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The Collared World is an alternate world where everyone is kinky, hence they are all normal by their standards -- and a few other differences that logically stem from that. If "logic" is the right word here. 


Disclaimer

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


Chapter One

Just Another Wednesday

“Oh, Connie, so nice to see you!” Honoria cried when Connie knocked on the slavegirl side door of the Pluterday Club.

“Nice to be here,” Connie said, smiling and slipping into the anteroom beyond the door.

“Looks like we're gonna have a great bunch of Masters and Mistresses here tonight,” said Honoria. “Master Chubb and Master Franklin are already here, and Mistress Veronica, of course.”

“Off to a great start, then,” said Connie.

“Yes, sister Erica and sister Mindy are here, and brother Jimmy,” said Honoria. “Now with you here, we're going to have a very good time tonight.”

“We have a very good time every night,” Connie said. “If we keep it up, we're going to have so much fun the place will explode.”

“Works for me!” said Honoria, laughing. ”What are you up for tonight?”

“I was just thinking a hood and a sex harness, maybe a tail as well,” said Connie. “Removable blindfold on the hood, an open mouth hole with a ring gag with a removable cock gag inserted in it. The usual, in short.”

“Sex harness, eh?” Honoria asked. “What level of bendiness should I give you?”

“Oh, amateur gymnast should do,” said Connie.

“You know, you're definitely bendy enough to quality as a pro contortionist if you wanted to,” Honoria observed.

“No, not to my taste, Hon,” said Connie. “The times I've been labeled contortionist level, the Masters were always trying to see how close they could come to dislocating my joints. I like doing bendy sex, but that's not really fun.”

“I guess contortionist level is an invitation to push things as far and hard as possible.”

“Yeah,” said Connie. “I'd rather focus on the orgasms.”

Connie ducked into the dressing room where Erica was still dressing for the evening. She was drinking a glass of pink chardonnay … she liked to have a light buzz on when she partied.

Mindy was already dressed out in a sex harness/hood combo, but instead of a tail she wore a jewel buttplug. Connie couldn't see the buttplug as Mindy was sitting on it, along with her butt, but she knew it was there. Mindy always wore one, given the chance. And she was always given the chance.

Connie got dressed out, feeling her body warm up to the prospect of sex and plenty of it happening soon. She had gotten to the point that she got a little horny just at the sight of sex gear.

She slipped into the sex harness, feeling the straps and buckles enclosing her body like a lover's arms, humming softly to herself. She loved the way the straight lines of the leather straps delineated the curves of her body.

A former gymnast and now a gymnastics coach, she had a sleek, powerful body, her core packed solid with muscles, the muscles on her legs and calves well defined, the arch of her neck smooth and powerful.

Unfortunately for her gymnastics career, she also had an exuberantly curvy body, with large breasts and wide hips swelling past her slender, powerful waist. She had been a top competitor, but not an Olympian, as she had dreamed of being.

It didn't matter, she still loved gymnastics, she was still very good at them, and her exuberantly curvy body was home to a powerful, active libido that derived a great deal of pleasure from sex. She LOVED her nights of pleasure, apparently much more than most women did. She had worn a Free Use collar for well over a decade. Most women found a private collar after a few years of play, some of them, on their 18th birthdays, immediately after reaching collaring age.

Connie hadn't worn her Free Use collar tonight, she'd just left her Bayport College collar on when she left work. She would wear a different collar tonight.

Connie fitted the hood over her head, careful to tuck her rich, luxuriant auburn hair into the hood so it didn't pull, or get pulled … accidentally.

Then she put on the ring gag, opening her mouth wide and sliding it in between her teeth with the ease of much experience. She buckled it in place and then found her favorite cock gag, short but very wide, and slid it into the ring gag until she felt the indented area of the soft plastic slide into place, enclosing the metal ring gag except where it met her teeth. Now it would not come out -- or more importantly, slide farther down her throat -- until it was pulled out.

She felt the cock with her tongue and felt her pussy get warmer and wetter, felt her nipples start to swell. She was already aroused. It happened every time.

Finally, she removed her Bayport College collar and slipped her Pluterday Club collar around her neck. It had the words, ”Connie, Property of the Pluterday Club” on it, and that told members what they could do with her sexually, which was just about everything that was fun, so long as she wore that collar and didn't use her safeword, which was ”Pluterday.”

Then Connie went to the mirror and carefully made up her eyes and lips. Often they would be only parts of her face that were showing, and she liked them to look their best.

A long string of drool oozed out of the corner of Connie's mouth to the dressing room table as she did her eyes. She ignored it. This would be happening all night. It was part of being a gagged slavegirl.

“Are we about ready, girls?” came Honoria's voice. She was a slavegirl herself, but she was also First Girl, which meant that in tonight's festivities, her primary job would be pimping out the girls to the Masters and Mistresses in attendance, trying to get them engaged in activities both would enjoy.

There would also be some group activities, and she was in charge of managing them as well. She would be the ringmaster in tonight's sexual circus.

“Reffy!” Connie cried through the gag, as did Mindy, Erica and Shelley, who had joined them a little late, as usual.

”Line up for inspection, girls,” Honoria said, and the four girls all lined up shoulder to shoulder facing away from the dressing table while Honoria walked down the row of them, looking at them critically, making tiny adjustments when necessary, which was not often. This was an experienced crew of slavegirls.

“About face!” Honoria cried and the four of them turned their backs to Honoria and stood still while she inspected their backs and butts.

“Very good, eyes forward,” Honoria said and the four of them turned around and faced forward immediately. As First Girl, Honoria was a Mistress to them, and she had no compunction about giving them a slap or a pinch if they didn't respond properly.

“At ease,” Honoria said. “I'll be right back, girls.”

Honoria left the room and the four of them relaxed, but stayed in line. They didn't expect to be standing there long. They knew the drill as well as Honoria did.

Honoria returned in about three minutes' time.

“OK, the Masters and Mistresses are here and they are ready to play with their toys for tonight,” said Honoria. “Coffle up, sluts.”

The four of them lined up.. Connie went to the back of the line. She always made her entrance last.

Honoria led them to a tiny curtained stage, lining them up behind the curtain. Connie she took and guided to a place where an “X” was subtly painted on the floor. It was her starting mark.

Then Honoria pulled the blindfold down over Connie's eyes, which was why Connie needed the starting mark. She'd be making her entrance blind.

Honoria then walked out to the front of the stage.

“Masters and Mistresses, welcome to the Pluterday Club!” she said. “We're very glad to have you. Your sex toys are ready and willing to serve you, so with no further ado, here they are. First, Erica!'

And Erica came dancing out of the shadows, making some very nice slave dance moves as she did so, making her way to the far end of the tiny stage (It rose barely six inches above the floor) and sliding into a deep bow of submission when she reached her spot, her head to the floor, her arms extended toward the audience, her butt hiked in the air.

Mindy and Shelley followed, each dancing graceful to her spot and sliding into the same pose.

“And finally we present to you Connie!” Honoria cried, and Connie rocked backward the rocked forward and extended the forward motion into a full cartwheel. One cartwheel, then she transformed that into a spinning leap and landed on the stage, sliding so gracefully into a deep bow of submission that it appeared to most audience members as if she had landed in a bow.

She landed exactly beside Shelley. She had practiced the move many times. She never missed. She was a gymnastics coach.

“These are your girls for the night, take them now in any way you please, and have great pleasure with them,” said Honoria. “And if you have any issues or problems, I'll be glad to help you.”

This was the audience's signal, they rose and strode over to the girls on the stage and grabbed them and dragged them off it. there were no questions, there was no tentativeness to it. They knew what they wanted, and they knew they could have it.

Their hands were everywhere. Connie had no idea who was carrying her, or how, and she didn't much care, she was surrendering to the will of the unseen Masters and/or Mistresses who had grabbed her, and at the same time sliding easily into subspace.

She was dragged, along with the other girls, to an adjoining dungeon room where all the toys were. It was a huge room and full of toys, some of them complex and hard to master like the Sluterizer 3000, some of them as simple as a clear space with a few rings for securing a girl.

Connie was led to a place on the floor where a gym mat made things more comfortable and then set down on it. There were at least three Masters on her, maybe four, and one of them fastened her arms together behind her back. Two others grabbed her feet and secured her ankle shackles to ropes that pulled them apart as she sat there.

Then she felt hands running all over her body. They pinched and squeezed her nipples, they stroked her pussy, they slapped her and squeezed her and most of all, they aroused her.

There was nothing Connie could do except lie there and drool and squirm, so she did that.

Soon the hand that was stroking her pussy slid some exploratory fingers inside her, wriggling them deliciously inside her, and she was wet and very ready for them. With all the other hands exploring her body, she rapidly became little more than an animal in their hands.

Then her pussy began feeling tight. Very tight. And she realized that the man was putting his whole fist inside her. She was being fisted!

Normally, they didn't fist her until the evening's festivities had proceeded a bit farther, when her pussy was soaking wet and had been stretched by repeated pounding from various cocks and dildos and whatnot.

But today the fisting was first thing, and that was OK, too. The fister was taking his or her time, working his or her hand in easily.

But still, when that hand was all the way inside her, Connie was just a squirming, drooling ball of passion. And so happy to be one.

Then someone decided her position wasnt challenging enough, and she was dragged to a mattress with a headboard behind it. They unfastened her hand from behind her back, but then they pulled her legs up and behind her head. It was a full on Viennese oyster position, and they pulled her arms in front of her legs, then tied her wrists to ropes attached to the headboard behind her, to make damn sure her legs didn't slip down. Not that it would have bothered them if they did ... they just wanted Connie to really feel her helplessness. They knew slavegirls.

It was not exactly a comfy position, but they didn't let her just lie there. Instead, they pulled the buttplug tail out of her ass and shoved a dildo pole up there, working it back and forth while they went at her pussy with a Hitachi wand and their hands felt her nipples, more squeezing and pinching and she was suddenly orgasming, moaning and squirming mindlessly in her bonds, drooling everywhere, and having a wonderful time as her mind exploded with pleasure.

She had no idea who was giving her all this pleasure, and it didn't matter. A great time was being had by all, including her, that was the only thing that mattered.

Next the Masters wanted some pleasure, so they took her to a padded bench and attached her ankle and wrist shackles to its base, so that her butt and head hung off either end. A master removed the cock gag from her mouth but left the ring gag in place. He replaced the cock gag with his actual cock, fucking her face vigorously, while another Master took her pussy.

By this time, Connie was thoroughly aroused, ready for anything. She took it all in, her body thrilling to the powerful sexual waves of pleasure the Masters' cocks sent from her pussy and her mouth. Mostly her pussy, but it was all good, the cocks sliding in and out of her mouth and pussy, the smell of the men using her, the feel of their strong hands, the way her nipples were being pulled and squeezed, the smell of leather and sweat and men, it was all WONDERFUL, and she came as they fucked her, once again becoming a mindless beast squirming in her bonds. It was great to just let go like that, moaning as the cocks slid in and out of her.

After that, they wanted some more active entertainment from her, so they took her to a bed where a man with a stiff cock was lying, and they placed her over him with her legs spread wide, freeing her hands and then bending her backwards so that she had to rest on her outstretched hands, and they ordered her to make the man cum using just her pussy.

This was a fun one because the only real point of contact between Connie and the man she was fucking was his cock and her pussy, though her butt cheeks did make contact with his abdomen, which wasn't all THAT erotic.

This forced Connie to totally focus on the feel of his cock inside her, trying to get it stiffer and stiffer. She worked is steadily, concentrating on getting as much friction as possible going between her wet pussy and his slick dick.

Connies gymnastic background really served her well. Her core muscles were strong and her back was flexible, and she was able to work her ass easily, shoving it up and down, whirling it around, really working the man's cock, even gripping it with her pussy because of course, Connie was not one to neglect her kegels.

She had on several occasions been described as a sexual athlete, and if such a thing existed, she would definitely qualify.

Her sexual athleticism had a predictable effect on Connie, because focusing on those sensations only made them more intense. She began to moan, and to work the man's cock faster and harder, driven by her own lust.

Maybe it was the sound of her moans, but this only made the man's cock harder.

She also felt hands caressing her body and playing with her nipples. She didn't know whose, didn't care whose, it felt good whoever was doing it. Soon she was cumming again, and not long after that, the man she was riding came, and it was on to the next sexing.

Her next job was to serve as decor. One of the toys in the room was a clear plastic wall. They stuck a dildo with a plastic suction gripper on hits back on the wall, then stood Connie before it, facing away from the wall, and worked the long, thick, flexible latex cock into her pussy. Then they shackled her arms extended to either side of her and shackled her ankles apart too, but not in a split, just wide apart, just so that she was leaning against the wall with her butt jammed up against it, the dildo sliding in and out of her pussy.

“Bring yourself to the edge of orgasm, girl, but do not go over,” said an authoritative Master voice as her cock gag was once again shoved into her mouth.

“Yeff, maffa,” said Connie, drooling through the cock gag as she began working the dildo with her ass again.

Since she was still very hot from her time making the Master cum, she was easily able to get to the point of orgasm, she just had to work the dildo, which had a cleverly placed knob that bumped into her clit when she pressed the dildo deeply into herself.

Keeping from cumming was hard, though. She held true to the Master's command, she kept herself constantly just on the point of cumming but backed off subtly every time orgasms seemed imminent. She was an obedient slavegirl, and it was so much fun to be one, with this bunch of Masters and Mistresses.

The plastic wall was made entirely of acrylic glass. the super-strong acrylic would not break no matter how much pressure her ass put against it. She had been fucked standing up by Masters while pinned to the wall before, and it never yielded in the slightest, even when some 200-pound bruiser of a man was boning her so hard he seemed to be trying to pin her to the wall with his cock.

Knowing that, Connie was very free in the way she moved against the wall, sometimes engulfing the entire dildo, sometimes just letting its tip fill her, but never letting it go. Connie had thick, meaty interior labia and they were very good for gripping dildos and cocks, as she demonstrated on the wall. To the Masters and Mistresses who watched her writhe, her squirming was extremely nasty and sexual, a body given up totally to pleasure.

After a timeless time, a master freed her from the wall and led her to another place. She was panting a bit, for her exertions, while not violent and often slow-paced to keep her from cumming, had been relentless.

And she was on fire with sexual desire now. She wanted and needed to cum, she needed it badly, and knowing the partiers of the Pluterday Club, she would get it badly, and plenty of it.

The next bondage was a full suspension over a sex machine. Ropes were attached to her sex harness and her legs and she wound up being pulled up and off her feet, with her legs winding up in a full split -- piece of cake for a gymnast and sexual athlete like Connie. The sex harness and the ropes on her legs distributed the weight of her body evenly, it was not at all uncomfortable. There were ropes dramatically wrapped around Connie's neck, but she was in no danger of hanging because they bore no weight -- they were there just for dramatic effect. The people who had tied her knew just what they were doing. They had to be: the law was ungodly harsh on Masters and Mistresses who hurt slavegirls, even by accident. They bore total responsibility for the slavegirl's safety, and would be wearing a government collar themselves if they let their girls get hurt. And there was nothing consensual about a government collar, and nothing fun about the life you led while wearing one.

But there was plenty of fun to be had by taking care with slavegirls when you used them, and that was what the Pluterday Club members were all about.

While they had her suspended, they hung clips from Connie's nipples. The mild bite of the clips made her nipples ache and swell with pleasure, both at the same time.

Then the Masters attached small alligator clips with plastic shield to her inner labia, splaying her pussy lips wide apart and attaching the clip at their opposite end to the ropes that encircled her upper thighs, so that her legs could not close, and neither could her inner labia. Her pussy was stretched wide open, pink and gleaming with all the juices that filled it.

Then she was slowly lowered atop the dildo that sprouted from the smooth steel pole of the sex machine. She moaned in pleasure as she felt every bulge on the huge dildo while it slid deeper and deeper inside her. She could not help it, she was so aroused from her time on the wall, and she still had not cum.

A Master picked up the controls of the dildo and it slowly began sliding in and out of her, at first in very short strokes, then working its way all the way into her and all the way out of her, then moving faster and faster, making Connie's cries and moans louder and more urgent. She was still fighting off the orgasms, as the previous Masters had ordered.

Then the Master pressed another button on the sex machine controls and the dildo began to vibrate madly inside her.

It was too much, it was too much, it was too much. Her whole body was vibrating in time to the sex machine's rubbery thrusting inside her. The clips on her nipples were vibrating so hard that the clips attached to them were just a blur, unseen by her but most definitely felt by her. She moaned and struggled in the ropes as the orgasms built up inside her.

Then a Master with a very stiff cock stepped behind her and shoved his cock up her ass, working it slowly and carefully as she squirmed. Her squirming made it easier for him to enter her, her body constantly moving and letting him slide inside her. He began fucking her up the ass while the sex machine continued its inhuman pleasuring.

“Pwee, maffas, pwee eh ee cum!” Connie cried through her gag, but no Master gave her the permission.

Connie prided herself on her control over her body, but she was only human, and the sex machine was not human. It just kept pumping and pumping the pleasure inside her, and she fought to control it, but the machine and the Master inside her hit the “Too Much” limit and kept going, and then she came and came and came, crying out and writhing desperately in her bonds as the orgasms shuddered through her body.

After a time she hung limp in the ropes, unable to respond any further to the sex machine, and the Master shut it off.

“Girl, you were not given permission to orgasm,” said a deep Master voice. “Thats a whipping.”

“Pwee, no Maffa,” Connie whimpered, because whimpering was about all she was capable of doing at the moment.

The Masters did not heed Connie's pleas. If Connie had really wanted not to be whipped, there was a word she could say, and that word was “Pluterday” or anything that sounded like “Pluterday” and she would immediately be released from her bonds, ungagged so she could tell them exactly what was bothering her, and she would be attended to.

But in the Pluterday Club, “No” did not mean “No,” no matter how heartfelt it might sound. It meant “Yes” like everything else a slavegirl might say other than “Pluterday” and everybody knew it, including Connie.

So they unbound Connie from the suspension, then dragged her over to a whipping post. Knowing Connie was such a bendy girl, they didn't just tie her to it standing and facing the post. They instead sat her on her butt at the base of the post, fastening her hands together behind the wooden post that had been polished smooth by the sweating, squirming bodies of slavegirls, then taking her ankles and raising them up and over her head and then securing them to the post so that she would have had to bring her legs forward had she wanted to wear her ankles as earrings.

And her legs, tucked behind her body like that, once again leaving her in a Viennese oyster position, left her pussy fully exposed.

“Remove her blindfold, I want to see her eyes while I flog her,” came a cool Mistress's voice. Connie winced a little, not because she minded having the blindfold removed, but because it was a woman who was going to be whipping her. Their whippings always hurt the most, because they knew exactly how much a girl could endure, often because they had been whipped themselves. But their floggings also always hurt the best, because they knew exactly where the dividing line between pleasure and pain was.

Masters were always a lot more restrained with the whip, because they didn't know a woman's body like Mistresses did.

Light flooded into Connie's eyes when the blindfold was removed, making her blink and squint. She could barely see a thing.

But she could feel a thing or three, and she shrieked as a five-bladed whip landed right on her tender, exposed pussy, still engorged with pleasure from the sex machine.

The next few minutes were a haze of pain and pleasure as the Mistress used the whip to extract the maximum of both from Connie's body. She squirmed and screamed mindlessly at the post. She was not in control of her body, or anything, she was just a mindless beast screaming under the whip.

Well, not completely mindless. Connie knew in the back of her mind that the whipping would end the moment she screamed “Pluterday” but she was not about to scream “Pluterday.” She was here for the ride, all of it. This was the scary, painful part of the ride, and she enjoyed it in its own way as much as she enjoyed the orgasmic parts of the ride.

She lost track of time as she screamed, along with everything else. At some point it ended, and it took her a few moments to figure out that it had ended.

But then she felt hands gently untying her and caressing her, and they led her to a soft bed where the Mistress who had whipped her slid into the bed with her and petted her and caressed her and she spoke kind words to her and generally comforted her.

It was aftercare, it felt wonderful, and Connie allowed herself to be comforted and cozened and in a little while, she was ready for more. More of what? Whatever there was.

About two hours later everyone had had their fill of sexing and whipping and comforting and drinking and taking drugs and doing all the other things adults did for fun. Honoria soon had a line of pods in front of the club, and Connie rode off in one of them, falling asleep as soon as the car rolled away. When she got to the building that housed her small apartment, she walked in, drained of energy. She had to marshal her energy reserves to make sure her two cats were properly taken care of for the evening, and that was saying something, because Connie was noted for having boundless energy reserves.

Finally, Connie showered, washing the stink of sweat and sex funk off her body, then walked to her bedroom and collapsed on the bed, where her cats Ish and Boo waited to nap with her. She fell asleep almost instantly, a deep, relaxing sleep that would leave her full of energy the next day.

For some women on some planets, that would have been a peak sexual experience. But for Connie, resident of Collar World, it was just another Wednesday.


Chapter Two

LazyMaster Request

”Stand before me and bend over,” Jimmy Cooper growled as he sat on his LazyMaster after-dinner chair, but didn't ease back into it quite yet.

“Yes, Master,” Bonnie Norris whispered, her tone filled with pleasure and heat. She loved after dinner time normally, but tonight was special. She stepped forward and bent over as requested. She was practically naked, wearing nothing but her collar, cuffs and shackles, her waistbelt with the rings, and her favorite lingerie, a strappy black thong that beautifully defined her round ass.

Jimmy's reached down into the bag at the side of the LazyMaster where he kept the playtoys, with his long brown arm with the ropy muscles that Bonnie liked to trace with her fingertips, and pulled out the strap-in vibrator dildo and butt plug set and a tube of lube. He lubed up the dildo and plug while Bonnie's deliciously naked butt waited patiently.

Then Jimmy slipped Bonnie's thong strap aside and shoved the dildo and the plug into Bonnie's ass, watching her squirm and moan as she did so. Her moans of pleasure had a certain urgency to them tonight, and a corner of Jimmy's mouth turned up as he fastened the dildo and plug unit to the rings on Bonnie's waist belt, ensuring that they would not fall out. Then he pressed the “on” button on the vibrator and plugs' remote, and both began buzzing deep within Bonnie's blazing nether regions.

“Bracelets, mine,” Jimmy said absently.

“Yes, Master,” Bonnie practically moaned as the vibrations began working her pussy and ass, which were very receptive. She loved being rendered helpless by her Master.

“Turn and display,” Jimmy ordered after he had her cuffs fastened behind her back, giving Bonnie's round butt a smack just to see her flesh jiggle in the lingerie cage that held it in. He was getting aroused as well, his cock stiffening beneath his shorts.

Bonnie turned and displayed her breasts to her Master. He reached up and undid the clips that held two chains dangling from the collar on either side of her leash ring. Then he licked his finger and began rubbing and gently pinching the nipples at the center of Bonnie's brown aureoles, her generous breasts dangling and making them very easy to reach. Bonnie moaned, her voice urgent with lust, as the nipples distended, firming up under her Master's touch. She moaned even more urgently when he attached the clips at the end of the chain to her nipples, their padded ends squeezing them with a delicious combination of pain and pleasure.

“In my lap, beast,” Jimmy growled.

“Yes, Master,” Bonnie growled. She loved it when he called her beast, as if she were some kind of sex animal, and nothing more. She slid into her Master's lap, moving easily even though her hands were still cuffed behind her back. She'd had a lot of practice doing so. She leaned her head up, looking up at her Master's strong chin and kindly brown eyes with eyes that were smoky with passion as the vibrator did its buzzy work inside her. Her lips were half open, offered to her Master, and when he kissed her she squirmed with pleasure in his lap.

For a few minutes her Master kissed and groped her and made her squirm, his hands roaming her body, enjoying her smooth, supple curves. The sight, smell and feel of her was just too good to believe, and his cock was soon thrusting hard and urgent through his shorts.

Jimmy came up for air and growled, “On your knees, mine.”

“Yes, Master,” Bonnie replied, her voice all hot and breathy. She slid off her Master's lap and knelt before him while he slipped off his shorts and underwear, his cock bobbing up, hard and brown as soon as the shorts were removed.

She looked up at her Master, knowing she must have permission before she could do what she wished to do so much.

“Suck it, mine,” Jimmy growled as he sank back into his chair. “But make sure you cum before I do.”

“Yes, Master,” Bonnie replied, her voice filled with pleasure and gratitude. It would not be at all difficult to obey this particular order -- between the groping and the kissing and the vibrators inside her, she was already on the verge of cumming and the blowjob hadn't even started yet.

Bonnie wasted no time, she pushed into the blowjob V-notch in the center of the LaZBoy and soon had Jimmy's cock in her mouth and was working it vigorously with her tongue and mouth. As she did so, she gazed up at her Master, trying to convey with her big blue eyes her pleasure in her Master's use of her and her worship of him and his cock.

Jimmy gazed down at those wide blue eyes gazing up at his, topped off by her glorious blonde hair, and it was almost as if he had fallen into her eyes. She was so freaking beautiful to start with, but the sight of that gorgeous face with his cock in it was just too much. So he closed his eyes and enjoyed the feel of it, which was wonderfully intense. Bonnie had made a study of learning how to suck her Master's cock, and she knew exactly how to manipulate it. Once she had his cock in her mouth, she was in control, because he was not about to do a thing to bank the stream of pure ecstasy that she sent showering through his mind with that artful tongue of hers.

Bonnie was on the brink of cumming, so she went at her Master hard with her tongue, hoping to time it out so that they orgasmed simultaneously. But she quickly realized she was on the brink of multiple orgasms, so she let herself cum, still sucking her Master's cock as she came. Soon he came, too, groaning and grabbing the back of her head and pressing her into his cock as the orgasms still roiled through her mind.

Afterward, she licked his cock clean and he pressed the ball that dangled from her collar into her mouth, then pulled her up into his lap and wrapped her in his strong arms.

Then they just lay and cuddled while she drooled on his chest, snuggling against him, enjoying the sensation of his strong arms around her, and her tiny self helpless and safe there, her hands still bound behind her back.

After a time, Jimmy pulled the gag out of her mouth and said, “Well, mine, what is it that you want?”

“Oh, I already got it,” she said smugly, nuzzling gently against his chest.

“C'mon, I know the difference between a “blowjob blowjob” and a “want something blowjob,” and that was definitely a want something blowjob”,” Jimmy said authoritatively.

“Well, Master there was this one little thing,” said Bonnie. Her Master had found her out, as she had intended. “I want to do a Crazy Aunt on Connie.”

“Ah,” Jimmy said.

“And I would like your backing,” she added.

Jimmy nodded.

It's going to be quite an imposition on Connie,” said Jimmy. “It might get you estranged from her if it goes badly.”

“Yeah, but I love Connie, and I want her to have a loving Master like I do, and dammit, she doesn't,” said Bonnie. “She has never experienced Collar Climax, and she so deserves to, she's such a wonderful person.”

“No argument there,” said Jimmy, nodding. “Your sister is someone special. Which might be why she's never had a collaring that stuck. It just might take someone special to collar her and make it stick. Which is probably why she hasn't been collared yet.”

“Oh, collaring has a way of evening things out, my Master,” said Bonnie. “I know people who thought you and I would never work out, and look at us, happy as can be.”

“All right, mine, you got me there,” said Jimmy. “Can't argue with success. And I guess a good collaring is worth taking some risks for … that's what I told myself when I collared you, anyway. And as you say, look how that turned out.”

“Exactly, Master, it's worth it to try, and I have found EXACTLY the right Scary Uncle for her!” said Bonnie. “He's a mathematician, a very bright fellow, but never collared his own girl, just does the Free Use girls, you know. He's supposedly done some wonderful work with Fourier transformations.”

“Fourier transformations?” Jimmy asked. “Why didn't you say so? Anybody could see that a man that can handle Fourier transformations can handle a woman like Connie.”

“You have no idea what a Fourier transformation is, do you, Master?” Bonnie asked.

“Of COURSE I have no idea what a Fourier transformation is, mine,” said Jimmy with a grin. “But it does sound very mathematical.”

“I have no idea what a Fourier transformation is myself, Master,” said Bonnie. “The point is, he's very dedicated, just like Connie, and even though they're dedicated in different ways, that should give them common ground to get along and make that collar stick.”

“Ah, I see, you have given this a lot of thought, mine,” said Jimmy.

“Yes, Master,” Bonnie replied.

“Well, there's a reason that they only allow those who are close to a person to declare them a Crazy Aunt or a Scary Uncle,” said Jimmy. “And you do love your sister. So yeah, go for it. I'll back you.”

“Thank you, my Master,” said Bonnie. “You won't be sorry.”

“Mom!” came a girl's voice from outside the study, small and determined. “Billy is doing the Cookie Monster thing again!”

“Cookie Monster thing?” Jimmy asked Bonnie.

“It's complicated and silly,” sighed Bonnie.

“Better take care of it,” said Jimmy, undoing the sex harness from Bonnie's waist. “But you WILL remind her that she did this sort of thing when she's older, and thoroughly embarrass her!”

“Oh, you've got that right, Master,” said Bonnie as she unfastened the nipple clips.


Chapter Three

Collartunity

“And so we see that all quest stories are about calls to adventure and how the protagonists respond to it,” said Connie Nelson as she wound up the English Literature class, substituting for Inikio Vitales, who had called in ill. “There are a number of stereotypical responses to the call: the Reluctant Hero, the Prince's Quest, which is a coming of age story, the Collar Seeker, the Warrior At Work, and others. Now …”

The bell rang, the class was over.

“Remember Inikio wants a critique of ”The Slavegirl Thief” by Friday!” Connie shouted as the kids headed out the door. She sighed and adjusted her crop top. In a few minutes she'd be naked, and that would be good. Even a crop top T-shirt and shorts got tiresome over an eight hour day.

Fortunately, the weekend was here, four days of bliss with no work at all.

Now she could take off the Calumet College collar and put on the Free Use collar and go out drinking to see who she could meet. She was feeling a tad adventurous after talking about adventure all day. Nothing like fucking a stranger on the street to get the old hormones cranking. She longed to feel her hands pinioned behind her back while in a strange man's arms.

Connie was doing the last bit of paperwork when two men walked into the classroom and walked over to her.

“Connie Nelson?” the taller of the two asked as the other man dragged in a tall cage.

“Yes?” Connie asked. The men were dressed in uniforms that said, “Collartunity!” on the back and over the shirt pocket. The word “Jeff” appeared over the tall man's pocket, the other man's pocket said “Walter.”

“We've got an authorization for a Forcible Collaring,” said Jeff, whipping out a form. “If you are agreeable, sign at the X.”

“Let me just give this a read,” said Connie coolly. This felt like a prank by one of her fellow teachers, probably Miriam. But as she read the form, she became alarmed. It was not a prank. It was for real. A Forcible Collaring!

“I've been Crazy Aunted?” Connie cried, giving Jeff a hard look.

“That's not the correct terminology,” said Jeff. “But yes. Just sign, please, and we'll get you all crated up and delivered to your Master. Oh … and of course, you'll have to put on his collar,” he added, pulling a shiny collar out of his pocket and dangling it before Connie as if he were displaying a treat to a dog.

Connie eyed the collar thoughtfully. She'd been thinking about settling down with a single Master more frequently of late. The Free Use collar and the Pluterday Club were fun, but she'd played just about every variation on the theme of “fucking a stranger” there was, and there were a LOT of them.

She remembered the giddy excitement of her first few Free Use adventures, that sense that anything could and would happen.

Nowadays when she walked into a bar with her Free Use collar around her neck, she could tell almost at a glance who she'd probably get dragged out and fucked by, and what it would be like. Men could be so predictable.

But … she'd never been Crazy Aunted before. Had to be Bonnie's doing. Bonnie loved her she knew, though sometimes she pushed the Big Sister thing a little too far.

Still, this could be an adventure, and didn't she want one? It might turn out to be the adventure of a lifetime.

Or it could turn out to be a HUGE pain in the ass. And probably would turn out to be just that, because the odds against Bonnie having found a Scary Uncle that was just right for her were very high. And a Crazy Aunting that went badly was no fun at all. There had certainly been PLENTY of dramas, comedies and occasionally real life news stories about that.

Connie sighed, looked at the form before her and gave them a last look. Standard collaring boilerplate. No permanent harm, physical or mental, safewords respected, she is to obey at all times so long as rules are not broken, yada-yada-yada, yakety yak. Booo-ring. She picked up the pen and signed the papers. She was ready to roll some dice, dammit. It was her choice, and she was making it, she would not blame Bonnie for a decision that was ultimately hers.

Actually, she would blame Bonnie. That was a big part of the appeal of going along with the Crazy Aunting.

“Very good, girl,” said Jeff, taking the document and tearing off the copy sheet and leaving it on Connie's desk so people would know what had happened to her.

“Remove your current collar and all your clothing, girl,” ordered Jeff. His tone had become commanding. When she'd signed the paper, Connie had stopped being a free Mistresss to him, she was now just property slated for delivery.

Connie promptly removed her collar, then took off her shoes, shorts and T-shirt. She was now just a naked woman, not a teacher at Calumet College.

Jeff stood before her and held the new collar before her.

“Read the inscription out loud,” he ordered.

“Yes, Master,” said Connie, very ready to be Mastered. “It says, “Property of Kevin Patterson.”

”Correct,” said Jeff. ”By the authority vested in me as a deliveryman for Collartunity, the United Colonies' foremost corporate kidnapper of slavegirls, I hereby collar you on behalf of Kevin Patterson, to serve him as his slavegirl in all ways.”

With those words, Jeff fastened the collar around Connie's neck. She felt the cool metal resting there, and heard the click! as it locked in place, and felt a thrill. Because she didn't have the key to this collar. It was a real collar. She belonged to someone. And she didn't even know who. All she had was a name.

“Hood time,” said Jeff, reaching into a box inside the cage that Walter had rolled in, pulling out a standard leather slavegirl hood.

“Open wide,” Jeff ordered, and Connie opened her mouth wide while Jeff shoved a cock gag into it, not a long one, but a thick one that would muffle her speech very effectively. Then Jeff pulled the hood over Connie's head and cinched it tight at the neck, but not so tight that it interfered with her breathing. It was not coming off until the buckle at the base was undone, though.

Connie stared into the darkness, her tongue playing absently at the soft plastic of the cock gag. They were getting her in the mood, she supposed.

“Bracelets,” said the now unseen Jeff, and Connie extended her arms in front of her, parallel, and felt Jeff fastening cuffs around her wrists, which he then linked together behind her back. Standard stuff, really.

“Shackles,” said Jeff.

“Yes, Master,” said Connie and she rose from her seat. She did so gracefully -- she had been cuffed in a variety of ways by various Masters in her time as a Free Use girl and done a variety of things while cuffed, some of them requiring a certain amount of bendiness.

Jeff put a hand on her shoulder and helped guide her to the floor as she seated herself, then lay on her back and extended her feet into the air above her for Jeff's convenience. She felt the metallic feel of the shackles on her shins as Jeff locked them in place just above her ankles. He did not fasten them together however.

”On your feet, girl,” Jeff ordered, and Connie lowered her legs and rolled to her feet, Jeff's hand once again on her shoulder. It wasn't necessarily solicitude on her behalf, Connie realized -- Jeff probably just didn't want to damage the merchandise in transit.

Jeff moved Connie about by her hips, until she felt the edge of her desk against her thighs.

”Bend over,” he ordered, and Connie bent over the desk until she felt her pendulous breasts pillow against it. Was Jeff feeling a little frisky? Was he going to fuck her right here, right now, in her classroom?

Connie would have been all right with that. All the hooding and cuffing and gagging had her pussy wet and ready. Which was a good thing, because what Jeff actually did was slide a huge vibrator into her pussy and then a buttplug into her butt. Then he fastened a belt around her waist and attached the plugs to the belt via straps. Then he did something and the vibrator inside her pussy began to vibrate.

Apparently she was to be delivered hot, wet and ready to serve. Standard Crazy Aunt delivery protocol.

That worked for Connie, except for being a Crazy Aunt. She really didnt' think she was a Crazy Aunt.

Connie felt Jeff fumbling about with her collar, then she felt something dangling from the ring at its front. She was leashed. She moaned a little. All of this was so hot.

“Heel, girl,” said Jeff, and he led her a short distance to the cage.

“Turn around,” Jeff ordered once she was in the cage, and Connie complied. She was feeling oh, so submissive and very compliant.

“Sit,” said Jeff, and Connie sat down, absolutely confident that there would be a seat to sit down on. And there was, a well-padded shelf of leather. Once she was seated, Jeff belted her in place on it. He also chained her collar to one of the cage bars, and chained each ankle shackle to a wrist cage. When he was through, Connie could barely move, but she could squirm. And she HAD to squirm, with that vibrator working relentlessly inside her.

Connie heard the cage door swing shut and then she could feel the cage rolling on the wheels at its base. She was being delivered. She was eventually rolled into the back of a truck and she heard the engine crank to life and she was off and rolling. She was absolutely helpless on her perch and had no way to compensate as the truck turned, accelerated or braked, but she didn't need any, because her bonds held her perfectly in place.

Unfortunately, the vibrator still did its buzzy work inside her, and soon she was moaning and squirming helplessly in her bonds as the truck rolled.

Then, just as she was building up to a tremendous orgasm, the vibrator stopped. It went absolutely still. And her driving orgasm slowly bubbled away while she squirmed on the seat, her moans now pure frustration.

Then, while her pussy was still hot but no longer on the ramp up to orgasm, the vibrator turned back on, and once again she was on the elevator to ecstasy. And once again, just as it seemed as if she had arrived at the top floor and was about to get off, the vibrator stopped again, and the elevator slowly descended. Then when she was out of range of relief, the vibrator cut back on, and back up she went.

And that's when she realized that there was either a sensor in the vibrator that was shutting it down when she got too close to orgasm, or perhaps someone was watching her, shutting it down when she looked pre-orgasmic, but turning it back on when she got too hot.

Either way, she was meant to arrive at her owner's house seething with passion, ready for use.

Eventually the truck stopped and she was rolled out and then rolled a short distance along a rough surface that had a bump in it at regular intervals. A sidewalk, probably. Finally, she was briefly hoisted into the air and then she heard some knocking.

Like, on a door. She guessed they were at her new owner's house. If he'd have her. He had to accept delivery of her, or the Crazy Aunt/Scary Uncle match (as EVERYBODY called them, no matter what the deliveryman liked to call them) would not occur.

“Hello,” came a man's voice. It was deep and rich, but strangely neutral in tone.

“Hi, we're Collartunity delivery services, with a delivery for Kevin Patterson,” Connie heard Jeff saying.

“I'm Kevin Patterson,” said the voice, “but I haven't ordered any slavegirls.”

“We understand that, sir,” said Jeff. “If you'll just read this, I think you'll understand.”

Listening, Connie could almost see Jeff handing over a slip of the same general sort he'd handed to her earlier.

“I've been Scary Uncled?” Connie heard the voice say, in a voice that was mildly irate but also mildly amused. Connie was probably reading too much into the voice, but it was all she had to go on inside the hood.

Whoever he was, she wanted him to fuck her so bad. Damn vibrator. At least they'd turned it off during the exit from the truck. But she still needed to be fucked, and badly. And from all she's seen and heard about Crazy Aunt/Scary Uncle matches, that's how she'd be fucked -- badly.

“That's not the correct terminology, but yes,” said Jeff. He said that a lot, she could tell.

“Oh, that's the exactly correct term, everybody uses it,” the voice said. There was a certain brutal directness to it that Connie kind of liked. “And the woman in the cage is therefore a Crazy Aunt.”

“Mmmgh!” Connie cried in protest, scowling inside the hood at being called a Crazy Aunt while hooded and gagged and bound and totally not able to argue about it. It was infuriating.

“Will you sign and accept her, sir?” asked Jeff, sounding very sure of himself. “Or should we take her home?”

“Oh, I guess I'll take her,” said the voice in the most ungracious way possible. “Weekend's here, and you know, free sex.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Jeff, and Connie realized the man, undoubtedly Kevin Patterson, had signed the papers. Just like that, Connie belonged to him.

It gave her the hot warm fuzzies, the generally accepted if not scientific term for the combination of sexual anticipation/pleasure and triumph slavegirls often felt when a Master accepts them.

There was also a sense of fear that underlaid it, which only added to the sexual pleasure. it felt great, altogether.

“Where would you like us to put her, sir?” asked Jeff.

“Just bring her in the foyer and leave her there,” said the Patterson voice. She felt like a piece of furniture as she was wheeled in, and she might as well have been one, under the circumstances.

“Here's her keys and the remote to her vibrator,” said Jeff. “If you'll just leave the cage outside your front door when you're through with it, we'll pick it up later.”

“That'll be fine,” said Kevin.

“Enjoy your new girl, sir,” said Jeff, and Connie heard footsteps leaving and realized she was alone with her new Master, whoever he was.


Chapter Four

It was so delicious to be led like this

Oh, sure, she knew his name, but that meant next to nothing. What sort of person was he? That was the question she wondered about as she sat naked, gagged and chained in the cage, totally at his mercy.

And yet, that was exactly where she wanted to be. She was loving the hell out of all of this, scary as it was at times. In fact, that underlying frisson of fear was what made it fun. It was an adventure, dammit!

Kevin stared at the woman who was suddenly in his house and maybe in his life and didn't know what to think. This was so unexpected. He had anticipated spending the next four days working on his latest set of transformations. He had come across them unexpectedly in the course of an earlier set of transformations, and they'd set his mind afire with excitement. If he could work them out properly, they'd be elegant, simple and true, and also useful in defining boundary states, which would have all sorts of real-world applications, which would earn him more cred in the mathematical community, and he loved that more than anything.

But now he had a naked women to deal with. It felt like an imposition. Whoever had Scary Uncled him had probably meant well, but dammit, he was a mathematician. He didn't have time for a woman.

Still, she was so beautiful. And so naked, and so helpless. And those breasts of hers, so perky and so large, hanging in the air in front of her. And those smooth, round hips of hers. And that body, looking so fit and capable. No telling what her face looked like inside that hood, but if it was anything like her body, whoever she was, it would be pretty enough.

He was still mad at himself for signing the papers. He should have turned her away. it hadn't been HIS idea to have her stripped and caged and brought to his house, any more than it had been HER idea, he supposed.

Still, it was a damned imposition, and he'd accepted it, though he wasn't sure why. Had no idea why. It was very puzzling.

But still, here she was. Might as well deal with her, whoever she was.

Connie felt hands fumbling at her bonds and she realized that Kevin was in the cage with her.

“So, you're a Crazy Aunt,” Kevin said thoughtfully as he freed Connie from the bonds that held her to the cage. “I bet you're a handful. Of course, somebody has called me a Scary Uncle, and I'm not scary at all. I mean, to me. Obviously, SOMEBODY thinks I'm scary.”

Inside the hood, Connie's lips curled around the cock gag in a wry smile. She had been described as “a handful” on more than one occasion. She was pretty sure that it took more than that to merit being called a Crazy Aunt, though.

“Let's get you warmed up, girl,” said Kevin, and Connie felt the vibrator inside her come to life.

“Out you go, girl,” said Kevin, and she felt a tug on her leash, guiding her out of the cage, her wrist cuffs still linked behind her, the hood still on her head, and the vibrator and plug still belted inside her.

She followed along with small, careful steps, and Kevin kept his pace slow to suit her, since she could not see.

It was so delicious to be led like this, unseeing, into someone's home, leashed and totally helpless, just a female animal. If she looked half as sexy as she felt, she should be melting Kevin's brain.

“Stop,” she heard Kevin's voice say, and she stopped. “You're standing in front of a sofa. Lay down on it. I'll guide you.”

And she felt Kevin's hand on her shoulder and another one on her hip, and she stepped forward until she felt the edge of the sofa on her shins. With this feedback about its location, she bent forward and half fell, half rolled into it.

It took some shifting and rolling but in a moment she was lying on her back on the sofa, feeling very helpless and exposed and … ready.

Kevin looked down at the naked woman sprawled on the couch. He'd been thinking of leaving her there. But seeing her naked body with her legs spread wide and that vibrator at work between her labia, he suddenly had no intention of ignoring her. If he ever had. He suddenly had a pretty good idea why he'd signed that paper. Simple horniness. He was a mathematician, but sometimes he forgot that he was a man as well. Signing the papers against his better judgment had been his subconscious telling him it had been a while since he'd fucked a woman. Served him right for being so oblivious to his own needs. He should have known better.

“Now let's see what we have here,” she heard Kevin say, and then she felt his hand caressing her body. The caresses went very well with the vibrations coming up from her pussy. Helpless and blind, she quickly and easily gave in to the sensations, moaning softly and writhing with pleasure.

She felt his fingers, then his lips playing with her nipples, sending streams of pleasure straight to her brain. Inside the cocoon that was the hood, she felt the orgasms building again.

“Oh, I'm getting jealous of this bad boy,” she heard Kevin say, and a moment later she felt his hands working the straps of the vibrator. Soon he pulled the vibrator loose from the belt, though he left the butt plug in place.

She made a tiny, inarticulate cry of pleasure as the vibrator slid out of her, setting her pussy on fire. She was cumming! She was cumming! And the cumming kept happening!

Then Kevin climbed atop her and she felt his cock thrusting at her pussy. In a moment it was in. It slid in easily and quickly, as she was quite wet. She cried out with pleasure beneath him.

Kevin her her cries of pleasure, muffled by her gag, and they were as arousing to him as the sight of her body squirming on the sofa. He thrust into her with renewed vigor, and felt her body yielding eagerly to him, just like a free-use slut in heat.

And he did love a free-use slut in heat. He rammed her harder, opening up to full fucking machine.

“Uh, ah!” Connie mumbled in ecstasy through the gag as Kevin's cock took up where the vibrator had left off. She was just an orgasmic beast squirming beneath Kevin, unable to help herself, and uninterested in doing so, anyway. This was wonderful!

Kevin ordinarily prided himself on his self-control where fucking a slut was concerned. He loved to hear them beg him for mercy, not because they were orgasming, but because they were tired. He was just that into control.

But it had been a long time, and Kevin was very aroused, and didn't see any reason why he should have to fight off his own arousal for a Crazy Aunt. So when he was ready to cum, he came, groaning and crying out and lying still atop her.

Connie felt him cum and she relaxed, though an orgasm was still bubbling through her body, and she let it, squirming gently beneath him until it was completed, then laying there, as still and sated as her Master.

Oh. She'd thought of him as her Master in “that way.” That didn't happen often. Quite rarely, in fact.


Chapter Five

The Grand Tour

Kevin snuggled comfortably with his new girl for a while, but eventually he got bored of it. He'd had his way with her, now mathematics called!

He climbed off her and sat at the edge of the sofa.

“On your stomach, girl,” he ordered.

“Yeff, maffa,” said Connie, getting a little surge of wet and woozy. It was the first time she'd said “Yes, Master,” to him. She wondered if he was going to use her ass now. She'd been sure he'd cum earlier, but maybe not.

She rolled over easily and quickly with her hands cuffed behind her back. She'd had plenty of practice doing that.

Then she felt his hands at her wrists.

“There ya go,” said Kevin. “Sit up and take that hood off your head and let's have a look at you.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Connie said. She rolled to a sitting position on the sofa she still had not seen, though she knew very well it had fake leather upholstery and was quite large. She unbuckled the strap at the base of her throat, then pulled off the hood. The cock gag came out as she did so, being built into the hood. She hoped Master had intended for that to happen.

As soon as the hood was off her head she brushed at her with her hands, knowing she would have a bad case of “hood hair” after having worn the hood for so long.

She blinked in the light as her eyes adjusted to having some light to see with.

Kevin saw a burst of glorious auburn hair as the hood came off, a firm jaw and full lips from the side, then she turned her head to look at him. He saw a pretty woman in her late twenties, maybe early thirties, it was hard to tell. Her lips were full and red and her eyes were cornflower blue and her skin was pale and pink and glowed with health and vitality.

Connie turned her head and saw a man in his early thirties. He had a lean, strong body, but not with bulgy muscles. He looked like he might be a runner or something. He had dark, tanned skin and wavy, close-cropped black hair. He was handsome in a standardized sort of way, straight nose, thin lips, big brown eyes.

He had deep lines on his forehead and around his eyes. She hoped he wasn't a worrier. They were the worst Masters. You couldn't help them much, and after a while, you didn't want to.

“I'm Kevin Patterson,” he said. “What are you called?”

“Whatever Master likes,” said Connie.

“Sure, but what's your birth name?” Kevin asked.

“Connie Nelson, Master,” said Connie.

“Connie will do just fine, then,” said Kevin. “You are Connie, a Crazy Aunt slavegirl.”

“Yes, and you are a Scary Uncle Master,” said Connie.

“Yes, I am,” said Kevin, smiling. “I'm pretty sure my sister did that to me.”

“It was my sister that did it to me, I'm sure, Master,” said Connie. “It's always the sister.”

Kevin nodded in agreement. Everybody knew that when people got identified as Scary Uncles and Crazy Aunts, it was always their sisters that did it. It was just the way things tended to work out.

“You don't seem like a Crazy Aunt sort,” Kevin said.

“What's that supposed to mean, Master?” Connie asked.

“You know,” he answered. “You seem kind of calm and collected. You haven't thrown anything at me yet.”

“”Don't get cocky, I've had my hands cuffed behind my back until quite recently, Master,” Connie said sweetly.

“Good point,” Kevin said, smiling.

He sat there for a moment, smiling at her, wondering what to say. He was not particularly good at saying things to people, particularly women. He could say that, but he did not. Let her figure it out.

“So, Master, quite a place you have here,” said Connie, gazing about the room. It was large, and seemed even larger because it was largely empty. There was this big sofa with two end tables, a couple of big comfy chairs in profile to it, and opposite the sofa, a large screen hung on the wall. In the center was a small coffee table.

There was nothing else in the room, no fixtures, no litter, no shelves, no tsotchkes, no anything. It looked more like an empty hotel room than a room anyone lived in.

“Yes, well, this is where I meet guests,” said Kevin, nodding. He brightened. “I suppose I should give you the grand tour.”

“That would be wonderful, if you so desire, Master,” said Connie. Of course he should give her the grand tour, it was customary to do so when you got a new slavegirl in the house. How else was she to know what was where?

“Heel, girl,” Kevin said, grabbing Connie's leash. “You've seen the living room.”

“Yes, Master,” said Connie formally. Kevin led her through a door way at the far end of the room.

“The kitchen,” he said, waving his hands around. Connie looked at it. Very nice fixtures, a nice big fridge, an electric oven, a coffee maker, a microwave, a sink, a dishwasher and plenty of cabinets. There were a couple of dirty dishes in the sink, and nothing on the counter. It was not really a clean-looking kitchen though. Mostly it looked disused.

“Master eats out a lot,” Connie observed.

“Mostly I have food delivered,” said Kevin, nodding. “But I do eat out sometimes. Don't do a lot of cooking. Do you cook?”

“Yes,” said Connie, “but I also enjoy eating out.”

“Let me get my account hooked up to your collar,” said Kevin.

“Perhaps another time, Master, I appreciate the thought, and the trust, but …” Connie said, knowing it generally took her half an hour to get her account hooked up to whatever collar she was wearing.

“Done,” said Kevin, who had whipped out a tablet and completed the operation in a few seconds.

“Really, Master?” asked Connie.

“Yes, indeed,” Kevin said smugly. “Math is my thing, long strings of numbers are natural to me.”

“Ah,” said Connie, nodding. “Very impressive, Master.” And she meant it. She hated long strings of numbers, she could never get them right.

“Now if you want to get something to cook or to cook with, just get it,” said Kevin.

“Yes, Master,” Connie said. “Or I could just go to my place and bring over some of my stuff.”

“Whatever works for you,” Kevin said, nodding. Connie got a distinct impression that these matters were of supreme disinterest to Kevin.

“What kind of foods does Master like?” Connie asked.

“I dunno, just about everything,” said Kevin.

“I did not know, Master,” said Connie. “Italian, Chinese, burgers, Mexican, all the same to you?”

“Pretty much,” said Kevin, nodding. ”The important thing is to have lots of coffee and trail mix on hand.”

“Coffee and trail mix, Master?” Connie asked.

“It's mostly what I eat,” said Kevin shrugging. “Keeps me alive, I guess.”

“Ah, yes, Master,” said Connie. She was beginning to get a feel for what made Kevin a Scary Uncle. “Food is just fuel to you.”

“Exactly so,” said Kevin.

It was not a promising start, Connie thought. Kevin did not sound very sensual at all, with regard to eating. Plus, he did not seem very aware in terms of nutrition. Nutrition was important to Connie.

They moved deeper into the house.

“My study,” said Kevin. The study was very different from the other rooms, it looked lived in, very lived in. For one thing, three of the walls had whiteboards on them, surrounding the desk that sat at the center of the room. Each whiteboard was filled with long rows of mathematical notations. Connie had no idea what they meant, but she was certain they'd all been written by Kevin, and over a long period of time.

The desk had papers full of mathematical notations, some pencils, a blank pad, an empty coffee mug and a bowl with some remnants of trail mix in it. There was a computer keyboard and monitor, and a scientific calculator. There was also a telephone sitting on the desk, a large, archaic model with a tiny screen and a big number pad.

The desk was massive, wooden, chipped and torn here and there. The chair opposite the desk was huge and heavily padded. Its armrests were a mess, torn and battered. It looked lived in.

“This is where you spend most of your time when you are home?” Connie asked.

“Yes,” said Kevin.

“You must love math,” she observed.

“I do,” said Kevin. “How did you know?”

“This room would be terribly boring to anyone who did not love math, Master,” said Connie.

“Yes, I imagine it would, girl,” said Kevin. “Most women who've seen it just say it's dull and needs some knicknacks, whatnot, maybe a big screen to visually enliven it.”

“Not at all,” said Connie. ”They would distract from the math. And this room is all about the math.”

“Exactly!” said Kevin, beaming. “You're the first person that got that without being told.”

“I understand,” said Connie. “I am the same way myself when I am meditating. I want no distractions.”

“You meditate?” Kevin asked.

“I teach it,” said Connie. “I study it when I get the chance. I am a gymnastics and wrestling coach. Also, volleyball. But mostly gymnastics.”

“Ah, well good,” said Kevin. “Because I hate being disturbed when I'm doing math, and most women just do not get that. In fact, I'll ask you not to enter this room when I'm not in it, and when I am in it, you don't talk to me or disturb me. My math requires absolute concentration, and when I enter the zone of absolute concentration, I do not like to leave it.”

“It's called a fugue state, Master, I understand,” Connie said.

“That can go on for hours,” said Kevin warningly.

“Yes, fugue states are like that,” said Connie. “I enter them, too, when I meditate. It's all right. Really.”

“Ah,” said Kevin, looking distrustful. “I am glad. A lot of people have found my fugue states annoying, for some reason. But it's how my work gets done.”

“They wanted your attention while you were in a fugue state, and you got annoyed,” said Connie.

“Yes, I guess,” said Kevin.

“I can do without your attention when you are in a fugue state, Master,” said Connie. She could do without his attention for the rest of her life, if it came to that. But she didn't say that.

“Even when it lasts for half the weekend?” asked Kevin.

“You have fugue states that last for two days at a stretch?” Connie asked. It was her turn to look disbelieving.

“Well, maybe not two whole days, but they can take up most of the day for two days in succession.”

“I will find ways to occupy my time, Master,” said Connie dryly.

“Is that a threat or a promise?” Kevin asked.

“That remains to be seen,” said Connie with her most enigmatic smile.

The rest of the house consisted of three unoccupied bedrooms, spare and empty and with a light coating of dust over everything. There was also a large, empty room with huge dormer windows along one wall. It was by far the nicest room in the house.

“The music room,” said Kevin.

“It would make a nice play room,” Connie observed.

“Ah,” said Kevin. “You mean with the toys and the specialty furniture?”

“Yes,” Connie said. “I've got some nice pieces that would work very well in this room.”

“You're taking over my house,” Kevin said.

“Somebody should,” said Connie. ”I'm betting the only rooms you use are the bedroom, the bathroom and the study.”

“Well … yes,” said Kevin. “But it's still all mine.”

“Are you familiar with the poem 'Stopping By The Roadside On A Snowy Evening” by Robert Frost?” Connie asked.

“Not really,” said Kevin.

“The first four lines are:

“Whose woods these are I think I know

His house is in the village though

He will not see my stopping by

To watch his woods fill up with snow,” said Connie. “Sound familar?”

“Yes,” said Kevin. “I've heard the poem, just don't remember much about it.”

“It's OK,” said Connie. “I did an analysis of it. I also teach English and Literature as substitute teacher, where necessary. It's a poem about ownership. The man who owns the woods lives in the village … he does not see them fill up with snow, or probably in the spring when the waters flow, or in fall when the leaves turn. The narrator does see the woods, though. He appreciates and understand them, probably in ways the owner doesn't. In that sense, the narrator owns the woods. He gets the value of them as woods, even if he does not have legal title to them. He extracts value from the woods, in the form of aesthetic pleasure.”

“Ah,” said Kevin. “So I own the study in this house, maybe not the rest of it?”

“The study, the bedroom you sleep in, and the bathroom you use,” said Connie. “I could turn this house into a really lovely, wonderful place.”

“I'm not going to get much math done with renovators traipsing about all day,” said Kevin.

“Of course not, and keeping those fugue states going is what is important to you,” said Connie “I get that. But this house doesn't need renovating. It needs decor, that's all. That might require movers, and we can probably schedule that for when you're not home. I assume you have to spend some time out of the house.”

“I teach two classes in advanced math and physics twice a week,” said Kevin.

“Perfect,” said Connie. “How are you fixed for money?”

“I do all right,” said Kevin.

“Bullshit, Master,” said Connie. “I'm a college level athletic coach who regularly fields winning teams, and I'm crammed into an apartment the entirety of which would fit inside your fucking music room, and most people would say I'm doing all right. Now, either you inherited this house tax free, or you're doing way more than all right.”

“Many of the mathematical equations I've developed have turned out to have important applications in computer science, mapping, that sort of thing,” said Kevin. “They tend to have long strings of numbers with dollar signs in front of them, eventually. Did I mention that I'm good with long strings of numbers?”

“You did,” said Connie. “So some of those long strings of numbers got attached to your bank account.”

“Exactly,” said Kevin.

“But you don't care because you don't need the money,” said Connie. “All you want are the quiet and the privacy and the fugue states.”

“Exactly,” said Kevin. He was beginning to see what made Connie a Crazy Aunt. She was already talking about him and the house as if she owned both. But he felt strangely OK with it, maybe because she was talking like someone who took good care of that which she owned.

Of course, if the collar became permanent, he would own her, but “owning” was a very slippery concept when it came to collars.

“Don't you think we're moving a little fast here?” Kevin asked.

“Not at all,” said Connie. “It probably seems fast to you but after so many years in a Free Use collar, I've developed a knack for figuring things out fast.”

“Maybe it seems fast to me because it is, objectively, fast,” Kevin said.

Connie thought for a minute.

“You may be right,” she said.

“Possibly,” Kevin said dryly.

“What difference does it make, though?” said Connie. “As I understand it, these Scary Uncle/Crazy Aunt things function as temporary collars. So what the hell, let's give it a shot, see if we can stand on another. What have we got to lose?”

Our tenuous holds on sanity?” Kevin asked.

“Exactly,” said Connie. “Nothing, in short!”

Kevin had to laugh. And so it began.


Chapter Six

Let Mr. Long Strings Of Numbers handle it.

“What do you mean, a cat?” Kevin growled.

“Well, actually, two of them,” said Connie.

“TWO cats?” Kevin exclaimed, as if this was the most unheard of thing he had ever heard of. “You didn't mention any animals.”

“Well you never asked,” replied Connie. “Nobody ever asked. I just got caged up and shipped to you, naked and in binds. If someone had asked about cats, I would certainly have told them!”

“And you signed up for it!” said Kevin.

“And you signed up for me!” responded Connie.

“Mm, so I did,” said Kevin. “Well, keep them out of the study and the bedroom. And put their litter box in the basement. That's all on you, I don't want them stinking up the house.”

“Oh, there'll be no problem there,” said Connie. “Ishmael is fixed and Madame Bovary is neutered.”

“Ishmael and Bovary?” asked Kevin.

“I just call them Ish and Boo,” said Connie.

“Ish and Boo,” said Kevin. “I'll look forward to not seeing them much.”

“Yes, Master,” Connie said. She did feel slightly sorry for springing the cats on Kevin, but she wasn't about to leave them. They had provided her more emotional support than any man ever had.

With permission from Kevin obtained, Connie put Ish and Boo in the car and headed over to her new home. She didn't know how long she'd be there, but if it didn't work out, well, it's not like she didn't already know how to live in a cramped apartment on a coach's salary.

It was almost depressing how easily Kevin's house swallowed up all her stuff. She hadn't been exaggerating by much when she'd said her whole apartment would fit inside the music room easily.

Then again, Kevin had not made much use of the house. The kitchen cupboards were shockingly bare. He didn't have a rack for his eating utensils, just a couple of knives and forks tossed into one of the drawers. He had maybe three plates and as many bowls, cups, plates and glasses. He had a frying pan and pot with a lid. Neither showed any signs of use. Everything he owned could have comfortably fit in one cabinet.

When Connie got her kitchen stuff in, all the cabinets had something in them, though none were full except the one for glasses and mugs.

The refrigerator had been as little used as the cabinetry. There was a old jar of peanut butter. A really disgusting lime. A gallon of milk Kevin used for coffee, unspoiled, she was glad to see. A bottle of teriyaki sauce and several soft drink cans. Some old ketchup and duck sauce packets. Really old, Connie suspected. She threw them out.

Connie took note of the coffee brand her Master liked (she liked thinking of him as her Master, even if it was temporary for the moment) and the trail mix he liked, then ran off to the grocery store and filled a shopping cart or two with foodstuffs. She bought better coffee and trail mix than his favorites, which he had way too much of. He drank coffee that came in bottles, ground probably a year ago, fresh for another year according to the label, but Connie figured coffee that was already that stale wouldn't get a hell of a lot staler. It was just get moldy.

She very nearly forgot and paid for the groceries herself, but the unusually large bill reminded her she was buying for her Master, and she charged the groceries to her collar. Let Mr. Long Strings Of Numbers handle it.

Even as she worked to upgrade her new Master's kitchen, Connie understood that Kevin would not realize what an improvement she would be making in his diet. He was not oriented toward food, nutrition or sensuality at all, except for sexual sensuality. Like all men, he had a powerful sexual urge going. That first taking of her had been so raw and so good. He had not waited or prevaricated or anything like that, he'd just taken her out of sheer animal need, she could feel it in his thrusting, hear it in his voice.

And her own needs had responded to his. It had been wonderful.

She needed to bring that out in her new Master. And she filled the music room with toys that should help with that.


Chapter Seven

The natterings of the lovestruck

She did put in a call to her sister.

“Well, Bonnie, this is another fine mess you've gotten me into,” said Connie as soon as she was alone in the room she had chosen as hers. It was the nicest bedroom in the house, far nicer than the bedroom her Master had picked as his own. it was larger and had some wonderful floor to ceiling windows.

Master's room was immediately adjacent to the study, that was why he'd picked it, Connie was sure. She had been dead right about him abandoning the house other than his personal room. He would have done better in an apartment, except then there would be neighbors, and he was clearly not one to take neighbors gracefully.

“What do you mean, sis?” Bonnie asked.

“You know damn well what I mean, you Crazy Aunted me, you incredible busybody,” Connie growled. “I was just calling to thank you for that. Nothing like finishing up your last class of the day then being bound and gagged and hauled off naked to some strangers house.”

“You loved it!” said Bonnie. “It sounds so romantic!”

“I did love it,” Connie confessed. “I was wanting some adventure and damned if I didn't get it.”

“I knew it!” said Bonnie, immensely relieved that Connie wasn't terribly angry at her. “What's he like? Is it going to work out?”

“He's a crusty mathematician who spends hours at a time sitting at his desk working on mathematical problems,” said Connie. “I don't know if it will work out. If I did, it wouldn't be much of an adventure, would it? I'm happy for now, anyway, and I think he is too. He's not crazy about cats, but Ish and Boo will charm him, I'm sure. He's kind of dry and distant, but he fucked me first thing when I showed up, so I have hope for him.”

“First thing, eh?” Bonnie asked.

“Didn't even bother to take the hood or the cuffs off, just led to me to a sofa, threw me down and fucked my brains out. It was freaking wonderful. I came so hard!”

“Sis, TMI!” Bonnie cried.

“You're the one who fucking Crazy Aunted me, you have no right to object to anything you might find out,” Connie said coolly.

“Does he know you've been a Free Use girl?” asked Bonnie.

“Yes,” said Connie.

“And he was OK with it?” Bonnie asked.

“I would say more like oblivious to it,” said Connie. “There are not a lot of things Master cares about other than math.”

“You called him 'Master,'” Bonnie laughed.

“I did,” said Connie. “I'm about ready to have a Master of my very own, why do you think I signed the form when the kidnappers came to get me?”

When she went back to class on Friday, all the girls immediately noticed her new collar, of course.

“Ooh, you have a Master now!” they cried, eyes gleaming as they peppered her with a million questions about it.

“I do have a new Master,” said Connie, smiling. “It's a temporary collar, though. A Crazy Aunt/Scary Uncle thing our sisters cooked up for us. Might work out, might not. Taking it day by day.”

“Have you had a Collar Climax yet?” asked Natalie. She had been collared for two or three years and hence was the old hand at being collared among the students. Most of the girls were Free Using it while in college. So many Masters to play with!

“Not yet,” said Connie. “But I'm looking forward to it.”

“Wait til you have a Collar Climax,” said Natalie. “Then you'll know.”

“I hope so,” said Connie. She was not sure she would have a Collar Climax. Her meditations had on several occasions put her into mental states very much like what she'd heard of Collar Climaxes, so she was not sure its effect would be so overwhelming and profound for her.

But none of those mental states had stayed with her the way Collar Climaxes stayed with the girls who had them. And Connie believed in Collar Climaxes, kind of, because it was so easy to pick out Collar Climax girls from the rest. There was just something about them. Though she didn't believe every last thing about them. Too much of it sounded like the natterings of the lovestruck.

And as she instructed her students, she thought about what she would do when she got home. There was much to do.

Friday afternoon came and went in a blur as usual. She focused fully on her students when she was teaching or training them. Their needs were paramount, and it was easy and natural for her to focus on that. Which was probably why she was consistently rated so highly as a trainer, and why her teams did so well. She just had a knack for making them better.


Chapter Eight

Fugueing Your Brains Out

Then it was over, and the four day weekend was ahead, four days of just adjusting to her new life with her new Master.

And Connie had no illusions. It might not work out. But even if it didn't, she would soon have another Master. She was ready, it was really all about her and not the specific Master.

When Connie got home she checked on her Master and found him, as she'd anticipated, sitting in his study, staring blankly into space. His bowl of trail mix was almost empty and his coffee mug was empty.

Connie went to the kitchen and brewed up a fresh pot of coffee (one of the better brands) and poured a bowl of fresh trail mix.

Then she placed the ballgag from her collar in her mouth to remind her not to speak, and walked into the study with the trail mix and a fresh mug of coffee. She placed both next to his existing trail mix and coffee, picking up the empty bowl and mug and taking them with her. She never made a sound, or did anything to draw Master's attention, and he showed no sign of having noticed her.

Connie doubted he would even notice the trail mix and coffee were different. As long as it did not make him sick, he would not notice, or care. And that was all right. He was a low-maintenance Master when he was in fugue state.

Connie had been doing exercises all day as she taught her charges, so she had no need of a workout. So she sat down and meditated. She normally used her third eye as a focus when she meditated, bringing her consciousness to bear right in front of her forehead.

This time, she focused her meditation on her collar. She felt its weight on her neck. She felt the pleasure of being owned as she felt its weight. The joy of submission, the ecstasy of yielding sexually to the man whose name was recorded on her neck as her owner.

These thoughts had the effect of firing up her libido and at the same time, making her feel like she was floating in air, gigantic and tenuous, her whole being suffused with pleasure, not just sexual pleasure, though there was plenty of that, but what she had come to think of as the joy of existence, taking direct pleasure in simply being.

It was a powerful combination. If she had masturbated, she would lose the joy of existence, and instead would simply have a wonderful orgasm or three or however many her body was up for.

But if she left it alone, she would not have orgasms, instead she'd float indefinitely in a miasma of pleasure, both sexual and intellectual, something Connie enjoyed tremendously.

And she had no intention of having any orgasms. She was saving it all up for sexy times with Master. Of course, it was an illusion that you could store sexual energy and use it like that. When your mind lost focus, your body did, too, and it returned to a more normal state, though a certain amount of arousal remained, keeping Connie in a heightened state, her sexual chakra ready to ignite at the least spark.

Ish and Boo stayed in the playroom with Connie as she meditated. They liked to be around when she meditated. Connie's theory was that they thought she was catnapping and were enjoying all the catnap vibes she threw off. Or it could be that they were just digging on her energies as she meditated. With cats, it was hard to say, they were very much their own animals.

As soon as came out of her meditative trance and did some light yoga to stretch her body, the cats were all over her, ready for some play and petting. She spent some time playing with Ish and Boo, chasing them about the room, tossing them balls to strike out of the air, and waggling a string on a stick for them to pounce on. When they both just sat and watched her wave the stick, she knew she'd worn them out and satisfied their need for attention, at least for a while, and she went to the study to check on Master. Who was still sitting at the desk staring into the distance. Not a thing had changed. He might have scribbled some new notations onto the sheets of paper on the desk, or he might not have, she could not tell. They were incomprehensible. But she did see the bowl of trail mix half empty and the coffee mug was empty, too. She brewed a fresh cup for Master and made him a fresh bowl of trail mix, too, then put her gag on and slid into the study, replacing the old mug and bowl with the filled mug and bowl, once again unnoticed so far as she could tell.

He had been telling the truth about his fugue states. She was tempted to stand in front of his desk and do some obscene butt-waggling at him to see if he'd notice, but decided against it, fun though it sounded. Even though she was morally sure he would not notice, she knew that if he did notice, she would become, in his eyes, just another woman who had to have his attention while he was in one of his fugue states. And she really did not want to be that, because she really did not need his attention.

Instead, she made herself up a shrimp salad with plenty of quinoa and sunflower seeds and fresh greens, washed down with a glass of white wine. It hit the spot.

Then it was off to the study to burn off some energy with some dance. She put on a slave dance DVD and danced along to the latest hits, closing her eyes and simply responding to the music while Ish and Boo watched her carefully in case she did something of interest to a cat.

Forty-five minutes of hard dancing took the edge off the energy she'd accumulated while meditating, and she left and went to the living room, glancing in at the Master as she passed. The trail mix bowl was still mostly full, and he remained in his chair, staring, so she passed on to the living room, where she put on the TV. She surfed the available shows, and settled on a collar comedy called “Scared Sexy,” about a Scary Uncle/Crazy Aunt pairing. It was a silly movie and the characters were not at all realistic, but it had a good-natured, goofy sense of fun to it that Connie found agreeable.

Connie found she had to stick to comedies and adventure shows for the most part, because early in her teaching career she had done a fair amount of work as a substitute English and Literature teacher, which had entailed doing serious study of literature, which had ruined her for much of TV and movies because she saw their flaws all too clearly. It was amazing how often scripts for movies that cost millions to create had obvious flaws.

Comedies often had flaws, too, but you were not expected to take them seriously, at least. And some of them were funny, though most of them were only half funny.

“Scared Sexy” was only half funny, but Connie found the contrast between its general idiocy and being a Crazy Aunt herself amusing.

The movie was about three quarters through when Connie heard footsteps behind her, and her Master slid onto the sofa beside her.

“Hello, Master!” Connie said warmly, all her attention going from the movie to Kevin quickly and easily.

“Hey, girl,” said Kevin, smiling. “Enjoying a movie?”

“Sort of,” said Connie wryly. “It's not great, but it's about a Scary Uncle/Crazy Aunt pairing. It's trying hard to be funny.”

As Connie spoke, she scooted toward Kevin, to be nearer to him. It was an almost subconscious thing. She wanted him.

“I don't watch much television,” Kevin said.

“You are not missing much, Master,” Connie said. “You were fugueing your brains out all day, I suppose it kept you occupied.”

“Yes, and I want to thank you for not disturbing me,” said Kevin. “I notice you even refilled my coffee and trail mix a couple of times so I could stay in fugue, without disturbing me. That was really helpful, I made some good progress today.”

“Thank you, Master, I'm glad I was pleasing to you,” said Connie, sliding easily into slavegirl mode. “As I told you, I understand about fugue states. While you were working your mathematics, I did some meditating today, and very nearly reached Nirvana,” said Connie.

As she spoke these words, Connie was right next to Kevin, her eyes large and fixed on his, filled with desire and pleasure in his company, at least, that was what she was trying to convey. Naturalist observers might be forgiven for thinking of a snake trying to hypnotize a cock.

“Nirvana, eh?” said Kevin. “Impressive. And me just mucking about with Fourier transformations.”

“There are all sorts of paths to enlightenment, Master,” Connie said, leaning even closer, so close that one of her nipples, fully erect because she was hot at the nearness of her Master, brushed against his shirt. Her half-open lips were a silent invitation to a kiss, so inviting. Her collar hung from her neck, the legend “Property of Kevin” engraved on it. She was his to use as he liked. And as she liked.

Kevin gazed into Connie's large, gleaming eyes as they gazed up at his. He was having all sorts of trouble thinking of words to say. It was as if he had fallen into her eyes. He had intended to just have a few words with Connie and then go to bed. But she was so fucking sexy at the moment, so fucking available, so fucking ready to fuck. She'd probably wanted to do this all day.

Well, he should reward her for not disturbing him, and in fact, making it possible for him to stay in fugue longer.

So he leaned down and kissed Connie, wrapping her in his arms as he did so. Connie responded immediately, warmly, welcoming his tongue and his arms, snuggling her curvy, strong body against his.

For a long time they kissed and he groped Connie's body while she squirmed salaciously in his embrace.

When they came up for air, Connie whispered “Master, have you seen the play room?”

“No I have not,” said Kevin. “Last I saw it, it was a music room.”

“It's not a music room any more,” said Connie. “It is full of tools by which you can have your way with me.”

'Then I better have a look at it,” said Kevin, nodding. “Go get your leash, girl, and bring it to me.”


Chapter Nine

The Play Room

“Yes, Master,” Connie said, her eyes smoky with passion. She rose immediately and left the room, returning a moment later with leash in hand. She did not want to give her Master's ardor any time to cool down.

“As you wish, Master,” she said, offering the leash to him, then kneeling down before him and lifting her head and turning her chin to one side to give her Master easy access to her collar.

Kevin attached the leash to Connie's collar ring, then rose.

“On all fours, girl,” Kevin said. “You'll crawl to the play room like the beast you are.”

“Yes, Master,” said Connie, dropping to her hands and knees. She made sure to arch her back down so her butt stuck up for her Master's delectation.

“To the playroom, beast,” Kevin growled, giving her butt a swat.

“Yes, Master,” Connie moaned as she began crawling toward the playroom, moving as slinkily and sexily as she could, which as it happened was pretty darned slinkily and sexily.

It was a short crawl to the playroom.

”Whoa!” said Kevin when he walked into the room. The music room had been a big room, as if it had been intended to accommodate multiple grand pianos, floor harps and drum sets. It had not had any musical instruments other than a computer synthesizer Kevin had gotten on impulse when he was working on some equations that had some applications for sound, including music. It had proven useless for his work and he quickly lost all interest in it, so he was not at all disappointed to see it relegated to a closet.

Now the room was dominated by a large canopied bed, a bed with lots of curlicues and rings and niches, and chains hanging off corners, and rings set in the headboard and footboard. There were also rings in the supporting posts for the canopy, which were large and thick and able to support, say, Connie's full weight. There was also a large slave ring set in the headboard and in the footboard.

It was an impressive piece of furniture. But it wasn't all. There was also a Sybian on the floor, its dildo and rubbery nubby pad projected up from the center. It's leather exterior looked distinctly worn. There was also a St. Andrews cross, a leather horse, a Sluterizer 3000 and several machines and devices that Kevin did not recognize, though the straps, chains and such that hung from them in various places hinted at their uses.

Plus, one wall of the room now had a huge pegboard which was filled with the widest assortment of slavegirl gear Kevin had ever seen outside a commercial dungeon. There were hoods, gags, whips, floggers, ropes, chains, armbinders, dildos, vibrators of all kinds, cuffs, shackles, specialty collars of various kinds … it was obvious that Connie had been collecting toys for a while.

“You said your entire apartment could fit inside this room, girl?” Kevin asked, gazing about the room.

“Yes, Master,” said Connie. “I may have been exaggerating slightly … but not much.”

“Then how did you fit all this stuff inside your apartment?” Kevin asked.

“Very carefully, Master,” said Connie.

“I'll bet,” said Kevin.

“I spread it around the living room, dining room and study, as well as my bedroom, which was mostly the bed, to be honest,” said Connie. “I guess you could say my apartment had a theme.”

“I imagine it did,” said Kevin. “Now the playroom has a theme. I like it. But perhaps we'll try to keep the theme to the playroom … and maybe the bedroom.”

“Yes, Master, this room provides more than enough space for the toys,” said Connie. “And if one of them proves superfluous, we can remove it.”

“Oh, we'll give them all a try,” said Kevin. “It may take a while, but there is no hurry.”

“Of course not, Master,” said Connie, eyes gleaming, immediately catching the implications of Kevin's words.

“Well, where shall we start?” Kevin asked. “Have you any recommendations, girl?”

“I am content to serve in any way Master may require, but if Master wishes my opinion, I'll gladly provide that.”

“Yes, I want your opinion, girl,” said Kevin. “I may decide otherwise, but I want to know what you think.”

“Well, Master, the sybian and blowjob helmet can provide an excellent way to warm a girl and her Master up at the same time.”

“Do tell,” Kevin said. “What's a blowjob helmet?”

Connie crawled over to a device that stood behind the Sybian. It consisted of a small electrical engine with a long pole sticking out of it in the general direction of the Sybian. The pole had a pneumatic look to it, in that its diameter varied. And at the end of the pole was a leather helmet with straps hanging from it, like a face harness. But instead of a ballgag, it had a ring set in it.

“This is a blowjob helmet,” said Connie. “You strap it on my head and strap the ring gag in place, too. Once it is on my head, you can make my head go back and forth at any speed and length you desire. If you sit me on the Sybian while you use my mouth, you can control the Sybian as well, controlling me utterly.”

“Or I could just order you to suck my cock, beast,” said Kevin.

“Yes, Master,” said Connie. “As you will it.”

“You like being controlled, don't you, beast?” Kevin asked.

“I am a slavegirl, I love to be controlled by a Master and used by him,” said Connie.

“Well, far be it from me to not control a slavegirl,” said Kevin with a grin. He really didn't care how it was done, he just wanted his cock sucked.

“Yes, as you wish, Master,” said Connie. Her pussy was already wet, just thinking about being so used by her Master.

“Let's get the Sybian where it needs to be, and get you strapped in to the blowjob helmet, beast,” said Kevin. “You do it girl, I'm sure you have a better feel for how the two devices should be located.”

“Yes, Master,” Connie said. He was right, she knew exactly how they should be located in relation to one another to work together, and she got the Sybian moved to exactly the right place in a minute or two.

“It is as it should be, Master,” Connie said when she was finished.

“Straddle it, beast,” Kevin ordered. He found he enjoyed ordering Connie about more than he ordinarily enjoyed ordering a girl about, because Connie so obviously enjoyed it. Her submission brought out his dominance.

“Yes, Master,” said Connie in a voice filled with pleasure. She lost no time in straddling the Sybian, letting the dildo slide into her ass and her pussy rest on the rubbery nubbin pad. It was a good and familiar feeling. The leather exterior was worn from her use of the Sybian. Some nights she just didn't want to go out.

There were straps located at various points on the Sybian, and it was obvious what they were there for. Kevin quickly and easily strapped Connie's feet and knees into place, so that she was forced to kneel on the Sybian, her legs spread wide, unable to rise from the rubbery nubbins and the dildo.

“Bracelets, girl,” said Kevin and Connie held her wrists crossed behind her back so Master could easily cuff them together there, which he did.

She was helpless, and she loved that. A bit of love juice trickled out of her pussy onto the rubbery nubbins, her excitement growing at the mere thought of it. She squirmed in the binds, enjoying the feel of them restraining her.

Kevin then strapped the helmet on her, pulling the pole out to the top of her head, fitting the leather cap at its top like a jaunty little cap, then fastening the straps that caged her head and face.

'Say Aah,” Kevin said, and Connie obediently opened her mouth wide and said “Aah,” allowing Kevin to slip the ring gag behind her front teeth. Kevin strapped the ring in place, and when he was through, her head was held by the blowjob helmet in midair, her mouth wide open.

“You're looking about right,” said Kevin, nodding. He removed his clothes and stood before Connie, his half-erect cock bobbing hypnotically. Connie found it hypnotic, anyway. A long string of drool oozed out of the corner of her mouth past the ring gag. She was ready, all right.

Kevin wasn't ready, no quite yet. He picked up the control to the Sybian and twisted it.

“Moan when it gets good, beast,” Kevin ordered.

“Eh, ah-uh,” Connie said, her ability to speak greatly constricted by the ring gag. Her tongue could move freely, but her mouth could not close.

Kevin slowly turned up the speed and intensity setting on the Sybian while Connie squirmed atop it.

'Mmm! MMM!” Connie finally said as the rate of vibration entered what she thought of as the Zone, just the right speed and intensity to really get her going.

Kevin put the control down. He picked up the controls for the blowjob helmet and fiddled with them a bit. He started out slowly, and the piston attached to the helmet moved Connie's head back and forth by a tiny amount, at a very slow speed. He gradually increased both and was eventually rewarded by the sight of Connie's head moving back and forth comically fast for almost a third of a meter. It was also a little alarming, it looked like it could easily hurt Connie, straining her neck at the very least, though she appeared to be doing just fine. Still, Kevin quickly turned the controls back down to very low speed and very short strokes.

“Your safeword is “Banana,” beast,” said Kevin. “Repeat it for me.”

“Anh-Anh-Uh,” said Connie, the best she could do while wearing the ring gag.

“Very good,” said Kevin. “Make that sound, everything stops. Understand?”

“Eh, Ah-uh,” Connie said. She would have nodded, “Yes,” too, but the blowjob helmet hindered her.

“Very good,” said Kevin, and he stood in front of Connie and slid his cock into the ring gag in Connie's mouth. With the very slow speed and small stroke of the blowjob helmet, it was easy. And as soon as his cock was inside Connie's mouth, her tongue was all over it.

Then he cranked up the speed and duration until Connie's mouth was in the zone, sliding over his cock at just the right speed and length to make it happy … not all that fast, or long. “Wonderful,” it turned out, was well under the maximum settings for the blowjob helmet.

Kevin looked down at the woman sucking his cock, strapped into a kneeling position atop the Sybian. With her hands tied behind her back, her breasts flopped and swayed as the helmet pulled and pushed her head. Her body flowed effortlessly in time to the strokes of the machine, her contented mmphs signaling her pleasure, making Kevin's cock harder.

The feel of her mouth sliding back and forth along his cock was pure ecstasy now. Kevin was beginning to get the appeal of the machine from a Master's point of view … Connie never faltered, she never lost her pace. The machine regulated her, forced her to stay on pace.

In fact, there was nothing Connnie needed to do, or wanted to do, to make the blowjob go better. She was strapped in place, hand and foot, unable to move even if she wanted to. What she wanted to do was simply lie back and enjoy the ride. She loved her helplessness, her inability to control anything, the sense of being a harnessed beast being relentlessly used and controlled by her Master filling her.

The pulsations of the rubbery nubbins of the Sybian against her pussy were sending a steady stream of sexual heat into her brain. The dildo in her ass was not as powerful, but it did its part to make her happy. And the feel of Kevin's cock sliding in and out of her mouth was wonderful. Her whole body was surging with pleasure, and it was only amplified by her helplessness. When she felt the cuffs restraining her wrists, and the shackles restraining her legs, it was as pleasurable in its own way as the buttplug in her ass.

It took very little time for all of this to overwhelm Connie, and she began orgasming, squirming and moaning helplessly atop the Sybian while the blowjob helmet forced her to serve her Master's cock with the same smooth, steady rhythm no matter how overwhelmed by ecstasy her mind was.

And that service had its inevitable effect on her Master. Kevin growled in pleasure as his cock became rock-hard in Connie's mouth. He could tell she was in ecstasy, her moans made that clear even if the intensity of her squirming didn't. And it did.

Soon the forced intensity of the machine-induced blowjob was too much, and Kevin pulled his rock hard cock out of Connie's mouth, with long strings of drool dangling from it to her lips that broke and fell to her bouncing breasts.

“I want to fuck you, beast,” Kevin growled as he turned off the blowjob helmet and the Sybian.

“Eh, ah-uh,” moaned Connie, her eyes glazed with pleasure. She had had several orgasms, but was not at all averse to having more. This was the thing, the very thing she loved the most, being used by a Master and made to cum and cum and cum as she made him cum.

“What can we get you on fast and easy, slut, I want to take you now,” Kevin growled as he pulled the ring gag out of Connie's mouth, the final step in freeing her from the blowjob helmet.

“The swing, Master?” Connie suggested. “I can be in them in seconds, and they only have a couple of places to strap me in.”

“Great,” Kevin growled. “Do so.”

Connie walked over to a corner where some straps hung dangling in the air from a tubular metal frame while Kevin hurried over to what he thought of as the Wall O' Toys and grabbed a cock gag he'd spotted there, as well as a long furry buttplug tail. She liked cats? She could be one while he fucked her.

Connie swung easily into the swing, fitting her legs and ankles easily into the lower straps and fitting her arms through the shoulder straps that held her torso upright. It took less than ten seconds. She looked up and smiled a wicked smile as she saw what her Master held in his hands as he approached her.

“How did Master know those were favorites of mine?” she almost purred.

“Master did not know,” Kevin answered, “Master just chose what he wanted.”

“Yes, Master,” said Connie, thinking that boded very well indeed for them. “If Master could fasten my hands behind my back and tighten the straps, I will be properly secured in the swing.”

She did not tell Kevin it was important to her safety that he do so. You could pull joints and tendons if you were squirming in ecstasy and not properly secured. Master seemed experienced and capable, though. He would know about that.

(It wasn't that Connie thought Kevin was a topnotch seducer of women, it was that Connie was sure that, like any man, he was capable of finding Free Use girls like herself to have sex with whenever he liked. God knows it did not take any skill at all to seduce a Free Use girl -- all you had to do was take her. Connie herself had been taken by plenty of men who didn't have much in the way of social skills.)

“Right, beast,” said Kevin. He walked around and clipped Connie's wrist restraint rings together, securing her arms behind her back, making it practically impossible for her to slip out of her shoulder harness. Then he tightened down the straps around her upper thighs and her wrists, making it impossible for her legs to slip out of them while she writhed, hopefully in ecstasy, but all sorts of writhing was possible in a bondage swing.

With Connie's legs spread wide and her butt left hanging in midair by the swing, Kevin was easily able to get the smooth beveled metal of the buttplug shoved up into her ass. She gave her ass a little shake when it was all the way in and the tail shimmied nicely beneath her.

Then Kevin reached around in front of Connie's face with the cock gag. He didn't even have to order her to say “Aah!” her mouth opened for it on sight, and he slid the short, stubby cock into her mouth and then strapped in in place behind her neck, being careful not to snag her hair.

Kevin's personal cock was still hard from the blowjob, it had been less than two minutes since he'd slid it out of her mouth. The sight of Connnie and the smell of her exposed sex, damp with secretions drawn out by the rubbery nubs, kept him hard, along with the secure knowledge that he was about to fuck her hard.

Connie waited in the swing, her eyes gleaming with pleasure, her short, curvy, athletic legs beautifully displayed by the swing, her wide-open pussy an invitation to more sex.

Her eyes were hot over the cock gag, the matte black of the leather panel that backed the cock emphasizing the passion in her eyes.

Kevin stepped up to Connie without a word and worked his cock into her pussy. It slid in very easily, the orgasms she'd had earlier rendering her pussy very wet, soft and ready for a cock.

Kevin reached down inside the straps that held Connie's upper thighs and grabbed her butt and began fucking her. He started slowly at first but rapidly worked up to full speed, slamming his cock deep inside her with every stroke.

The swing magnified the effect of his fucking, bringing her body swinging back at him each time he thrust into her.

With her legs bound so far apart, in a split in essence, Connie felt the full effect of each thrust. She moaned in pleasure, her moans partially stifled by the cock gags, rendering them more animalistic, making them music to Kevin's ears.

With Kevin's arms wrapped around her, his fingers digging into her butt, his cock ramming deep into her pussy, Connie was in heaven. All the sensations from her time on the Sybian returned, but this time with the added pleasure of her Master's nearness, his body looming over her, his hands controlling her butt, his cock making her pussy just sing with pleasure, the smell of him so nice.

And it was nice to have the cock gag to lick and suck on while her Master fucked her. It would have been nicer to have his actual cock, but she realized he could not be in two places at once, or he'd be in two places at once.

She squirmed in the ropes, feeling her tail dangle beneath her, helpless, being fucked senseless, and enjoying every second of it.

Kevin enjoyed the feel of Connie's silky smooth pussy gliding over his cock as he thrust into her. The smell of her body was overwhelmingly good, the ripe smell of sex mingling with the more subtle odor of her perfume or whatever it was she used, so deliciously animal and so deliciously feminine, both at the same time.

And there was the sight of her body. Connie had a short, curvy body, but it wasn't fat. She had large breasts and wide hips, but her torso was not soft at all, it was sleek with muscles. Her upper thighs were well developed and her calves had definite cuts to them. Her arms were smooth and tanned and her biceps didn't have cuts, but they swelled out, and were very firm, and her forearms were ropy. Her neck was thick and strong. As she moved, her muscles flowed and flexed smoothly. She was the essence of grace, even tied into the bondage swing. The sight of her, the smell of her, those sound of those muted moans of pleasure coming from the cock gag, were overwhelming. His cock grew hard as a rock as he used her, the measure of the pleasure he took in her beautiful, fit body.

The orgasms that the Sybian had started in Connie soon resumed. The feel of Kevin's body against her, that undeniable masculine smell and texture his body had, did it for Connie in ways the Sybian simply could not. He had a surprisingly lean, fit frame for someone who spent so many hours in a day sitting stock still in an office chair. He should have been pudgy, he should be out of breath, but he wasn't pudgy or out of breath. Something didn't add up but it didn't add up in a delicious sort of way, so Connie had no complaints. She loved the thick black hair on his forearms, the happy trail from his navel to his cock, and most of all his cock, his cock, his cock that rammed and slammed her pussy and soon she was cumming again, cumming wildly in the swing, her body an engine of ecstasy that swung in the ropes as her mind sizzled with pleasure.

Kevin was a skilled, experienced Master but not one who fucked slavegirls frequently. Every week or two he'd head over to Nexus Corp's brothel just off campus and pay a very small amount of money to fuck a Free Use girl. It was the fastest, easiest way to keep horniness from becoming a problem. It was hard to achieve a fugue state over a math problem when your body keeps reminding you that there are naked slavegirls out there, and what those naked slavegirls could and would do for a Master.

And in the Free Use alcoves he took his time with the slavegirls, because there was no reason not to, they were his for the duration, and the slavegirls generally liked it a good, long duration.

Still, it was different with Connie. She had that same animal heat that the Free Use girls had, but there was something more personal to it. Probably it was just the nature of the relationship -- it was his personal collar she wore. But he found that he cared more about satisfying her than he cared about satisfying the Free Use girls. And when he heard her cries of ecstasy and saw the mindlessness with which she writhed in her bonds, he realized she was cumming. He had made her cum, Mastered her very properly, and that made the pleasure even more intense, and in a very short time he cried out, too, releasing deep inside Connie, ramming her like a machine as he spurted while she made lovely animal moans as she came in his arms.

Afterward, he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close, leaning into the ropes, and he felt her head resting against his chest.

For a short while they just stayed like that, Connie swaying slightly in the ropes as she pressed against him, enjoying the feel of being enclosed by his arms. As a lover, he had good instincts. This felt so very right to her.

“How about we get some sleep now, mm-girl?” Kevin asked. He thought some sleep would be wonderful at this point.

Connie's mouth curled around the cock gag, her smile hidden behind its panel. Kevin had almost said “Mine,” implying she was his personal slavegirl. Well, well, well. She was very all right with that, but she also knew in her heart that it was she who would make the choice, she who would determine if they worked out or not. Kevin would go along with whatever she decided, she was sure. Because she was the one who cared most.

And Connie was not sure yet what she would decide.

But she knew how she felt about getting some sleep.

“Yeff, maffa,” she said through the cock gag. She was really good at saying “Yes, Master,” with cocks of various kinds in her mouth. It was a matter of experience.

Kevin nodded and freed her wrists from behind her back, then freed her legs from the bondage swing bonds. When her legs were freed, Connie easily swung them out of the loops and them shimmied out of the chest harness.

“Let's get that gag off, girl,” Kevin said. Connie would not remove the gag or the tail herself unless she was ordered to. Master had put them on her, they would stay on her until he took them off. (Ok, the tail would come off if she needed to use the bathroom, she wasn't crazy. But afterwards, it would go right back in. Connie had a strong sense of propriety about these things.)

Kevin removed the gag, but not the tail. Connie was not sure if he'd forgotten about it. Ah well, it was his business, even if it was her butt it was in. Plus, she kind of liked wearing a tail. Sometimes the cats would play with it.

“Heel, girl,” Kevin said and walked to the bedroom with Connie following close on his heels. He crawled into the bed and gestured to Connie to lie beside him, and she did, slipping right next to him, her body pressed against his.

Kevin reached up to the big slave ring in the headboard of the bed and removed the leash chain that was attached to it. He linked it to Connie's collar. Connie smiled as he did so. She loved being claimed like this. Kevin had good instincts when it came to how to treat a slavegirl. Not all Masters did.

“Unfasten yourself if you need to go,” Kevin ordered.

“Yes, Master,” Connie said, snuggling in against him as he wrapped a big, hairy arm around her. She was asleep in just a couple of minutes.

Kevin took a little longer to fall asleep. At first it was the unfamiliarity of having a woman chained in his bed. He fucked Free Use girls but he didn't sleep with them. The feel of Connie's soft, sleek body against his was wonderful, but different.

Then after a time when he was just getting ready to fall asleep, Connie started snoring. It wasn't ladylike snoring, though it was kind of high-pitched. But Connie was definitely sawing some logs.

Kevin stared into the darkness and listened to her snore. He found it amusing at first. Then after a long time listening to Connie snoring, he stopped finding it amusing and found it annoying.

At last he shook Connie's shoulder.

Connie gave a couple of unladylike snorts and then awoke, saying “What, Master?”

“Girl you are snoring,” said Kevin. “Did you know that you snore?”

“Oh, yes Master, I've been told that I do that. I have a thick neck from gymnastics, it's a common problem for girls with thick necks. I forgot to gag myself. My apologies, Master. May I gag myself?”

“Can you sleep with a gag in your mouth?” Kevin asked.

“It actually helps, Master,” said Connie. “Otherwise, my tongue falls back in my throat. That's what makes me snore.”

“Fine, gag yourself,” Kevin ordered. “Then get back to sleep.”

“Yes, Master,” said Connie. She took the ball gag hanging from her collar and put it in her mouth and fastened it tightly into place with practiced movements. Then she closed her eyes and was very soon back asleep.

Kevin stared into the darkness for a bit longer, but Connie did not resume snoring, and soon her even breathing and warmth and his sleepiness put him under, too.


Chapter Ten

Leashed To A Celebrity

Kevin awoke feeling refreshed and relaxed, though his hand had fallen asleep from resting atop Connie's sleeping body.

“Good morning, Master,” Connie, removing the ball gag from her mouth. A wide stain of drool was on the pillow in front of her. “I hope you slept well.”

“I did,” Kevin said. “Did you sleep well?”

“I slept very well, Master,” said Connie. “May a girl inquire of her Master's plans for today?”

“She may,” said Kevin. “I plan to go out for my morning run right now, eat some breakfast, and then work on some math. How about you, girl?”

“Ooh, would Master leash me up and bring me with you on your run, Master? I love a morning workout.”

“Sure, girl,” said Kevin. “If you can keep up.”

“I will try, Master,” said Connie. She made a point of remembering and saving this particular comment of Kevin's to be used against him in the future. She was a gymnastics teacher, she worked out hard with her students for six hours every day, sometimes for ten or twelve hours. But she would not bring that up. Not yet. There would be opportunities.

“Maybe we can have some breakfast while we're out on our run,” Kevin suggested.

“That sounds delightful, Master!” Connie said.

“Yes, it does,” said Kevin agreeably. “Get prepped, I'll be ready in about half an hour.”

“Half an hour, Master?” Connie asked, taken aback. She liked to spend 90 minutes prepping before leaving the apartment. Or in this case, house.

“Yes, will that be a problem?” Kevin asked. Half an hour seemed generous to him.

“No, Master, of course not, I'll be ready,” said Connie. She then headed straight to the bathroom and did a quick assessment of her makeup and hair. It was not good. Fucking and sleeping had been hard on her. Oh, well, she'd do the best quick fix she could and proceed.

Half an hour later she strode out to the kitchen where Kevin was sitting and wolfing down some cereal and milk.

“I am ready, Master,” Connie said though she didn't really feel ready. She would have liked a shower, for instance. She smelled like a Free Use alcove, she was sure, and she would probably broadcast the smell really well once she got lathered up from the run. Dogs and other Masters would probably be chasing her.

But her hair looked all right brushed back with a headband around it, and her makeup was washed off (no point in applying it for the run, she'd just sweat it off) and she had on her favorite running sneakers. The tail still dangled between her legs. She'd never run while wearing a tail before, but she'd seen other girls doing so, and they tended to look pretty good with the tail swinging jauntily as they ran.

Otherwise, she was naked. She liked to run naked. Just her new collar, her shackles and her cuffs. And a very long leash she had found. It should keep her off the Master's heels.

Kevin was wearing shorts, a big, baggy T-shirt and running shoes. In that outfit he looked like a runner. It all kind of clicked. That was why he was still fit after all that sitting. Maybe she'd get a good run out of him after all.

“Ready to go, mine?”

“Yes, Master,” said Connie, handing Kevin the handle to her leash. She'd called him “mine.” She didn't take note of it out loud. “I will follow where you lead.”

“Sounds good,” said Kevin, “but if you spot anything you want to look at, or a restaurant for breakfast, let me know.”

“Yes, Master, I will,” said Connie. She had intended to keep an eye out for intriguing places to eat.

“Let's go out front and stretch,” Kevin said.

They walked out to the front yard and did some light stretching. Well, Kevin did light stretching. Connie did some stretches that absolutely amazed him, things like balancing on one foot and bringing her other foot up behind her back and over her shoulder. He grunted with effort as he did some very simple lunges and leg stretches while Connie silently did stuff with her body that would have resulted in loud pops and high-pitched screams if Kevin had tried them. Kevin watched her, goggle-eyed.

Then, as they were exercising, a girl leaned out of a passing car and yelled “Hey, Coach!” and waved at Connie, who paused in her stretching to wave back.

“Who was that?” asked Kevin.

“Just a student, probably a former student .. Cathy Rogers, I think.”

“Your students wave and yell at you when they see you on the street?” Kevin asked.

“All the time,” said Connie. “Yours don't, Master?”

”Of course not,” said Kevin, vaguely offended by the question. He was not the sort of person one yelled at.

“Ah,” said Connie. Her students loved her, of course they waved and called her name when they saw her. It must be a math student thing.

“Warmed up?” Kevin asked.

“Yes, Master,” said Connie.

“Let's go,” he said, and set off down the sidewalk in front of his house.

Connie followed easily. She ran behind her Master, watching him carefully. He was clearly an experienced runner, setting off at a steady, smooth pace that would eat up the miles easily. But there were flaws in his mechanics. They were minor flaws -- major flaws tended to result in injury over time, sometimes not much time at all. But Kevin was expending a lot more energy than he had to in running, decreasing his efficiency. She doubted he was aware of it.

She was aware of it, but she wasn't sure what she should do about it. For the time being she just ran, enjoying the brisk morning air, the smell of dew coming off suburban lawns, the feel of being a leashed animal out for some fun.

Kevin ran down suburban streets in the general direction of one of the commercial districts that fringed the university, moving from quiet homes to the relative hustle of the commercial area. Relative was the key word here, things had not cranked up to full bustle. There were a lot of trucks making deliveries and a few early shoppers.

Every so often someone would yell something from a passing car, or a passing car would honk its horn, and Connie would wave back at the arm that was invariably sticking out the window, waving at her.

Kevin, in all his years of running, had never been waved at, honked at or yelled at, but after the sixth occurrence he realized he was dragging a local celebrity on his leash.

He shrugged and continued running. It was about all there was to do. They ran through the commercial district and then to the other reason for the commercial district's existence, the local beach.

The main drag from the commercial district emptied onto a large parking lot that was fringed with marinas and beachfront businesses, mostly restaurants, bars, tattoo parlors and souvenir shops. The souvenir shops also sold fishing gear and swim gear, because it takes all kinds.

Kevin ran out onto the pier to a wide, shaded section that had a water fountain.

“I normally take a break here, then head back, girl,” he said, taking a sip of water from the fountain.

“Yes, Master,” Connie said. She was surprised the run had lasted this long. It was a respectable workout, even by her standards.

Not that it had tired her out. In fact she felt wonderful, joyous. This was so pleasant, sharing this fun with her Master. She did a few cartwheels and spins and leaps just to express her sheer joy.

Kevin watched her move, his eyes all but bugging out, his mouth wide open because he was panting, but also because he was amazed.. He was bent over, holding on his knees, trying to build up energy for the run back.

He had pushed it a little to impress Connie, see if he could wear her out a bit. But as he watched her spin and leap and cartwheel after her run, he realized that she would be the one wearing him out, if he wasn't careful.

“What are you made of, girl, pure energy?” he asked when Connie did a particularly impressive spinning leap, landing on her feet so lightly that Kevin could have sworn gravity didn't exist for her.

Except, of course, gravity DID exist for her, and it showed, mostly in the way her breasts swung and swayed as she moved, free-falling fun bags that moved in hypnotic counterpoint to her body's gyrations.

“Sugar and spice and everything nice, that's what I'm made of, Master,” Connie said after sticking the landing. “Don't you know your basic biology? And I hope my exercises don't offend you.”

“Not at all,” said Kevin. “I love watching you move. I had no idea such a thing existed. You are amazing. That's gymnastics you're doing?”

“You have never watched gymnastics, Master?” Connie asked.

“Don't remember doing so, offhand,” said Kevin.

“I thought everyone watched gymnastics,” Connie said.

“I thought everyone knew how to solve polynomial equations at one time,” Kevin replied.

“Touche, Master,” said Connie, smiling. “”By the way, Master, just off this pier is a restaurant that served the most wonderful breakfast burritos.”

“All right, sounds good,” said Kevin. “The food isn't super spicy is it? I mean, I'm OK with poblano peppers, but when they start putting jalapenos in things, I am right out.”

“No, Master, I'm not much for spicy food myself,” said Connie. In fact Connie had once enjoyed eating pickled jalapenos with fried chicken. Her stomach was not cast iron, but it was a pretty good grade of aluminum. “This place depends on flavor rather than heat to make its food tasty.”

“Just what I like,” said Kevin approvingly. Generally he avoided Mexican restaurants because of the heat, but he was wiling to try.

“So you teach girls to do all those flips and leaps and spins you were doing?” Kevin asked as they strolled to the restaurant so as not to work up a sweat again prior to eating.

“Yes, Master,” said Connie.

“Amazing,” said Kevin. “And can they do them as well as you do?”

“Better, some of them, much better,” said Connie.

“I am having trouble believing that,” said Kevin. “You looked to graceful out there, and those spinning leaps were, to put it scientifically, awesome!”

Connie laughed. “I am glad Master is pleased, but it's true. I know the forms better than the girls, because I teach them and have done them for decades, longer than some of them have lived. But their smaller, younger bodies have less of a struggle with gravity than my body does, and their joints are more limber, and so they are physically capable of things I cannot do.”

“I still find it hard to believe,” said Kevin. “You were defying gravity!”

“I give it a run for its money sometimes, Master,” said Connie, smiling. “But you should see some of my students. They can curb-stomp gravity.”

On the way to the restaurant a couple of young girls in bikinis waved wildly and ran up to Connie and hugged her and then had Kevin take a photo of them with Connie, and then took pictures of Connie and Kevin embracing.

“So nice to meet you, Master Kevin!” they called as they walked off, smiling.

“You're a fucking celebrity,” Kevin declared as they entered the restaurant.

“Among my students, I suppose I am,” said Connie.

“You must have taught half the women in this town,” Kevin said.

“Yes, Master, I have been teaching for several years,” Connie said. “Not half the women, perhaps, but many. I imagine I coach more students than you teach, and that my class sizes are larger.”

“Well, my course load is light because my primary work is publishing papers on mathematics,” said Kevin.

“Ah,” Connie said noncommittally, but her mind was racing. Kevin was at the upper reaches of academia, not a working teacher like her.

They entered the restaurant and consumed breakfast burritos that were indeed delicious, tasty confections of eggs and chorizo sausage and mild salsa that were washed down with gallons of iced tea that went down very well indeed.

Connie had four such burritos, while Kevin ate just one.

“You're going to barf it all up on the run home,” Kevin observed as he watched her eat. “And how do you avoid being fat when you eat like that?”

“Master, for four days a week I work out for from six to ten hours a day,” Connie said. “The other four days, I just work out for two hours a days to keep in shape. How many hours a day do you work out?”

“This run is about it for me,” said Kevin.

“So about an hour on average, Master?” said Connie.

“Yeah, I run about an hour a day, four days a week, the other days I don't really exercise,” said Kevin.

“That is fine, for sitting around in a fugue state all day, especially if you eat light,” said Connie. “And you do. Your exercise and diet regimen makes sense for you, and mine makes sense for me. I burn through quite a few calories in a week.”

“Ah,” said Kevin. “I see your point. I suppose you have to be very knowledgeable about diet and nutrition for your job.”

“Yes, Master,” said Connie. “The girls I get, some of them … they are so young, they think they can live on cookies and ice cream, some think they can live on nothing … they challenge me. Do your students challenge you?”

“Not really,” said Kevin. “The courses I teach, well, you don't take them at all if you aren't good at math. They all work hard at it, with varying degrees of success, and their private lives don't really enter into it. All you need for math really is a quiet place to sit and work … and a computer, I suppose.”

“If I may ask Master … and please tell me if I am being forward ... but what are you doing when you are sitting there in your fugue states?” Connie asked.

“I've no objection to your question, but it is hard to explain to a non-mathematician,” said Kevin. “I don't know if I can. But I'll try, though its hard at the level I do math on, and I'm not bragging here, but there are different levels of math, just like there are different levels of fitness.”

“Yes, Master,” said Connie.

“At the top levels of math you're grappling directly with new ideas, new ways of seeing things, new ways of understanding the relationships between numbers,” said Kevin. “We're not just solving equations, we're coming up with new equations, or new interpretations of existing equations that lead to new understanding of what can be done with those equations. This involves a lot of challenging and rethinking what we think we know about math. And that's hard to do, it can lead you somewhere you never expected, though. I guess this is the point where I usually tell my spider story. You don't have a problem with spiders, do you?”

“Not so long as they keep their distance,” said Connie.

“I'm the same way myself,” said Kevin. “But one day, I was hanging out near the local Masonic lodge. I'm not a Mason, I was just visiting a friend. The stone of the lodge's exterior was a beautiful limestone and I noticed it had fossils embedded in it.”

“Really, Master?” Connie asked. “Fossils in the wall?”

“It's not unusual with limestone,” Kevin said. “Limestone is basically shells, and shells are fossils. Most of the fossils were just shell imprints. Well I was looking at the wall, and I found something that wasn't a fossil: it was a the remains of a mica concretion in the limestone. The mica was silvery and highly reflective, it had resolved itself into a group of flat, crystalline surfaces. The whole concretion was not big at all … it was probably about the size of a quarter. But it was an amazing, tiny little world, this half sphere lined with mirrors. And it was inhabited. There was a little spider living inside it. It had spun its web and it sat at the center of it, and it sat there with itself reflected in all its spidery glory by all those tiny mica mirrors, waiting for some insect to blunder in and get caught. And I had this sudden insight into how absolutely foreign its existence was to mine. We were both on the same planet, but its world was one of vibrations on webs and infinite reflections of itself, probably made more infinite by its compound eyes. It was an absolutely foreign life to me and it was here, concealed in the wall, hiding in plain sight.”

“And that has to do with math because…?” Connie asked.

“Because finding a new idea in mathematics is like finding that spider and understanding how alien its life is,” said Kevin. “You're looking at that familiar wall of math, and then you see something no one has ever seen before embedded in it, a completely new experience. It's amazing.”

“It does sound amazing when you put it like that, Master,” said Connie.

“That's why I need silence and lack of disturbance when I work,” said Kevin. “I have to focus very tightly on the math, and if I lose my train of thought, there's no telling if I will be able to get it back again. I go down some very long and twisty paths at times.”

“I understand, Master,” said Connie. “I don't understand the math, but I understand the concept of concentrating hard and not wanting to lose your train of thought. What about those squiggles on the whiteboard? What are they for?”

“They are notations that help remind me of the path I am on,” said Kevin. “They're very useful, except when they aren't.”

“I don't understand,” said Connie.

“If I am on the right track, they help me stay on the right track, but if I have made a mistake somewhere, they lead down the wrong track, over and over, and the only way to get back to the right track is to go back and analyze what you've done and look for the error. Which can be extremely tedious and frustrating.”

Connie could picture the long rows of squiggles in her mind.

“I can see that,” said Connie.

They were interrupted by a couple of suburban moms who wanted pics of Kevin and Connie and also picks of Connie with them. They were almost worshipful of Connie. And that made Kevin think. He knew of alumni who were worshipful of coaches.

“Your gymnastics teams, you said they win a lot?” Kevin asked after the fans left.

“Yes,” said Connie, looking almost apologetic.

“State championships? National championships? Have any of your students made it to the Olympics?” Kevin asked.

“Yes to all of that, Master,” said Connie.

“So you ARE freaking famous,” Kevin said. “Been on television? Interviewed on national news shows?”

“Not often,” said Connie. “Just cable sports channels.”

“I think I remember hearing that we had a good gymnastics program at some point,” said Kevin. “I should have known. Does that have anything to do with why you were Crazy Aunted?”

“I don't believe so, Master,” said Connie. “I think I owe that more to my big sister than anything I do. She has always wanted me to find a man and settle down in his collar. She's had the Collar Climax and she's wildly in love with her man. She wants me to have the same, and keeps pimping Masters out to me.”

“But you didn't like any of the men she tried to set you up with,” said Kevin.

“No, they have mostly been very likable,” said Connie. “It's more that I am not ready to settle down. I like being a Free Use girl, never knowing who I'll be fucking or how I'll be fucking them. Life lived as an adventure. And you never know what it will lead do … well, I didn't used to know. One of the reasons I signed the Crazy Aunt papers is that over the years I've gotten very skilled at figuring out how things will go. It got to the point that when I walked into a bar, within ten minutes I knew who'd be leading me out and what we'd be doing. I was ready for something different. And you are very different, Master.”

“So I've been told,” said Kevin, “repeatedly. But somehow, it never sounds like that's a good thing.”

“It can be, Master,” said Connie.


Chapter Eleven

A sudden outbreak of fairies on the beach

They walked out of the restaurant a short while later.

“I'm kind of full, girl, let's stroll along the beach for a bit to work this food off,” said Kevin.

“Sounds lovely, Master,” said Connie. They strolled down to the beach, which now had a pretty good crowd of tourists and locals enjoying the sun, sand and surf. The heat of the day started to crank up, but there was a nice breeze coming off the water. They took off their shoes and socks and waded in the water and listened to the sea birds and felt the warm water caressing their feet.

There were already plenty of towels laid out on the beach with people lying on top of them, working on their tans. Some of the people weren't just lying on the towels, they were having sex on the towels. It was a beautiful, lovely morning, and people were celebrating it properly.

A couple of young women in thongs headed for them and Kevin knew he was about to get photographed.

“Hi, Coach!” one of them said, smiling and waving. “Nice to see you! I didn't know you liked the beach!”

“Sure do, Penny,” said Connie, smiling back. She genuinely liked her students, and it showed. And apparently she remembered all their names. Kevin could not have told you the names of most of his current students, offhand. “Nice to see you.”

“Have you got yourself a Master now?” asked Penny, gazing at Connie's collar.

“Yes, it's just a temporary collar but it's resting easy on my neck,” said Connie.

“Oh, that's wonderful,” said Penny. “Can we get a picture? Maybe you sucking his dick, that would be so cute!”

“Sure, if it's OK with Master,” said Connie.

“Fine with me,” said Kevin. “I never turn down a chance to get my dick sucked.”

“He's very obliging that way,” Connie said dryly, provoking fits of giggling from Penny and her friend. Connie knelt down in the sand and pulled Kevin's shorts down and pulled his cock out, then popped it into her mouth and then looked at Penny and her camera, who took the picture while Kevin smiled broadly because what else were you supposed to do under such circumstances?

“Sweet!” said Penny after checking her camera's viewer. “Looks great! Thank you so much!”

Connie gave Kevin's cock a little kiss and put it back in his shorts.

“Happy to oblige,” she said.

“I've never done a blowjob pic on a beach before,” Kevin observed as the girls left. They had such nice butts, and the way they swayed as they walked, they were a moving invitation to sex.

“Oh, it's all the rage with the students now, everywhere,” said Connie. “I've done a lot of them in restaurants and bars, but also out on the street, in hotels and in pods. I guess the most exotic was on some amusement park rides.”

“So you're blowjob pic famous, too,” Kevin observed.

“I'm afraid so, Master,” Connie said.

They walked a little farther down the beach, looking at the sea wrack and the waves sizzling across the sand.

“I was thinking Master … I enjoyed having your cock in my mouth for that picture,” said Connie. “I was thinking it might be fun to finish what I started. If it pleases you, Master.”

“What? A blowjob? Pleasing? That's the most unheard-of thing I've ever heard of!” Kevin said. “But … I'll allow it. Wanna do it in the water?”

“Oh, yessssss, Master,” Connie said. ”That sounds like fun.”

“All right, but if any hungry fish come around looking for some of what you're eating, I expect you to defend your Master!” said Kevin.

“But of course,” said Connie. “Your cock belong in me, not some stupid sea creature!”

“All right, then,” said Kevin.

They dropped their shoes and socks and Kevin's shirt and shorts up on the dry sand where it would be safe from the surf and strode out into the surf, the waves splashing against them, the water almost the same temperature as the air, and feeling very good on their naked bodies.

Every so often Connie dropped to her knees, and they reached a point at which the water splashed at the base of Connie's neck when she knelt between waves, she said, “This seems about right, Master.”

“Fine,” Kevin said. “Bracelets.”

“Yes, Master,” Connie said, turning to allow Kevin to link her wrist cuffs together behind her back. Then she turned around again and knelt before Kevin, slowly sinking into the water. Kevin's cock was floating gently on the water and Connie easily scooped it up and into her mouth and began sucking, gazing up at her Master worshipfully between waves.

The waves at that level were at their peak tall enough to slap Kevin on the shoulder blades. He stood with his back to the waves, facing the shore, blocking them from slapping Connie in the back of the head.

As it was, as the waves crested the water level ran up over Connie's head for an instant. Fortunately, there was a lot of time between swells and the top of the swell didn't last long, so there was no shortness of breath.

But certainly, it made for a very different sort of blowjob, having her head underwater part of the time and above water most of the time. And then there was the weirdness of his balls floating underwater. She was used to balls that hung downward, either still or swaying back and forth. But underwater, they swayed in all sorts of directions, blobbing this way and that like fleshy jellyfish. It was definitely weird.

Connie compensated by concentrating all the harder on bringing pleasure to her Master's cock with her mouth. She worked it with her tongue, she sucked on it like it was her only source of air.

Kevin stood there facing the shore with Connie's head bobbing in front of him and the waves slapping his back, feeling the sun's rays on his skin and the ocean breeze, looking at the sky and the clouds as a hot stream of pleasure surged through his brain thanks to Connie's skilled tongue. It wasn't such a weird experience for him, perhaps because his head wasn't under water at any time.

It was instead a supremely pleasant and joyful experience, all those wonderful feelings and sensations flowing through him. It was an absolutely simple thing, a blowjob on the beach, but it was exquisitely pleasurable as Connie's tongue worked his cock expertly, like the beast she was. Her hands, cuffed behind her back at his will proclaimed his ownership of her, as did the collar that gleamed in the sun on her neck.

His cock was soon rock hard under the circumstances, and he wanted to fuck Connie.

He pulled his cock out of her mouth and pulled Connie to her feet.

“Wrap your legs around me, slut, and ride my cock and the waves,” he ordered.

“Yes, Master,” said Connie, stepping in close and wrapping her legs around Kevin's torso. He grabbed her hips with one hand and his cock with the other, then carefully worked his cock into her pussy. It was not difficult: she was wet as could be, given that her pussy was under water.

After a moment she was floating on the ocean with his cock inside her, her body gently rising and falling with the swell of the waves.

Even though her hands were cuffed behind her back, she easily kept her head out of the water most of the time.

Kevin reached forward and shoved the ballgag into her mouth.

”It'll help keep the water out,” he said with a smirk. He was doing it because he knew that Connie, like most slavegirls, liked being gagged during sex.

“Yeff, maffa,” said Connie. Her pussy was sending all sorts of good feelings up to her brain as she floated in the water. She felt great.

Kevin got a good grip on Connie's hips and began fucking her. He started out slow but steady, but was soon fucking her vigorously, very vigorously. His hips churned back and forth sending up a froth of water as his pelvis thrust into Connie.

Connie had been very aroused by giving the blowjob, and the feel of Kevin's cock inside her rapidly drove her toward orgasm. There was also the feel of the sun beaming down on her, the waves caressing her, the smell and sound of the surf and the beach and the breeze. Even the feel of her head occasionally getting dunked by a swell was nice, somehow.

She relaxed into the surf, into the sex, becoming one with her surroundings, and she began to cum, crying out mindlessly into her gag, squirming like a sea creature caught on Kevin's fleshy hook.

Kevin was soon driving toward orgasm himself, his pleasure stronger and stronger with each stroke, the sight and sound of Connie's writhing body before him so beautiful and so irresistible.

So he did not resist. He came, groaning in pleasure as he released inside Connie's body, his body pumping like a machine.

Afterward he stood there for a while, just enjoying the feel of everything, the sun, the surf, the breeze, Connie's tight pussy holding his cock, her body floating gently on the waves.

Connie, lying in the water, could not have been happier. It felt absolutely great to have her legs wrapped around her Master, to surrender herself to him and the sea, just a sex beast basking in the sun.

Finally, Kevin reached down and pulled the gag from Connie's mouth. “Bracelets,” he said, and Connie let go of Kevin's torso with her legs and regained her feet, turning her back to Kevin and raising her wrists out of the water. Kevin unfastened her cuffs and said, “Guess we better go before we bake out here,” he said.

“Yes, Master, thank you, Master, for all the lovely sex,” said Connie.

“It was my pleasure,” Kevin said, grinning. He wrapped an arm around her shoulders and they waded back to the shore, both of them feeling very relaxed.

When they reached the shore, Connie spontaneously began dancing in the surf and doing handstands and flips and leaps. Kevin smiled, watching. Every move in her body spoke of joy, and he had a pretty good idea why she was feeling joyful. It was all his fault. Kind of.

Then he heard girls squealing and saw several young women running toward Connie. As they approached her, they, too, began doing handstands and leaps and flips in the sand, and Kevin realized this was more of Connie's students, reuniting with their teacher.

For some time Connie did gymnastics and dance with her students, all of them looking impossibly graceful on the sand. A small crowd gathered to watch their impromptu performance along with Kevin.

It was like a sudden outbreak of fairies on the beach, a burst of beauty and joy. And the spontaneity of it made it somehow wonderful. None of the girls was performing for any person, they were expressing their own joy and pleasure at being out on the beach on such a beautiful day.

Connie stopped her gyrations after a time, and her students did, too, ending it with a group hug and then walking off.

“I hope you did not mind the little gymnastics thing we did, Master,” Connie said.

“What kind of jerk would I have to be to mind something like that, girl?” Kevin asked. “It was beautiful. I'm glad to have had the chance to watch. Does that happen often?”

Connie beamed a smile at Kevin. She had a great smile, and she didn't smile often. In repose, her face was relaxed and calm.

“Never happened before, Master,” said Connie. “I suppose it's the beach. Dancing and doing moves on the beach just feels right somehow. Did you see that triple spin leap that Marishka did? She's still got it!”

“All of it was kind of amazing, to me,” said Kevin. “I've never watched gymnastics before, remember?”

“Ah, right, Master,” said Connie. “Well, I was impressed for both of us, I guess. That was an incredibly difficult move, and she still does it like it was nothing.”

As they spoke, they walked to the public showers beside the pier and washed the sand and shells off their bodies, then sat on a bench and let their bodies dry in the sun and the breeze before putting their shoes and clothing back on. It did not take long.

“Sand gets in EVERYTHING here,” Connie muttered as she cleaned herself off.

“Yes, it does,” Kevin agreed.

“You should come up with a mathematical formula to determine a way to keep sand grains from adhering to human bodies, Master,” Connie said.

“I'll, ahh … get right on that, girl,” Kevin said, nodding agreeably. “Actually, while I was watching you and the other girls dance, I thought a lot about trajectories and parabolas and the way you managed to do all that gyrating without running into one another. It was interesting.”

“Yes, on one level gymnastics is all about physics, about gravity and momentum and centrifugal force,” said Connie. “I can see it being of interest to a mathematician. For the girls, it's a physical thing, a matter of training their bodies to move in this way and that. And on yet another level it is an expression of joy and pleasure in their ability to make things happen physically. And for the audience, it's a show, something to watch and be amazed at.”

“Well it is amazing,” said Kevin. “When I saw you making those moves when we stopped, I was amazed. I had thought gymnastics was all about spinning around on poles and dangling from rings and stuff.”

“Yes, those are part of gymnastics, too,” said Connie, “more for male gymnasts than female gymnasts, though female gymnasts do work on the horse and the balance beam and the uneven parallel bars as well. But female gymnastics have made the floor exercises, which is basically what the girls and I were doing on the beach, our own.”

“There is much I do not know about gymnastics,” said Kevin.

“You'll learn, Master,” said Connie, smiling. “You seem bright enough.”

“I'm bright enough to enjoy a girl's dance when she feels like dancing,” Kevin said. “I think that sets a very low bar, girl.”

“You'd be surprised at the Master's who could not clear that very low bar, Master,” said Connie.

Then they began running home. Kevin was surprised to discover that the run home was far easier than usual. He normally had to drag his sorry ass that last mile or two, gutting it out as his last energy reserves drained out.

Maybe it was the break, or maybe it was having Connie on his leash, but the run was easy. Connie occasionally broke out in a cartwheel or a spinning leap as she ran. How she did it without getting tangled in her leash he had no idea. More complex equations would definitely be involved there.

When they got home, they shared a shower, which felt very good, and the blowjob Connie gave Kevin felt even better. When he made his way to the study, finally, and Connie brought him some coffee and trail mix he felt absolutely relaxed and ready to go.

So he started down the familiar intellectual trail that the squiggles on the whiteboard led him to, but as he did so, he kept seeing in the back of his mind, pretty girls leaping and spinning and cartwheeling around.

This did not particularly bother Kevin. Fugue states were difficult to attain. One's brain was always happy to natter away about nothing rather than focus. You had to keep at it, return your attention again and again to the math, patiently and relentlessly.

Kevin was very good at this, he had to be, and years of practice had made his brain much more ready to enter a math fugue state than most people's brains. After a while, the spinning gymnasts faded from the foreground of his mind and the equations he was working on came into the foreground. Or so he thought.


Chapter Twelve

Was This Love?

Connie found she could barely stand after her run, so once she had Master's coffee and trail mix taken care of and he was sitting in his chair, she collapsed on the sofa and watched TV. Well, she did not really WATCH the TV. She had “The Collar Chronicles” on, a long-running sitcom about the goings-on in a commercial slave kennel, on, but she didn't see it really. She just sat there and kvelled.

The fact was that dancing with her students on the beach had been a peak experience for Connie. Nothing like that had ever happened before, except at gym class, when the students sometimes broke out in spontaneous moves and dance, generally before of after training. And they tended to dance when they were watching their fellow team members perform.

But the beach thing had had an element of spontaneity about it that made it different. In class the focus was all on movement, so outbreaks of moves and dance were expected. As a coach, Connie was all for that sort of thing. You wanted to harness the energy, not suppress it, and if a girl was grooving on the sidelines, she contributed to the total energy in the gym.

But there was something else going on inside her, too. She could feel it. The run with Kevin had been fun in ways that just exercising to stay fit was not. Sometimes she did moves when she was running or working out, because she liked working out, and moves were a great way to express one's joy. But things just felt different with Kevin. Was he the one?

Then again, there were the times like now, when he was doing one of his math fugues. Connie respected Kevin's abilities and his dedication, as it mirrored her own abilities and dedication to gymnastics. But when he was in a fugue, it's as if he wasn't there. When she brought him coffee and trail mix, she'd thought it would be fun to bring along a feather duster and dust him off, he sat so still. He was no fun at all, at such times. It was like having a department store dummy for a Master.

Then again, it felt so good when he was being human. He was smitten by her, she could tell. A lot of men had been smitten by her. “You are mighty smitey, coach!” one of her students had once told her after seeing a Free Use Master sort of glomming on her.

The truth was, Connie had never felt any lack of men who wanted to be her personal Master, for most Masters “jump at the chance” would be a fair descriptor of their feelings about putting her in their personal collars.

So what the hell was she doing hanging around with Kevin? He was a man who was completely unlike her and hadn't even volunteered to be her Master, really -- this was a Scary Uncle/Crazy Aunt situation.

She knew the answer: she liked him. But Connie liked most men, she was a Free Use girl from way back, and you didn't wear a Free Use collar if you didn't like most men. What made Kevin different?

Connie wasn't sure, but she knew she really felt great right now, just kvelling her heart out. Was it Kevin, or the way her former students had joined her in joyful celebration out on the beach, or some combination of both?

Connie realized she didn't much care. She was so very happy, and she was content with that. She continued to watch the show, letting its predictable tropes wash over her, and smiled, content to simple exist in this very happy state. Was this love? She didn't know, didn't care. It was great, whatever it was, and Connie had a very fundamental intelligence about leaving good things well enough alone.

Sometimes fugue states were so powerful that when they ended it was like waking up from a very dreamy sleep about math. This was one of those times.

Kevin looked down at the papers he had been scribbling on during the fugue state. Sometimes he needed to, in order to figure out what he'd been thinking about. Now was one of those times. His brows went up as he examined the papers. None of the math on them was about the current set of Fournier transformations. It was all about parabolas and arcs, but he'd been doing something with the differential equations. Well there was that one other thing he'd done, he'd have to talk to Connie about that. But the parabola and arc equations, they'd definitely been inspired by his thinking about the gymnasts and there was something going on there, implementing a time element via Fourier analysis … yes, on further examination, he had definitely found a spider-hole in the wall of math. He had a lot of research to do, to see if he had just replicated someone else's work … he rarely ventured into geometry … but still, it could be something new.

He smiled, suddenly feeling very, very good. Time to share with Connie. He rose and picked up one of the sheets he'd scribbled and doodled on and headed for Connie. She wouldn't make out the math, but that other thing he'd drawn, she'd figure that out immediately.

“Hi, Master!” Connie said brightly when he showed. She was watching television. She looked very relaxed and cheery. Must be a good program.

“Hey, girl,” Kevin said, sliding onto the sofa next to Connie. “Look what I've been up to.”

He handed the sheet to Connie who took it, glanced at it, then looked at it more carefully.

“It appears that your mind was not completely on your math, Master,” said Connie.

“Clearly not,” said Kevin.

“I hope I have not been responsible for distracting your mind, Master,” said Connie.

“I am pretty sure that you have, girl, but it's all right, because it's helped me with my math,” said Kevin.

“I do not see how drawing a sex throne is going to help Master with his math,” Connie said.

“You are correct,” said Kevin, “though I think the drawing does have significance. But those math squiggles that are around the throne … they represent a creative breakthrough for me, after a period of being stymied.”

“Well, that's obvious, Master, what else could that funny “W” next to the delta sign over the four possibly mean?” Connie said, smirking.

“I knew you'd see it,” said Kevin, smirking right back. “But really, remember how I was telling you that I was thinking about arcs and parabolas while I watched you and your girls dance?”

“I do, Master,” said Connie.

“Well these squiggles represent some applications of Fourier analyses to geometry,” said Kevin. “Fourier transforms and geometry have a long association, but these are new to me. That doesn't mean they are new to mathematics. I could be unknowingly replicating work that has been done by others in the past. Happens all the time in mathematics. But even if it is, it's got me thinking in new directions. Something good is going to come out of this, math-wise, and I have you and your girls to thank for it.”

“I know how you could thank me properly, Master,” said Connie, who was still staring at the paper Kevin had given her as if she could stare the math symbols into meaningfulness.

“How, girl?” Kevin asked.

“Make this throne,” Connie said.

“Ah,” said Kevin. “I was hoping you would have it made. I think the fact that I drew it in a fugue state is significant.”

“Yes, Master, it means you were horny as fugue,” Connie said. She was a true slavegirl -- she had no shame.

“Possibly,” Kevin said, giving Connie a suspicious look. “But I think it means my subconscious wants to change the way I fugue. It wants to incorporate you into the fugues, unless I miss my guess. I could be wrong about that, I'm not really good at understanding my subconscious. But even if I'm dead wrong, it could be fun finding out.”

“Oh, yes, Master,” said Connie. “I'll get right on it.”

“I knew I could count on you for that,” said Kevin. “And let's keep doing those runs out to the beach if it's all right with you, girl. They seem to be productive. And fun.”

“Oh, with pleasure, Master,” said Connie. “Perhaps I can help Master with his mechanics.”

“With my mechanics?” Kevin asked.

“Your body mechanics when you run, Master,” said Connie.

“Are you saying my form is not perfect when I run, girl?” Kevin asked.

“Well, speaking as a professional athletics coach … yes, Master,” said Connie. “I mean, your form is not BAD, you could just make a few little improvements that would make you run much more efficiently and effortlessly.”

“And it would bother you endlessly if I did not make those improvements, would it not, girl?” Kevin asked.

“It might bother me just a little,” said Connie.

“Well then you'd best instruct me,” said Kevin. “But don't expect me to teach you differential equations!”

“Done, Master,” Connie said, nodding solemnly before he could rethink things.


Chapter Thirteen

Squirming, nasty, unthinking sexual pleasure

Two days later, it was done. It had not been easy. Connie quickly realized that what Kevin wanted was not something that was easily achieved. A simple sex throne was one thing, there were plenty of them that would do the trick, some of them quite cheap. But the throne also had to be one from which Kevin could enter his fugue states easily, and from which he could easily work on his math, both at the computer and while doodling with pen and paper.

It would also have to be one in which Connie could rest comfortably for hours while atop a Sybian.

It would have to have automatic safety catches and releases so Connie could release herself if she had an issue, like having to go the bathroom suddenly.

Fortunately, Kevin was not the first Master who had wanted a sex throne that could be occupied for long periods by both Master and slavegirl. Far from it. And there were quite a few models to choose from that would fill the bill.

Best of all, she could pick literally any of them.

“What is my budget for this project, Master?” Connie had asked.

“Think you can bring in for under ten grand, girl?” Kevin had asked.

Connie, had been thinking a thousand dollars at the outside, based on her idea of what was expensive and what was reasonable, had tried not to register her surprise, just saying, ””Yes, Master,” like it was a reasonable budget, but she'd seen by the curl of a smile on Master's lip that he was on to her.

“It's work-related, girl,” said Kevin. “About the only work-related expense I've got, other than Old Betsy. It's tax-deductible.”

“Old Betsy, Master?” Connie had asked, her tone clearly implying that she wanted to know about this aging math-related slavegirl that Master had not told her about.

“My computer, girl,” said Kevin. “What else?”

“Yes, Master, what else?” Connie had replied, giving him a suspicious slavegirl look. Of course a mathematician would name his computer.

With a budget that generous, Connie was easily able to come up with two devices that filled the bill nicely, and got them shipped Ultra Hasty Priority, which got them delivered in one day. The old desk and chair were shoved into the basement with the cat's litter box and feeding and watering trays.

Connie put a couple of boxes with comfy cat pillows in them atop the desk and suddenly the cats had a new favorite place to stay. Food, water, litterbox and sleep all in one place, with the sleeping place up high so they could keep an eye on things. They hardly needed humans at all now. Though they still liked to be petted. And they still needed to know everything their humans did and ate. Especially ate.

As soon as it was in place and the men who had delivered it had departed, Kevin smiled and said, “I feel a fugue coming on.”

“Yes, Master, I hoped that would be the case,” Connie said silkily. She was dying to try out the new toy. “I'll get the hood and the armbinder.”

There had to be a hood, they had decided. And a nice leather armbinder that she could relax into with her arms bound behind her back. It only stood to reason.

Connie returned to the study with the armbinder and the hood in her hands and let her Master put them on her. When he was finished, she was unable to see. There were holes for her nostrils, and there was a big hole for her mouth, with her lips pressed out of it, so that they were vaguely duck-lipped. The hood was equipped with a blindfold that Kevin could raise if he wanted Connie to see, but which was down now. It also had an emergency release that Connie could use. They wanted Connie focused on Kevin's cock and nothing else but the sensations the Sybian created, so the blindfold stayed down when she was in use.

Kevin guided Connie around the new desk then had her kneel before it.

Then Kevin scrambled around the desk and slid into the sex throne that had replaced the comfy chair that sat opposite the old chair. His coffee and trail mix were already on the desk, along with Old Betsy, some paper and some pencils. Some things were sacred and never changed.

“You may take your seat, girl,” said Kevin.

“Yes, Master,” said Connie, her voice already with a note of lust in it. She'd thought a lot about this toy as she prepared it. Perhaps that was part of Kevin's plan -- he was much smarter about slavegirls than he first appeared to be, though that had set a very low bar indeed.

Connie crawled carefully under the desk, her head bumping it at first but then she went lower, her whole body bent at her waist and held up by her core as she crawled, because her hands were bound behind her back. Didn't matter -- her core was wonderfully strong and she was very bendy. Not Olympic gymnast bendy, but surprisingly close to Olympic gymnast bendy.

In a moment she felt the Sybian on the floor. It was partly under the desk and partially under the throne that Master sat on. The throne had a vee notch in its center for the slavegirl's head.

Connie mounted the Sybian, leaning against Master momentarily to keep her balance, then carefully slid her butt down atop the Sybian until she felt the butt dildo. She positioned her anus over the dildo's lubricated surface and carefully slid down until it was fully inserted in her and her pussy lips were pressed tight against the rubbery nubbins atop the Sybian.

She could feel her Master's legs on either side of her. This gave Connie a rough idea where his cock should be, and she began feeling about for it with her lips, the only part of her that was outside the hood. She soon located it and slowly and carefully worked it into her mouth, unable to see it or manipulate it with her hands tied behind her back.

It took some effort, but it was fun, and soon enough the cock was seated firmly in her mouth, and she felt two little presses on either side of her hood which meant that Master had attached the straps on the ring at the base of his cock to her hood. Now she was physically unable to get his cock out of her mouth.

Not that she wanted to.

Connie started a little as she felt the Sybian buzz to life, the dildo inside her anus and the rubbery nubbins beneath her pussy suddenly very alive and doing very good things to her nether regions.

She worked Master's cock with her tongue and mouth, but she didn't work it hard. She wasn't in any hurry to make him cum and in fact that might be a problem. The goal, they had decided, was for Connie to make his cock very happy that it was inside her mouth, but not to work him toward cumming. He might cum, or he might not, that was a matter of how horny he was. If he came, she would swallow and keep sucking, but very, very gently.

She was to be part of his fugue state, that was all.

As for Connie, she could cum the whole time she was down there, because she wasn't the one trying to break new ground in mathematics. She was just having fun sexy times and serving her Master's very peculiar needs.

So Connie just sort of licked and suckled Kevin's cock. He kept the Sybian turned on low but steady and let her simmer.

Connie found this entirely agreeable. She was in no hurry to orgasm. She was in no hurry to do anything. She was right where she should be and right where she wanted to be, sitting on a Sybian and sucking her Master's cock. She felt like she could happily do this forever.

But the Sybian had other plans for her body. It never tired, never grew excited, just kept that stream of buzzy pleasure flowing into Connie's pussy and ass. And although she started out feeling relaxed and good, after a time, her body responded to the feel of her Master's cock in her mouth, the dildo vibrating in her ass, and the rubbery nubbins vibrating against her clit. It happened slowly, sneakily. There was no particular moment when she started building toward orgasm. She was not thinking about anything, just enjoying the physical sensations.

This was gentler, slower than her usual path to orgasm, it was more like gliding into the air, slowly rising on the thermals, soaring effortlessly upward. The streams of pure pleasure rising from her pussy and anus stayed steady, but she gradually became more and more focused on them as things proceeded. After a while … she had no idea how long, she had quickly lost track of time in the small, enclosed space under Master's desk … she began to orgasm. It was all she could do to keep from moaning in pleasure, but the taste of her Master's cock in her mouth reminded her that she had a job to do.

So she just ground her ass against the Sybian, slowly twisting and writhing in ecstasy atop it, rubbing her clit into the nubbing, feeling the dildo in her ass, milking every bit of pleasure from the Sybian that she could, and growing more and more excited as she did so.

She didn't do any of this deliberately, consciously, it was all pure physical response to pleasure.

Something Connie had never experienced was happening, though. She was mindless but also feeling very safe and very happy. It was probably because she was in such a small, restricted space as she writhed, feeling good in the same way it felt good to nestle in the arms of a lover after sex. And maybe some of it was the relationship between her and Kevin. They were not a Free Use hookup, they were a Crazy Aunt and a Scary Uncle, dammit, forging a relationship between their two very distinct selves.

Maybe it was all of these things working together on Connie to make her into a simple, mindless beast squirming beneath Master's desk.

When the orgasms came, they weren't like normal orgasms, they seemed to bloom within her, natural outgrowths of how she was feeling. Normally there was a sense of being triggered, of orgasms as a change in the sexual pleasure. This was simply an extension of the very intense yet relaxed pleasure she was feeling, a new state of ecstasy on top of the earlier ecstasy.

She came, and came and came and sucked her Master's cock the whole time, mindlessly happy. She was immersed in stillness and great joy and squirming, nasty, unthinking sexual pleasure, all at the same time.

And the feelings all centered on her collar. Her collar somehow felt a natural part of the orgasms, or really, a part of her psyche as she came and came and came.

It was strange, she had always taken her collar for granted. It was just something you wore to tell people your status. She had always considered Free Use collars to be the best, because it meant you could fuck anybody and anybody could fuck you, and hence, that there would be a whole lotta fucking going on in her life, which ... there was. But she'd never experienced the Free Use collar as part of who she was, not like she was experiencing Kevin's collar while she came and came and came.

Eventually, the orgasms ended, and she drifted back to mere pleasure, still squirming on the Sybian, still under the desk, still sucking Master's cock.

But even though the orgasms left, the stillness and the joy stayed with her, and the sense of being one with her collar mentally was still there, too. She felt utterly relaxed mentally, yet at her full capacity.


Chapter Fourteen

It's like a holiday every day

“I'm ready for a break, how about you, girl?” Kevin asked some timeless time later.

“Yeff, maffa,” Connie replied. She was not quite awake and not quite asleep, drowsing in sexual langour, her head nestled in Master's lap, leaning against him naturally and easily, her lips sucking his cock naturally and easily as well.

Kevin undid the snaps that held Connie's head harness and she slowly and carefully got the dildo out of her ass, backed off the Sybian and rose to her feet. She was a little stiff at her confinement to under the desk, but otherwise, she felt great. The stillness and joy were still with her.

Kevin removed her helmet and she blinked a bit as the light flooded her eyes.

“So how was it?” Kevin asked.

“It was very good, Master,” said Connie “How was it for you?”

“I enjoyed it, and I was quite productive,” Kevin answered. He was such a stiff, and she loved him for it. “I only wish I had enjoyed it more. I was surprised at how easily I got into fugue state and once I got there, I just wasn't totally “there” for the pleasure, you know?”

“I am sorry, Master,” said Connie. “I kept my sucking low key. I can, um, turn it up next time.”

“It was fine as it was,” said Kevin, smiling. “The idea was to keep it low-key enough for the fugues to work, and it did.”

They headed for the kitchen, where Connie made some trail mix and coffee for Master, and made poured herself a bowl of cereal in milk, and they went to the dining table and ate in quiet companionship.

“I do feel a bit guilty, Master,” said Connie. “I had a LOT of orgasms while I was down there.”

“I can turn the Sybian down next time if you like,” Kevin said.

“It was about right, Master,” said Connie. “It took me a long time to reach orgasm at that setting, though I have no idea how long. I sort of lost track of time. Which was very nice, just being in this timeless place, sexually aroused and feeling so sexy, enjoying the taste and feel of your cock in my mouth while the pleasure built up inside me. That was fine.”

“It sounds fine,” said Kevin. “I worked on the parabolas and arcs some more. It's hard to describe, but it's definitely new to me, and I haven't yet found any indication I'm reworking someone else's discovery.”

“Do you think you will discover you're covering ground that has already been covered, Master?” Connie asked. She was wondering what would be the best way to tell him the most important thing about her experience.

“Yes,” said Kevin. “The odds are way in favor of it, but that's OK. Just working in this new area is going to lead me to some new discoveries, I can feel it.”

“That is good, Master,” said Connie. “I had a new experience while I was under your desk. I had a series of orgasms that culminated in a Collar Climax, Master.”

Kevin was instantly alert. He was not the most attentive Master, but he knew what a Collar Climax meant.

“Really?” he asked, his face smiling, his voice hopeful. “Are you sure?”

“Really, Master,” said Connie, nodding and smiling. “I am very sure. I am still feeling it. I always used to believe Collar Climaxes are half bullshit, something made up by women who had fallen in love with a Master and had this fantasy, but I was wrong. It's real. it's everything they say it is.”

“Well, that is very good news,” said Kevin. “I dunno … when you first came here, I was dubious, you know? I didn't know if we would work out. I was particularly concerned that you'd be a problem for my productivity, interfering with my fugues and so forth. But it's been just the opposite. Everything works better with you around. The fugues I've had have been very productive, and running with you has been a pure pleasure, it's like a holiday every day.”

“Yes, Master, I had my doubts about you, too, at first,” said Connie. “When you are in your fugue state, you are pretty darned useless as a Master. I mean, I was thinking I should go in every so often to dust you as you sat there without moving. I've never seen anyone who could sit so still for so long. I am a teacher who teaches the benefits of exercise and movement, I honestly thought there might be something wrong with you. But you know, I read up on how mathematics is done, on the extremes of concentration that are required to make new advances, and about fugue states, and I realized that while you appeared to be inactive you were actually engaging vigorously in some strenuous mental disciplines. And I have learned to respect discipline, so it became easy for me to accept your fugues, once I understood what was going on.”

“Ah,” said Kevin. “I had wondered why you adapted so readily to my fugue states. Most non-mathematicians are offended by them in some way I've never really understood.”

“I can help you with that, Master,” said Connie. “People are offended by your fugue states because you appear to be ignoring them, as if they didn't exist. When I go in to bring you fresh coffee and trail mix, you never acknowledge my presence. It is hard for most people to understand states of concentration so intense that a person literally can't see what's going on around with them with their eyes open. But I read about it, so I knew. Plus, I have been around people who can do astonishing things with their bodies through great mental and physical preparation, so I had no trouble accepting that you were doing something not normal through your application of your mind to very challenging mathematical problems. You are a sort of gymnast of math, Master. I can understand that.”

Kevin stared at Connie.

“Why didn't you tell me any of this before?” he asked.

“You didn't bring it up, Master,” Connie said with a smile. “But that's a bit unfair. It is also because I didn't have Collar Climax. I didn't have the clarity of thought I have now. I was afraid to tell you all I thought. At some level, I thought it might frighten you, drive you away somehow.”

“Why would it do that?” asked Kevin.

“Men are not entirely rational creatures, Master,” said Connie. “They get scared by emotions, and hence by talk of emotions. Women learn to avoid talking about feelings and such so we don't wind you up.”

“Ah,” said Kevin, nodding. “Emotions don't bother me.”

“I'm going to have call bullshit on that Master,” Connie said, smiling. “You think that you have no emotions because your attention to math has left you supremely rational, and that hence talk of emotions cannot bother you. You are wrong on both counts.”

“Well if I am wrong on both counts, why did you bother brining it up in the first place, mine?” Kevin asked.

“Because I knew that particular talk would not bother you, Master,” said Connie. “It helped you better understand why I was able to respect your fugues, which you could not figure out, so it helped settle your mind on the fact that you love me.”

“I love you?” Kevin asked.

“You just called me mine, my Master,” said Connie. “'Why did you bother bringing it up in the first place, mine,' you said.”

“A slip of the tongue,” said Kevin.

“Not really, Master,” said Connie. ”You have already called me “mine” a time or two and on several occasions you have come within a hair of calling me “mine” but stopped yourself. And you were pleased when I told you I had had a Collar Climax.”

“I was happy for you,” said Kevin.

“No, Master, you were just plain happy,” said Connie. “Everybody knows what a Collar Climax means, and you were very glad to hear I had one. You are not at all frightened to hear that I love you.”

“You certainly have gotten forward, girl,” said Kevin. “You didn't talk like this before. Is this a Collar Climax thing?”

“Partially,” said Connie. “Partly it was because I wasn't sure that I loved you, or would love you, so I kept things formal between us so that if we had to break up, it would not hurt so much. But that is no longer a consideration. And it's part Collar Climax. I just feel that I see you more clearly now, Master. While you are not the emotionless person you think you are, you are are very rational and not at all interested in doing what's socially expected of you.”

“I'm not sure if I should feel insulted or flattered,” said Kevin thoughtfully.

“You feel neither,” said Connie. “You are so busy feeling smug and teasing me about me having a Collar Climax that you don't have room in your mind for anything else.”

“OK, that was definitely insulting, if true,” said Kevin, grinning. “And it's definitely true. Are you going to read my mind like this all the time?”

“I'm afraid so, Master,” said Connie.

“That could be seriously annoying,” said Kevin.

“Oh, don't worry, Master,” said Connie. ”Most of the time, I won't tell you I'm doing it.”

“See that you don't, mine,” said Kevin.


Chapter Fifteen

“I'll take that for a yes”

Later that day, they went collar shopping. The Crazy Aunt/Scary Uncle collar just didn't cut it any more. It was a beautiful collar, but a little ornate and generic for their tastes. Kevin and Connie both liked collars that were simple and strong, almost brutal, with lots of rings set in them for binding Connie in all sorts of stringent ways. Collars that looked like they were made for restraining beasts.

They soon found one and placed their order. it was a specialty job so would take a couple of days for the engraving to be completed.

On Monday the work week started anew for both of them, so they put their plans on hold and waited for the new collar, with its matching cuffs and shackles to arrive. The four days of work passed in a blur, both of them fully immersed in their work.

Connie's charges were only semi-thrilled that she had had a Collar Climax and that it would work out between her and Kevin. Connie learned that was because there had been a betting pool on the topic among her students, and that an awful lot of students had bet against her and Kevin working out and hence, lost money.

Connie didn't blame them for their bets. She would have bet against her and Kevin when the relationship started out. She was as surprised as anyone else that Kevin had brought her to Collar Climax.

And she was a lot gladder than most of her students that it had happened.

It was strange, she had never felt a lack in her life before, but now each day was imbued with meaning and purpose in ways it never had been before. She just saw everything with a new clarity that made her act with more certainty than she ever had. It was as if the same confidence she had always felt in relation to gymnastics now broadened to include all of her life.

It was the clarity that was part of Collar Climax, she knew. It had that effect on every woman who had it, and it was what accounted for women ruling the world, more or less. She had never believed that part of history before, but now she did.

Finally Thursday night arrived, with Friday, Saturday, Sunday and Pluterday ahead promising nothing but fugues, fun, runs and joyous balls-to-the-wall bondage sex for both of them.

The new collar had arrived on Thursday while they were both teaching. Back on the previous Pluterday they decided that since practically everyone they knew and a lot of people they just barely knew had shown interest in their Scary Aunt/Crazy Uncle collaring, that a formal public collaring ceremony was in order. And that it should definitely be at the beach.

They sent out invitations to all their friends and family. Connie sent out a lot of invitations to former students and students as well. Kevin was a lot more chary in that regard, but he also invited some of the mathematicians he corresponded with.

Of course, an emailed invitation wouldn't do for Connie's sister.

“Oh, gods!” Bonnie had cried. “Oh god oh god oh god!”

“I take it then that this meets with your approval?” Connie had said, stifling her laugh.

“OH HELL YES!” Bonnie screamed.

“I'll take that for a yes,” Connie said.

“This is great, so great, it's wonderful, wonderful, wonderful!” Bonnie babbled. “Didja have a collar climax, didja? Didja?”

“Of course I did,” said Connie, holding the phone farther from her ear.

“I KNEW IT!” Bonnie screamed. “KNEW IT! KNEW IT! KNEW IT!”

“Calm down, sis, it was bound to happen sooner or later,” Connie said.

“HA!” Bonnie shouted. “It took you FOREVER! I thought I was going to have gray hair by the time you had a collar climax!”

“Sure,” said Connie said.

“This is so GREAT!” Bonnie asked.

“So you think you might make the ceremony?” Connie asked.

“I'll be there if I have to bind and gag my ENTIRE FAMILY and DRAG them to the ceremony!” Bonnie cried.

“Please don't do that,” Connie said.

“No promises!” said Bonnie.

“And don't spend the entire ceremony crying and sniffling,” Connie said. “It might give people the wrong idea.”

“No promises!” Bonnie repeated. “Anyway, Mom will have that covered.”

“God, yes, she sure had it covered at your collaring ceremony,” said Connie.

“She sure did,” Bonnie agreed. “What about your Master's family?”

“I think I am considered a heroine of sorts among them,” said Connie. “I get the impression the whole family was as het up about him finding his personal slavegirl as you were about me getting a collar climax.”

“Well it can't hurt that you are the best gymnastics coach in the country,” Bonnie said, “and not some hustler girl who tripped him and got underneath him before he hit the floor.”

“Sis, I'm not even the best gymnastics coach in the state,” Connie said.

“Bullshit!” said Bonnie. “You're the best gymnastics coach in the United Colonies, and you are getting collared by the best mathematician since Einstein because you have the best big sister in the world!”

“Bah, you aren't even the best big sister in the county,” Connie scoffed.

“HA!” said Bonnie. “Now you're just pulling my chain -- and that's my Master's job.”


Chapter Sixteen

A Public Collaring

The day of the collaring dawned bright and clear, and the crowd that formed at the pier grew gradually, but soon it was a huge crowd, and by noon a really exceptional crowd for their small town beachside pier.

Connie's students and former students had all come, and some of them had told their friends about it and some of their friends had come, as it was a public ceremony held at a public beach.

And everybody's kids had wanted to come, because it was on the beach and they could wear swimwear and play most of the time instead of doing, or worse, watching boring grownup stuff.

Connie and Kevin would both just as soon have held a private collaring ceremony with just the two of them, but considering how excited everyone had been about their temporary Scary Uncle/Crazy Aunt collar, that it would be best to hold a big public ceremony and get it all over with.

That had been the plan, anyway. But as she was led, naked and chained, to the Slavegirl's Post that had been erected in the middle of the sand not too far from the pier, she had some misgivings. Kevin was not a very public person. He was happy as a clam sitting in his room having his fugues, or sitting alone with Connie and talking about the events of the day. But he wasn't a big one for public displays of anything -- and this was going to be a public display, like any traditional public collaring ceremony.

In fact, there were several news drones circling in the air over the crowd, sometimes dipping down to fly among them. This was going to be an Event, all right.

As was traditional, her father took the part of the Slaver, leading Connie on the chain and then attaching the chain to the slave post, giving her a kiss on the cheek before joining Connie's mom, and of course, sister, in the crowd.

Mom was crying, of course, but it was happy tears. Tears of relief, in fact. Her youngest was finally getting a personal collar. And to a decent sort of man!

Next came Kevin, looking wonderful in his starched white jogging shorts, with a sword strapped to his side. He walked down the way that the crowd had cleared for him, straight to Connie.

Connie looked fabulous, too. She was decked out in her finest slavegirl finery. Her collar was encrusted with jewels. She wore coppery armlets chased with delicate engraving, nipple shields that gleamed and sparkled in the sun, a flashing string of jewels on a chain dangling from her labia ring, a bellybutton ring that also sparkled brightly, a tiara that nestled and flashed with jewels, and slave bracelets that traced the back of her hand with a delicate filigree of jewels. Her feet wore slave shackles that gleamed with jewels as well.

Her hair was carefully coiffed and made up, cascading down her shoulders, rich and gleaming with the lotions, emoluments and highlighters that it had been treated with. Her makeup was similarly applied with great care (though she had made some remarks about trowels as Bonnie and some of her students had fussed over her early that morning).

Connie wore not a wisp of clothing, as it was fitting and proper for a slavegirl to be naked on her collaring day, but earlier that day she had said, “I've never felt so dressed up in my life!” and she'd meant it.

Even her fingernails and toenails had been carefully lacquered and painted. Her lips felt kind of lacquered, too, with all the lipstick that had been applied to them (“So you'll look right for the people in the crowd”) Bonnie had said.

“I know you,” Connie replied. “You always wanted to put clown makeup on me, and now's your big chance! That's what this collaring is all about for you, admit it!”

“Just wait til I've oiled you up,” Bonnie had smirked.

That had actually been the worst part, getting oiled up about an hour before the ceremony. Every bit of her skin had been oiled, and she had been very aware of it and uncomfortable with it until it dried a bit on her skin. But it doubled as a sun block, so there was that.

As Kevin approached her, his wooden sword gleaming with silvery paint, she suddenly was glad of all the makeup. It helped her stay in her role, not that Slavegirl On The Block was a particularly demanding role. But it felt like a bit of armor between her and the enormous crowd that now thronged the beach, some of whose members undoubtedly had no idea who was getting collared.

Kevin stood in front of her, gazing down at her with his hand outstretched. He was reading some mnemonics he'd written in his palm. She had to stifle a giggle at the sight.

Kevin turned and faced the crowd.

“I, Kevin of Bayport, Lord Mathematician to the University, do claim this slavegirl as my very own! She is a true hot slut, a beauty, a gymnast and a teacher supreme! I promise to love her and care for her and to do everything in my power to see that she becomes the ultimate best expression of who she is! I swear this on my copy of Mathematica Principia! Now does anyone dare challenge my right to take this slavegirl as my very own property?” Kevin cried in the ancient form. Connie was surprised. He had done a good job of it.

Booing greeted this last question. But they weren't booing Kevin's words. The reason for the crowd's boos soon appeared opposite Kevin -- it was the Worst Man!

The Worst Man was Kevin's fellow mathematician and best friend, Narabedla Charadny, dressed in black trousers and sneakers and also wearing a wooden sword. His dark skin gleamed in the sun, and more than one slavegirl looked at him with hot eyes.

“I challenge your right to take this woman,” said Nara, as everyone called him. “The woman is mine, by right of mathematics!”

Kevin drew his sword, slowly as it had a tendency to hang up in the sheath if drawn too fast.

“You shall never have her,” he declared.

Nara drew his sword.

“I will have her, she is mine!” he said. Neither Kevin nor Nara were particularly good actors, so their declarations came out a bit flat and singsong, but no one minded. It was a party, after all.

Kevin and Nara then engaged in a mock duel, so badly done that small children in the crowd were heard making snide comments about their technique. Older children and adults who did not take the fine points of fake swordplay as seriously, did a lot of laughing.

In a short while, Kevin managed to parry a thrust from Nara and slide his point past Nara's guard and lodge the sword firmly against Nara's side near his heart. Nara grabbed the sword with his upper arm and fell to the ground with a very nicely done “AAAAAGH!”

Kevin raised his sword high in the air and the crowd applauded politely at his incredible victory over the Worst Man.

Kevin walked over to Connie, still chained at her post, where she had done a very credible job of looking engaged during the sword fight and had not giggled, even when Kevin had stumbled over his own feet at one point, truly a topnotch Slavegirl Damsel performance.

When Kevin reached Connie, Nara got off the sand and melted into the crowd, where the other guests gave him beer and plenty of backslaps.

Narabedla, a man who could remember numbers 27 digits long without moving his lips, grinned and accepted the beer and the bonhomie. This was not his normal way to spend a Saturday, but it was all right.

“A helmet! My kingdom for a helmet!” Kevin cried, to the bafflement of the crowd.

Connie leaned forward and whispered, “Collar, my Master!”

Kevin nodded, embarrassed. He'd known he would screw it up somehow.

“Oh, sorry! I meant a COLLAR! My kingdom for a COLLAR!” he cried.

This was Bonnie's signal. She came out from the crowd carrying a pillow with a set of keys and a collar on it.

She walked at a slow, steady pace. Bonnie was also naked, but decked out in all sorts of bangles and beads and slavish finery. It was her chance to shine, too. She approached Kevin and knelt before him, raising the pillow to him.

“As you wish, Master,” she said in a loud, clear voice.

“Thank you, girl,” said Kevin, taking the key. He unlocked Connie's cuffs from the slave post, and she knelt before him, hands behind her back, saying, “Thank you, my Master,” in a loud voice.

Kevin said nothing, he lifted the collar from the pillow and held it before Connie.

“Read the collar, girl,” Kevin said.

Connie looked at the collar. It was beautiful in its simplicity, a big, thick ring with bright gleaming copper featuring thick rings set in it at intervals for binding, and at the front of it, the inscription.

“Connie, property of Kevin,” Connie said. She didn't need to read it, they'd both spend some time admiring it when it had arrived via special delivery. And though Connie's neck had ached to wear it, she had not put it on. Things had to be done right. Kevin had to put it on her, at the ceremony.

“By this collar I claim Mastery over you,” said Kevin. “Once it is on your neck, you are mine, now and forevermore, my slave to love and cherish and keep as mine forever. Now, Connie, do you accept my collar before all, and promise to be my slavegirl and mine alone, for all your days?”

“I do, my Master,” Connie said, her voice strong and firm.

Kevin took the collar and place it on Connie's neck with a click that only she heard, but she heard it loud and clear, she felt it, in fact. It seemed to shoot through her whole being, and it felt wonderful. She was Kevin's, from now on. And he was her Master, which was also wonderful.

“I take thee as my slavegirl!' Kevin cried. “Now kiss your Master's feet so we can get this party started!”

“Yes, Master,” said Connie, and she knelt before Kevin and kissed his feet, careful to kiss the insteps and not the toes, which were quite sandy.

As soon as she did so, the crowd erupted in cheers and applause. Then Connie's students took over. They ran to the clear space in front of Connie and Kevin and began leaping and gyrating and dancing. They were a beautiful sight, and the crowd watched, transfixed.

Connie watched them too, but not for long.

“May I join the girls in dance, my Master?” Connie asked. Her heart burned to express her joy through gymnastics and dance.

“I'd be a fool to stop you, mine,” said Kevin. “Go to it, girl!”

“Thank you, my Master!” Connie said, and she cartwheeled among the girls and began dancing with them. She leaped and whirled and gyrated among them, easily absorbed into the rhythm of the group, perhaps because she had taught most of them what they were doing.

And as she danced, her joy gave power and grace to her steps, and her Collar Climax-enhanced mind saw it all clearly and made her moves fit intricately with the other girls' moves. Connie's oiled body gleamed in the sun. It was a bright and sunny day and the display of athleticism and grace by the new slavegirl and her students and former students was a thing of pure beauty and wonder, and people applauded and oohed and some of them started dancing, too.

The hovering news drones (and quite a few personal camera drones) caught it all, flying in close for the ceremony and circling the participants during the mock swordfight and now swooping and flying among the gymnasts, some of whose leaps had them very nearly flying.

And Connie's oiled and gleaming body was chief among them, a whirling, hurling expression of joy and happiness.

The post-collaring party evolved naturally from there on out, with people dancing and gossiping and playing in the water and singing and drinking and taking drugs and posing for pictures with the new Master and slavegirl at the Slavegirl Post, and some running off to the dunes to have sex in private.

There was very little fighting, however. The collaring ceremony had a happy, mellow vibe that kept tempers calm and generally happy.

Connie's mother Elinor and Kevin's mother Idorina found each other and happily exchanged stories about their children, both slightly drunk and totally buzzed that their offspring had a permanent collaring at last.

“Well, we always kind of figured Kevin might have trouble managing to collar a girl permanently," said Idorina. “He's always been very much his own person, you know, heavily into the math since childhood and not particularly interested in human beings, including slavegirls. But I have NO idea why your girl remained uncollared long enough to get a Crazy Aunt collar. She is so beautiful and so .. together, you know?"

“I know," said Elinor. “We wondered about Connie for a long time. I think the problem for her was that she was just TOO sexy, you know? She REALLY craved cock when she was young, lots of it. She was a real hose beast, you know?"

“I had heard she liked to wear a Free Use collar a lot," said Elinor.

“Yes, every night for years, we think," said Elinor. “And along with being so into sex, she is so fit and so bendy, she could just go and go and go, you know?"

“Oh, I believe it," said Idorina. “She was such a vision of beauty when she danced. I think half the men of the crowd were wishing they had been the Worst Man and played it for reals while they were watching her."

“Yes, a couple of Masters kind of went nuts over her when she was Free Use," said Elinor. “One tried to kidnap her, another stalked her. They both wound up in government collars."

“Oh, my goodness," said Idorina. “That must have been hard on you."

“God, yes," said Elinor. “I was so relieved when I heard that she had taken a single Master's collar, because after those two, I was afraid I would eventually hear that some other Master had gone nuts over her and done something terrible."

“I'm amazed she had the nerve to continue wearing a Free Use collar after two events like that," observed Idorina.

“She's fearless, she always has been," said Elinor. “She's very much her own person, like your Kevin. Maybe that's why they stuck together after our daughters Crazy Aunt/Scary Uncled them."

“Had to be something," said Idorina, “but I would never dare try to guess what it is. I mean, we knew we'd be surprised with whoever Kevin collared, and we were. A beautiful gymnast. Never in a million years …"

“I know what you mean," said Elinor. “A mathematician. Where the hell did that come from? Where?"

“We'll probably never know for sure," Idorina said, and they both broke into uproarious laughter at the absurdity of it all.

Bonnie sat at a patio table with Doreen, Kevin's sister.

“Well that worked out about as well as it could possibly have been expected to," said Bonnie.

“God, yes," said Doreen. “When I put Kevin up as a Scary Uncle, I felt like it was a real Hail Mary, you know? Not a chance, but I had to try. And it worked! It worked great!"

“I know, right?" Bonnie said. “I never really thought Connie was Crazy Aunt material, but maybe she was, in a way Very obsessed with her gymnastics, and a relentless hose beast. I just did it out of desperation. I knew that if she found the right man, she'd go for a permanent collar. I didn't really think a Scary Uncle would be the right man, but God knows she'd turned down permanent collars from all sorts of normal guys."

“Well they say that every Crazy Aunt and Scary Uncle pairing is unique," said Doreen. “And I guess this one was, too."

Connie and Kevin spent most of their time with the crowd, posing for photos and holovids and drinking and being celebrities. It was not a favorite role for either of them, though Connie was much more accustomed to it than Kevin, from being interviewed before, during and after gymnastic events.

Still, public adulation was not at all a bad thing, although Kevin got a little tired of people expressing what an amazingly great catch Connie was, clearly implying that they never would have expected him to get someone as sexy and generally cool as Connie on his chain.

Still, the way she looked at him and hugged him and kissed him during the odd moment made it very clear that she was thrilled to be on his chain. And at the end of the day, they stood on the pier and kissed and the sky and the waves seemed to disappear into infinity, along with the joy and happiness they looked forward to in their life together.


The End
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He was a brilliant
mathematician. She
was a dedicated
R gymnastics coach. They
were both happy, until
their respective families
- declared them to be a
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Uncle, and they had to
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