my mouth and then put a waist belt around me and used it to secure a dildo in my ass and a wand in my pussy. Then she had me drag a mattress to the foot of Master's throne and then she tied me to the mattress in a sideways spreadeagle, so that my legs were tied to rings set in the foot and head of the mattress, my legs stretched almost into a full split, with the dildo stretched taut against the straps that held it in my ass. My wrists were bound to rings set in the other corners of the mattress. Then she ordered me not to cum without permission and turned the wand on.

I immediately started squirming and moaning on the mattress, because aroused as I was before my Master, I would have cum from the wand alone.

But of course, Nina never left it at that. She alternately aroused and tormented me, working my breasts hard, twisting them, squeezing them, caressing them, whatever it took to arouse me, generally while she sat over me and rubbed her pussy in my face. She also slapped, pinched and scratched me as she liked, all of it erotic slapping, pinching and scratching, but really intense for all that.

I could have stopped it all at any time with my safeword, I knew that, but the thought never entered my mind. Nina was doing what Master wanted, and what Master wanted was all that mattered to me. I mean, I never really learned to like having a woman's pussy rubbed in my face, to be honest, but I learned to submit and accept it as Master's will, and to gain pleasure by accepting Master's will. It sounds weird, I know, but at such times I went into subspace.

I'd thought subspace was bullshit the first time I heard about it. I knew some kids in Bug Tussle who'd grown up in one of those cults that handled snakes and spoke with the Lord in tongues and other such obvious bullshit and it sounded way too much like what they were talking about to me, and they were plumb crazy and I knew it even if some members of my own extended family didn't. Some special mental space where submissives go when they're being fucked/tormented? Suuure.

Turns out I was wrong about that, because whenever I was being molested in front of Master, I went there. And it was wonderful. It's hard to describe what it was, just this wonderful kind of trance I went into where everything was good and right, most of all me. And sure, during this time I was always tied up and naked and squirming and either being molested at Master's orders, or molested BY Master (my favorite!).

And the thing was, it seemed like it might have been the vibrators and the wands and the chains and the ropes and the gags and the cuffs and the collar and the spanking and the whipping and the kissing and the fondling that put me in subspace, but really, it was Master. All of those things were the medium by which Master controlled me, by which he put me in that place. And I went … so willingly … with all my heart.

So it was this time, I just lay there with my legs spread and surrendered to the sensations, losing all sense of self, floating on a tide of ecstasy and (sometimes) pain.

I stayed there as long as I was in use by Master. Sometimes he would leave the room while I was being molested, called away on some important business matter, or maybe he just had to pee, I didn't know, I stayed in subspace if the molestation continued, because it was the Master's will. (And if I was hooded or blindfolded as well as gagged, as regularly occurred, I didn't know Master was gone if he didn't make a lot of noise.)

When I came out of the subspace trance, Nina would often comfort me and kiss me and hold me, which felt wonderful, but sometimes it was Master who held and comforted me, and that was pure heaven.

He was so handsome, and so strong, and so Masterful, and so everything I ever fucking wanted in a man.

I was actually unhappy that he was a billionaire at times. If he'd been a millionaire, there would still have been a huge social gulf between him and I, but it wouldn't have been the ocean-sized gulf that existed between us.

Because Nina was damn right about me. I wanted Master, I wanted him bad. I wanted to be his, and it was a special kind of torment after a while to be his sex slave, so close to him, serving him so initimately, and yet … so far away.

After a session with Master, after he headed off to do Masterful business things, we girls would shower off and then sit in the pool and talk, socializing and recovering, because he and Nina put us through our paces hard. (Nina generally left shortly after he did and from what I gathered, was at his side when he did business fairly often, which I HATED.)

“I think you need to watch that heart of yours,” One said one day as we lounged in the pool after a six-hour session with Master that had left even her in need of rest. (She probably didn't really NEED rest, she was just enjoying it, damn her.) But I needed it, I was utterly exhausted, I had cum a LOT and spent a LONG time in subspace squirming and writhing, often vigorously, always sincerely.

“Why is that?” I asked. I was still feeling blissed out.

“Because when a whore falls for a client, it almost always ends badly for the whore,” One said in the blunt yet charming way of hers.

“You think I am falling for Master?” I asked.

“Yes, it's obvious,” said One.

I rolled my eyes.

“You don't have to worry, One, I'm not in love with Master,” I said. “I mean, I ADORE him, just like you and Two do, but I don't LOVE him.”

“You'd pay him to let you suck his cock,” said One. “If a man pays a woman to suck his cock, it's just a man being a man. But when a woman pays, it's love.”

“Oh, please,” I said. “I like the money here just as much as you do. Maybe more. I mean, honestly, you don't care where you dance or for whom, you just want to dance. And suck cock. The money is just a pleasant side effect for you.”

“Well you're right about that,” One said “But still, if the money stops, I go. I can dance for a lot of Masters, but you don't want to suck any other Master's cock and you know it.”

“I'm just dedicated to my craft, like Two is,” I said, bringing her in on my side.

“That is a nice compliment,” said Two. “But the moment the money goes away, so do I. And while One put it very bluntly, I agree with her – I think you'd pay Master to let you suck his cock.”

“That is such a mean thing to say!” I said, smiling to show I didn't mean it. “You both doubt my professionalism.”

“We don't doubt your professionalism at all,” said Two. “But we have hearts, like you do, and we understand your attraction to Master. But it's dangerous to get too attracted to someone who can buy girls like you by the hundreds without even thinking about the price.”

“Yes, he's a billionaire, untouchable, far above me, I know, yadda yadda yadda,” I said. “But he's also a man, and I'm a woman. A woman who is at his mercy a LOT, and who always winds up glad I let myself be at his mercy. It's perfectly natural to enjoy it, so let me enjoy it, sillies.”

“Oh, I feel it too, don't think I don't,” said One. “Master knows how to be irresistible, and if I thought that there was the SLIGHTEST chance that I could snare him, I would give it a real shot, and I can be irresistible, too, when I want to be. But … he's out there. He's WAAAY out there. And he knows it, I can see it in his eyes sometimes. He calls us his pets and I think that's the real relationship we have with him … we're pets, just fuckable pets, that's all. I mean, it works for me, so long as I am a ridiculously well paid pet.”

“Yeah, I can't BELIEVE how much money I make here,” I said. “I mean, it may be chump change to him, but hell, I bet there are some top-level corporate execs who don't make as much as I do.”

“I doubt that,” said Two. “At the top level, you determine your own compensation, and from what I've seen, for almost all execs, that means, “Steal everything that isn't nailed down.”

“And give generous amounts of it to us,” One laughed.

I smiled, glad to have gotten them off the topic of me and onto the topic of money. It was interesting to me that they were both willing to admit that they were just here for the money, whoring it up big time, when Master undoubtedly had cameras and microphones on us, as he did in almost every place in the harem. I would never have done that, even it I were just whoring it up. Which … I wasn't.

I was just puzzled as to why everyone wanted me to be just a whore. Just because they lacked ambition, why should I?


Chapter 6

Becoming Master's Love Slave

me and well, all of us (even Nina, if you ask me). But I had a secret weapon, a tool they didn't have.

Master liked to hear me talk. Often, after a session, he would take me to one of the smaller rooms that adjoined the main room to serve Master privately. I imagine that's why they envied me, and I didn't blame them.

Master loved my Southern drawl, something I had picked up by accident while growing up. He would ask me questions, and I would answer them, at length, because I knew he wanted to hear me talk.

My drawling speech was regularly punctuated by me sucking his cock, sometimes to orgasm, sometimes not. At first he gave me orders, but eventually we grew so accustomed to one another that all it took was a look in his eye or a nod, and I would scoop his cock into my mouth and start sucking, staring straight up at him, eyes wide, conveying my total submission to his will.

And I always sucked his cock with my hands cuffed behind my back, because he always had my hands cuffed behind my back. I generally had plug in my butt, too. As he was not interested in anal sex, he liked to decorate my asshole and make it prettier for him. And I was fine with that. I'd have let him fuck me up the ass if he'd shown the least interest. My ass was his, and if he wanted a jewel plug in it, well, it would be plugged.

When I talked with him, I tried to weave a web of words to interest and entrap him. I kept up with current events, even though I didn't have much personal interest in them, just to have something to talk about with Master.

And as I spoke with Master, I listened. Without seeming to pry, I learned everything I could about him. I learned that he was a libertarian, that he disliked government and taxes, that he liked to fish and hunt but rarely got time for it, but that most of all most of all most of all, he liked business. He liked winning at business which meant making lots of money at it, often by driving competitors out of business.

He didn't really like to work out, but he did it every day. He had a trainer who helped him, and who also helped him on his diet. I had no idea who he was, I'd seen the various staff at the mansion doing this and that in my free time, but I'd never seen him training Master and since everybody but us slavegirls wore the same damn thing, it was hard to tell who did what.

I remembered everything I found out about Master. In my free time I would sit in the pool or in my room or out on the docks and I'd remember our conversations in what I thought of as “The Golden Times” because I had Master all to myself at such times, and he had me all to himself, and it was the very best. And any little fact or opinion he offered, I gleaned it, and treasured it, and thought about it and put it together with all the other things I learned to try to figure out the man behind the Master.

Master, I discovered, was a natural-born businessman. He'd been born to a middle-class family out in southern Texas, “where stupidity is king” as he liked to say. He was an athlete in high school, mostly track, good enough to earn the respect of the jocks as a “regular guy” but he wasn't a regular guy, he wasn't even CLOSE to being a regular guy. Mostly because he was so much smarter than other guys. He grew up with a native understanding of business as a battle, a contest between himself and others in which the playing field was money.

He worked hard at it and soon had his own business, and after a few years he had made his first million. But he didn't stop there. He invested his money wisely and lived a much more austere life than his wealth permitted, to have that money to invest, much to the dislike of the wife he'd married shortly after leaving high school.

She divorced him shortly after having their second child. It hurt him financially, and emotionally, and he'd never remarried.

And that was a real big clue right there about a LOT of stuff.

He said he didn't really blame his wife for what had happened, but I could tell he really did. He might be a billionaire, but he was a man, and human.

He went on to a brilliant career in finance, making millions, eventually becoming a investment advisor to other, even wealthier men, making them wealthy, too, just by letting them on the analyses he did himself. He was especially good with oil … Texas, you know.

He'd had a variety of mistresses whom he kept at arm's length, women who were generally beautiful, capable and mercenary. Master was OK with mercenary. He understood mercenary, and no woman was going to beat him at mercenarying, which is to say, he remained unmarried.

Eventually, he took Nina as a mistress, and she introduced him to the pleasure of dominating a woman, and he never looked back.

I don't know if it was Nina or him who came up with the idea of starting a harem because he was really reticent about his personal life and most of this was stuff that I put together from hints and pieces of things he said in passing. (It's amazing how much information you can glean from a little tiny bit of fact, especially if you had other tiny bits of fact to work with, and baby, I gleaned what I heard hard.)

If I had to bet who came up with the idea of Cerberus, I bet it was Nina. Master probably would have lost interest in her sooner or later, like he did all of his mistresses, and I bet she saw it as a way of retaining his interest indefinitely … perhaps, for a lifetime? I didn't know, but I knew that asking questions about that was sure to backfire.

Anyway, he loved having a harem of beautiful women at his beck and call, with Nina to run the whole thing and keep them in line.

I don't know how Nina stood it. If her aim was to secure the Master's heart, finding new sexy women for him to fuck regularly must have been really HARD for her. I mean, emotionally, not otherwise. Whores are plentiful, if you know where to look, and Nina did. See: Con-Chita.

The endless summer of Master's tropical island slid by day after day, week after week, in a haze of sensual pleasure. We weren't cut off from the world, not at all, but it kind of felt that way. All the current event news I watched to keep up so I could talk knowledgeably to Master seemed to exist in another world. It reminded me of watching TV news back in Bug Tussle, because we seemed to exist in another world, too, until Covid reached its death grip into Bug Tussle and destroyed our business and killed several of our old people and even a couple of young adults. No kids, thank God, but we didn't feel quite so isolated after Covid. Some loser eats an infected bat in some Godforsaken backwater in China and the whole world pays. Amazing, and unsettling. We'd always felt a little smug in our isolation. Things got tough sometimes, but we knew how to survive in our little patch.

Now I lived in a place that had the ultimate protection from the world, a billionaire's wealth. And yes, we were all very vulnerable to the whims of said billionaire, but I had some protection there. Because I knew he liked me.

Notice I didn't say he loved me. Whores know to avoid the “L” word like the plague with men. I knew that even breathing the word might get me a fast ticket off the island and away from Master, so I didn't, of course.

But they couldn't stop me from thinking it, and I thought about it a lot. I wanted Master to love me, and I think he wanted to love me, but he was a billionaire and couldn't allow himself to.

What I had to do, I understood, was to become exactly what he wanted me to be. He clearly wanted us to be total sexual submissives who felt unconditional love toward him.

Well, that happened to be EXACTLY where my heart wanted me to be. I would have to totally give myself to him, to make his will my will, and to love him no matter what, as my Master, even though my love might be helpless and hopeless.

Maybe then my love could bridge the gulf between Master and me, huge though it was. If I became just a part of him, an extension of his will, an extension of his body even, that just happened to move about independently but was just as much a part of him as his arms and legs were … then maybe he would accept me, all of me, as his. It wouldn't be a big deal then, just a simple admission of the fact that I did in fact belong to him.

I wondered if I could do it. I mean, I'd known girls who fell totally in love with men back in Bug Tussle, often men who were unworthy of their love, hell, some of them weren't worthy of anybody's love, including their poor mother's love. The girls had done all sorts of stupid things and undergone all sorts of bad experiences because of it.

But Master wasn't like them. Master was worthy, a man who had the drive and the will to become a billionaire. And sitting and talking with them, I really got the measure of the man, and I liked him.

No, I was the one who had to be worthy of him. And it would take a LOT of work to make myself worthy.

I didn't think all of this out at once like I'm telling you about it. It happened over weeks, months in that endless time in the mansion.

It happened gradually, though as I got more and more into it, it moved faster and faster.

I stopped resisting anything the Master wanted, and I stopped thinking like a whore and trying to just entertain Master, but instead thought like a total love slave. Whatever Master wanted of me, I didn't just do it, I BECAME it. Or tried. It was hard at first because whoring had become my natural way of relating to a man, and I had to not only learn to be a love slave, I had to unlearn being whore.

And I had to do it while still pretending to be a whore to One, Two and Nina and … for a time … Master.

It wasn't all that hard. I knew how whores talk and behave. It was an easy facade to maintain while inside, I became a creature totally dominated by Master's will.

This included stopping trying to spin a web around Master with my words. Instead, I told him whatever he wanted to know, in great detail, or at least, as great an amount of detail as he wished. I omitted only the big secret of my love for him. He might well figure it out and I was content to let him do what he wished with that information when and if he did so. I hoped he would cherish it. But I was a love slave, and I knew it, and a love slave's hopes are slender, desperate things, and yet, that hope compelled my every thought eventually.

And the thing was, I LOVED the whole process of becoming Master's love slave. There was something in me that took great joy in discarding who I was, in becoming nothing but a vessel for the will of another. And it didn't feel perverted or kinky, though it DID feel very sexy. But it also felt strangely freeing, in the same way holy men say that becoming totally subservient to the will of God, whatever God it was, was freeing. I felt like I was becoming a better, purer person in the process, somehow.

Given that much of what I did for Master was sexual activity some might have seen it as demeaning, degrading, but I didn't see it that way at all. Anything I did for Master made me a better person, that was all.

I had always felt this impulse to serve. It was why I had decided to go whoring, after all, to serve my family. I had known it would be bad for me, personally, but I knew it would help my family. And that's why whoring was easy for me, too. I was degrading myself by serving any man with money who wanted me, but I was also serving something greater than them … my family.

Now was different, though. I'd bought nice things for myself when I was whoring to make myself feel better, i.e., to shore up my ego. And the nice things helped, they did. But now I wasn't trying to shore up my ego. I was trying to get rid of it entirely, to replace all of my self with love for Master. And that felt so much more right than treating myself nice when I was hooking.

The fact that I was making myself totally subject to the will of a human Master rather than god didn't bother me at all. My Master existed. Gods, not so much. My Master was real, human, kind and mighty. I could understand him. I could love him, and know directly who and what I loved. It was much realer than the religious thing.


Chapter 7

Sidelined

And over the weeks, it began to work. I could see it working. More and more, I was the focus of Master's sexual attention, while the other girls were a supporting cast. They did things to me, all sorts of things to me, and I screamed and moaned and writhed with GENUINE feeling now, giving myself utterly to what happened to me.

Which was probably why Master liked to see me forced to endure orgasm after orgasm, or forced to struggle to prevent orgasms while being tormented by one of his many exotic toys. Or sometimes, just Nina. She knew my body well, and she could run it like a clock, damn her. And I let her. I let her, because it was Master's will, and that was all that I cared about.

I was becoming what he wanted me to be. And it felt so right, every step of the way.

So, we were just hanging around one day. Which to say, One, Two and I were hanging upside down and naked, secured by ropes around our ankles. Our hands were secured behind our backs by cuffs amd there were big cock gags in our moths. A dildo wand on a short pole sprouted up from each of our pussies, and a furry tail dangled down between our legs, held in place by big butt plugs. And Nina was playing with our breasts and also spanking us, all the usual good stuff. It was warm up time, and the wands and poles and Nina had taken us all to our limits, and we hung there, limp and sweating.

I could fee the buttplug tail brushing against my back. The drool had rolled up my cheeks before dropping to the floor.

I was a mess, and I was fine with it.

Nina pressed the button that unwound the ropes that kept us suspended in air. I crumpled and rolled as I was slowly lowered to the ground and lay waiting for Nina to untie me.

Which she soon did.

We went to the larger playroom off the central room of the harem. It was so full of exotic devices, it looked like a gym – a very kinky gym.

There was a cleared space on one end where today's devices of torment and a comfy chair for Master to enjoy watching it had been set up.

Nina led me over to a horse, which in kinky dungeon terms was anything you straddled in an upright position, really. This horse was just two padded wooden slats with a third padded wooden slat between them. And there was a metal armature behind it. It had four cuffs built into it. And I had two arms and two legs. I knew where this was going. And I was right, Nina had me straddle the horse and in a few moments my wrists and ankles were secured in the cuffs.

There was metal pole that rose over my head. I had my suspicions about that, too. They were confirmed after Nina put a ballgag head harness on me. The gag was a huge ball, but I let her put it in. As big as it was, it wasn't as invasive as a cock gag, though it held my jaw open a lot wider, not painfully so, as I'd gotten used to being gagged a lot.

Even if it had been painful, it was Master's will and I would have suffered it gladly.

Then she fastened the top of the head harness to the pole over my head and I couldn't move my head, it was held in place by the pole.

Nina also fastened straps around my upper thighs and my calves so I couldn't move my legs at all.

Then Nina moved behind me and pressed some buttons set in a console on the armature, and the front of the horse started receding backward. When I was just barely able to sit on it, Nina stopped it. Now my pussy and ass were kind of hanging out in the air, with my weight on the back of my butt and my thighs, comfortably so as I was so securely strapped in. Based on my vast experience as a love slave, I knew what was going to happen next. Mostly because I could see the machine with the dildos in front of me. They were clues, clues that moved forward when Nina pressed more buttons on the console and then slowly moved up and worked their dildo-tipped poles into my pussy and ass as I writhed helplessly in the iron grip of the armature.

Another press of a button and the dildos began working back and forth inside me and vibrating.

“Don't you dare cum without permission, slut,” Nina ordered as she left me squirming on the horse.

“Yeff, miffiff,” I mumbled, drool already oozing out of my mouth. I would fight the orgasms with all I had.

Nina walked over the toy box and hauled out a spreader bar. Then she walked over to One and said, “On the floor, face up, legs apart slut.”

“Yes Mistress,” said One, and she moved in that liquid way of hers and laid on the floor on her back, her legs spread.

Nina cuffed the spreader bar to One's ankles and then said, “Sit up, slut.”

One immediately flowed into a sitting position, saying “Yes, Mistress.” Nina grabbed One's right wrist shackle and secured it to her right ankles cuff, then grabbed One's left wrist cuff and secured it to her left ankle cuff, leaving One bent forward. Then Nina picked up the spreader bar and lifted it, then pushed it forward and suddenly One was lying on her back with her butt stuck out and her legs raised above her and to either side of her head – not really a problem for super-flexible One. Her pussy was really hanging out there, I noted with professional interest, her lips separated by her splayed legs.

“Two, take the bar and hold it in place,” Nina ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” Two said, obeying.

“Now sit on One's face,” Nina ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” Two replied. Two was always glad to sit on a face, as I well knew.

Two retained her hold on the bar that One's arms and legs were secured to as she sat on One's face. She wasn't as smooth as One … no one was … but she knew how to move gracefully. It went with that classical beauty thing she had going.

So she sat beautifully on One's face and began rubbing one out on her. I knew EXACTLY what it felt like to be in One's position, except for the spreader bar thing. I mean, I'd worn the spreader bar, but not while having my face sat on.

I was sure I'd get my turn, sooner or later, in fact, it was strange that I wasn't the one being sat on, that I was trussed up here, helpless, with dildos working away at me.

I was all right with it, of course. It was Master's will, and I was just an extension of Master's will. I was here, squirming on this armature, unable to move despite the arcs of pleasure that surged through me, by his will.

“Keep at it, Two, fuck One's face, but don't cum, slut, understand?” Nina said.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Two.

Nina walked out of the room, leaving us, secure in the knowledge that we would obey. We weren't idiots, we knew the harem was full of cameras. And I would have obeyed, camera or none, to the limits of my abilities. Master had told me that Nina's word was his word, and that meant that whatever Nina said was Master's will.

I had a through line for everything, you see. Follow Master's will, no matter what.

Naked as I was, bound, gagged and helpless as I was, I would be all right if I just followed Master's will.

A couple of minutes later, Master entered the room, followed by Nina. He was naked and his cock was erect. There was something in the way Nina carried herself that told me she was responsible for that, a certain sense of satisfaction. I envied her.

Master didn't even look at me, he just walked over to One and knelt in front of her very exposed rear and shoved his cock right up her pussy.

He fucked One hard and long. With Two sitting on her face at one end and Master fucking her at the other end, One was getting the full treatment. I couldn't see much of her with Two and Master both crouched over her helpless body, but what was visible was doing some very eloquent squirming.

I was doing some eloquent squirming myself, locked in the armature though I was. The dildo vibrators worked my pussy and ass relentlessly, and the sight of my Master's powerful frame rocking away as he fucked One was electrifyingly erotic to me. He was so strong and handsome, and to know he had looked like that while fucking me on many occasions was wonderful.

But he was fucking One, not me, that was the only problem. And I knew it was Master's will, so it was all right, and that I must just accept it like I accepted Two's pussy in my face, but I wanted Master SO bad. I moaned piteously, animal moans of need as the vibrators worked me. I was only human, only a woman, and in need, and I let that need through as I squirmed in the armature.

Master had very unusual reserves of endurance for a man. I think it was because he had a harem and knew he could get laid anytime with a snap of his fingers, and make the sexy times last as long as he liked. He could afford to take his fucking time when he was fucking us, if he wanted to.

But he was not always interested in taking his time. Sometimes all he wanted was to fuck us and go on to other things. At other times, he'd spend hours with us, making us perform, using us, talking with us, getting his cock sucked and generally having a good time.

Today he was in fuck and go mode. He finished up with One after a mere 15 minutes of fucking. He groaned and his body got into that machine-like mode that he went into when he came, his hips moving like pistons until he had dropped his full load in her.

I squirmed like a beast in the armature, helpless, totally unable to move, wanting with all my body and all my heart and all my mind to be with Master. I wanted to be the one who was taking his sperm, but instead I was stuck atop the relentless rubber dildos that charged me with passion. And I couldn't help it, when I saw Master cum in One's squirming body, I came too. I had to. If I couldn't be with Master THAT way, I could at least be with him this way, so I let myself cum, shuddering helplessly in the armature, gazing at him with hopeless adoration, hoping for so much as a glance from him.

Which I did not get. When he was through he said, “Wonderful as always, girls, but I have to get back to work. Take it easy!”

I was feeling fairly mixed feelings when Nina got around to freeing me from the armature. Master had had a good time, and that was what counted. But he hadn't fucked me, he hadn't paid the least bit of attention to me, so far as I could tell. Still, it was Master's will, so I went with it.

And I had gotten to see Master and be in his presence, and perhaps even entertained him somehow with my writhing, and that should be enough.

And if that had been the end of it, everything would have been all right.

But that wasn't the end of it. From then on, I was the sideshow while Master fucked One and Two. I was always bound so securely I couldn't budge and forced to watch Master fuck them while vibrators, dildos, sybians and whatnot worked my pussy, forcing me to cum.

And I HAD to cum, Nina told me that Master wanted me to watch and to cum as I watched. She didn't tell me why, and she didn't have to, any more than Master had to explain to his shirts why he wore one and not the other.

But Nina's orders made it better, somehow. Because being ordered to watch and cum by Master meant I was doing so by Master's will, which was what I wanted to be doing.

This went on for weeks. And it was hard on my emotions. I had had Master's attention, and I wanted his love, and now I didn't have his attention any more, at least, not like I'd had it before.

It was REALLY hard on me, and the hell of it was, having to watch him fuck One and Two during playtimes wasn't the worst of it. The worst, it turned out, was at night. But I'm getting ahead of myself here.

I tried to keep all my feelings bottled up inside, because I knew I wasn't supposed to be having them, dammit. I wanted to be calm, relaxed, understanding, because after all it was Master's will and all that mattered was Master's will.

But my heart felt like it was being dragged naked, raw and bleeding over a bumpy road, and I'd never been one to completely hide my feelings.

So One and Two and I were in the bath together after a pretty good playtime with Master. I'd been cuffed to a bicycle with a vibrating dildo instead of a seat that was hooked up to the pedals, forced to pedal myself to orgasm while I watched One suck Master's cock while he ate out Two's pussy with her tied in a spreadeagle that made her pussy a helpless dish for him. He liked to eat pussy, Master did. He said mine was sweet and wonderful to the taste. It had made me feel ecstatic.

Watching him eat Two's pussy, which I thought was kinda smelly and gross to be honest, but which he clearly relished, was not an ecstatic experience, but I came watching him do it, because Master wanted me to.

Now I soaked in the bath and tried to let it wash my feelings away so that I would feel the calm of knowing I was doing Master's will.

But I had to speak.

“Have you guys noticed that Master isn't fucking me all the time any more?” I asked. “Because I sure have.”

“Yeah, we noticed,” said One. “It's kind of obvious – he used to fuck you all the time.”

“Yeah, I liked that,” I said. “Now he never fucks me, but he makes damn sure I watch him fucking you two.”

“I wouldn't read too much into it,” said Two. “Remember, we're just pets of his. More like toys, really, to be honest. He tires of playing with us one way, so he plays with us another way. It doesn't mean anything. He'll want to do something else pretty soon, I'm sure. It all kinda cycles around.”

“That's what I've found,” said One, who had been part of Cerberus longer than either me or Two. (Two and I figured One's longetivity was due to her dancing skills – if he wasn't into fucking her, he could always watch her dance. And it was hard to imagine how a Master could ever tire of watching her dance.)

“It works out well for us, actually. Other Masters might switch out girls in their harem frequently, for novelty. But the Master, he finds new ways to play with the girls he has.”

“Or Nina does,” said Two.

“I'm sure she does a lot of it,” said One. “I think managing his sex life so that it's entertaining and fun to him is her job, really. We're just the tools she uses to accomplish that.”

I thought about what happened at night and said nothing. I had been ordered not to tell One or Two about it, and as it was Master's will, I would not.

“You mean this could all be because Nina is mad at me, and not Master?” I asked.

“I don't think either Master or Nina is mad at you,” said Two. “If either was mad at you, you'd be gone. Right off the island. So you don't have to worry about that.”

“OK,” I said. Two was undoubtedly right. What she didn't know was that if Master ordered me to leave, I would leave, without a word of protest, even though my heart would remain, lying broken in a puddle at his feet. But it would be Master's will.

I had backed myself into a corner with the Master's will, I knew that. But I couldn't stop. Whether Master loved me or not, the wonderful freedom from self I was feeling was not something I would ever give up. I would always wear his collar, whether he loved me or not, I knew that about myself.

“I wish I knew what Nina has in mind with this, then,” I said.

“Don't trouble yourself over it,” said Two. “It's just a new variation on the game. You'll be sucking Master's cock and getting fucked by him soon enough. Until them, enjoy the show.”

I could not tell them that it was impossible for me to enjoy the show because Master was mine, and he should be fucking me not them. That would be very unwhorelike.

“Sure,” I said. “It's not like I have a choice.”

“That's the spirit!” Two said with a smirk.

I couldn't help but smile back.


Chapter 8

One and Two

A couple of days later, One and Two were lounging by themselves in the pool while I was away.

“I feel sorry for Three,” One said. “Master is picking at her heart like a scab. It's hard to watch.”

“Yes, very hard,” Two agreed. (Actually, it wasn't hard at all for Two to watch, because she was a sociopath and could have watched me get skinned alive without so much as a flicker of feeling. But I didn't know that at the time, because she hid that fact about herself from everyone, people being so skittish about sociopaths from all the TV shows and movies where sociopaths murder and torture people a lot. Plus, real life on occasion.)

“I guess this is Master's scheme to wean Nina's heart off him,” said One. “Seems incredibly cruel.”

“Well, Master does have a streak of sadism in him,” said Two. “I mean, he's mostly into control and domination and submission, and really he likes fucking us a LOT, but he also likes humiliation, and this has a TON of humiliation in it.”

“Yeah, but it's REAL humiliation, not kinky fun and games humiliation,” said One. “Master is playing with Three's actual heart. That could go badly. I worry about her committing self harm when we're not around.”

“Oh, I bet Nina has that covered, somehow,” said Two. “You of all people know how thorough she is.”

“Yeah, well if she were so damn thorough you'd think she'd know better than to let Master use Three's heart as a kickball,” One replied.

“Nina's good, but telling a fucking billionaire what he can and can't do is probably just as impossible for her as it is for any other person, organization or government,” said Two.

“You've definitely got a point there,” said One. “But I'm still gonna keep an eye out for Three when I can.”

“Sure, of course,” said Two. “I'll do the same, when I can. But when you're tied up naked and gagged, you can't do a hell of a lot even if you do see something.”

“You got that right,” said Two.


Chapter 9

Hard Nights

They both would have been even more alarmed if they had known about my evenings, because as it happened, Master and/or Nina DID make damn sure I was unable to hurt myself, in a horrible, horrible way.

I no longer went to my room or to the docks after playtime and chill time in the harem. I was under strict orders to call Nina and then report to the Master bedroom whenever I was alone.

There, I was under orders to use the bathroom. Nina would show up shortly after I called and feed me and water me, or not, then connect my wrist cuffs together behind my back, and connect my ankle shackles, and gag me and shove me into a cage at the foot of Master's bed. The cage was long enough for me to stretch out comfortably, but not sit or stand.

I would stay there for hours, sleeping or not, bored to tears if I wasn't asleep, waiting, trying to be an extension of Master's will in a cage.

Eventually, Master would come into the bedroom, pulling Nina behind him. She would be leashed, cuffed and gagged. Clearly when she wasn't running the harem, she was very much Master's slave.

Then Master would let me out of the cage. I loved the brief physical contact I had with him at such times, but my pleasure was tempered by knowledge of what was to come. Master secured me on his bed on my knees facing the bed's headboard, my ankles and wrists to a slave ring set in the footboard of the bed, just above the mattress. (There were many such loops set in Master's bed, as you might expect.)

Once I was helplessly tied there, Master would shove a vibrator up my pussy and say, “Hold it in, slut, if you know what's good for you.”

“Yeff, maffa,” I would mumble through the gag, experiencing the most unalloyed sexual pleasure I would feel that day from Master's handling of my pussy. It was the high point of my day, such as it was.

Then came the low point – Master would fuck Nina right in front of me. This wasn't the carefully arranged scenario that most of the harem playtimes were, with the girls tied up, chained up and laid out on various devices for Master's delectation. This was just Nina, naked gagged and bound, being fucked, spanked, slapped and used, sucking his cock and squirming in his embrace as he used her. He'd take her from behind and pull her hair while he did it, slapping her ass and ramming her over and over again while I knelt there and felt that damned vibrator fill my pussy with pleasure, gazing helplessly at their pleasure, tied down like an animal.

They'd talk about me (when Nina wasn't gagged) and laugh at me and slap my face, my hips and my tits, sometimes my ass if it was available, but mostly it wasn't (when Nina wasn't tied, otherwise it was just Master, which I preferred.

I was grateful for the slaps.

It wasn't so much the watching Master fuck Nina, not the things he did to her that I wanted with all my heart for him to do to me. It was the WAY they fucked.

They fucked like LOVERS. Their bodies had an ease and familiarity as they responded to one another, and there wasn't any hint of performance in what Nina did when she fucked Master. She was responding directly, naturally and powerfully to him as if she were nothing more than an extension of his will.

Yeah, what I wanted to be.

Her cries, her gasps, her moans were all somehow perfect complements to what Master did to her, and the glow in Master's eyes as he fucked her showed how much he really enjoyed fucking her.

I could barely stand it, seeing that glow in his eyes.

Sometimes they'd put a ring gag on me as I knelt there and Master would stick a finger in my mouth or laugh at the drool coursing down my chin. (The drool from Nina's gag tended to get rubbed off on the sheets sooner or later, mostly sooner. My drool just dried on my skin. Ew. Very humiliating. I loved it.)

Then they'd cum, always together, and I'd have to cum too, because I was under orders to cum, and of course I obeyed. I had to. It was Master's will. Just like it was Master's will that I watch them fucking, it was Master's will that my body would cum when they came, and it did, leaving me shuddering in ecstasy on my knees and fighting with all my will to keep the damned vibrator in my pussy despite my orgasms.

I succeeded, most of the time.

Then while I knelt there and still shuddered because of course they didn't turn the damned vibrator off. And I had to look at Nina's sleepy, satisfied face as she snuggled in Master's embrace, her body wrapped by his strong arms. Even worse I had to look at Master stroking her and petting her. Then they'd snuggle down for the night, which meant that Master would lie on his back and Nina would crawl between his legs and then gently take his cock in her mouth and fall asleep with his damn cock in her damn mouth while I watched with that damn dildo still going at me, envying her with all my heart.

Sometimes I think I came out of sheer envy. I had some very weird orgasms at the foot of that bed. Not weird physically. Weird emotionally.

But I figured it was part of the process of becoming just an instrument of Master's will. It was hard at times, very hard. But they were working down the stubborn bits of myself that still remained, that still cared about anything but being what Master wanted me to be.

It was hard because they were grinding down close to the core now, to the raw feelings that made me who I was. I had thought I could love someone and still be myself, but as I knelt there watching Master fuck Nina with both of them taking infinite pleasure in it, I knew that I couldn't, that there would have to be nothing to me at all eventually, just love for Master.

And god did I envy Nina, lying there so relaxed with Master's cock in her mouth all night. I wanted that to be me, so bad. I just wanted to be a thing around his cock, nameless, just a thing made of love and flesh and obedience, with nothing else inside me but love obedience and Master's cock.

Eventually my pelvic muscles would fail and the dildo would fall out of me onto the bed. And somehow, Nina always knew, for she'd rise from Master's cock and with surprising skill free me from the device at the foot of the bed. (Surprising because her hands were generally cuffed behind her back.) Getting me put back in my cage was apparently Nina's duty, Master just laid there, asleep or not, I couldn't tell. I would hobble back in my cage, still cuffed, my ankles still shackled, still gagged and still wearing a plug in my butt, and then lie there in the cage. Nina would shut the gate and lock it somehow and then roll back in the bed, and I'd fall alseep as best I could.

It was hard to fall asleep at first, tied and gagged like that, locked in a cage, but eventually I did, and in a surprisingly short while I found it difficult to stay awake while bound and in my cage. There was something comforting about being tied and confined. I was bound by Master's will, and that was in a way like being held by him, and that was comforting and wonderful. When I was awakened in the morning with my cheek wet with drool I tended to feel very rested, very good.

And of course I felt good. I was becoming what Master wanted me to be. Besides, this special treatment I was getting from Master and Nina could only mean one thing: they were planning something big for me, something different. I was sure that neither One nor Two had been given this treatment, being allowed to share their bed while they fucked, even if I couldn't share Master directly. But it was obvious, so obvious, Master had some kind of special goal for me, and surely it meant some special place for me in his world, and that was all I asked.

It was only hard when I forgot all that. Which I did a lot. But I always tried my best. I knew my efforts would be rewarded.


Book Two: One Two Three


Chapter 1: One

I knew something was going to happen to Three eventually. Master was using her heart for a punching bag. I hated having to watch it, to imagine her feelings. Three kept a brave front, but I could tell she was hurting underneath it all. What had me worried was, I wasn't sure if she could tell she was hurting. The way she talked about making herself into a part of Master's will when she served him sounded kinda whacky.

Two said she'd read something like it in Story of O and a couple of other kinky books (she'd apparently read EVERYTHING) and it was apparently standard kind of BDSM stuff. Then again, Two said that O asked her Master for permission to kill herself at the end of the story, and that sounded very not good.

So I thought about it, and decided I would act proactively before anything really bad could happen, because I could smell it getting ready to happen.

As it turned out, this was a mistake, a bad one, but my intentions were good.

Nina kept a pretty tight rein on Three nowadays, a pretty good idea given the way she was being treated. But sometimes she left us girls alone in the harem, and sometimes we weren't all tied or chained to anything.

Soon opportunity struck. Nina took Two out to have a talk with her, something she did regularly, for some reason, and left me alone in the harem with Three, who she left strapped face down over a horse with a dildo hanging out of her pussy and orders to keep it in place. Humiliation, Three loved it.

I on the other hand was unbound and free. But instead of heading for the pool to get all the sex juices off me, I casually walked over to the toy box and got a tube of lube cream and fingered my collar, accidentally smearing a big dollop of it right over the holes where my collar microphone was located. Oops.

I got another big dollop on my finger and headed over to Three, keeping my fingers curled a bit to conceal it. I'm not a conspiratorial type by nature, so I didn't try to hide what I was up to. I just laid down at the base of the horse Three was chained to, looking up at her upside down, flushed face with the drool hanging out of the gag (I'd hated drooling like that when gagged at first, but I got used to it). I fondled Three's hanging tits as if I were teasing and playing with her. Very harem like.

In the process, my fingers brushed her collar, and wouldn't you know it, smeared a large dollop of lube over the holes on her collar mike. I don't think Three even noticed.

“Hey, girl, I thought I'd tell you, I figured out what Master is up to with all this stuff of making you watch while he fucks us,” I said softly, not REALLY whispering but not making enough noise to be heard by anyone who didn't have their face right next to mine, like Three's was, and hopefully not any of the microphones around the place, especially not our collar mikes. I didn't think they were all that sensitive, otherwise they'd be picking up all sorts of noise as the collars shifted on our bodies and our throats made sounds, intelligible or, when we were gagged, otherwise.

Three stared at me, her eyes revealing great interest.

“Master thinks you have fallen in love with him,” I continued. “He is afraid it will hurt you, and is trying to get you to fall out of love with him. I guess he thinks making you watch him fuck us will make you jealous and cause you to fall out of love with him. But I know it won't make you jealous, because you know damn well that neither of us is in love with Master, and that he isn't in love with us.”

Three nodded, which was hard to see as a nod with her head upside down, but it was. I continued to play with her nipples.

“I hate seeing Master use your heart as a punching bag when simple honesty would do the trick,” I said. “I know you're level-headed and good. I don't know if you're in love with Master or not, but either way you deserve to know what's going on. So I'm telling what's going on. Hang in there, girl. You may not believe me, but you really need to protect that heart of yours.”

Three just looked at me, her eyes blank. I do not think she was buying what I had told her. I strongly suspected she wouldn't want to believe it. But I knew my words would work on her as Nina and Master worked to make her stop loving Master.

“Don't tell anybody I told you this,” I said. “I wasn't supposed to. But I just couldn't stand watching them do what they're doing to you. If I get a chance to help you, I will.”

And with those words I fondled her collar again and swiped the lube cream off of it, then I rose and dove into the pool and while underwater, wiped the lube off my collar and then off my fingers.

Mission accomplished. I didn't know if it would do any good, but it felt a lot better than just letting them hurt her over and over again.


Chapter 2: Three

I couldn't believe how jealous One was of me. When she tried to tell me Master and Nina were just trying to get me to not love Master, it was such an obvious trick. She must have gotten a glimmer about our special times together at night and was trying to throw me off the track of becoming an instrument of Master's will. It would never work, of course.

But her words did kind of eat away at me. I mean, that would explain me being tied up in the cage at the foot of the bed every night. I had figured it was to make me feel more like Master's slave. But if they were worried about me getting hurt, or hurting myself, well, there was no way I could manage any more than minor injuries to myself while tied up in that cage.

Damn One. I didn't need thoughts like this eating at me while I strove to become Master's love slave.


Chapter 3: Two

Watching Three, I could tell she was going through some kind of major mental changes. When she started talking about her desire to become an instrument of Master's will, it sound strange, but no stranger than a lot of the other stuff people believed, like religion and politics.

One was worried that the changes Three was going through might cause something bad to happen, though she wasn't real clear on what it might be … probably that Three might try to kill herself.

I personally wanted nothing to do with the whole affair. It sounded dangerous. While I wasn't really sorry for Three, I understood that I SHOULD be sorry for Three, as One clearly was. Fortunately, I wasn't bothered by other people's suffering. I was still able to go to my porch and enjoy a book and a glass of wine as much as I ever had.

But on those occasions when I DID think about the situation with Three, I worried. Mostly about me. Because I knew that as a known sociopath if something awful happened, I would be a suspect. Sociopaths did awful things, everybody knew that. And we were very sneaky about not being held responsible for the awful things we did, everybody knew THAT. A lot of suspicion would be directed my way if Three did something awful, especially if it wasn't clear who'd done what if it happened.

I was not at all happy about that.

But it seemed to me that the best thing for me to do was not to get involved at all, to ignore the whole mess of tangled emotions that were being stirred up here and hope that it would all blow over soon, or at least eventually. So that's what I did. It seemed a good course of action.


Chapter 4: Three

Over the course of the next couple of weeks, One's words ate at me. Not just because of the suspicions they created, but because of the fact that I couldn't tell Master about it. And if I were truly a creature of Master's will and Master's will alone, I HAD to tell Master about it.

But One, whom I liked, and counted as a friend, which I had damn few of anywhere, had asked me not to tell. So I couldn't.

It was a terrible conflict to have. I had to tell Master, or Nina, and I could not tell either of them.

It made me feel guilty. Worse yet, it made me feel less like an instrument of Master's will, because no instrument of Master's will would ever keep any secret from him.

And even worse than that were the thoughts that One's words led me to think. Without meaning to, without WANTING to, I asked myself … “If Master wanted to make me love him less, what would he do?”

And the answer, of course, was “Exactly what he is doing now.”

And I had already asked myself, “If Master and Nina were afraid of my harming myself when alone, what would they do?” And the answer, of course, was “exactly what they are doing now.”

They were unsettling thoughts to think, but having thunk them, I could no more unthink them than I could unbreathe. And I could no longer keep them from eating away at me than I could unlove Master.

Oh, I tried. Master was clearly just testing me. Because if he wanted me to become a simple expression of his will, how else would he test me than by trying to make me jealous of another expression of his will, i.e., Nina? And really, I had no cause to be jealous, because if Nina was a simple of expression of Master's will, and she obviously was, then she was only doing what Master desired, just as I wanted to.

That was the reason for the up close and personal witnessing of their fucking, Master was trying to help me get past my petty jealousy. I had to see that. I had to not be jealous at all of Nina, and I had to stop thinking about what One had said and how neatly it dovetailed with what they were doing to me.

It was all a coincidence, of course. Or more likely, a product of One's flawed, whorish vision.

A vision that I couldn't get out of my head, that ate at my soul, that made it so much HARDER to be what Master wanted me to be. But I would do it. I would rise above it. And I would be Master's slave, in all ways, even as I felt this enormous pressure rising inside me.

Then, finally, it happened. It was a couple of weeks after One had warned me about Master's plans. Master had just finished fucking the hell out of Nina, who lay slumped on the bed, a puddle of satisfied woman flesh. She was snoring gently, out cold, gagged and with her wrists tied behind her back and Master's spunk leaking out of her pussy.

Oh, I so wanted to be her. But I was, as always, fastened to the foot of the bed with a vibrator in my pussy and a gag in my mouth.

Master moved over and sat next to me, careful not to wake Nina.

“So, girl, I bet you are wondering what we've been up to here, letting you share our bed at night,” he said, wrapping a friendly arm around me, thrilling me as he did so, even as I knelt and squirmed as the vibrator between my legs buzzed on.

“Yef, maffa,” I slobbered softly through the gag and all the drool in my mouth.

“Well, it's pretty simple,” said Master. “We've been watching you. We know how you feel about me. And we care about how you feel. I admire your ambition, but I'm not really worthy of your devotion. I made you my sex slave for hire, that's what I want from you, for you to be a whore playing at being my sex slave, like One and Two are. I know you can do that, Three, I know you can be great at that. Focus on that, my beast. Understand?”

“Yeff, maffa,” I said, trying to keep the black pit of despair I had been plunged into by his words out of my voice. And mostly succeeding. I was an instrument of Master's will after all.

Then Master freed me from the foot of the bed and locked me in my cage, and I went in there. Ordinarily it would be wonderful to be locked in my cage by Master himself. This time when he pulled the vibrator out of my pussy (it was still there, my whole body had clenched tight, it did not come out easy) it wasn't the pleasure it usually was.

“I know this seems hard now,” Master said as I lay in my cage, staring unseeing at his feet, “but give it a few days. It will get better. I'll have Nina and the girls go easy on you for a bit.”

“Yeff, maffa,” I said, still gagged. I knew now, gagged so I couldn't hurt myself.

I didn't so much fall asleep that night as I fell into a black pit of despair.

But I would get out. My heart was lying on Master's bed in a puddle of blood, crushed. But I was a mountain girl. I would climb that fucking hill out of the pit no matter how awful I felt. I had made myself into nothing, and Master had to know how I had suffered.


Chapter 5: Two

“What is going on with Three?” I asked One as we sat relaxing in the pool after a brief but stimulating session with Master which had been preceded by a long, hard warm-up with Nina. “She just laid there with a black cloud over her the whole time.”

“Yeah, I noticed,” said One. “It's kid of obvious. The penny has dropped. She has finally understood her scheme to become 'an instrument of Master's will' is not going to work, that she's just another whore slave in his harem.”

“Yeah, she fell for him hard, I could tell. She must feel terrible. I feel so sorry for her,” I lied. (I knew I should feel sorry for her, but of course I didn't.)

“I think Nina has her in strict bondage all the time to keep her from doing self-harm. Good idea. I suppose all the bondage stuff has its uses.”

“Yeah, until she figures out she can use the safeword if she really wants to hurt herself,” One said darkly.

“Yeah, like she'll ever do that,” I said. “I think you're more likely to use the safeword than she is, and you can handle just about anything.”

“Oh, it's so sweet of you to say that,” One said with a wry smile. “But things have changed. I have no idea what she'll do now. I do agree, good to keep her tied down for a while though … maybe even if she asks for the safeword … for her own good.”

“I can't see Nina ever going for that,” I said. “The reason they're paying us all the money is to keep everything here whorish and professional. Violating a safeword takes it out of that territory.”

“Maybe, but a suicidal whore is not something Nina or Master wants,” said One. “I'm surprised they haven't shipped her off so she won't stink up the Master's rep if she kills herself.”

I was impressed. One was thinking like me!

“They probably want her halfway sane before they dump her,” I said. “Even if she offs herself on the mainland, there might be a leak and the Master might get some unwanted media spotlight. If he were more of a sociopath, he would probably kill the lot of us and start anew.”

“Yeah, thank God he's normal,” said One. “So many of them aren't.”

I smiled my agreement. I felt so clever, sliding that sociopath bit in there, without giving One a clue that I had a real feeling for how sociopaths thought.


Chapter 6: One

A couple of days after I had my talk with Two, I got a chance to talk with Three. After a session with Master, Nina took Two off to have one of her talks with her, leaving me alone with Three, who was tied in a spreadeagle on a St. Andrew's cross, gagged.

I went over to the toy box and got some lube, then went over to Three and repeated my discreet blocking of the collar mikes with thick dollops of lube.

Then I pulled the ballgag out of Three's mouth, casually, hoping Nina or Master weren't watching the cams, and pretty sure they weren't, as he was undoubtedly back at his biz and Nina was with Two.

“How's it going, Three?” I asked.

“Terrible,” Three said, keeping her voice low.

“I'm sorry,” I said. “All I can tell you is, hang in there, it does get better.”

“My heart is all brokedy,” Three said. “But yes, I'll get over it. I'm working on it.”

“Good,” I said. “It'll take time, but don't lose hope. And if there is ever anything I can do for you, just let me know.”

“There is,” Three said immediately.

“What?” I asked. I was surprised she had been so quick to say that. I figured she still had at least a few weeks of moping in her before she was up for anything at all.

“I think it would help me a lot of I were to give him a piece of my mind,” said Three.

“So, safeword out and do it,” I said.

“No, I don't want to do it all formal-like,” Three said. “I want to take Master by surprise. I want to give him a real raw earful about how he hurt me. I want him to understand how bad he hurt me. And that won't happen in a formal setting, and once I safeword out, things are going to get real formal, you know that.”

“OK, so what do you want me to do?” I asked.

“The next time the opportunity presents itself, while we are playing with Master, or maybe afterward, if you're bound, I'd like you to sneakily unbind me so I can ungag myself and give him a piece of my mind right when he least expects it, so he'll get the full load.”

“Ah, I assume there will be some screaming, some use of harsh language, that sort of thing?” I asked.

“I'm not sure EXACTLY what I'll say or how I'll say it, but it's going to be an earful,” said Three. “He'll have me thrown off the island, of course, but it won't matter. I will have gotten a little of mine back, on my own terms. I need that.”

“You're just going to yell at him right?” I asked. “No attacking him?”

“No,” Three said. “I don't want to HURT him. I still love his stupid, ugly, evil ass. I just want him to KNOW, you know? Besides, he's bigger and stronger than me. And you and Nina would never let it happen, and you're both much better fighters than me.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I know.” (I really didn't know, I'd never fallen for any man the way Three had fallen for Master, but I'd felt much more affection than some men deserved, so I kind of understood. Sort of. “I'll give you your shot if I get the chance,” I promised.

“Thank you,” Three said. “And thank you for caring about me, and being a friend to me when no one else was.”

“I'm pretty sure Two cares about you, too,” One said. “She just has trouble showing it. That whole cat thing. But she's felt just as bad as I have about what you've been put through. She said so.”

“Well that is good to know,” Three said. “Thank you.”

I could tell that Three didn't really believe me about Two, and I understood that. Two was a hard one to read. She seemed cold and distant, and to a certain extent she was, but she was all right. I knew that from talking to her.


Chapter 7: Three

One's talk with me helped so much. I knew she was a real friend. She would risk pissing off a BILLIONAIRE for me. And yeah, all I was going to do was yell at him, but it would piss him off, because he was into control, and he was going to learn that I wasn't under his control any more, and if he twigged to Two helping me, he'd know she wasn't in his control either.

The very next day I got my chance.

Master was in one of his more torturous moods. As usual, I was sidelined, chained to a sybian, forced to watch Master play with One and Two because of course he had to keep rubbing it in my face so I wouldn't fall back in love.

Like that would ever happen.

Master had One tied suspended to some rings set in a wall. Her hands were up and over her head, and so were her feet, leaving her upper back pressed against the wall and her butt just hanging out there, her thick pussy lips most especially just hanging out there, ready to be played with. Master was going over her with one of those little plastic thingies that look kind of like a spike and which deliver electric shocks. I hated it. So I got it a lot. It wasn't a really strong shock like a taser or anything. They kept it dialed way back.

But they tended to shock me right on the nipples and the pussy with it. The good parts, you know. And the thing is, it made me horny when Master did it. Not so much when Nina did it. Nina wasn't so inclined to use it anyway.

And that's where they'd been shocking One, right in that outthrust pussy of hers, just to make her squirm on the wall, which she did beautifully, of course. I don't think the pain really bothered her at all.

And while he tormented One, Two knelt at his feet, her hands cuffed behind her back, sucking Master's cock. It was all about Master, of course.

Nina had been dismissed so she could do something or other. She did a lot of things.

Eventually Master blew his load in Two's mouth while One squirmed entertainingly before him. He dropped the wand on the floor and stroked Two, who'd of course swallowed every bit of it, on the head.

“Oh, that was nice, girls,” he said.

“Maffa mah ah et ouwn?” One said through her gag.

“Sure, One,” Master said. “Two, see to it, then come cocksock me.”

“Yeff, Maffa,” Two said, her mouth still full of his cock. A girl didn't stop sucking Master until he gave her permission to.

Master wandered over to some throw pillows and lay on his back, his eyes closed, relaxing. Very post-orgasmic.

Two released One from her bonds and One slid down off the wall, walking gingerly to get the stiffness out of her legs. As soon as One was down, Two hurried over and slid onto the pillows next to Master, handling her cocksock duty by engulfing his cock with her mouth and sucking it gently and lovingly (the trashed and broken thing that was my heart used to love cocksock duty).

One walked around, getting her legs stretched out, knowing her body might be put to more use once Master got his second wind, though it would probably be Two who got the brunt of his attention that time.

One walked over by me and I felt some quick tuggings at my wrist bonds, and just like that my hands were freed.

“Showtime, girl,” One whispered.

This was it. My chance to give Master a piece of my mind. I quickly knelt down and undid the restraints that held my shackles.

But I didn't pull out my gag. I should have. I needed to enunciate clearly to let Master know what a rotten scumbag bastard he was for what he'd done to me.

But I wasn't doing that. It was as if someone or something had taken over my body. I ran over to where Master dropped the shock spike and grabbed it by the handle and ran straight over to where Master lay stretched out, leaping over Two and plunging the spike right into his rotten heart, then screamed at the top of my lungs, right through the gag, “FUFFANUFFA!! FUFFANUFFA! FUFFANUFFA!” over and over again.

I have no why I screamed that, I have no idea why I did any of it. In the mountains the speak of people being “possessed.” I was possessed.

Being blunt and plastic, the wand didn't penetrate far into Master, in fact, it struck a rib and cracked. I pulled it back out and plunged it into his heart again, this time the cracked end of the spike sank satisfyingly into his flesh.

I raised my hand to strike again, still screaming at Master, who was staring at me in shock.

Then …


Chapter 8: One

I'd been expecting Three to give Master the screaming banshee tongue-lashing that he totally deserved, so I was slow off the mark. But when I saw her pick up the spike and run at Master, I knew the shit had hit the fan and I moved like I'd been hit by a lightning bolt.

Unfortunately, Three was in full crazed demon mode and was moving ungodly fast. By the time I got to her, she'd managed to stab at Master with that stupid shock spike twice. (My pussy still hurt from it, but that was the farthest thing from my mind.)

I grabbed Three's wrist and yanked it back, going at full strength, holding nothing back. When her head whipped around in surprise I gave her a forearm smash right in the face. That took it right out of her, I could tell, but I still rolled to one side and half-flipped, half threw Three away from Master, sending her spinning into a the wall, which she hit on her back and slid down, her eyes unfocused.

“EMERGENCY! EMERGENCY IN THE HAREM! MASTER HAS BEEN STABBED!” Two's voice screamed.

I looked over at her and saw that she had a small throw pillow pressed hard against Master's side, staunching the flow of blood.

Two, level-headed as always. I felt proud.

A moment later, the harem door burst open and I had a new problem.


Chapter 9: Two

The first thing I knew of anything going on was Three knocking the shit out of my head while I was innocently sucking Master's cock, her body just flying over mine.

I had no idea what was going on, just a sudden sharp pain in my head as the tip of her knee banged into the back of my skull and pressed my face into Master's crotch and then his whole body convulsing when Three stabbed him. And stabbed him again.

Then One jumped Three and it was all over. She grabbed Three's hand and twisted it. One hit Three in the head with her elbow or something, it was hard for me to tell from my crotch-eye view. Then One sort of judo-flipped Three up and off Master and sent her tumbling into a wall. One rose to her feet to finish Three off if need be, though by the way she hit the wall she looked finished already.

And with One and Three's bodies gone, I saw the blood pouring out of Master's side.

From the moment things started happening, I understood that the important thing was that I not get blamed for any of it. I was a sociopath, people would blame me even if I was totally innocent. Which in this case, I was.

When I saw the blood flowing, I knew what I must do to show my innocence. I must take care of Master, the one who got attacked, even though my basic instinct was just to watch and see what happened.

I had had some first aid training and I knew that in the case of a cut you needed to staunch the blood to prevent bleeding out. I grabbed a small throw pillow and pressed it hard into Master's side where the blood was coming out and started screaming for help.

Now no one could blame me for whatever happened.

Master moaned in pain, his eyes glassy, but I kept pressing in. His pain didn't bother me at all, thank goodness. I was able to keep pressing that pillow in, trying to stop the life from leaking out of him. It was what I should be doing.

Then I heard the harem door bang open and I looked around, surprised that help had come so fast. Then I saw it was Nina. Her eyes were fixed on Three and there was blood in them.

Of course there was. Nina loved Master, it was obvious. And she'd seen Three stab Master on a monitor, and now she wanted Three dead. She headed straight for Three and I watched carefully, still calling for help, still pressing the pillow against Master's side.

Nina did not count on One, however.

“HE'S NOT WORTH IT, NINA!” One yelled as she ran to intercept her. She hit Nina low, knocking her off her feet.

Nina and One were both on their feet in a second.

“Stay out of this,” Nina said in a cold, flat voice. “This is between me and Three.”

“Three will get what's coming to her,” One said.

Nina's face set hard. She would have to go through One to get to Three, well that's what she'd do.

One's face set hard. Nina was not getting past her.

Suddenly Nina kicked at One, a sudden roundhouse that One was able to duck and partially defect, then One closed in.

I had seen One and Nina spar before, several times. I thought they were incredibly violent and careless about getting seriously hurt, or seriously hurting one another, but they always came out of a spar only slightly bruised and battered, smiling and shaking hands.

Now I saw them go at it at with their full strength and power and it was just terrifying. The sounds their fists made when they connected were horrifying, the way their bodies responded when they were hit, awful. Nina was so much bigger than One and had more reach, but she wasn't as fast or as strong.

The fight seemed to take hours, but I'm told the harem cameras clocked it as lasting less than a minute. Nina punched and swung and kicked to take One out, and One mostly fought defensively but when Nina left an opening a fist or a kick would go through and I'd hear one of those horrible smacks and I could see Nina's face sag at the impact.

And it all happened so fast, a blur of arms and legs moving with blazing speed, grunts of pain and the sounds of fists, feet and god knows what else hitting flesh.

Then the medical team burst into the harem, sweeping right past the fight and running straight to me and Master.

A hand was placed over mine.

“OK, I've got it, Two,” said a man, pressing hard on the pillow along with me. “You can let go.”

“Thank you,” I said, releasing the pillow. Another pair of hands led me away from Master and I let them. It was easy to act shell-shocked, even though I was taking great interest in what was going on now that I felt that I probably wasn't going to get blamed for any of it. My hands were covered with Master's blood. The signpost of guilt. Great. But that in combination with acting scared would get me through this, I was sure.

Seconds later, a group of security guys ran in and headed straight toward One and Nina who were still going at it. They moved in to break it up. One broke it off easily but Nina landed a couple of blows before they got her wrapped up. Once they did, Nina settled down.

By the time they had Nina wrapped up, which was not much time at all, the medical crew had Master on a stretcher with a bag hanging off the arm and the RAN out of the room with the mansion doctors in attendance, wearing nothing but his swim trunks (still wet) and flipflops.

I heard the jets whining in the distance on the landing strip and I knew where the stretcher was headed. Jet to Miami.

A medical guy headed over to where Three was still slumped against the wall and checked her over. A security guy was already standing next to Three, and stayed there. I had a feeling Three wasn't going to be in the harem tonight.

Three stared up at the medical guy, still gagged. He unbuckled the gag and pulled it out of her mouth.

“How are you feeling?” he asked.

“Terrible,” Three muttered. Her eyes gazed into the distance.

Nina and One were getting checked out by the med guys with security in attendance, too. They needed patching up, but nobody was hauling them anywhere, so that was good. Then Nina started crying and One hugged her and they stood there hugging tight with Nina crying for a while, very carefully supervised by four beefy security guys. It was far and away the most carefully supervised hug I had ever seen.

My security guy eventually looked up then nodded.

“Harem cams clear you, Two,” he said. “You were not involved in the stabbing and in fact rendered aid and called for help. You're free to go where you like, but you do need to stay in the mansion. We'll need a statement from you soon.”

“Fine,” I said. “I'll go wash up then.”

“Excellent idea,” said the security man. “And thank you for doing the right thing.”

Wow. I had done the right thing. I had been worrying about that.


Chapter 10: One

I spent a lot of time in the security offices explaining things. Fortunately, all my actions were easily explained and tended to support my claims of innocence, except for that one little thing.

“I did not know she was going to attack Master, I thought she was just going to give him a talking-to,” I said. “Which he totally deserved.”

“You actually bought Three's claim that she wasn't going to attack Mr. Bondurant?”

(That was the name everyone else used for “Master,” Mr. Nick Bondurant. I liked Master a lot better.)

“Yes,” I said. “Three never showed ANY inclination toward violence in all the time she's been here. I had her figured for one of those sweet mountain gals who let the boys do all the fighting.”

“You had her figured wrong,” said the security guy. There were a lot of them, and they all dressed and acted the same, which was generically angry and upset. Their boss had been stabbed. Not exactly a highlight for a security guy's resume.

“Why would she need to be unbound to yell at Bondurant?” the security guy asked. “Why not take her gag thing out?”

I could hear the faint note of distaste in his voice. He didn't like all the kinky stuff that went on in the harem. A lot of men are like that. Publicly at least. Whoring had made me very cynical about men when they pretended to be sexually moral. Most of them would buy my pussy in a heartbeat if they thought they could do it without issues, and if they could afford it.

Which nowadays, most of them couldn't. Unless I liked them, of course.

After a LOT of grilling I was let out of the security office but told that if I left the mansion I would be locked in a room.

I had no problem with that. I liked my runs on the beach, and dancing on the beach, but dancing in the harem was fun, too. I didn't think Nina was going to want to spar with me any more, and that was OK, too.


Chapter 11: Three

The security guys asked me a lot of questions but I didn't feel like answering. They asked politely and calmly at first, then they started yelling and waving their hands, then more soft and polite, and then more yelling and one of them hit me a few times.

I was OK with that. I had done a terrible thing. I had tried to kill someone. There was something wrong with me. And it was still wrong with me, because every time I thought about stabbing Master, I felt like laughing. Triumphant. It was the mountain girl within me. I had ruined my life, but damn I had gotten even, I had killed Master. I had shown him that you do not toy with MY heart like that.

And the thing was, I could have stood all of it, ALL the humiliation and denial of me, if he hadn't had that talk with me, and showed me that I didn't matter at all to him, that I had NEVER mattered to him, that all the time he'd spent talking to me and listening to me was just because he liked my fucking ACCENT.

Well he wasn't going to enjoy my accent any more.

Master didn't care about me. I was nothing to him. And I had tried to BE nothing for him, to just be an instrument of his will.

Anyway, the security guys got nothing out of me, not that they NEEDED anything from me, they'd shown me the harem cam videos that clearly showed me jumping on Master and stabbing him, screaming my little lungs out right past the cock gag I was wearing, while poor Two sucked his cock.

Then One jumped on me, too late, but she really pulled me off him fast.

I'll never forget the strength and speed with which One had worked me over. It was one thing to be overpowered by a boy, every woman has experienced that, and One was no boy, but she was so STRONG.

And even though I'd been too out of it to really be watching, I'd seen Nina and One fight, really fight. Holy crap, they were badasses.

Nina probably wanted to kill me, she'd loved Master too, and I would have been all right with it if she had. If someone kills your man, you can kill them. That's why it was OK for me to kill Master – in a sense, he had killed the Master I thought I had.


Chapter 12: Two

I had spent time with the security guys, giving my statement. The main problem they had was that they didn't believe I didn't know about Three's plan to attack Master. They were sure One would have told me.

“We see you and One talking in the pool for hours on the harem cams,” they kept saying. “We know you two are thick as thieves.” (Nice phrasing, I thought.) “You can't tell us that with all that talking you two do, that One didn't tell you about Three wanting One to free her so she could attack Master.”

“No,” I said. “One never said anything like that to me. And if she had, I would have told her it was a bad idea and she shouldn't do it.”

“Sure,” said a particularly annoying security guy. “I know you're a psychopath, and you psychos can lie very convincingly when you want to.”

I knew he was trying to anger me, and I tried not to laugh or smile at his feeble efforts.

“Yes, I am a sociopath,” I said, subtly correcting him.

“In the security business, we have a saying,” he said. “The only difference between a sociopath and a psychopath is that the psychopath got caught.”

“Very nice,” I replied calmly. “And it's true, I can lie easily. But I'm not lying now, because I don't have to. I can tell the truth, and that's very easy for me, too. One didn't tell me a thing about what she and Three cooked up. She probably knew I would disapprove.”

“We are having trouble understanding why One would have agreed to help Three attack Bondurant,” said the security guy. “What was it about Bondurant that pissed One off?”

“She wasn't pissed off at Master,” I said. I was more comfortable calling him Master, it was what I had always called him. “Not that I knew of anyway. Whenever we spoke about him, she seemed happy enough with him.”

“C'mon, I've seen the videos, I've seen the gear,” said the security guy. “He was shocking One right on the fucking clit just before she undid Three's binds. Had to piss her off.”

“Never pissed her off before,” I observed. “And Master keeps that spike dialed way down. It's about like a static electricity spark. Barely a blip on the radar of someone who likes to do MMA-style sparring. Have you seen the videos of Nina and One sparring?”

“No,” said the security guy. “Should I?”

“Not necessarily,” I said. “They go at each other really hard. Seeing the kind of pain she accepts for fun would put the wand in perspective, that's all. It's nothing to her. Plus, she's got a safeword she can use if something does bother her.”

“She ever use it?” the security guy asked.

“Not that I know of,” I said. “She's very flexible and resilient.”

“You ever use your safeword?” the security guy asked.

“A couple of times I've had cramps while in especially tight bondage and used my safeword,” I said. “They immediately untied me and let me work the cramp out and then retied me differently. I'm sure they'd do the same for One, or Three.”

“Three never used her safeword?” the security guy asked.

“Never,” I said. “She wanted to be an instrument of Master's will. She wouldn't have used the safeword unless it was to avoid a bad injury. Maybe not even then.”

“Not for a mere cramp,” said the security guy.

“Not sure,” I said. “A cramp might make it hard to serve her Master, so she'd tell them about it, probably. And they'd help her relieve it. See, here's the thing you don't seem to understand. Master and Nina sought out whores like us to fill out his harem for a reason. He could have had submissives, no problem. But Master wants to keep things professional and … distant. He did not want any of us to fall in love with him, and he wasn't in love with us. He just loved using us, and we loved getting money for using us. That was his problem with Three. She fell in love with him, I suspect mistaking her own submissive desires for love to some extent. But I don't know. That's why he was treating her so badly. He was trying to get her to fall out of love with him. Nina told One and I about it. She thought it was a stupid idea. We did, too. It was a stupid idea.”

“If you say so,” said the security guy.

“I say so,” I said. “Master's dead body says so. And you can ask Nina and One about it.”

“Good point,” said the security guy.

A couple of hours after I got out of the interview, I got a call on my collar. (Collars are amazingly convenient cell phones, I'll give them that.)

“Hi, One, hi, Two, you both on?” came Nina's voice.

“I'm here,” I heard One say.

“I'm here,” I said.

“Good,” said Nina. She much sounded more chipper than I would have expected. Happy, even. “I thought I would share the good news. Master is in intensive care, in serious condition. However, he is expected to be out of intensive care shortly and to make a full recovery. He lost a lot of blood but she missed his heart.”

“Oh, god, that's wonderful!” One cried, with me chiming in a moment later. (Yeah, I waited for One's response to see what was best.)

“I knew you would be pleased,” said Nina. She sounded more than pleased. No wonder she was so chipper. Master would live!

“What about Three?” One asked. “She should know.”

“Oh, let her enjoy her victory over Master for a while longer,” said Nina. “Or stew over it, or whatever. She doesn't deserve to know.”

“Ah,” said One.

“Don't tell Three, One,” said Nina.

“Yes, Mistress,” One replied.

“She'll find out,” said Nina.

“You could tell her,” I said.

“Eventually,” said Nina. “Well that's about it. Take it easy, girls. And thank you both. The doctors said it was a near thing. Your fast response is why he is still alive. Thank you. Thank you so much.”

“Wait a minute,” there's one thing I need to know before you go,” I said.

“What?” Nina asked.

“When Three was stabbing Master, she kept screaming “Faffunuffah! Faffanuffah!” What did that mean?”

“Oh, that, said Nina. “That was “fluffernuffer, I think. It was her safeword.”

“Ah,” I said. “I don't know why, but that was just bugging me. Thanks.”

“Now you know,” said Nina. “Is that all?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Bye, then, see you soon,” Nina said and she hung up.

As soon as Nina hung up, I said, “Her safeword, hunh? Guess she really wanted out of the scene.”

“Yeah, a safeword has a lot more effect if you do a lot of stabbing for emphasis,” One observed. “Now, do you wanna tell her or should I?”

I knew exactly what she was talking about. Nina knew damned well what One would do as soon as she found out Master was going to live. Her warning to One not to spill the beans to Three was an obvious CYA move.

“You do it,” I said. “But I want to stay on the line.”

“Sounds good,” said Nina.

I heard One give the commands to call Three, then “Hey Three, still collared?” One asked.

“Yes,” said Three's voice.

“Got some good news for you,” said One. “You're not up for Murder One any more. Master has survived. He's expected to make a full recovery.”

“What?” Three asked.

“You're just a felonious assaulter, not a murderess,” said One. “Isn't it great?”


“Well, yes, actually … it is,” said Three. “I never meant to kill Master.”

“You just wanted to stab him a little,” I said.

“I don't know what I wanted, I don't know why I did what I did,” said Three. “I thought I was just going to yell at him.”

“Yeah, so did I,”said One. “But no one believes me.”

“Oh, I'm so sorry, Two,” said Three. “I didn't mean to get you in trouble.”

“I know,” said One. “That's why we're still friends. But you've got to stop stabbing people.”

“Especially rich Masters,” I said.

Three laughed, a weird croaking sound. “Well, thank you for telling me that. It takes a huge burden off my shoulders.”

“I know,” said One, “and you're welcome.”

For the next few days I got a lot of reading done. It was wonderful. No interruptions at all, except for the occasional talk with One, who was doing a lot of dancing, and with Three, who was stuck on suicide watch in a security cell. I talked with Three some, but she was too depressed to be much fun. One wasn't exactly at her partying best, but she was at least on an even keel. It was all that exercise. Her body kept her mind balanced.

I was, as I said, having a wonderful time. The money was still coming into my bank account, I was paid to sit around and drink and read with little in the way of interruptions. It was heaven. I knew I should feel bad because of Three's plight, but I didn't. One of the clear advantages of being a sociopath was that you simply were not affected by others' troubles.

But all good things must end and eventually Nina called us and said that she was on the island and that all of us were to meet in the harem.

We'd heard reports on Master's health and they'd all been good, apart from him nearly being stabbed to death. He was recovering nicely and in a few weeks would be back on his appointed rounds, which almost certainly meant fucking his slavegirls again.

Once One and Three and I were assembled in the harem, Nina entered, dressed in her usual harem wear of nothing, like us. By an unspoken agreement, we continued to run around naked, because it was easy and fun.

“OK, I've got good news for all of you,” said Nina. “We'll start with Three, the best news is for her. Three, the Master has forgiven you for attacking him. He acknowledges that he treated you very badly despite my warnings – and I warned him repeatedly about this – and he went ahead with his stupid plan to make you stop loving him. I told him, you can play with any part of a woman except her heart, but he just wouldn't hear it, being an alpha male billionaire, which sometimes means, idiot. He understand that now – you taught him that lesson very well, Three. So he's going to just terminate your contract as originally agreed – you'll leave the island with all your pay intact and the going-away bonus he offered you. All you have to do in return is keep silent about attacking him – not a word about it to anyone, most especially anyone in the media.”

“I wasn't planning to tell anyone about it anyway,” Three said. “It's not exactly something you brag about.”

“I know,” said Nina. “We wouldn't even have made the offer if we didn't think you'd keep quiet about it.”

I kept silent as I digested the implications of those words.

“In addition, Master requires that you never see him or attempt to contact him again,” said Nina. “He forgives you, but he is through with you – he wants no reminders of your existence in his life. If you attempt to get close to him or contact him, it won't be anything as feeble as a restraining order that will be lodged against you. You'll be put out of the way. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Nina. “Also not something I want to do.”

“It better not be,” Nina said pointedly. “Master also wants to convey his deepest apologies to you, Three. He understands that what he did to you was abuse, emotional abuse, but still abuse. He is sorry for that, and not just because it got him stabbed. He has assured me he will never try that again, and also that he will listen to me in the future when I tell him he's abusing one of his girls. He'd better, or he's going to have to look for a new First Girl and … other things.”

“Tell Master I am sorry I stabbed him, and understand his feelings,” Three said. “And he will never be bothered by me again.”

She didn't sound real sorry to me, but she didn't sound defiant either.

“I will do so,” said Nina. She slid two envelopes across the table to me and One.

“One, Two, open those envelopes and take a look at their contents,” said Nina.

I did so. And my eyes bugged out. Holy shit!

“Master has put a sum in that amount into a bank account in Panama in your names,” said Nina, “to thank both of you. He has seen the videos, and knows from talking to the doctors that your prompt actions saved his life. He does not value his life cheaply, as you can see, and he is not going to cheap out on rewarding you.”

“Oh, this is WAY the fuck past not cheaping out,” said One in awed tones. “This is “Making Elvis look like a cheap bastard” territory.”

“He thought you both would see it that way, but you know Master, it's how he sees it that matters, and to him, this is the correct thing to do,” said Nina. “Now he put that money in Panama to minimize the tax bite on it, and there are ways you can spend it or convert it to your use that will not create huge tax bites, some of Master's people will be happy to help you both with that. The salaries you've accumulated and the departing bonus will be taxed, but we'll minimize those, to what extent we legally can.”

“Thank you,” One said.

“Yes, thank you, and tell Master thank you, too,” I added.

“I will,” said Nina. “Unfortunately, as I said earlier, Master wants no reminders of Three's existence, and you both remind him of her, so he's going to disband this iteration of Cerberus and get himself a completely new harem. So you all have an hour to pack before Master's jet hauls you off to Miami, or another destination if you wish. But you're all off the island.”

“Aww,” I said.

Nina gave me a look. She knew me all too well. There was no way I was sticking around whoring when I had enough money to spend the entire rest of my life sitting around reading and drinking.

“Well Nina, I'm not going to miss the warm-ups, but I'm going to miss you and Master,” said One. “Really. As people. You've been so much fun. And for the record, I really enjoyed our spars.”

“Me, too,” said Nina. “I doubt I'll ever have a girl as formidable as you to spar with.”

“Oh, I bet you say that to all the slavegirls,” said One with a grin.

“Yeah, I'm sorry about the way it came out, because in the beginning, it was the most exciting thing I've ever done,” said Three. “I loved it so much.”

“You loved, not wisely, but too well,” said Nina.

“I'm kind of surprised Master is keeping you, Nina,” said One slyly.

“Oh, he is, in fact, he gave me a nice present before I left to meet with you three,” said Nina. She reached into her pocket and picked something out and slid it on her hand. A ring. With a big fucking diamond.

“Is that what I think it is?” I asked.

“It is if you think it's an engagement ring,” said Nina. “Bastard finally owned up to his feelings about me. I'm not just your keeper, I'm A keeper.”

There was a lot of cooing and congratulations from One and I, which Three wisely avoided. Things were awkward enough as it was.

Nina sensed this and sent us all out to pack, which wasn't much but we DID have to wear actual clothes now. We were told we could keep our shackles and collars, which was nice. It was kind of weird when Nina removed mine after so long. You got used to it, you know? Well, maybe you don't know but you can take my word for it.


Chapter 13: One

Less than an hour after the meeting, the three of us were all in our civilian clothes, fashionable island wear. I had on skintight jeggings and a crop-top that played up my breasts nicely. The weird thing was, I felt naked without my collar, cuffs and shackles. They'd been my only clothing for so long, and now, I was more dressed than I'd ever been since coming to the island, and I felt naked, like I'd never felt naked all the time I'd actually been naked on the island.

So weird, but I was sure I would get over it. But … I might not have to. And I liked having the cuffs and shackles and collar in my luggage. They meant something to me, even though I'd never fallen for Master.

Three, of course, insisted in still wearing her collar, cuffs and shackles even though she had on some denim shorts and a puffy little shirt that didn't make it to her midriff, and deck shoes. She'd have looked very natural on a sailing ship's deck … or in its slave galley.

“Girl, people are going to draw conclusions about you with all that bondage gear on,” I observed as we piled into a set of very comfy seats in the rear of Master's jet. Two and I sat on either side of Three, not because we were afraid she might try something, but because we wanted to make Three feel included. She was our fellow harem girl, we had that between us, now and forever, as far as I was concerned.

And I was pretty sure Two felt the same way.

I had an idea, something I'd been thinking about for months, but never discussed with anyone, not even Two. But now was the time to discuss it, because we were all likely to go our separate ways in Miami, and I wanted, maybe even needed them to make my plan work. I was going to do it either way, but it would be so nice to have them in on it with me.

“So what are your plans for when we get back to the mainland?” I asked.

“Reading and drinking,” said Two. “A lot.”

“Thought so,” I said. “What about you, Three?”

We still called each other by our numbers, because we always had. It was just easier.

“I was thinking of going back and staying with my family for a while,” Three said. “Maybe see if I can get back to something like normal again.”

She did not sound super-excited. I caught Two's eye and we silently agreed that this was not a good plan for Three. Her family would probably take advantage of her emotional weakness and marry her off to some backwoods idiot who wouldn't have a clue how to satisfy her needs.

“I'm just amazed that Master forgave me for stabbing him,” Three said. “I was not completely wrong about him, he has some decency to him.”

“Maybe,” said Two. “But there are logical reasons why Master might have found it convenient to forgive you. Billionaires are generally allergic to media scrutiny, and the media LURVES a billionaire sex scandal – look at the way they were all over the Epstein story. I will bet that the reason he forgave you is at least in part, maybe even in large part, because he sees that as the easiest way to avoid a media frenzy.”

“Ah,” said Three, looking a bit less happy. She was still hooked on the Master, at least a little bit. Healing her heart would take a while. I decided to move things in the right direction.

“Master considerations aside, I have a plan,” I said. “I've been thinking about it for some time now. And I'd love to have you two in on it with me, if you're interested.”

“Uh-oh,” said Two. “You did hear me tell you I plan to spend all my time reading and drinking a lot, didn't you?

“I did, and there is not necessarily a conflict between my plan and your plan,” I said. “In fact, my plan might facilitate your plan, long term.”

“All right,” said Two. “What's the plan?”

“First of all, Three, you said you liked being a part of the harem when things got started, right?” I asked.

“I absolutely loved it,” Three said, staring into space.

“I liked being in the harem, too, except I would have liked more men and travel,” I said. “But damn, that was fun, mostly. What about you, Two?”

“It was definitely the most fun money I've ever made whoring,” Two said. “It was very safe, I felt very secure in the harem, mostly because I trusted Nina, and Master to a lesser extent. And of course, all that money I was making. And of course bonding with you and Three was very nice.” (I put that last part in because I knew I should say it. I liked One and Three and did not have any desire to set fire to either of them, but I knew I'd be real fucking happy with just my books and some wine. So much easier. So much safer.)

“I've been thinking, and although there aren't a lot of kinky billionaires to maintain harems like Cerberus, especially not ones who have someone like Nina to run things, there are probably LOTS of millionaires who would love to have a harem like Cerberus to play with on occasion.”

“Seems logical,” said Two.

Three wasn't talking, but I wasn't too worried about her. I was pretty sure I had an inducement she would not be able to resist, once I put the idea in her head.

“Yeah, but the problem is, few of them could afford to run a harem the way Master did, and few of them would probably want to, even though Nina's way is probably the absolute best way to set up and run a harem.”

“You are right, your idea IS bad,” said Two, smiling.

“Oh, you haven't heard the idea yet,” I said. “This is the idea. We know how to run a Cerberus type harem. You find an island that's not in any nation's territorial waters so you can't be hassled for whoring. You buy the island or bribe the locals, doesn't matter which. And thanks to the ravages of Covid-19, there are tons of failed island resorts all around the world, just waiting for angels to come along to bring them back to life at fire sale prices. Angels like us.”

“So we build a harem on some remote island and wait for a kinky billionaire or millionaire?” Two asked. “It's still a terrible plan.”

“That's not the plan,” I said. “The plan is, we convert a very upscale resort and set up multiple harems in it, that we rent out to kinky millionaires on a daily, weekly or monthly basis. An upscale resort with trained sex slaves to take care of your every need.”

“OK, One, that does sound like it might be a good, really profitable idea,” Two said. “But it also sounds like a hell of a lot of work. Did you not hear me speak of my All Reading, All Drinking life plan?”

“Yes, it will be a hell of a lot of work for the people who work there,” One said. “But we won't work there. We will be the owners. We will set our own hours. We will hire managers and First Girls to do all the heavy lifting, and pay them well, and we will just skim the profits, for the rest of our lives if it works out.”

“Gonna take a hell of a lot of money to get it off the ground,” Two said.

“I got ten million in Panama right now,” I said. “Were you in that neighborhood?”

“Oh, right next door to you,” Two said.

“Holy SHIT,” Three whispered. “Ten freaking million?”

“Yes, we're millionaires, and I can tell you right now I am going to buy myself and fuck myself senseless just as soon as I can,” I said.

“And I thought I got out of this good,” Three whispered.

“You did,” replied Two. “You're not dead. Master could have ensured your silence that way, and it would have been easy and probably satisfying, but I bet Nina wouldn't let him.”

“Good point,” said Three.

“Now Three, I really want you to be a part of this,” I said.

“Why?” Three asked. “What have I got to offer?”

“I'll need people I can trust, really trust, to pull this off,” said One. “And I trust you two more than anyone else in the world except some members of my family, who would not be at ALL interested in this venture, given that they were not crazy about my stripping even when I was a national headliner act.”

“Trusting the murderess, good move,” Three muttered.

“Oh, come on, Three, after what Master put you through, no one on Earth would blame you for what you did if they knew all the circumstances,” I said. “I know I don't blame you. I trust you. You're good people to me.”

“Trusting a murderess AND a sociopath,” Two said.

“What sociopath?” I asked. “Three is no sociopath.”

“Me,” said Two. “I'm a sociopath.”

“Oh, please,” I said. “You are SO not a sociopath.”

“I have been diagnosed as a full-blown sociopath since childhood, soon after I tried to set fire to my little brother,” Two said calmly.

“You WHAT?” I asked.

“You heard me,” said Two. “I didn't succeed, I had him all doused with charcoal lighter fluid – he was only two, I was only four – and Mom caught me about ten seconds before I got the lighter sparked up.”

“No way!” I cried.

“Way,” Two replied calmly, as if she were confessing to having stolen a doughnut.

“I've got some brothers I wanted to set fire to, or equivalent, a time or two,” said Three. “Doesn't make me a psychopath.”

“Sociopath,” Two corrected her. “After Mom caught me doing that, she had me tested, and that's when they figured out I was a sociopath. But thanks to Mom, I'm a highly functional sociopath.”


“So, you're very good at being a sociopath?” I asked. 

“No, I'm very good at getting along in the world despite being a sociopath,” Two said. “That's what “highly functional” means. Basically, the doctors told Mom that I could be taught to understand what was right and wrong even though I had no emotional, instinctive feel for it, most especially, no empathy. I could be taught to figure out what was right and wrong and fake the correct responses.”

“Were you at all bothered by me stabbing Master and all that followed on that?” Three asked.

“Not a bit, once I understood that I wasn't going to blamed for any of it,” said Two. “I was terrified of being blamed, because everyone thinks sociopaths are evil and murderous because of TV and movies. But once I knew that Three was going to be the one at fault, I was able to relax and enjoy myself reading and drinking as always.”

Three gazed at me as if she were seeing me for the first time, but One remained unconvinced.

“You said you were happy for Three when she first came her and was so into all the kinky sex, and then you were sad for her when Master was abusing her,” I observed.

“I was lying,” said Two. “I knew that I SHOULD be happy for Three at times, and sad for her at times, so I said I was, but emotionally, I felt nothing. It's what high-functioning sociopaths do.”

“Yes, and when the chips were down, you saved Master,” I said. “You are a terrible excuse for a sociopath.”

“If I had a nickel for every time someone has said that to me,” Two said, smiling that cat smile of hers.

“Well, if you don't mind, I will stick with my previous belief that you are a cat in human form,” I said, “And I still think you are a nice person and I still like you, no matter what!”

“I like you, too,” said Two, “even if you are not as much fun as reading and drinking.”

“Aww, that's s sweet,” I said.

“Get a room, you two,” Three said with a smirk.

She was smirking. That was good.

“We've sat on each others' face often enough for Master,” said Two.

“So, Three, I think there is something I have to offer you,” I said.

“You like me even though I am an Attempted Murderess?” Three asked.

“Of course, that goes without saying,” I replied. “But more than that, I want to help you, I want to have your back, too. I want to invite you and Two to stay with me, for as long as either of you like. I can afford it. And I will help you get some kink-positive therapy to help you straighten yourself out over what Master did to you.”

“I don't need …” Three started to say, then she noticed the way both Two and I were looking at her.

“OK, maybe I do need a little help,” said Three, “but I can ...”

“You don't need help, you also need friends who care about you,” I said. We're all whores. Nobody in the world cares about whores, really, that's why serial killers are attracted to us as prey. But we care about each other, that's what being in the harem together has done for us. I feel like you and One, sociopathic murderess whores that you are, have my back. I have your backs. I want to keep that. That is what both of you bring to the table for me. People I trust, absolutely trust. I mean, I know Two wants nothing more than to sit around and read and drink, and I am going to try to find a way for her to do that to her heart's content. All I want to do is dance and fuck and have a good time, and I know you two will help me with that. And I know that you, Three, wants to find a new Master you can utterly submit to, and be rewarded with the love and domination you deserve, and ...”

“No, no, I never want to go through THAT again,” Three exclaimed.

“No, of course not, not what you went through with Master,” I said. “But you do want to love a Master and be loved by him, and there are many, many kinky couples who have found that, and you could be part of such a couple, and be so very happy. And I want you to be happy.”

Three looked shocked.

“Don't look so shocked,” Two said out of nowhere. “It's really obvious that you're a natural born submissive, Three. You just got treated real bad by your Master, that's all. We just have to find you a better Master, and that won't be at ALL difficult. In fact, this harem scheme of One's might be just the thing for finding you a new Master that's worthy of you.”

I smiled. I knew at that moment that Two had bought into my plan. She was thinking about it. I looked at Three's face looking more hopeful and I knew she either had or would buy into the plan. I felt much better, more relaxed, than I had before we got in the plan.

Cerberus had left the island, but it had not disbanded. It would go on, and when the jet touched down in Miami, we'd be leaving the island forever, but Cerberus would still have a future.


The End
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Beautiful Dreamers
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In the future, advanced neural interface technology allows programs to directly access a person's mind and to shape and form their dreams, while allowing their subconscious mind to guide those dreams. Here are three stories about people who explore this brave new world starting with June, a corporate climber investigating the unexpected happiness of the lower-tier workers in her corporation in “So This Is My Life Now.” June's whole world gets changed when she suddenly finds herself a slavegirl of the Janissaries of the Lesbian Thongan Resistance.


In “Tiny, Big” there's Laura and Gina, two poor dreamers whose worlds come together in unexpected ways in a fantasy world where Tinies, Normies and Biggers live in peace and harmony despite their differences.


Finally, in "Always Pay Your Parking Ticket on Pluterday," a nameless dreamer signs up for dream technology and discovers that the penalty for not paying parking tickets of Pluterday are dreams that are truly strange, and truly erotic.


Give yourself a kinky, mind-blowing erotic treat and travel to the place that stretches between the inner mind and the erotic limits!


This collection of stories is just shy of 39,000 words and comprises all three of the “So This Is Your Life Now” series. Enjoy!


The Adventures of Jinkie Jenkins, Insterstellar Sex Reporter

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.



The Road To Aquibonya
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People tried to warn the mage Crom Agnon when he bought a dozen Immortal slave girls at the Immortal Gardens slave auction and headed out of town on the Vanyita Trail the next day.


They told him that between the outlaws and the supernatural creatures that infested the woodlands around the trail, and most of all the dozen Immortal slave girls, that he would not survive to see the next day.


But Crom Agnon was no ordinary mage, and he had bought a dozen of the hottest, kinkiest, most dangerous slave girls known to man for a reason. Well, two reasons. One was exactly the reason you'd expect a man to have for buying hot, kinky slave girls. The other, almost rational reason was related to his plan to journey to a remote town in neighboring Aquibonya, where he would face one of the most fearsome supernatural entities known to mankind -- if he lived to get there.


Note: this story contains a sex scene that is almost 10,000 words long. Sex addiction, blindness and hairy palms are NOT the responsibility of the author or the publisher. Also, this story has been infested with humor. You have been warned! You may take such warnings lightly, but being sex addicted, blind, hairy-palmed and laughing your a** off is no way to go through life.


This story is 26,000 words long and exists outside any known universe.



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)

[image: ]

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

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
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Imagine a land where sex-positive consensual BDSM culture is publicly accepted and fully integrated into the mainstream society, in fact, has become the mainstream. A land where “slut” is a label worn with pride and pleasure. A land where visitors can travel around the capital in carts drawn by naked ponygirls. A land where parks are full of giant sex toys for couples and groups to engage in public sex on. A land where major hotels have slut rental desks. A land where many restaurants allow you to have sex with their waitresses for the price of your meal. A land where the room service maids serve lodgers in all sorts of ways on beds that are conveniently equipped with rings allowing lodgers to restrain their girls in any way they liked.


That's Lovonia, and that was where Tom Rackham, a data analyst for a US intelligence agency, wanted to vacation. Tom got a lot more than he bargained for when he rented the slut Cara from Maranovsky Slut Rentals. He was initially attracted to her because of the almost unearthly beauty of her catlike face with her huge oval eyes. But as he got to know her, he discovered a deeply submissive women with a powerful libido, a swift, clever mind and a dry sense of humor to match his own.


But most of all, there was deep connection between Tom and Cara. From the moment they met they were two animals that wanted to get at one another, male to female, man to woman. And that should have been all that mattered.


But Tom was vacationing under an assumed identity because of his intelligence work -- no one would believe he wasn't a spy if they knew who he worked for. Cara had secrets of her own. And Lovonia had secrets that went back thousands of years, secrets that might change the global balance of power.


Can a skilled data analyst like Tom avoid blundering into one of Lovonia's secrets during his vacation? Because he really was on vacation, and he didn't WANT to do any spying, he just wanted to have lots and lots of kinky sex with Cara and the other sluts in Lovonia. 


More importantly, what is the nature of this powerful connection between Tom and Cara? Is it simple animal lust or could it be something deeper? Could it be love? And if it is love, what should these two people thrown together seemingly by chance for a week do about it?


If you're looking for a lighthearted kinky erotic romance novel written from a dominant's eye view, look no farther, you've found it! “The Lovonian Honey Trap” is over 76,000 words long. Enjoy! 


Adventures of the Oooga-Wooga Kid
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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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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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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
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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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