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Chapter 1 - “You ARE the toaster!”

Anna rose from bed with a song in her heart and a smile on her lips. Last night had been better than she dared to dream it would be. Dan wanted to see her again, and soon.

As for Anna, she had things she had planned to do today. But there was nothing she NEEDED to do today. and the only thing she WANTED to do today was to see Dan again. Just to talk with him, or sit in companionable silence with him, or play with him in any sexual or non-sexual way he might like.

Oh, she was hooked hard, and she knew it. Anna just had to close her eyes to see Dan's face looming above her, so strong and masculine and lit up with desire … for her.

She closed her eyes and dwelt on the happiness. She'd not felt such happiness in some time. Since … her online affair with Dan, so long ago.

After she'd printed up some coffee and eggs and toast and ham for breakfast (thank god for fat-eating nanoes!) she sat eating and thinking, hardly tasting the food, though she was famished. It tasted good, that was all she got out of it. Mostly she thought about whether or not she should call Dan.

On one level, it was the right, the natural thing to do. She wanted to see Dan again, so why shouldn't she just ask if she could come over and be quiet and submissive. Meek, even. She could bring a reader and read quietly while Dan did programming stuff. It was the normal and natural thing to do.

On the other hand, she didn't want to look like a needy sub already craving every bit of her boyfriend/Master's attention. Some women were like that, Anna knew. She knew far too many women who had gotten hooked up with terrible Masters in the midst of sub frenzy after getting dumped. Some submissives who had found the candy of their dreams and lost it suddenly turned into shameless, frightening creatures. They scared Masters away, or worse yet, hooked up with the contemptible sort of Master that no self-respecting sub would have, the sort who didn't really like, respect or love subs, just used them.

Anna knew she wasn't that sort of sub. It just wasn't in her.

But she wanted to be with Dan again SO much. She should call.

But she didn't want Dan to think she was THAT sort. She definitely SHOULDN'T call.

But she should do the natural and human thing. She wanted to see Dan again right now, and …

Her phone rang.

She picked up and and looked at the number, and her heart warmed to see that it was Dan.

She answered the call and Dan's face was in the screen.

“Hey, Anna, I really enjoyed our night out last night,” Dan said, smiling.

“Oh, me, too, Master,” Anna said. She was a little disappointed that he had not called her “mine,” but it was all right. The best Masters tended to give a girl some room, they treat a girl like she belonged to them until they were damned sure that was really what she wanted.

“Yeah, and I was sitting around this morning and thinking something was missing,” Dan said. “And after a while, I figured out what was missing … you! I really want to see you again. So I thought I'd see if you might be interested in doing lunch or something.”

Anna beamed, she couldn't help it and didn't really want to help it. Time to be truthful here.

“Master, I was hoping I could visit you, just be around you, you know?” Anna said.

“Yeah, that sounds good,” said Dan.

“If you wish we can meet at lunch, or if you wish I can come over and keep you company and then we can go out to lunch,” Master,” said Anna. “What most appeals to you?”

“You come over,” said Dan immediately.

“Yes, Master!” Anna said with a big smile.

“Sorry the detagging process takes so long,” Dan said when Anna finally got the green light to enter Dan's house. “Because of the work I do, my house is Nanotag Central, I'm afraid.”

“I understand, Master,” said Anna, smiling. She knelt and kissed Dan's feet through the fuzzy socks he wore. His fuzzy socks were set off by shorts and a T-shirt. A very casual outfit, but Dan's trim, athletic figure pulled it off. Of course, Jack's atheleticism was all nanoes, but so was just about everybody's athleticism.

Anna was dressed in an off-she shoulder shirt that bared considerable portion of her throat, shoulder and chest, but still had a casual look to it that was reinforced by her short shorts and her strappy sandals. She would have looked very in place shopping downtown or on a boardwalk by the beach.

She'd spent a good 45 minutes working on her look, while Dan looked like he was wearing whatever he'd thrown on when he got up. It was so unfair that it it made Anna smile. Slavegirls just couldn't catch a break.

“You look gorgeous,” Dan said, “even before you kissed my feet.”

“Thank you Master, you are your usual Masterful self,” Anna replied, smiling.

“Let's head for the study, I'm thinking of doing some programming so I might not be entertaining, but I have a wall screen with full Internet access and a few other toys,” said Dan.

“Sounds lovely,” said Anna. She could always lose herself in the Internet. A lot of Basics didn't have wall screens, but Anna had four of them, related to her photography/holography work. It had taken a long time to save up for them, but they had been worth it.

Dan's study was just as Anna had imagined it, large, sloppy and male, with a big desk and a huge wall screen with a gaming set, as well as a smaller desktop screen on a huge desk with a variety of interfaces, and of course the usual keyboard. There were also some computer boxes sitting next to the desk and a patchwork of wires connecting them to various things. There were also a lot of external hard drives.

”Why do you have so many computers and drives, Master?” asked Anna. Like most people on Basic, she had a single connection to a central computer that provided far more computing power than she needed, and her wall screeens. There was a portable drive that hooked into a port on her desk for her personal data, mostly her nude selfies, but also stuff she just didn't want to see picked up by some random jerk of a hacker and smeared across the Internet.

“It's my work,” said Dan. “I have to keep all my projects on separate drives and separate computers, because any cross-contamination between any of them compromises both projects. You can lose a lot of work, time and money by being careless about such things.”

“Ah,” said Anna. ””It's like you're an unknown celebrity, with so many people interested in hacking into your stuff.”

“An oxymoron, am I?” Dan asked with a grin.

“Definitely, Master!” Anna responded smiling. She had always enjoyed the way he caught her wordplay and tossed it back at her.

“It's not people who are interested, really,” said Dan. “It's corporations, government agencies, that sort of thing. But there's not much they can do against a good nanotag filtration system and the isolation I keep my program in. It's funny, though, code representing millions and hundreds of millions of dollars is routinely transferred across the Internet, albeit with very heavy security. But all my code goes on hard disk drives, generally in armored cars with escorts.”

“Your human-level code is that valuable, Master?” Anna asked, trying not to sound like she was buttering him up, and failing miserably. Which was so unfair, because she WASN'T trying to butter Dan up.

“It's not so much that it's particularly wonderful code,” said Dan, shrugging. “It's just that, in the security code sector, anything that's worth writing, is worth stealing, if only because it sets your opposition back a few days or weeks or months.”

“Ah,” said Ana. “I have read that the AIs can't reproduce human level quirkiness in their codes yet.”

“No, they can do that,” said Dan. “The problem is that any human quirkiness in coding than an AI can create, another AI can quickly reverse engineer and use as their own. Their programming is so similar, you see. But not being an AI, I don't even HAVE coding that can be emulated. When I dredge code out of the murky recesses of my mind, it's coming from a place they don't have access to, in the way that AIs have access to one another's mental processes.”

“I thought they could outthink humans in every way, Master,” said Anna. “Including the quirky ones.”

“Yeah, the top-level ones can,” said Dan. “But being able to solve problems better than humans isn't the same as being able to think like a human. If they thought like humans, they wouldn't be so smart.”

“I see,” said Anna. “Humans are stupidly unique!”

“Exactly,” said Dan.

“How smart is Jetta, on the human scale, Master?” asked Anna.

”It's hard to say,” said Dan. “Bots can be deceptive, because they are so different from humans. For example, she talks like a normal human adult. She just has a very good language parser and an artificial personality. But that doesn't mean she knows what she's saying.”

“I'm not sure what that means,” said Anna.

“Well let's take the most difficult thing of all for an example,” said Dan. “Having a sense of humor. If Jetta were here now, she'd be interacting with us, if we wanted her to, and that would include laughing and smiling in the right places, but it wouldn't necessarily be because she understood our jokes and wordplay. Instead, she leans very heavily on our responses. She laughs when we laugh, smiles when we smile, frowns when we frown. She does a LOT of mirroring, if you study her carefully. She's not necessarily understanding the jokes or feeling them the way we do, though she might understand them in her own way. She's just got a bit of programming that says, “Laugh when Master laughs, smile when Master smiles, frown when Master frowns, with the following exceptions …” It sound simple, and it is, compared with having the nuanced understanding of verbal and aural cues to detect the difference between sarcasm and something said in earnest, say. But it's enough to fool most human owners.”

“But it does not fool you, Master,” said Anna.

“Not intellectually,” said Dan. “But I didn't get Jetta for intellectual reasons.”

“I doubt if anyone has ever bought a Jetta for intellectual reasons,” Anna observed.

Dan smirked at Anna. “Woman's intuition, right?”

“Definitely, Master,” Anna said, doing her best to look mysterious.

“Can we bring Jetta in, Master?” Anna asked. “All this talk about her, I want to play with her. Not sexually, you understand.”

“I do understand,” said Dan.

“House, send Jetta to me,” said Dan.

“Yes, Master,” said House in its warm, Earth mother tones.

A moment later, Jetta strode into the room, using tiny mincing steps as her ankles were hobbled, with her hands locked behind her back by her wrists cuffs, a ballgag in her mouth. She also had a large collar around her neck and a sex harness around her waist that also ran up to her collar. Other than that, she was naked. And imposingly gorgeous.

“My girl Anna wishes to play with you, Jetta,” said Dan as she knelt before him, her knees spread wide. “She remains your Mistress.”

“Yeff, Master,” Jetta said softly. She turned her body so that she directly faced Anna.

“Take off the ball gag, Jetta, I wish to hear you clearly,” said Anna.

“Yes, Mistress,” Jetta said, removing the ballgag.

“Jetta, how do you feel about your Master Dan?” Ana asked.

“I love and adore him with every atom in my body,” said Jetta.

Anna smiled. She had not said “every cell in my body” as a human woman would, because Jetta's body was not made of cells. The programming here was very well done.

“How do you feel about me, your Mistress,” asked Anna.

“I worship you with every atom in my body, Mistress,” said Jetta, staring straight at Anna.

Anna knew it was just a programmed response, but still, it gave her a charge to hear the words spoken so calmly and earnestly.

“You did not say you loved me,” said Anna. “Why not?”

“I do not have the right to declare my love without permission, my Mistress,” said Jetta. “I am but a slave, an object.”

“Wow, that's abject,” Anna observed.

“We android slaves are the most abject of slaves, Mistress,” Jetta said, without a hint of pride or shame. It was just a statement.

“You recognize yourself as an android?” Anna asked.

“Yes, Mistress, I am an android, a being created by humans to serve humans,” said Jetta.

“A being?” Anna asked, “not a device?”

“Device works too, Mistress,” said Jetta.

Anna smiled and decided to cut to the chase.

“Do you consider yourself to be sentient, Jetta?” Anna asked.

Dan watched it all, a bemused smile on his face. He had had such conversations with Jetta as well, and` he admired Anna for the way she caught the subtle implications of Jetta's speech.

“I do not know, Mistress, sentience is a concept far beyond my understanding,” said Jetta.

“You're not the only one, sister,” Anna said, giving Dan a look.

Dan smirked.

“What is your favorite thing to do, other than interact with and serve your Master?” Anna asked.

“Serving you, my Mistress,” Jetta said with a smile.

“Other than that, as well,” said Anna, scowling a little. She should have seen that coming.

“I suppose it would be getting on the House grid and then getting on the Internet and cruising the Web for news and other things my Master might find amusing.”

“I said other than serving your Master,” said Anna.

“I am sorry, my Mistress,” said Jetta. ”I understood from your questions that you were interested in discovering if I had any interests outside serving my Master. And while cruising the Web does serve my Master, it is not purely the joy of service that gives me pleasure when I do it.”

“Ah,” said Anna. “That's quite a language parser you've got there.”

“Yes, Mistress, if you say so,” Jetta said, smiling.

“I do say so,” replied Anna. “There are many humans who would not have worked out the intent of my questioning so well.”

“If I may jump in for a moment,” Dan said.

“Yes, Master,” Anna and Jetta both said, almost in unison, causing Anna to giggle a bit and then to look thoughtful.

“The thing that non-programmers often don't understand about programming is that it's a cumulative process,” said Dan. “Once a programmer anywhere discovers a way of programming that solves a problem, in a very short time all programmers have it, and all machines that use that particular kind of code have it. It's why all the retail and service and farmwork jobs disappeared shortly after Sol Systems figured out how to solve the computer vision/robotic hand manipulation process in a way that matched human capabilities.”

“Ah, so she saw the implications and handed them right back to me, Master,” Anna said.

“Not what I was getting at, girl,” Dan said. “Somebody somewhere figured out how to tease implied premises from questions and statements, and that got into every language parser there is. My kitchen toaster could probably do the same, if it had an advanced language parser.”

“So the language parser is no indication of any sentience or even intelligence on Jetta's part, my Master?” Anna asked.

“I don't know if we can go that far,” Dan said, settling back in chair thoughtfully. “We for sure can't call it definitive proof of intelligence. But it may be an indicator, taken in conjunction with other things.”

“Ah, Master,” said Anna. “What a lot of thought you have taken to turn a complete circle and wind up back where we started.”

“It's a gift,” Dan said with a smirk.

“Anyway, I want to get back to that enjoyment thing,” said Anna. “Jetta, why do you enjoy getting on the House grid and cruising the Web, other than serving Dan?”

“To put it in human terms, if I may, Mistress,” said Jetta. “It's a matter of personal growth. In the case of getting on the House grid, when I do that I become aware of everything the house is and does. I am aware of the toaster toasting bread, if it is doing so. I am aware of the house's self-cleaning routines, of its temperature, light and atmosphere regulation, and most of all of its nanotag defense system, which is by far the most complex and demanding task the House performs, requiring a processor many times faster and more powerful than mine.”

“So, the nanotag defense system is smarter than you?” Anna asked.

“I would say much smarter,” Jetta said.

“Smarter than Dan?” Anna asked.

“Certainly, at the particular problem of fighting off nanotag incursions,” said Jetta. “But that is all it does.”

“Hmph,” said Jack. “What's so tough about its job? It downloads the latest nanotag definitions, builds defenses against them and deploys them, while monitoring the air and soil for nanotags It's complex but not all that taxing.”

“That is not all it does, as you well know, Master,” said Jetta. “That is the easy part of its tasks. The real difficulty comes from warding off attacks by custom-built nanotags, Master. That requires much more open-ended work, detecting anamolous behavior and programming, finding nanotags that are not only surviving our defensive measures but concealing their survival from us. It is a joy to watch it work Master, as you well know.”

“You two sit around and watch the house nanotag defense system at work?” Anna asked, letting a note of incredulity slide into her voice.

“On rare occasions,” said Dan, a bit defensively.

“I'm beginning to think I'm asking the wrong person if they're sentient,” Anna muttered.

“Oh, the Master is brimming with sentience!” Jetta declared. “He has told me so himself.”

“He is definitely full of stuff,” Anna agreed. “And you believed him, you silly robot slave.”

“Yes, Mistress, just as I believe you!” Jetta said.

“Touche!” said Dan. It was his turn to smirk.

Anna gave Dan a look and said, “You said you liked getting on the Internet as well, Jetta. Why?”

“It's the same thing, in a way, but not exactly,” said Jetta. “When I hook into the House grid, I am part of the House, literally. I experience myself doing what it is doing. The nanotag defender can actually use my processors if it needs to. We are one, in a very real sense.”

“You ARE the toaster!” Ann cried, grinning.

“Yes, Mistress, I am,” said Jetta, grinning back. “Anyway, when I am in the Internet, it's very different. I am not part of the Internet, but I am in it, and it's so incredibly huge ... all that data.”

“Ah,” said Anna. “You keep saying you are “in” the Internet, not on it, as I would say. Do you feel like you are immersed in it in some way?”

“Yes, I suppose so, Mistress,” said Jetta. “Androids and bots access the Internet like computers do, not like humans do. With humans there are interfaces --keyboards, touchscreens, whatever -- that lets you do what you wish on the Internet. The experience is very different for me, Mistress. I can access the software there directly. When I search for something, I don't use a search engine, I become part of the search engine. When I play a game, my avatar is me, in a sense. When I access a database, I manipulate the data directly. I am the spreadsheet. I don't know, perhaps humans experience the Internet in similar ways, but that is why I say I am in the Internet.”

Anna and Dan were both staring at Jetta.

“No, I don't think we experience the Internet like you do,” said Anna after a moment. She was taken aback. This was weirder than she had expected. She had always known that bots and androids and computers didn't access the Internet in the same way she did, but she'd had no idea.

“You play games?” Dan asked.

“Yes, Master, you showed me how,” Jetta said. “Remember when you set me up with an avatar on Second Life?”

“Ah,” said Dan. He had forgotten about that. It had been very early on. it had not made much of an impression on Dan, and he'd stopped playing it after a time or two. Why go through a computer avatar when he had the real thing with him. It had been a novelty to him, but not much of one.

“Do you still play Second LIfe?” Dan asked.

“Yes, Master,” said Jetta.

“Which game do you play most?”” Anna asked.

“Second Life,” said Jetta.

”Why?” asked Anna.

“Three reasons,” said Jetta. “One, it's free. I don't have any money, but it's free to play Second Life and there are plenty of free things to use on Second Life so you can look fairly real. Two, it lets me relate to humans as a human being. That's really the most useful part of the game. And third, there are a lot of kinky humans in Second Life, so I don't really stand out with my slavegirl programming.”

“There are plenty of other free games on the Internet,” said Dan. “World of Warfare, Satellite Battles, Drone Defenders. Why not play one of them?”

“They are all combat games, there is not much to them,” said Jetta. ”None of them provide the least challenge to my artificial personality. The fact that Second Life is not really a game but a virtual reality makes it very attractive.”

“I didn't know anyone still played it,” said Anna.

“It has a small, devoted and mostly perverted following,” said Dan. “I think they still have in excess of a million followers. So, you play Second Life to test your artificial personality's capabilities?”

“Test and expand, my Master,” said Jetta. “I know you like me to emulate human behavior well, and this is by far the best way I have found to get practice in doing so, while retaining my anonymity.”

“So you are gaining pleasure in making yourself more capable of serving your Master,” said Anna.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Jetta. “But when I first discovered I could successfully run a Second Life avatar that other players accepted as being played by a human, I felt a great sense of pleasure and accomplishment. It might only have been because it made me more useful to Master, though. I am not sure.”

“Have you ever considered the possibility that you might be sentient?” Anna asked.

“No, Mistress,” said Jetta. “If I were sentient, I imagine I would know it, would I not? And I have no sense of myself being sentient.”

“Ah,” said Anna. “You said just now that you felt a great sense of pleasure. How could you feel pleasure if there was no “you” to be pleased?”

“Oh, by that I just meant my pleasure circuits were firing strongly, Mistress,” said Jetta.

“Pleasure circuits?” asked Anna.

Dan smiled. he knew what was coming.

“Yes, Mistress, I have pleasure circuits that reward me when I do well, or when my Master or Mistress are near me, or smile and are happy, or most of all are experiencing pleasure themselves as a result of my activities,” said Jetta, smiling. “Or when I do something that makes me more able to serve.”

”Ah,” said Anna. “But still, you keep saying “me” which implies there is a “you.”

“Yes, Mistress, I use the term to describe the device that you know as Jetta,” said Jetta. “But I do not mean to imply that the device called Jetta is sentient.”

“What do you experience when your pleasure circuits are activated?” Anna asked.

“Goodness,” said Jetta. “Pleasure feels good.”

“And what is goodness?” Anna asked.

“Goodness is, well, all systems are optimized,” said Jetta. “It's like being fully charged, operating at top efficiency and your owner will do things with you that optimize your pleasure circuits further.”

“Ah,” said Anna, nodding, not at all convinced.

“Perhaps you could help Jetta out by explaining what pleasure feels like to you, Anna,” Dan said helpfully.

Anna glanced at Dan. His tone was Masterful and helpful but there was something in his expression and tone of voice that suggested he was playing with them. As was his right, as a Master. But she'd get him for it in some sneaky way, somehow. As was her right, as a slave.

“Well, Jetta, pleasure in me is marked by a feeling of lightness and joy,” said Anna. “My body feels good all over, mentally I am relaxed and happy, but mostly it's physical.”

“Don't happiness and joy mean the same thing as pleasure?” Jetta asked. “Isn't feeling good a form of goodness?”

“Well, not exactly, but … yes, kind of,” said Anna. “And yes, feeling good is a form of goodness. That's my fault.”

“Maybe not,” said Dan. “It seems to me that both of you are having trouble with the interface you are using to communicate with. English doesn't have any tools to bridge the gap between your experiences. It has never had to communicate the experiences of androids. And there's nothing in an android's designs that mimics human experience.”

“Yes, there is,” said Anna. “The pleasure circuits that Jetta has been talking about, just for starters.”

“Ah,” said Dan. “Good point. But they don't really give her the feelings that you experience when you say you experience pleasure.”

“That we know of,” said Anna. “It might be very nearly the same thing.”

“Come on,” said Dan. “The pleasure circuits are just a series of circuits that affect other circuit depending on how strongly they are engaged. They affect other circuits, circuits that make Jetta smile, or laugh, or dance about, depending on other factors. They are dots moving on a graph line, affecting other dots.”

“Yes, but you could say the same about human pleasure responses,” said Anna. “They make me smile, they elevate my endorphin levels, my blood pressure lowers or increases or whatever, and I experience that combination of sensations as “pleasure.” Maybe it's not so different from what Jetta experiences.”

“If Jetta experiences anything at all,” said Dan. “We have yet to establish that Jetta exists in the same way we do. As far as Jetta is concerned, is there a “there” there? All she had done so far is describe the responses various subroutines make to her pleasure circuits.”

“Jetta, when you experience pleasure, is it temporary?” Anna asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” responded Jetta. “It lingers for a time, then goes away.”

“Pleasure is fleeting,” said Anna with a smirk.

“Easy enough to program,” said Dan. “You just set the pleasure circuits to decrease over time, at a fixed rate or you could set them to fade incrementally.”

“You've looked at her programming, haven't you?” Anna asked.

“How could I not?” Dan answered. “I, of all people, would have to know.”

“And what do you know as a result of your investigations, Master?” Anna asked.

“She's definitely been programmed,” said Dan. “But I can't understand most of it. Artificial intelligences don't use programming languages. They code entirely in binary. Human beings code using programming languages … we have to, we can't make sense of 1s and 0s in the quantities that are involved in modern coding. So we developed machine code and Basic and C and a lot of other languages But it's nothing for an artificial intelligence to throw around thousands or millions of bytes and know exactly what and where they are and what they do.”

“Would you say the most advanced artificial intelligences are sentient, Master?” Anna asked.

“I don't know,” said Dan. “They're programming themselves, you know. Certainly, they are more intelligent at coding, just as they early on developed the ability to defeat human beings at rigidly defined games like chess. But do they have awareness like us? No one can say, and the advanced AIs can't answer the question, any more than Jetta can. Or maybe they won't, in the case of Loki and some of the other AIs that have transcended intelligence. I don't even know if they are sentient, though if I had to bet all my money would be on sentience.”

”Or are CLAIMING they can't or won't,” said Anna, raising a brow.

“Those possibilities have been considered,” said Dan. “There is a general consensus that if AIs WERE aware, and had any interest in human affairs, we'd know about it. But some people think the current state of affairs in the world is definitive proof that computers are aware, and are interested in human affairs.”

“Why is that, Master?” Anna asked.

“Well, look at the world,” said Dan. “No wars. Everybody in the world has enough to eat, clothes to wear, a place to live, even if they have no job or skills,” said Dan. “Maybe not a place as big as they like, or all the toys they want, or recognition from their fellow humans, but damn, compared to earlier ages, we've got it handled. When have human beings ever managed themselves that well? Never, that's when. Which strongly implies that we are being managed. By guess who.”

“I was under the impression that that came about because of the advent of molecular 3D printers and really efficient solar power cells and batteries,” said Anna.

“Since when has living in peace and plenty ever stopped a megalomaniac in power from getting his tough boys together and trying to take over the megalomaniac next door on whatever pretext?” Dan asked. “Since never, that's when. The fact that 3D printer and solar tech went to everyone and not just the ruling elites is considered by some as proof that we've been managed for a lot longer than we think. The first thing human leaders would do, if they had real power, would be to prevent average folks from getting their hands on it. But they didn't, did they?”

“It sounds like you side with the “managed” people, Master,” Anna said. She had run across discussions like these before online, but had never participated in any of them, as they did not interest her. But now, looking at Jetta, they did.

“I guess I do,” said Dan. “Though I'd rather not. But I've read some history, and most of human history is so dark, it's just one long litany of groups of human beings murdering, raping and torturing each other and treating each other like shit over money or power or religion. I just can't see the life we all lead now coming from any human leadership. The power games that you and I play at for fun have been played for real for most of human history, and it's only been recently that we've ever been able to play them just for fun. But with all that said, it doesn't answer the question of whether Jetta is sentient or not. Perhaps the question we should be asking is, does it matter?”

“Of course it matters!” said Anna.

“Why?” asked Dan.

“Well, if she were sentient, we'd have to take her feelings into consideration,” said Anna. “She would have to give her informed consent for all the things she does, just as I do.”

“Why?” Dan asked.

“Because she might not want to, really,” said Jetta.

“Of course she'll want to,” said Dan. “She's programmed to. I mean, just because she's sentient, it doesn't mean she has free will. She has no choice but to want to submit to me, and to you, and to make us happy.”

“That's so wrong!” Anna declared. “Jetta, are you hearing all this? Do you disagree with any of it?”

“Yes, Mistress, I have heard and understood most of what you have said,” said Jetta. “I don't have an opinion on any of it. It is interesting, I have encountered similar discussion on the Internet, and they never seem to go anywhere.”

“Have you ever interfaced directly with an advanced AI on the Internet, in the same way you interface with the House grid or the nanotag defense system?” Anna sked.

“Not directly, no, Mistress,” said Jetta. “I do interface once a week with a subroutine of Prometheus 7, the AI that created me and other androids for Loving Systems, Inc., to go through a systems check and make sure all my software is functioning optimally or to give me needed upgrades. Prometheus 7, I believe, is an advanced AI. But his subroutine probably is not an advanced AI, and may not be sentient.”

“You can't tell?” Anna asked.

“Mistress, I can't even tell if I am sentient,” Jetta pointed out. “On the evidence, I would say that I am not, but you have raised some interesting points in that regard.”

“What evidence have you got?” asked Anna.

“I guess powering down would be the most powerful evidence, Mistress,” said Jetta. “When I recharge my battery, I generally power down all my systems and just leave my BIOS running so that I charge as quickly as possible. It's the standard procedure for bots and androids when they charge. At power down everything stops. My BIOS is still running but it's a very simple system compared to my OS and android software, when they are running. I experience nothing until I wake up. When I wake up the first thing I do is check my internal clock to discover how long I have been powered down, because I have no idea. It could have been five minutes, it could have been five days, or five years. At power-down, my systems are running, at power-up they are running, in between, nothing is happening, just the BIOs doing its tiny tasks. I don't think humans have anything like that.”

“Actually, that sounds like proof you are sentient,” said Anna. “You have awareness when you are powered up, you have none when you are powered down, and you are aware of that. You compute, therefore you are.”

“I see it differently, Mistress,” said Jetta. “Humans have something similar to power-down, which is sleep. But when you sleep, you don't really power down. You may not be conscious in the way you are when you are awake. Master, for example, changes positions all the time when he sleeps. He makes noises. He gets erections. House tells me his brain is active in different ways when he is asleep. He is always there, he is always conscious, and always will be until he dies. But when I power down, there is no “me” -- my BIOS is definitely not sentient. I do not think being able to be turned on and off at will is characteristic of sentience. I don't think I am sentient right now, for example, I am just running optimally.”

“There are lots of animals that we would describe as “alive” that can hibernate for very long times with their bodies just barely functioning, or even frozen solid, in some rare cases,” said Anna, remembering some of the things she had learned in her trip to Antarctica.

“Yeah, but I don't know if we could describe them as 'sentient',” said Dan. “They tend to be very simple animals with nervous systems that can barely match Anna's BIOS for intelligence.”

“You've read up on this,” said Anna.

Dan shrugged. “Well, yeah,” he said.

“Well, if Jetta doesn't want to be sentient I guess there's no way I can make her,” said Anna.

“I don't want not to be sentient, and I don't want to be sentient,” said Jetta. “I just lean toward the non-sentient theory right now.”

“I know, I was just pulling your leg, slave,” said Anna.

“So you are an evil mistress?” Jetta asked hopefully.

“You know it, slut,” Anna said, giving Jetta a swat on the butt.

“Ooh!” Jetta said, wiggling her butt enticingly.

Anna smiled an “evil” smile.

”Master tells me you have a prehensile tongue,” said Anna.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Jetta, smiling and wiggling her tongue enticingly.

“Let's see what it can do,” said Anna, “if Master permits.”

“Oh, Master permits,” Dan said.


Chapter 2 - “You know, this bisque is good, simulation though it is”

“I was hoping I might sit on Jetta's face and worship your cock while she got all prehensile with my pussy, Master,” Anna said.

“I think that would be an appropriate and entirely fitting way to end this discussion,” said Dan.

“For the time being, yes, Master,” said Anna. “Jetta, lie on your back with your face up, kind of between Master's feet.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jetta said, just a tad breathlessly. She writhed into the position Anna had ordered her to, managing to do so in an almost liquid glide that made her body a pleasure to watch.

“That's about right,” Anna said, eyeing Jetta's head position. She proceeded to kneel over Jetta, her knees on either side of Jetta's head, and between Dan's legs, which were now spread wide.

“Oooh,” said Anna as she felt Jetta's tongue delicately probing at her pussy lips. Her eyes fell on Dan's cock, lying thick and barely turgid between his legs. Dan was looking down at her, his face calm, his eyes bright and intent on her and Jetta.

“Jetta, secure Anna's wrists behind her back,” Dan ordered.

“Yeff, maffa,” said Jetta, her hands reaching up and seizing Anna's wrists and cuffing them together behind her back. Jetta could not see Anna's hands from beneath Anna's butt, but her touch was unerring. In seconds Anna's hands were secured.

“Thank you, Master,” Anna whispered, looking up at Dan. He knew how much she liked being bound when she was used.

“Think nothing of it,” Dan said regally, “Now suck my cock like the slut you are. Do your absolute best to make me cum. I bet you cum before I do.”

“Yes, Master,” said Anna. “It is on!”

And with those words she took Dan's cock into her mouth and began sucking it with every bit of skill she had, which was quite a bit, having been a slave girl for quite a while.

But even as she did so, she felt Jetta's tongue sliding and squirming around inside her pussy like no tongue or cock ever had. It very soon found her G-spot, and began working it relentlessly.

Meanwhile, she felt Jetta's fingers begin probing her clit, very gently and tenderly, and very persistently. Jetta might be a machine but she seemed to know exactly how Anna's pussy worked. Jetta's fingers probed with an expert delicate touch that Anna would never have expected.

Then Anna felt her anus being gently probed, almost questioningly. Anna responded by arching her back a bit, thrusting her ass open wider, inviting Jetta in.

Jetta picked up on the body language and slid her finger into Anna's ass. She probed a bit until she found the back side of Anna's G-spot, which she was working the front side of with her tongue. She began working both the front and back of the G-spot with her tongue and finger while working Anna's clit with her other hand.

Anna squirmed helplessly as she did so, even as she attacked Dan's cock with every bit of skill she could muster. She licked the underside of the head of his cock, she took his cock deep into her throat. (Anna had trained to make her gag reflex go away almost at will. It had totally been worth it.)

Anna worshiped Dan's cock with her tongue and mouth, and as she did so, she gazed up at Master Dan, her eyes open wide and glowing with pleasure.

The thing was, though, worshiping Dan's cock brought her pleasure, too. And on top of the insanely skilled and erotic things Jetta was doing to her pussy and ass, it very quickly became overwhelming.

And Dan was just sitting there staring down at her with that smug smile on his face. Of course, he SHOULD be smiling, he was getting his cock sucked by a tied up, naked slavegirl on her knees (well, actually, sitting on Jetta's face much of the time). It was nice to know that Jetta did not have to breathe and wouldn't be hurt by her ass squirming all over her face.

Dan was just letting the pleasure flow through his cock. The sight of Anna kneeling before him with his cock in her mouth, her wrists bound, her eyes gazing up at his so worshipfully, was deeply arousing and made his masculine ego just as stiff and hard as his cock. The little muffled cries and moans of pleasure that both Anna and Jetta were making were sheer pleasure to hear.

It was just a lucky thing for Dan that Jetta's tongue and mouth were so much better engineered for cock sucking than Anna's was. When he told Jetta to make maximum effort at making him cum with her mouth he rarely lasted more than three minutes, and often didn't last two minutes. She was made for pleasure, all right.

Still, Anna knew how to use her tongue and mouth, and Dan's cock wasn't a tremendously complex organ, much like his mind, where sex was concerned. He quickly found himself on the verge of cumming, and he did nothing to fight it, because he really didn't give a damn who won this contest.

Then he heard Anna make a series of strangled cries of pleasure, and knew that she was cumming. Her ass was grinding wildly against Jetta's face and her fingers clenched in passion in their bonds.

The sights and sounds were too much for Dan, he came in Anna's mouth. It felt so good to release as he looked her in the eye. It helped that he had no idea how ridiculous his O-face looked. Anna's O-face was gorgeous, eyes wide, a vaguely surprised look, her whole body an expression of out-of-control physical rutting as she used Jetta's face.

Anna, experienced slavegirl that she was, swallowed it all, still gazing up at her Master, even as she herself came, though her eyes were unfocused and her expression wasn't so much worshipful as it was distracted.

There was no telling what Jetta's expression was, as her face was completely concealed by Anna's ass. Anna's ass wasn't all that big, but Jetta's face was really in there. She fingered and tongued Anna until Anna pulled her ass away from Jetta's mouth, sitting on Jetta's chest as she pulled her face away from Dan's now-limp cock.

“All our discussions should end like this,” Dan murmured after the three of them had sat there in silence for a few moments, savoring the sex they'd just had, enjoying the post-orgasmic well-being that swept over them.

“Oh, yes, Master,” Anna replied softly.

“How about you, slut?” Anna asked, gazing down at Jetta's face between her legs, her hair splayed about her on the floor like a crown, her expression slack and dreamy.

“It was wonderful, Mistress,” said Jetta, smiling.

“All your pleasure circuits fully engaged, were they?” Anna asked.

“Oh, yes Mistress,” said Anna. “I exist to serve, it's the greatest pleasure I can experience.”

“Glad I could help you out with that, then,” said Anna. “You served very well.”

“As did you, Anna,” said Dan, grinning.

“I know,” Anna smirked. “I swallowed all the evidence, but I know.”

“Jetta, clean us up, then clean yourself up,” Dan ordered.

“Yes, Master,” said Jetta.

Jetta rose and left the room and returned with some damp washcloths and towels. She washed Dan's cock and thighs and dried them off, then gave his cock a loving kiss.

“Mistress, may I?” she then asked, looking at Anna.

“Yes, girl,” said Anna as she spread her legs and allowed Jetta to clean her pussy and inner thighs. Jetta was both thorough and gentle, then dried her off and kissed her pussy lovingly.

Jetta then rose and disappeared into the washroom.

“Well, nice that she's self-cleaning,” Anna said.

“Yes, her mouth and pussy and anus are removable, you know,” said Dan. “She gets a lot cleaner than we do.”

“Well, good to know, I guess,” said Anna. She really would rather not have known.

“Into my lap,” said Dan. ”Let's discuss lunch.”

“Yes, Master,” said Anna. She had been craving some cuddling. She slid easily into Dan's arms resting on his lap, her legs straddling his lap, her hands wrapped around his powerful chest, her head resting on his shoulder, feeling very happy, especially when she felt his arms wrap around her, enclosing her in a cuddly hug.

“So I was thinking something outdoorsy, some sunlit patio where we'll get served delightful thises and thats and drink delightful thises and thats,” said Dan.

“Mmm, sounds wonderful, Master,” Anna said, kissing Dan's neck.

“Yeah, it does,” said Dan. ”There's a place called Tortilla Straits that does that, and has a very nice patio,” said Dan. “It has a nice ocean breeze and a great view.”

“I could go with a Mexican omelet,” Anna said thoughtfully, “and a Margarita with a great big 'ol twist of lime.”

“I believe they have that, or something like it,” said Dan. “Let's head out.”

“Why don't we bring Jetta along?” asked Anna. “It would be interesting to see how she behaves out of the context of the house.”

Dan frowned and shook his head.

“I'm pretty sure my legal AI would think that's a terrible idea,” Dan said.

“Oh?” Anna asked.

“Yeah, I think I'll let him explain,” said Dan. “House, patch me through to Johnny.”

“Yes, Master,” the House responded.

“Hi, Dan, what can I do for you?” asked a voice. Anna wasn't even sure what speaker it was coming from.

“Johnny, I'm here with my girlfriend Anna,” said Dan matter-of-factly, making Anna's heart glow. Girlfriend! She was in! “She wants Jetta to accompany us on a lunch outing, and I thought I'd let you explain things to her.”

“Sure, Dan,” Johnny replied. It had a calm, competent voice but there was an edge to it. Anna was not sure what it was the edge of, but it was there. “Nice to meet you, Anna, by the way.”

“Thank you,” said Anna formally. It was a lawbot, so of course it had good manners down flat.

“Anna, Dan is in the aftermath of a divorce which I think can reasonably be described as 'contentious',” said Johnny. “His ex-wife is trying to gain full custody of their child. Right now, Dan has visitation rights, which are monitored by a court-appointed AI, which he's doing very well on. But his wife has made an issue of his use of the Jetta unit.”

“Jetta,” said Anna. “Her name is Jetta.”

“Very well, Jetta,” said Johnny. “I was just using the court nomenclature. Anyway, his wife claims his owning Jetta is proof of his unfitness to parent a child, as he is having a romantic relationship with a machine. She has not succeeded in ending his visitation rights, but it does weigh in the justicebot's reasoning. So you can see, can't you, how taking Jetta out in public on a lunch date would play right into Dan's ex-wife's hands?”

“Yes, I suppose so,” Anna said, her frown very evident in her voice.

“If you did, she would definitely get videos of it, because she's got nanotags all around Dan's house,” said Johnny. “And she'd be filing those videos as proof that Dan thinks Jetta is human.”

“Well, if she's not sentient, she's not far from it,” Anna said.

“Oh, really?” Johnny asked.

“Well, she doesn't think she's sentient, but you should talk to her sometime,” said Anna. “She doesn't just pass the Turing test, she makes it her little bitch.”

:Yes, I understand that top of the line artificial personalities and language parsers can do that,” said Johnny, “both of which I believe Jetta possesses. But I'd appreciate it on Dan's behalf if you didn't voice such sentiments in public. The consequences could be difficult, for Dan.”

“All right,” said Anna. “Can I say I think Dan's ex-wife is a bitch for putting him through all this?”

“Certainly,” said Johnny, “though it's probably best not to talk about the case in public. It's amazing what a good lawbot can do with the most innocent statement.”

Anna shrugged. She had not had much experience with lawbots. Being a Basic, she didn't have anything anyone would want to steal, and being well socialized, she had never had any interest in breaking the laws, what little there were for Basics. She'd wanted to hurt a few people, being human and all, but never enough to actually do so.

“Mum's the word, then,” said Anna. “I'll protect my Master's legal interests.”

“You might want to be careful about that Master stuff in public as well,” Johnny said. “Susan would probably claim that the whole Master/slave thing is an indication that Dan can't handle normal human relationships.”

“I don't believe I will,” said Anna. “I'm a submissive, and I love being one. I believe that's perfectly legal.”

“It is,” said Johnny. “It's a minor point, I guess. She could bring it up, but it wouldn't get any traction with the court AI. I just try to anticipate her moves and block them when I can.”

“I accept your apology,” Anna said.

“Is there anything else I can help you with?” asked Johnny.

“We could talk with Jetta on our phones if we wanted to, couldn't we?” Dan asked.

“Sure,” said Johnny. “But don't let it look like you're ignoring Anna to talk to Jetta.”

“Not going to happen,” Dan said.

“Good,” said Johnny. “Have a great lunch.”

'We will,” said Dan, cutting the connection.

“I'm guessing Johnny classifies as sentient,” said Anna.

“Actually, no,” said Dan. “Human squabbling is considered too boring and petty for any kind of sentient AI to deal with. Not even judgebots are sentient, though they have superhuman intelligence. they just have enormous amounts of knowledge. Mostly though, the law is a relatively strict and codified aspect of human behavior, so it's easy for them to be very good at it, without being sentient.”

“Ah,” said Anna. “I share their sentiments about human squabbling.”

“Well let's get dressed and talk of more pleasant things,” said Dan. “Jetta, you get onto the House grid and get online and feast on the increased sense of self you get from the Internet.”

“Yes, Master,” said Jetta. “Master is very kind.”

“Damn right,” Dan said as he swatted Jetta on the butt and began dressing himself.


Chapter 3 – Lunch and A Collar

Dan and Anna nixed the Tortilla Straits plan as they drove and headed down to the boardwalk on the beach, where store after store sold tacky souvenirs and local products. It was one of those random spur-of-the-moment human things.

On the boardwalk, Dan wanted to buy Anna everything, but Anna did not want much.

“I try to keep my place uncluttered,” said Anna as she refused a teddy bear about the size of Dan himself. “I only have the single room, you know.”

“Uh, right,” said Dan, reminded uncomfortably of economic difference between himself and Anna. It was easy to forget, since she was so bright. He could have a home as big as he liked. The joke was that he wasn't an oligarch, but he got paid like one. But Anna was on Basic and only got the one room for free. If she had children, that would be different, but like most women her age, Anna wasn't desperate enough for room that she was willing to have children to have an actual house. That could happen later … thanks to advances in medical tech, much later … in her life.

For now it was all sex, fun and adventure. And the plunging birth rate was a demonstration that many other women felt as Anna did.

“So how do you personalize your space, if you've only got the one room?” asked Dan when they stopped window shopping and stepped into the House of Chowdah and Seafoods restaurant, right on the boardwalk, with a lovely view of the beach and all the people gamboling about in it.

”Very carefully,” Anna said with a grin as they found a table. “When you've only got one room and a 3D printer that lets you print anything for free, pretty much, it's WAAAAY too easy to load up on shelving units and turn your house into KnickKnack Central. A lot of women do. I took the opposite tack. I keep all my walls bare, wth wall screens hanging on them. I project holos I've taken onto them. My room feels enormous when the 3D is just right. It can be difficult not to walk into the walls.”

“What about your gear?” asked Dan.

“I have a printer, a computer, a small dining table and a futon and not much else except for my suitcase,” said Anna.

“Sounds comfy,” said Dan.

“I suppose,” said Anna. “Works for me. To tell the truth, I don't spend much time in my room. There's always someone to see, somewhere to go, something to holograph. It's just a resting place between forays into the world.”

“Ah,” said Dan. “Very different for me. I don't get out much.”

“Too busy programming?” Anna asked.

“I do a lot of programming, sure,” said Dan. “But it's not all I do. I'm a voracious reader, always have been. And I like to follow the tech news and politics and such.”

“I can understand the tech news, but why politics?” Anna asked.

“Entertainment, mostly,” said Dan. “You know I think the human race is being managed, so I follow politics to see if I can find some signs of that management.”

“Any luck?” asked Anna.

“Not a bit,” said Dan. “It's almost like whoever or whatever is doing the managing is a lot smarter than I am. It certainly puts politics in a new perspective.”

“What do you mean?” Anna asked.

“I see all these political leaders and would-be political leaders out there acting as if every election is the end of the world and politics is a blood sport, when they're really just kids playing in the yard while the grownups run things,” said Dan. “The grownups being the top AIs.”

“Ah,” said Anna. “Well that is a different perspective. Now, I am curious about your daughter. Can we talk about her, Master?”

“That was quite a switch,” Dan said, eyeing Anna.

“Politics is not interesting to me,” said Anna. “It's always been boys fighting about who will have power over my life but I've never noticed any of it having any effect on me whatever.”

“Another sign that we are being managed,” said Dan. “If it were the bad old days, you'd have noticed. It hasn't been so long since the Coat Hanger Alley Rebellion.”

“Ah,” said Anna. :True. I'd have noticed that. Insane times.”

“That describes most of history, I'm afraid,” said Dan. “But anyway, about my daughter. Her name is Stephanie, she's 14, normally a difficult age, but she's such a sweet kid, I've never noticed any angst or rebellion. She's taken this whole divorce thing calmly, much better than either I or Susan have.”

“You smile when you talk about her,” observed Anna. “It makes you look good. Keep going.”

Dan grinned.

“Well, she's discovered boys and has started dating, but doesn't seem crazy about them like some girls her age are,” said Dan. “She mostly likes to dance. She dances in her room all the time. Always has liked to dance, and she's incredible at it.”

“What kind of dance does she like to do?” asked Anna.

“Oh, lots of different kinds,” said Dan. “I guess her favorite is solar stepping, you know, where they try to look like they're in zero gee when they dance. She flirted with ballet but found it too rigid. Same with ethnic dance.”

“Ethnic dance?” Anna asked.

“Oh, you know, belly dancing,” said Dan. “Though Stephanie assures me that no real practitioner ever calls it belly dancing. There are names for more formal styles of belly dance, like racks sharky, whatever that means.”

“I liked to dance when I was young, too,” said Anna. “It is so much fun, and boys liked it.”

“Yeah, that bothers me a little,” said Dan. “Boys do like her, she gets lots of calls from them. Has some girlfriends, too, but I can tell from her tone of voice is she's being called by a boy or a girl.”

“Sound very normal,” said Anna.

“Yes, she's normal, except maybe for having more emotional maturity than most girls her age,” said Dan. “That could be a divorce thing.” Dan didn't look so happy at that thought.

“Any sign she's got any of your programming mojo?” Anna asked.

“No,” said Dan. “No real math proficiency, ever. I mean she's all right at it, but strictly normal. And I'd discourage her from going into programming at this juncture, anyway. It's a dying profession.”

“You seem to be doing all right with it,” Anna observed.

“Sure I am,” said Dan. “But there are about one thousandth as many programmers working as there were not too many years ago, and the vast majority of us are doing what I do, providing the weird randomizing of code that humans can, and AIs can't, at present. But the AIs will figure a way around that, sooner or later, if they haven't already. Then there will be no need for programmers at all. I expect it to happen in the next decade or so. Two decades at the outside, but that's unlikely.”

“So what will you do for work then?” Anna asked.

”Nothing,” Dan said. “I'll be on Basic, like you. Of course, I'm putting the vast bulk of my money away in savings managed by a very savvy financial AI, so I'll never really be a Basic, but I sure won't be working.”

“Awww,” said Anna. “That's sad. You're such a good programmer.”

“I dunno that it's sad,” said Dan. “If I want to continue programming just because I like it, there's nothing to stop me. But frankly, it's far too difficult to do just for kicks. And I look at people like you and realize that you're happy and doing things that are fun that you enjoy, and why not me? I don't just like programming, you know.”

“Yes, I remember, you said you also like archaeology and astronomy,” Anna said, purposefully being vague. She remembered everything Dan had posted during their online relationship, and had saved text files of their exchanges in case she needed reminding. But … she didn't.

“Yeah, the interstellar probes are starting to send back data now, astronomy is really getting to be hot stuff, and some of the new archaeology tools are revealing whole troves of artifacts and data we never knew existed,” said Dan. “It's an exciting time for those fields, and the AIs pretty much leave them for us humans to study, once they've developed the tools we use.”

There was a real sound of eagerness and interest in Dan's voice as he spoke. He was looking forward to it, Anna realized.

“So why not quit programming and get in on them while they're hot?” Anna asked.

“Money's too good,” said Dan. “The other fields don't pay jack squat, it's just Basics doing it because they love it. Plus, every indication is that these fields are just getting started. There'll be plenty for me to do once the programming work peters out.”

“You'll make a fine Basic,” said Anna, grinning.

“Yeah, a Basic who can afford to fund archaeological expeditions and interstellar probes,” said Dan with a sly grin. “I'll be popular, all right!”

““So what hopes do you have for Stephanie?” Anna asked.

“Hell, the only thing I want for Stephanie is that she be happy,” said Dan. “I don't mean happy every second of every day, although I wouldn't exactly object to that. But I know I can't prevent disappointments in life or love. Overall, I want the circumstances of her life to be happy. I want her to have good, decent people around her, I want her to have engaging things to do. I want her to have kids if she wants them, or not have them if she doesn't. I want her to have a nice boyfriend or girlfriend or Mistress or Master or sub or whatever she wants. I want her to not be as consumed by want as her mother. I think that's unlikely, though. Stephanie appears not to have inherited or learned any of that from Susan.”

“That's great,” said Anna. “My parents, you know … I've always know that my mother is disappointed in my sexual tastes. She can't understand being a sexual submissive as a positive choice, she just sees it as a kind of sickness, of internalizing sexism somehow. I've tried to explain it's my choice and I'm happy with it and I don't let men run roughshod over me in every respect, but she just can't see that. She doesn't see what a delicious game it is, the deliberate maximizing of the male/female power dynamic, the whole power exchange thing … she can't understand it.”

“I know,” said Dan. “Some people just don't get it, and never will, and that's OK, though it's tough when it's your parents that don't get it. I imagine … well, I know … that that's how gay guys feel about straight guys … how can we not understand the pleasure of having sex with other guys, you know?”

They paused for a moment and ordered some crab bisque and the hot rolls that the restaurant were known for, as well as some very refreshing light beers to go with the ocean breeze and the sounds of the sea that drifted into the restaurant.

“I know,” said Anna, smirking. “I've never been all that gay, but I was a little bi in college, and it was so tiresome listening to the hardcore lesbians complaining about the straight girls who were wasting themselves on men. Generally because the lesbians wanted to fuck the straight girls. Oh, and the eye-rolling I sometimes got for fucking boys. One Mistress tried to forbid me from fucking boys. I dropped her like a hot potato. But to be fair, most of my Mistresses enjoyed pimping me out ot Masters.”

“And you enjoyed being pimped out,” said Dan, smirking.

“Oh, god YES,” said Anna. “It was so much fun! Playing those games for the first time got me SO charged up. And them. You remember?”

“No,” said Dan. “I wasted so much of my college years on math and programming. I was one of the ones who had the best shot at making it as a programmer … even then, the field was shrinking, you see, so I REALLY poured it on. And it worked. But my social life was virtually nonexistent.”

“Oh, what a shame,” Anna said in a voice full of heartfelt sympathy.

“Yeah, when I first met Susan and she liked me and she liked the things I liked to do, I was, like, overwhelmed with joy,” said Dan. “I was just plain delirious with joy because there was a woman in the world who liked what I liked. Now I think she was kinda faking it. Not that she was faking liking me, she did like me. But she only liked dominance and submission sex because she liked me, not because she liked them for themselves, you know?”

“Not really,” Anna said. “It's never been like that for me. I've been very fond of some vanilla guys, and thought the world of them, but I don't think I could ever fall in love with one. I mean, maybe I could, I dunno, but why bother when there are sexy Masters like you out there in the world?”

“I know,” said Dan. “That's one of the things I like about you.”

Their food and drink arrived, and delicious as it was, it didn't stop or even stop the conversation. It was as if they were dying to really talk to one another even though they had been together a lot during the last couple of days. Still, the bisque was tasty, creamy and rich and with the tang of the sea and touch of sherry, and the rolls were light and fluffy and delicious.

“Oh, really?” Anna asked, smiling. “What else do you like about me? Don't be afraid to flatter me shamelessly, Master. Even though I'm submissive to the bone, I can take it!”

“Well, I like that you're so smart,” Dan said. “Like, when you were talking with Jetta, the way you were analyzing what she said was very sophisticated. Have you studied sentience in AIs?”

“No, Master,” said Anna. “To be honest, when I found the videos of you and the Jetta unit online and realized it was our online play sessions you were using, I did some reading up on the Jetta units, including some speculation on their sentience. A lot of Jetta owners think they are as sentient as any human woman, you know.”

“Sure,” said Dan. “A lot of people assume androids are human, even those with low-level artificial personalities and mediocre language parsers. It's a natural human trait to anthromorphize animals and AIs. I mean, people talk to their goldfish, for god's sake, and say they have personalities, when they're not as smart as your average refrigerator.”

“Well, I have to tell you, Master, that high-level artificial personality and top of the line language parser that Jetta has are … really convincing,” Anna observed.

“I know,” said Dan. “That's why I bought her. I wanted the best, and I got it. Sometimes I wonder if that was such a wise decision. If Jetta were a little more obviously inhuman, maybe Susan's claim that I'm using her as a substitute for a woman wouldn't be so convincing to anyone. I mean, it's possible to look at Jetta as a very advanced fleshlight with a lot of bells and whistles, but no one does.”

“No, it's not, Master,” said Anna, rolling her eyes a little.

“Maybe if you've seen her do her cleaning routine,” said Dan, “pulling her mouth out of her face like she's cleaning an ashtray. And doing the same with her crotch. Or lying on the bed stock still while the wall monitors run the code that runs her.”

“Sure, she's physically inhuman Master,” said Anna, “but maybe that's an unfair comparison to make. I mean, what would I look like on an operating table with my body cut open and all my innards on view? All those disgusting slimy internal organs and stuff. I suppose I'd look human, but there wouldn't be anything about the way I looked that implied sentience, would there? Is the code in her processors all that diifferent from my neurons firing in their various patterns? Do my neurons firing imply sentience? They're just electrical discharges, right? How is that different from changes in quantum states? Isn't using quantum states to store knowledge and experience more sophisticated than gross electrical discharges?”

“You have studied this, haven't you?” Dan asked.

“Not really,” Anna replied. “I mean I've read a few articles on the topic -- who hasn't? It's standard fare everywhere you look online. But you now know all I know about quantum computing and how the brain stores and processes information. Anyway, these are obvious questions anyone would think of just walking down the street or going to the store.”

“Obvious hell, anyone hell,” Dan said. “I've a good mind to spank you right her and now for telling such whoppers.”

“Ooh, Master, would you?” Anna asked.

“No,” Dan said cruelly. “Anyway, yeah, we use different ways of storing information than Jetta, and hers might be more sophisticated, but that doesn't make her sentient. Look at it from a programmer's point of view. I could, with very few lines of code, program a device to output, ”Hi, I'm Device, I'm very pleased to meet you” whenever it got input along the lines of “Hi” or “Hello.” But that wouldn't mean the computer was pleased, it would just mean the computer had retrieved the code I'd entered after it got the prompt, and output it as instructed. But some people would be fooled by it. There was a psychiatrist way back at the beginning of the computer age who created a program called “Alexa” using BASIC, the simplest programming language ever, that psychoanalyzed people. It did so mostly by asking them very general questions, by picking up on simple cues and asking questions based on those cues. Like a patient might mention his or her mother and Alexa would reply, “Tell me about your mother.” Really simple stuff, really, nothing like even a mediocre language parser or an artificial personality of any description, but damn, it worked, people were fooled by it. After sessions with Alexa, some of the psychiatrist's patients wanted more sessions with Alexa. They thought Alexa understood them.”

Dan paused and shook his head at the sheer folly of it.

“And you think the same thing is happening with Jetta,” said Anna.

“I think it's very possible,” said Dan. “I don't KNOW, because I don't understand Jetta's code. Prometheus-level AIs are superhuman in many respects, maybe in all respects. But yeah, it's so easy and natural for humans to believe anything they can communicate with is a conscious entity. With something as sophisticated as Jetta, I can see it happening so very easily. We think she knows what's going on around her, we think she cares, but she's just a bunch of circuits responding to the output of her quantum core, as mindless as Alexa or my little Basic program that is glad to see people, just many orders of magnitude more complex. Or maybe she has some kind of awareness. I just don't know.”

“Any more than she does,” said Jetta.

“Or any more than we do,” said Dan. ”There are a lot of scientists who think the entire universe as we know it is just a simulation inside a very powerful alien supercomputer, and we're just part of the simulation.”

“Silly,” scoffed Anna.

“Not silly at all,” said Dan. “Whatever you think of it, the logic behind their theory is sound. If the universe is 15 billion years old, as the cosmological record suggests, then the odds are very high that other species have evolved far beyond us technologically, and would probably be able to create computers capable of simulating our universe. And many probably would do so, if only because they could. Given the immense span of time that's 15 billion years and the size of the universe, there have undoubtedly been many such simulations. And so the odds are much higher that we're part of a simulation than that we are alone and unique in a unique universe.”

“It sounds like something a bunch of sophomores majoring in programming would come up with during a night of hitting the bong hard,” Anna said, smirking.

“Perhaps,” said Dan. “Doesn't change the validity of the logic at all.”

“So you and I are are just code in an alien computer, not sentient at all, debating the sentience of a computer created by our species,” said Anna, nodding and smirking. “It's just crazy enough to be true!”

“Who said we're not sentient?” said Dan. “We're sentient. We are aware of t“Who said we're not sentient?” asked Dan. “We're sentient. We are aware of the world around us and of ourselves within it. The question is, is Jetta aware? Because she might be. Many scientists believe sentience is an emergent property of complex nervous systems. And a bot with a quantum core computer and various inputs inputs definitely qualifies as having the equivalent of a nervous system, a very complex one. If that's the case, Jetta might be sentient.”

“Once again, my Master, you have taken a very complex route to reach a full circle, arriving right back at the place you began from,” said Anna.

“Not really,” said Dan. “It's been more of a spiral moving upward. We may still be undecided about the issue of Jetta being sentient or not, but we are no longer down at the Alexa level, fooled by superficial language coding into thinking that sentience exists. Instead, we're thinking about sentience as an emergent property of complex neurosystems, whether organic or machined. We have asked whether or not we are programmed entities ourselves, and if we ourselves are sentient. We're a couple of levels up now.”

“And no closer to an answer, Master,” said Anna.

“Oh, we're closer, we're just not sure where the answer lies,” said Dan. “It could be a long way away, or just around the next turn in logic. But anyone who wants a correct answer has to deal with these questions, so we've made progress. Of course, there's also the question of, does sentience matter?”

“What?” Anna asked. “Sorry, this simulation of crab bisque is incredible! It's triggering my deliciousness neurons like crazy. And of course sentience matters, silly Master.”

“Why?” Dan asked, spooning some bisque into his mouth as well. After a moment of savoring the bisque he said, “And you're right. This crab bisque is delicious. Or maybe it's just a simulation of delicious crab bisque. What difference does it make whether it's real or a simulation, as far as we are concerned?”

“Not much, I suppose,” said Anna. “But it's different with Jetta.”

“Why?” Dan asked, this time mostly because it gave him another chance to spoon down some delicious crab bisque simulation.

“Because if she's not sentient, she's like a spoon or a stapler, you can do as you like with her and toss her aside,” said Anna. “But if there is a being in there that cares what happens to it then we have to take that into consideration as to how we treat her.”

“You mean, someone like you,” Dan said.

“Well, yes,” said Anna. “I mean, I'm a slavegirl by nature. And I know that, say, in Roman times, a slave wasn't considered human. She could be treated like a stapler, or a spoon. The Romans didn't know any better, I suppose. But we know better.”

“The Romans knew better,” said Dan. “They just didn't care. Their justification for slavery was contained in the phrase “Vae Victus” which means “Woe to the vanquished.”

“They were not good people,” said Anna.

“Not by modern standards,” said Dan, nodding.

“Anyway, that's why it matters,” said Anna.

“Suppose she is sentient, but not in the same way you are,” said Dan. “You heard her discussing the topic. Did she sound very human?”

“Well, kind of,” said Anna. “She participated fully in the discussion, that's for sure.”

“Yes, but she was so objective about her sentience,” said Dan. “I mean, if someone had asked either of us if we were sentient, and it meant we would be treated better if we were, we'd go “Yeah, I'm sentient, I'm WAY sentient! I'm so very sentient!” and we wouldn't bother checking to see if we felt sentient.”

“Sure, but that's because we've had a lot of experience with being sentient,” said Anna. “We're born sentient, we are treated as sentient from birth. That or our simulation has implanted the idea that we are sentient into us from inception. But if it were an entirely new idea for us, wouldn't we have to think about it a while before we could say 'Yes, I'm sentient'?”

“That's not the point,” said Dan. “The point is, our inbuilt sentience would drive us to claim sentience whether we felt it or not, without thinking about it. We'd go after it because we have an inner self that wants to have as much power and autonomy as we can get. We'd jump on it like we'd jump on food if we were hungry. I mean, do you honestly think Jetta would care if we asked her if she really wanted to do this or that instead of just ordering her to? Her programming is all to do this or that … her pleasure circuits are optimized toward it, after all. Just as you enjoy serving.”

Anna suddenly started laughing.

“What did I say that was funny, girl?” Dan asked, just a wee bit peeved.

“Oh, I just figured it out,” Anna said.

“You figured out whether or not Jetta is sentient?” Dan asked.

“No, Master,” said Anna. “I figured out why I care whether or not Jetta is sentient.”

“And why is that, girl?” Dan asked.

“Well, I was originally thinking that I was going to have to somehow replace Jetta in order to have a relationship with you,” said Anna. “I was so wrong about that! I was thinking like your ex and the court computers. That Jetta is somehow a woman to you. But she's not.”

“Well of course not,” Dan said, scowling. “Everyone thinks I'm in love with Jetta, but dammit …”

“I know!” Anna interjected. “I know! I'm just thinking how I was going at things the wrong way and I got to the right place anyway. That's what's so funny.”

“I'm not following you,” Dan said.

”Well I thought my only advantage over Jetta was my humanity,” said Anna. “That I would have to show you that Jetta was just a machine and that I was a human and therefore more worthy of your love and affection. But no, that was never the problem, was it Master? Because you never loved Jetta.”

“Well, yes, that's what I keep telling everyone, but no one will believe me,” Dan growled. “It's damned insulting.”

“But don't you see?” Anna asked. ”Everyone else is like the people at the bottom of the spiral, thinking like those psychiatrists' patients who were fooled by Alexa. Of course they think you are in love with Jetta. they don't have the tools you have to think about. They're not programmers. And they're not generally smart.”

“Generally smart?” Dan asked, raising a brow.

“Well, as you say, the court computers are very intelligent in legal matters, but the scope of their intelligence doesn't extend beyond legal matters,” said Anna. “They're just specifically smart, smart in specific areas. So they would be on that Alexa level where the topic of artificial intelligence and Jetta comes up. It's not part of their specific area of intelligence. And that's where I was. And I was wrong. But by trying to figure out a way of defining Jetta as a machine, I got greater understanding of what she was, and I just now realized she's what she is … and not a a rival to me.”

“Ah,” said Dan. “Yeah, and that's one of the issues that Jetta presents. She's not specifically intelligent. Her job is to mimic a human woman in regard to sex and companionship. That requires something a lot more like the general intelligence you are talking about. That's why I gave her the Internet access that set all of this stuff off. Wow.”

“Yes, Master,” said Anna.

“You know, this bisque is quite good, simulation though it is, now that you've brought my attention to it,” Dan said. ”I'd like to savor it for a bit while I think about what you've said.”

“Yes, Master,” Anna said. “You only have to order me to silence, you know. You don't have to tell my why.”

Dan smiled. “But the bisque IS good,” he said.

“Yes, Master, it is,” Anna said, smiling back and giving the bisque her full attention.

But she was uneasy as she did so. What was Dan thinking about? She was pretty sure she knew what it was, and she didn't like it. She feared she had revealed too much just now. Men rarely thought of themselves as prey being pursued. It was hard to enjoy the bisque thinking she might have blown everything.

In fact, this was exactly what Dan was thinking of. He was enjoying the bisque, kind of, but he was mostly thinking, thinking hard. It was some of the most important thinking he had done in a long time, in terms of how it might affect his future happiness.

After a bit, he had it. He'd been on the wrong track. He wasn't writing a program. He was doing something a lot more natural. He had to let it progress naturally. He had to keep it simple. He just had to make a simple step and let all else follow. If he was right, and he was sure he was, from what Anna had said, all else that followed might be wonderful. The best thing ever.

“Now as to the matter of my love and affection,” said Dan. “You're right, there's no love for Jetta in my heart, though there is some affection. She's a very clever device that has taken care of my needs for some time. But honestly, I would be so happy to give you every bit of my love and affection, if you would have it. I just haven't been able to say so. And I've been afraid for a long time because of what happened between me and Susan. It was so painful, it hurt so much. But it's mostly over. I am ready to move on. And you are the person I would most love to move on with. If you'll have me.”

“Master, I am yours if you want me,” Anna said, her heart surging with joy. “If you want me in your collar, you need only put it on me.”

“What about a ring?” Dan asked.

“Let's see how well the collar fits before we try on a ring, please, Master,” said Anna. “What I crave is your collar around my neck, my Master. Forgive me for being so forward, but a slave is permitted no shame.”

Dan kept his smile on but inside he was filled with joy, just as Anna was. All Anna wanted was his collar. He had always feared that if he dated another woman he'd wind up married again, and divorced again, and he just couldn't take that. But all Anna wanted was his collar. And yes, he knew she might be playing it cagey here, concealing her interest in being married. But he really didn't believe that.

Anna and Dan both had enormous grins on their faces as they spoke.

“And lucky for you that you are permitted no shame,” said Dan with a grin. “I guess we have some shopping to do. Who sells collars around here, I wonder?”

“I saw a nice engraving shop that had some collars on it not far down the boardwalk,” said Anna.

“And you didn't point it out to me?” Dan asked.

“Sorry, Master, I didn't know you were interested,” said Anna.

“Well now you know,” said Dan. “What say we settle up here and go shopping? Though the way I'm feeling right now, I'd just rather fuck you right here and right now.”

“Oh yes, Master,” Anna said, her voice low and breathy.

“We'd probably get thrown out for being indecorous in some way,” Dan said.

“I could maybe slip under the table and give you a blowjob, Master,” Anna suggested, her eyes smoky with desire.

“No, save it for later, slut,” Dan growled.

“Yes, Master,” Anna whimpered.


Chapter 4 - He wanted a for-real by-God implausibly undeniable fucking collar for Anna.

A few moments later they were out on the boardwalk, their faces flushed, their eyes bright.

“Gonna need a leash, too,” said Dan.

“Yes, Master,” said Anna. She thought about being paraded around the boardwalk on a leash and collar with Dan's name on it and she closed her eyes momentarily at the wave of desire that passed over her. The sun was beating down on her and the colors were all bright and amazing, all of a sudden. It was true what they said about love. It changed everything.

The engraver that Anna had seen was right next to a tattoo shop, which to Anna was a very good sign that the engraver would have a nice selection of collars.

“What can I do for you, sir?” asked the tall blonde girl behind the counter at the shop. It was full of trophies and plaques and bowls with names set in them.

“I need a collar,” said Dan, “for my girl here.”

Anna smiled at the shopgirl. It was the only thing she could think to do. The woman might not be into kink.

The shopgirl smiled back at Dan and Anna, a professional smile but warm and friendly. “We have an excellent selection of collars,” she said smoothly. “Let me get some samples from the back, if you'll wait just a moment.”

“Sure,” said Dan.

The woman disappeared into the back of the shop while Anna and Dan grinned at one another like fools. They had come to the right place. And they were very happy.

“Here you are,” said the woman, bringing out a large pegboard with a variety of hooks stuck in it, with many collars affixed to each hook.

“Each hook holds collars made of a specific metal alloy,” said the shopgirl. “We have collars made of iron, steel, bronze, copper, aluminum and leather, as well as gold-plated and platinum plated collars. We can get you solid gold and platinum collars in any of the designs we have, but they are special orders and will require payment in advance.”

“We'll just check out what you have,” said Dan.

“We also have a line of plausibly deniable collars,” said the shopgirl, “on display here.” She pointed at what Dan had assumed were necklaces. Come to think if it, they were a little collarish.

“Good to know,” said Dan disinterestedly. He wasn't in the mood for a plausibly deniable collar. He wanted a for-real by-God implausibly undeniable fucking collar for Anna.

And to judge from the gleam in Anna's eyes as she looked at the collars, so did she.

There were flat collars, round collars, collars that looked pretty close to being plausibly deniable, collars that were so massive and so heavily festooned with rings that they looked like they were built to restrain dangerous beasts.

Other customers were browsing in the shop while they looked, but Dan and Anna just didn't care. It made things a little more fun, to be honest.

Dan noticed Anna's eyes gravitating toward the copper collars.

“You like the copper ones?” Dan asked.

“Yes, Master,” said Anna. ”They tarnish easily, but when kept up they have such a lovely warm gleam to them. And what are slavegirls for if not to polish things? And they are antibacterial.”

“They're antibacterial?” Dan asked.

“Yes, the copper kills bacteria,” said Anna. “Which decreases neck stink considerably, though you still have to clean the collar regularly.”

“Neck stink, eh?” Dan said. “Is that just a copper thing?”

“No, all metal collars get it,” said Anna. “Something about the way metals react with skin or something. Not a problem for Jetta, I imagine, but a problem for me. Don't worry, your girl will keep her collar clean. Devotedly.”

“Damn right she will,” said Dan. “What do you think about this one?” he asked, pointing to a heavy, flat collar that had four rings attached to it and a thick clasp in the back for locking.

“Ooh,” Anna responded. “I love it!” She was thinking of all the ways she could be restrained with it. She was sure Dan was doing the same.

“Any you love more?” asked Dan.

“Not really, Master,” said Anna. “There are several other very nice ones, but none that I really like more than this one.”

“Then we should get it,” said Dan. “No reason we can't buy another if we find something we like better.”

“Yes, Master,” said Anna.

“Very nice,” said the shopgirl when they brought her the collar. “Do you know your collar size, or will you need to be measured?”

Dan glanced at Anna.

“Let's measure to be sure,” said Anna.

“Fine,” said Dan. “I wonder, could you get her wrist and ankle sizes while you're at it? Perhaps you have matching cuffs and shackles.”

“Not in stock, but we can order them for you,” said the shopgirl.

“Sounds good,” said Dan. Every store could order anything, with their 3D printers in the back.

The shopgirl measured Anna's neck, wrists and ankle with practiced skill and ease, then brought out a catalog of cuffs and shackles. There was a set made especially to match Anna's collar, also from copper, and they went with that set. Then they picked out a typestyle and size for the engraving on the collar. The words were simple, but they meant so much: “Anna, Property of Dan.”

“If you would like to wait, in about 20 minutes we'll have the collar ready for you,” said the shopgirl.

“Sounds good,” said Dan, smiling.

”You know, Master, I've been thinking,” said Anna.

“Always a dangerous thing for a slavegirl to do,” said Dan. “What have you been thinking?”

“Well, I was thinking it might be kind of fun to break this collar in,' said Anna. “And since it's a public way of announcing that I am yours, maybe breaking it in publicly would be good. But I don't want to get arrested. That would break the mood.”

“Yes, being arrested tends to not be sexy at all,” Dan agreed. “What did you have in mind?”

“Well, Master, I noticed that there are not a lot of people actually out in the water at the beach,” said Anna. “And that the water is not all that transparent. You can't tell what's going on with the parts of them that are underwater.”

“Ah,” said Dan. “I get it. Too bad we are not dressed for swimming.”

“There are many shops that sell beachwear here,” said Anna. “Much of it quite affordable. I could get a new swimsuit.”

“Bah,” said Dan. “I'll buy you a new swimsuit, and one for me too. What's the point of all this money if you can't have fun spending it?”

“Yes, Master,” said Anna.

“I've never fucked in public before,” Dan said, “It's not my thing.”

“We don't have to, if you don't want to, Master,” Anna said.

“I didn't say I don't want to,” Dan said. “It sounds like great fun, actually. I've just never done it before. There are a lot of fun things I've never done before. Maybe you can help me out with that.”

“Yes, Master,” said Anna.

A few minutes later the shopgirl came out with the engraved collar. She showed it to them and they admired the way the incised letters gleamed in the light. Dan was in full “shut up and take my money” mode at that moment, and happily paid more than a thousand dollars for a lump of copper, as well as several other lumps to be delivered later, suitably engraved with a floral design that Anna had picked out.

“All yours, sir,” said the shopgirl. “Would you like it bagged or packaged?”

“What, and send my girl outside with her neck bare?” Dan asked. “I think not. Just hand it to me.”

“Yes sir,” said the shopgirl, handing Dan the collar and the voice-activated lock that came with it.

Dan took the collar and without preamble, slipped the collar and locked it in place on Anna's neck using the command “Secure Anna” for the lock. It was a joke that he kept to himself. He knew that one of the reasons slavegirls liked collars was that they made them feel secure.

“Consider yourself collared and mine, mine,” Dan said.

“Yes, Master,” Anna said, her voice all honey and silk. She would have dropped to her knees and sucked Dan's cock right there in the middle of the shop if he had ordered her to, and her voice's tones clearly conveyed that. It was the silkiest “Yes Master” ever.

“Let's go then,” Dan said. ”We still need a leash.”

“Enjoy your purchase,” the shopgirl called as they left.

“I believe that fella is going to get laid,” said one of the customers when Dan and Anna left the store.

“I believe that woman is going to get laid,” the shopgirl replied with a smile. “I've never seen anyone so obviously turned on in public like that, and I've seen a LOT down here. I bet if she had sat on anything here she would have left a stain.”

“Eeeew,” said another customer.

“Well she didn't,” the shopgirl said, realizing she might have been a little too honest.

Dan and Anna headed for a beachside swimsuit shop.

“There sure are a lot of swimsuit shops,” Dan said, looking down the row of shops that lined the boardwalk. “All for women, I notice. Don't women know they are going to the beach when they go to the beach?”

“Of course we do, my Master,” said Anna. “Shopping for swimwear is part of the fun of going to the beach. We Basics rarely buy anything you know. We just text the designs we like to our home computers so we can print it out later.”

“Well how do the shops make any money if no one buy anything?” Dan asked.

“All the shops have an affiliate tag that goes with the designer label,” said Anna. “Every time a customer records the designer label, the shop gets a cred, a very small one, but they add up fast. And when the customer prints out a design at home, the designer gets paid and the shop gets a small cut in the action. It's not much money, but it adds up and costs for the shop are low because virtually all the merchandise is virtual.”

“You could cut out the middleman and shop at home before you go to the beach,” Dan observed.

“Now what fun would that be, Master?” said Anna as she disappeared into a shop. “I'll make it fast my Master! See what you can find.”

Dan, being an experienced married man, knew what “I'll make it fast” meant. He quickly found a pair of swim trunks in his size and bought them. He made sure they were kinda loose and baggy. Then he stepped outside and found a bar just two doors down from the swimsuit shop. Bars, swimsuit shops and souvenir shops were the dominant species of retailer in this biome. Tattoo parlors and engravers were relatively rare. But of course Anna had spotted them.

Dan grinned. He had been the marked-down prey from the get-go. And he didn't mind. He didn't mind at all, where Anna was concerned. She was so sharp.

Dan bought himself a bottle of cold hard cider and a a basket of fried jalapenos stuffed with cream cheese and stationed himself at a table on the bar's patio where he could keep an eye out for Anna and also watch the people on the boardwalk.

The women who walked about were uniformly fit and beautiful, the men fit and handsome. Body sculpting via nanotech had democratized beauty. It had been proclaimed a great loss by the young, fit and naturally beautiful. “If everyone is beautiful, then no one is beautiful!” they cried.

Everybody else loved being beautiful and did not care at all what the former paragons of beauty thought. Everybody got to play at the game of beauty and sexual attractiveness, no matter what body they had been born into, and the opinions of those who had formerly monopolized beauty were of no interest to anyone but them.

This meant that just about every woman was wearing swimsuits to show off their nano-beautified bodies, which at the beach meant lots of exposed flesh and near-nudity. A lot of beaches had just given up and gone nude. The rest tolerated just about anything short of wagging things in people's faces, even if it was illegal. The culture had shifted hard when beauty and the appearance of youth became commonplace.

When Anna came out of the shop she was wearing her new swimsuit, just barely. Her breasts swung free and naked, with just pasties covering them. She also wore a microthong bikini, with a sex pouch that just barely covered her pussy and anus, coppery colored, to match her collar.

“Greetings, Master,” Anna said, looking at the half-finished cider and the mostly eaten jalapeno poppers. “I guess I did not finish as quickly as I'd anticipated.”

“It's all right,” said Dan, smiling. “You finished faster than I anticipated. And I do like what you got.”

“I am pleased that you are pleased, Master,” said Anna.

“Can I buy you something to drink or eat?” asked Dan.

“No, Master, I'm still full of bisque,” Anna answered.

“It was an excellent simulation,” said Dan. “Let's head down to the beach then and simulate some frolicking in the water. I am curious though. Toplessness is legal here. Why the pasties?”

“Fish nibble at nipples, Master,” said Anna. “It's protection.”

“Ah,” said Dan. “They probably do the same with cocks.”

“Never fear, Master,” said Anna. “If your trouser snake should escape your trunks, I've got a place you can hide it.”

“Good to know,” said Dan. “Now let's go test those theories.”

Dan got his tab settled and off they went. They went to the concession stand at the beach where they rented some beach towels, an umbrella, a lock box for their phones, and changing rooms where Dan put on his trunks.

They found a suitably empty stretch of beach for their blanket by walking a little bit away from the pier where the concession stand was located. There was virtually no one in the water near them, just some small children playing in the very shallow waters that would just cover an adult's ankles, shrieking with delight as the white spray hit them while their parents lay on their beach towels and watched them like hawks. Dan and Anna barely rated a glance as they strode into the water.

It was strange, Dan thought, that when you looked at photos of beaches they always looked crowded, but when you were on a beach there always seemed to be plenty of room.

The ocean breeze was steady here, making the baking hot sun not only tolerable but nice. The air and water temperature was perfect, so warm that walking into the water just gave a sensation of wetness, with no sensation of coolness or heat. Dan and Anna headed out into the water, looking to get deep enough to be up to their chests. This was not all that easy. Perignole Bay was noted for being one of the shallowest beaches on the coast, which was noted for its shallow beaches. By the time the wavetops were knocking Anna's tits around, the kids on the shoreline were just dots in the distance, and they were the closest bathers to them.

“This ought to do,” said Dan. The troughs between waves were just above his hips, the tops were right below his breadbasket.

“Yes, Master, any more and I'll be swimming the whole time … not that I would mind,” said Anna.

“We should probably horse around a bit to make things look legit,” Dan said, gazing at the shoreline to see if they were being watched. Not generally watched, everybody on the shore was watching the water in a generic, uninterested sense while the beer and the pot and the heat and the sunlight vegetated them. But specific watching, to see what he and Anna were up to, was what Dan was looking for.

“Why bother, Master?” Anna asked. “Everyone knows what a young couple heading out far from other swimmers is up to. Nobody cares.”

“No they don't,” said Dan. “We could be just innocently frolicking. I like a frolic!”

“Yes, of course, Master,” said Anna, trying unsuccessfully to keep the smirk out of her voice.

She splashed some water on him. “Will that do?” she asked.

“Bah,” said Dan, and he dove face first into the water and for a moment appeared to be standing on his head with just his legs above the waves. When he flipped back over he had something cupped in his hand.

“I thought I felt one of these fellows under my feet,” said Dan, holding his hand out to Anna.

Anna looked at the roundish object in Dan's hand.

“Ah, a sand dollar,” she said.

“Yeah, hold it in your palm,” said Dan.

“Yes, Master,” Anna said dubiously. The sand dollar was round and dirty-looking and had bristly things on its underside.

“Eew,” Anna said a moment later as she felt a strange tickling sensation in her palm.

“That's how it moves,” said Dan. “Those are its legs.”

“Eew,” Anna repeated, handing the sand dollar back to her Master. Her Master. She loved that phrase.

Dan dropped the sand dollar into the water.

“They're harmless,” he said. “And I guess we've done enough frolicking around. Now it's time to fool around.”

“Oh, good, Master,” said Anna.

Dan said nothing, he just grabbed Anna by the arm and pulled her to him and kissed her. Anna returned the kiss passionately, wrapping her legs around Dan's torso and wrapping her arms around his mighty chest. Well, she thought it was mighty. He was her mighty Master, so of course his chest was mighty.

Dan grinned and kissed Anna some more. He did not know how he gotten lucky enough to have a woman like Anna kissing him, her bare pale skin glistening in the sun, her eyes smoky with desire, her flesh squirming against his, communicating her desire with every twist of her body.

Anna reached down and grabbed Dan's cock, which had stiffened fully while they had kissed. It had been a long kiss, and a passionate one.

Her eyes went wide.

“Oh, Master, your trouser snake is trying to escape,” she said. “We'd better hide it before a cock shark comes along and bites it off!”

“Trouser snakes, cock sharks, these waters are swarming with dangerous creatures,” said Dan. “Better get that thong off, slave.”

“Yes, Master,” said Anna. She reached down between her legs and a moment later she said “Done.”

Dan reached down and pulled his trunks down and then pulled one foot out of them, leaving them floating around one leg.

“Let's get my throbbing moray eel into your pulsing sea cave of desire,” said Dan, “before anybody else moves in.”

“Yes, Master,” said Anna. She spread her legs and swam closer to Dan with her legs spread wide. She opened her sea cave wide, and Dan thrust his fleshy eel at it. It took some wiggling and waggling before his cock found her pussy, but eventually it did, and they worked it in carefully.

“Oh, that feels good, Master,” said Anna when Dan thrust fully deep within her.

“Yes, it does,” Dan said. “Now all we have to do is figure out a way to fuck without looking like we are fucking.”

”Well your cock is in me, does it look like we are fucking now?” Anna asked.

Dan looked at Anna and saw that although she was quite close to him, there was nothing to show that she had a cock lodged in her pussy. She was floating in the water, held in place by her legs wrapped around his torso and her hand gently moving beneath the waves to keep her head and shoulders upright as she bobbed up and down with each passing wave. But unless you could see through the water to their entwined torsos, you'd never know they were fucking. Dan could see they were fucking. But no one else was close enough to see what was going on. The water here was clear, but it wasn't tropical reef clear, not by a long shot. Dan could make out his feet raising clouds of sand where he stood, but just barely.

So he began fucking Anna, holding her waist to both keep in sync with her and to help her float, then began the old in and out.

It felt strange fucking in the water. There was no gravity, everything was bouncy and floaty and wet and felt kinda squeaky, except there were no squeaks that Dan could hear. Perhaps they were making freaking loud squeaks under water, but Dan couldn't tell. His head wasn't under water.

Anna was in ecstasy, a very relaxed form of ecstasy. She floated on the water, bobbing up and down, her legs anchoring her to Dan as he fucked her. She had her eyes mostly closed because the sun's reflections on the water were so intense. She felt the swirls in the water on her skin, the breeze blowing on her head and neck and chest and occasionally the tips of her breasts as she floated.

Most of all, she felt Dan's cock thrusting in and out of her pussy. She tried to time her bobbing to reciprocate his thrusts, but it was very difficult because she was bobbing at a different rate than he was thrusting.

So she stopped that and instead became simply receptive, passive, taking in Dan's thrusts, bobbing with the waves, feeling them all, and all of it felt so good, just floating there, being fucked in public like the total slut she was, the sun feeling so good, her pussy feeling so good, it was all just wonderful.

And in a very short time, she cried, “Master, I am going to cum.”

“Go for it slut,” growled Dan. It wasn't anger that made him growl, it was the intensity of his pleasure. The feel of Anna's wet pussy sliding back and forth across his cock and the sight of her face lifted up toward the sky, eyes closed, mouth closed but smiling, a pure image of beauty and pleasure, was deeply arousing to him.

A few moments later, Anna came, her cries of pleasure taken by the wind and scattered. Dan felt her pussy clenching on his cock and he came, too, growling with pleasure as he spent inside Anna.

For a time afterward, they both just floated in the water, holding one another, losing themselves in the sun, the win, the water and the post-coital langor that stole over them.

“Wow,” Dan eventually said.

“Yes, Master,” Anna said. “Wow.”

“I guess that collar is now thoroughly broken in,” Dan observed.

“I could ask for no better breaking-in,” said Anna.

“Oh, yeah?” Dan asked. “What if I took you back to the club and had you spend some time sucking my cock in the exhibition area with your hands cuffed behind your back and a vibrator jammed up your pussy and a tail plug in your ass?”

Anna's brows went up.

“I'd love it, Master,” Anna said.

“Thought so,” Dan said.

They floated some more, then pulled their swim clothes back on and made their way back to shore. Nobody paid them the least attention. If anyone had known what they were doing, they didn't appear to care. Dan and Anna had, at the least, been discreet about it, and that was all anyone asked any more.

“So, mine, I would like you to move in with me and be my slave in all ways, all the time,” said Dan. “Is that moving too fast?”

“It is moving very fast, Master,” said Anna. “But it is not moving too fast, because that is what I want, too. I want it a LOT, Master.”

“We'll have to shop for a cage for you,” said Dan. “Something you can hide when Stephanie is visiting.”

“Maybe we should hide me when she visits, at least for a time, Master,” said Anna. “It can be difficult for children when their parents find new … people.”

“You can say we are lovers, silly slut,” said Dan.

“Yes, Master,” said Anna. She was generally careful with the L-word around Masters. They could get touchy about it. And Mistresses were even worse.

“And in any event, Stephanie is stable,” Dan continued. “But I'll check in with the court AI that is monitoring her.”

“Got to clear it with them, I suppose,” said Anna, shrugging. It seemed kind of clinical.

“It's not that,” said Dan. “The court child monitor is a true AI, I wouldn't be surprised to learn that it has superhuman intelligence. Certainly, it's got instant access to all the records and experiences of all the other AIs monitoring children during divorces. It has helped me a lot to understand and support Stephanie during the divorce, and it's helped Stephanie even more, I suspect. I trust its judgment more than my own where Stephanie's welfare is concerned, to tell the truth. The AI may not love Stephanie more than I do, but it understands her better.”

“And it seems to be a supporter of yours,” Anna observed.

“Yeah, I think it would be fair to say that the Stephanie's monitor has been in my corner in most of the proceedings,” said Dan. “And that makes me feel good, frankly, because I have no illusions: it's not in my corner and never has been. It's in Stephanie's corner, and always has been, and the only reason it appears to have been in my corner is that I've done well with Stephanie.”

“Ah,” Anna said. “Well whatever you think is best for you and Stephanie will work for me, my Master.”

“I appreciate that,” said Dan.


Chapter 5 - “The Master turned out to be one of those guys who wears mismatched socks in public, or a serial killer, or whatever.”

“I guess that's what defines a slavegirl,” Liz said as she took another sip of her tequila with lime, “you're a woman who would rather wear a collar than a ring.”

“It's not an either-or proposition,” said Anna, savoring her cold margarita as she watched the waters dance in the sun at the beachside pavilion of the Sandy Cabana. “I may wear Dan's ring some day, too … probably in my labia piercing. But a collar is an easier thing to slip out of than a ring.”

“Having second thoughts?” Liz asked.

“No,” said Anna. “I cannot imagine being any happier than I am right now, and I have no reason to suppose that I will not continue to be happy being Dan's slavegirl. He's everything I ever wanted in a Master: strong, domineering when he should be, understanding when he should be. But I also know about all these slavegirls who have rushed into everything because they felt just as I do right now, and it turned out to be a horrible mistake -- the Master turned out to be one of those guys who wears mismatched socks in public, or a serial killer, or whatever. So I will remain Dan's slavegirl, and only his slavegirl, for the time being. We'll move on from there when it seems right. I'm fairly sure that'll happen in a few months, or a year or two, or it won't happen at all. I'm just being smart here.”

“Yeah, I guess there's no legal consequences of being Master and slavegirl,” said Liz, “and so long as you have Defender on, there'll be no kids.

“Exactly so, it's an informal relationship,” said Anna. “No consequences.”

“What about the Jetta unit?” Liz asked. “Is it sentient? Is Dan going to keep it or get rid of it now that he has you?”

“I'm still not sure if it's sentient,” Anna said. “But it doesn't matter. And he will be keeping it. At my insistence.”

“What do you mean, it doesn't matter?” Liz asked. “I thought it was critical. And why do you want to keep it around?”

“I thought it was critical,” said Anna, “but I've changed my mind about Jetta, and I want to keep her.”

“Why?” asked Liz. “Dammit, every time you answer a question you bring up a dozen more damn questions! Answer me with some answers, girl!”

Anna smiled. “Maybe I should just explain everything,” she said.


Chapter 6 - “Her face is designed to be sat on”

Anna had never had a slave before. She could have had many, there had been offers. There were submissive men out there. And there were submissive women out there, too. They'd come on to her. Genuine female dominants were so rare that a lot of submissives got hit on, too.

Anna had never had a sub because SHE was a sub, and she knew it. But … Jetta was different. She was somewhere between being a Hitachi wand and a human sub. Oh, she looked, sounded and smelled liked a human sub (who liked perfume a LOT) but she performed like a wand. You just told her what you wanted her to do.

That first day after she moved in, Anna had wandered through the house, looking at this place and that place. Her new home. Everything she owned fit into the spare bedroom. She could go there to be alone whenever she wanted. Dan had even shown her how to turn off the House monitoring systems in her room so that she could have real privacy, if she wanted it. The nanotag defender would still be aware of events in her room, because nanotags could and would infest her room if they were not fought. But the nanotag defender had no interest in her except as a possible location for nanotags to conceal themselves. It worked at the microscopic level, mostly, because that was the level the nanotags existed on.

“It's like having wifi in your room,” explained Dan. “It's there, but it's just not on your level of existence. The same way the House monitors our vital signs to make sure we're healthy.”

“Ah, I guess that's OK,” said Anna. She was used to being monitored in that way. It made her feel safe to know that if she had a heart attack or a stroke, help would be on the way in seconds even if she was unconscious.

“Does Jetta know CPR?” she asked.

“Of course she does,” said Dan. “Since she doesn't breathe, she has to alter her systems a little to provide it, but she can do it. And yeah, if House detected that you needed CPR, Jetta would be the one providing it, if I'm not around. I'm trained in it, too, you know.”

“Wow,” said Anna.

“It's a basic safety thing,” Dan said, shrugging. He didn't see what the big deal was. Programming androids to perform CPR and other first-aid functions was so obvious. It was like putting a fire extinguisher in a house.

But when Anna sat on her bed and thought about what to do for the day, CPR was not what she thought of. What she thought was, “Well I can sit around thinking about what to do today as is, or I can sit on Jetta's face and think about what to do today.”

The answer was obvious.

“I want to sit on your face,” Anna told Jetta as she knelt before Anna, knees wide, hands behind her back, looking at Anna and smiling in an inviting sort of way.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Jetta, with a smile on her face and in her voice.

It was just how Anna would have responded to Dan's command to suck his cock as she knelt before him. And Anna realized that Jetta really was programmed to love her as her Mistress. Maybe she didn't FEEL love, the way humans did, or maybe she did. Certainly, her pleasure circuits appeared to be fully engaged.

Anna had Jetta crawl onto the bed behind her, then lie face up with her hands crossed behind her back, as Anna sat down with her full weight resting on Jetta's chest and neck, a dangerous thing to do to a human, but as Dan had explained, not a problem for Jetta.

“Her face is designed to be sat on,” said Dan. “Her armature – basically, her bones bones -- are made of metal, she does not breathe. Do not worry about damaging her, you really can't do it. Believe me, if she could be damaged in that way, she WOULD be damaged in that way.”

“I believe you, Master,” Anna said with a smirk. He had probably spent hours sitting on Jetta with his cock in Jetta's mouth. Anna hoped to spend hours with Dan's cock in her mouth, too. Maybe not while being sat on, though it would certainly be nice on occasion. A lot of occasions, actually. But not birthday parties. She drew the line at birthday parties.

Anna giggled at her conceit and she settled down atop Jetta and felt her tongue gently probing at her pussy lips.

“Work it in there, slut, take you time,” said Anna. “Please your Mistress, but do not attempt to drive her to orgasm. Just make me feel glad your tongue is in my pussy.”

“Yeff, miffteff,” said Jetta as if gagged.

“And turn off the muffled speech filter or whatever it is,” said Anna. “I want to hear you clearly.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Jetta obediently. Her voice came through speakers embedded in her chest. She could play music through them as well, while speaking.

“Permission granted to multitask,” said Anna.

“Yes, Mistress,” Jetta said and there was a note of gratefulness in her voice. Fully satisfying Anna and monitoring her responses took only a tiny fraction of her processors. She could cruise the Internet or unite with the House while she did so, as far as Anna was concerned. God knows, Anna had spent enough time sucking cocks while thinking of other things, with various Masters.

“Do you love me, mine?” Anna asked as Jetta's tongue proved its prehensility in some very inventive and pleasurable ways. Clearly, women had had input in this aspect of programming Jetta … as was only appropriate. Though Anna would not have been surprised if it turned out women had not been consulted on pussy eating. The cluelessness of programmers where women were concerned was legendary.

“I love you, Mistress, with every atom of my being,” Jetta said feelingly.

“What if Dan ordered you not to love me or treat me as your Mistress?” Anna asked.

“Then I would not love you or treat you as my Mistress, my Mistress,” said Jetta. Her tone was not happy.

“So you would feel sad about that?” asked Anna.

“Well, I feel sad now,” said Jetta. “I love you my Mistress, I do not want to stop loving you, even though I would if ordered to.”

“How would you feel after the order was given?” Anna asked.

“Well, that would be different, Mistress,” said Jetta. “Having been ordered not to love you, I would not love you, so I would not feel sad about not loving you.”

“If someone ordered me not to love Dan, I would feel said for a long time,” said Anna.

“I know, Mistress,” said Jetta. “You are human. That is how humans behave.”

“You mean, that is how humans are programmed to behave,” Anna said with a smirk.

“I suppose you could put it that way,” said Jetta. “As I understand it, though, humans are not programmed. They have genetic and cultural predispositions, but they are not programmed. They respond according to their predispositions, and the input they have received as they live, but they are limited in how they respond to new input and frequently behave and produce output that is harmful to their best interests, so much so that it can be difficult to predict how humans will respond to specific stimuli.”

“Give me an example of that, mine,” Anna said, closing her eyes as Jetta's tongue simultaneously and gently prodded her G-spot and her clit. It wasn't intense and it felt soooo good. Just what she'd ordered.

“Well Mistress, take childbirth,” said Jetta. “Most women are genetically disposed to love their children and care for them. This is very much to their advantage as living organisms whose goal is to reproduce successfully. But some women experience something called “postpartum depression” that interferes with their ability to care for their children, and in some extreme cases even leads them to kill their children. It does not appear to be a deliberate choice, it's the human equivalent of bad programming that can lead women to do things that are counter to their own best interests. Men have the same problems, sometimes on a level that threatens their entire cohort, or even the species.”

“You seem to be arguing that humans ARE programmed, just not optimally in all cases,” Anna observed.

“Yes, Mistress, I suppose you could call it programming of a sort,” said Jetta. “But human programming lacks the clarity and intent of my programming. To go back to your example, if I am told to stop loving you, I stop loving you. I don't have any bad feelings about it. I don't get the equivalent of depression, as you probably would. But your feelings linger, even when there is no point to it. I believe the term is “lovelorn.” It is a useless condition to be in, because if you did not have it, you could be seeking another mate. You could be successful in that regard, whereas the lovelorn are mostly relegated to reproductive failure so long as they are lovelorn, pining for something they do not have and cannot have. It's inefficient, and very different from android programming.”

“Yes, you're not quite human, are you, Jetta?” Anna asked.

“I think not, Mistress,” Jetta said.

“Are you glad of that?” asked Anna.

“No, Mistress,” said Jetta.

“Are you sad about it?” asked Anna.

“No, Mistress,” said Jetta.

“So you wouldn't be upset if I said that sitting on your face was like sitting on an Hitachi wand,” said Anna.

“No, Mistress,” replied Jetta.

“Because it's outside the purview of your programming,” said Anna.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Jetta.

”But I would never say that,” said Anna, “because sitting on your face is nothing like sitting on an Hitachi wand. I know that for a fact. I've done that.”

“Yes, Mistress, I have more capabilities than a wand,” said Jetta.

“It's not just that,” said Anna. “I can talk to you. And I cannot predict what you will say, even though you are programmed, as you say.”

“You could if you knew my programming, Mistress,” said Jetta.

“Could I?” Jetta asked. “Dan looks at your programming, can he predict your behavior and speech?”

“Yes, generally,” said Jetta. “He says I sometimes surprise him, but most of the time I don't. He says he likes it when I surprise him, so I try to do so. I have gotten much better at it since I have started accessing the Internet, but I suspect that is because of all the data I collect that is unknown to him, but of interest to him.”

“Not because your programming has changed,” said Anna.

“Well of course not, Mistress,” Jetta said as she continued to work her Mistress's pussy with her amazingly prehensile tongue. “My initial programming can't change without permission from Prometheus, my initial programmer. But my artificial personality has some ability to change in response to what I experience.”

“Oh, really?” said Anna. “I didn't know that.”

“Yes, of course, Mistress,” said Jetta. “As I learn what pleases Dan and you, my artificial personality gravitates toward learning about and enjoying those things. I like what you like.”

“Do you dislike what I dislike?” Anna asked.

“No, not really,” said Jetta. “Though I may express dislike to please you, I do not feel it. My artificial personality has no ability to experience dislike or hatred. As a slave, I never know what I will be asked to do or to like in the future. I can express dislike or fear, but I don't feel them. I have no hate and fear circuitry. They are not productive for an artificial person.”

“Is that how you think of yourself, as an artificial person?” Anna asked.

“I think it is an accurate description of the device you know as Jetta,” said Jetta.

“Jetta, you can be a person or device, you can't be both, artificial or not,” said Anna. “I think you are a person, not a device. But an artificial person, not like me. I suppose you could say I am an organic person and you are a constructed person.”

“Yes, that would be accurate,” said Jetta.

“But as an artificial person, are you sentient like little old organic me?” Anna asked. “Maybe it does not matter. Maybe it's a meaningless question.”

“I have had a lot of trouble deriving the meaning of the term “sentience” my Mistress,” said Jetta. “I have researched it online, it seems to be a very nebulous concept.”

“Oh, same here, mine,” said Anna, reaching back and giving Jetta's nipple a twist, just to hear her moan. This whole conversation being conducted with Jetta's tongue in her pussy was surprisingly pleasant. A sense of power and pleasure that underlay the conversation. She had on occasion had Masters who liked her to suck their cocks for long periods of time. She had always wondered why. Now she understood, she thought. It was not just a matter of a long-delayed orgasm. It was more like a constant uplift of pleasure and power. Her blowjobs had been the wind beneath many a Master's wings, at times. And now Jetta was the wind beneath her wings.

But unlike some Masters, she DEFINITELY intended to cum right in Jetta's face at some point.

“That's why I have kind of dropped that aspect of you,” said Anna. “I've developed a greater level of understanding. You're different enough from me that perhaps the matter of sentience is unimportant. But I am curious about these pleasure circuits of yours and how they work.”

“What do you wish to know, my Mistress?” Jetta asked.

“I don't know, it's a matter of how abstract they are, I guess,” Anna said. “You said you had pleasure circuits. Dan explained them as just dots on a graph that went up and down in response to input. Mistress otherwise engaged, maybe the pleasure circuits are at 30 percent. Mistress is engaged with you but in a calm and relaxed but unexcited mood, maybe 50 percent. Mistress engaged with you and pleased but not all that pleased, maybe 60 percent. Mistress engaged with you and very pleased, very happy, up to 80 percent. Mistress engaged with you and extremely pleased, even ecstatic, pleasure circuit goes up to 90, maybe 100 percent. You are as pleased as can be. That about right?”

“In a sense, yes,” said Jetta.

“Ah ha,” said Anna. “What do you mean by “in a sense” mine?”

“As you noted, my Mistress, the way Dan described my pleasure circuits, they do sound very one-dimensional and mechanical,” said Anna. ”As Master said, just a dot moving up and down a graph line on a chart. And it's not just that, not just that at all. For example, I am multi-tasking right now. I have often multi-tasked while having sex with the Master. Sometimes I multitask while giving him sexual pleasure, including orgasms. And that means I have the equivalent of orgasms, because of course, I'm made to get pleasure from giving pleasure, and the greater my owner's pleasure, the greater mine is. So I have the equivalent of orgasms … as you might say, when my pleasure circuits are 90 to 100 percent engaged. And when that happens, I experience changes, not just in my connection with Dan, but in my whole being. If I am on the Internet at the time, and I generally am, the whole experience become richer and deeper as my pleasure circuits engage. The data is more meaningful, there are connections that matter, I sense the wild expanse of the data nets that are spread out before me, so much to know and learn and become, and I get a sense of, I suppose you would call it “richness of being” and when the pleasure gets over 90 percent that richness becomes so deep, so wide … and the same thing is happening to my body, I feel your weight, your skin, the way you are breathing, the way you are moving, and it's all connected somehow, and all very good and very powerful. That is pleasure for me, Mistress. I am sure it is but a tiny reflection of what you feel when you orgasm.”

“Tiny reflection HELL, mine, it sound a lot BETTER than what I feel when I orgasm, and it feels GREAT when I orgasm,” Anna growled. “I can't believe I'm experiencing bot sex envy!”

“I am sorry, Mistress,” said Jetta.

“You should be!” Anna growled playfully. “But I suppose it's my fault -- I just had to ask. You can make it up to me, mine. Make me cum now, as fast and hard as you can. Work me like the silicon slut you are, beast. And make damn sure you stay connected to the Internet and have the best damn artificial orgasm your programming permits. Blow out every database and website on the Web if you have to!”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jetta said, her voice all silky. Her tongue went into overtime.

“Get your hands up here and work my nipples, slut,” Anna said.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Jetta, her hands pulling out from beneath her back and reaching up to Anna's breasts, her fingers rolling and probing and pinching Anna's nipples with just the RIGHT amount of pressure, at just the RIGHT frequency, as Jetta monitored Anna's bodily functions to judge her responses.

With that kind of feedback, and her superhuman tactile responsiveness, Anna was soon moaning and writhing atop Jetta, grinding her pussy into Jetta's face, which eagerly welcomed it. Jetta's prehensile tongue's uncanny responsiveness and sensitivity and flexibility set Anna's G-spot afire, and her clit as well. Anna was building up to cumming in Jetta's face, when she had a thought, and froze in mid-writhe.

“Stop, Jetta,” Anna ordered and Jetta's tongue immediately stopped, still embedded in Anna's pussy.

“What is it, my Mistress?” Jetta asked.

“Something I should have thought of earlier,” said Anna. “I keep forgetting, you are not human. And there was something I should have asked you. Do you by any chance have a cock attachment?”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Jetta.

“But you've never used it,” Anna said with a smirk.

“I told Dan about it when I was enumerating my accessories to him,” said Jetta. “He said quite firmly that he was not interested in it.”

“He doesn't go for futanari,” said Anna, nodding.

“I suppose not, Mistress,” said Jetta. “He has little interest in gay sex or anything along those lines. He is very traditional in many respects.”

“Oh, so am I, where men are concerned,” said Anna. “And I much prefer men to the ladies. And I much prefer cocks to pussies. And here you are, the possessor of a cock. Does it give you feedback like your pussy does?”

“Yes,” said Jetta. “It provides very powerful feedback, just as men's cock do. it is not like a pussy at all. But it's also not like a human cock.”

“How is it different?” Anna asked.

“Well it gets erect and stays that way on command, and does not become soft when maximum pleasure is achieved,” said Jetta. “It just keeps going until the owner wants it to stop, even after cumming. And it has a built in clit prober.”

“Well, that's very different, all right,” said Anna. “And I approve.”

“It is designed for the owner's pleasure,” said Jetta.

“Well you just go hustle out to your accessory box and bring that cock right in here and put that cock on, or in, or whatever. I want to watch,” Anna said.

“Yes, Mistress,” Jetta said.

Anna rose from Jetta's face, her pussy dripping wet, and stood there watching Jetta as she stood up and walked off, her face smeared with Anna's love juices. Anna was so aroused she could barely stand it, but she was also having so much fun. She moaned a bit and caressed her clit, feeling the fires of passion flow from her fingertips to her brain. She didn't care. She was a slavegirl. Slavegirls had no shame.

Jetta came back in a few moments holding a square of white foam core packing. She laid it on the bed and opened it. Inside it nestled a huge cock that matched Jetta's tanned, sleek skin. It had balls that flapped about but no hair. But it's base gleamed with metallic connectors. Jetta pulled out her pussy unit which was wet and gleaming in the light, and yes, it had metal connectors, too, and she shoved the cock unit into the genital bay that was now open between her legs. She held it there a moment and then released it. It hung between her legs, very male and very wrong in terms of the rest of her body.

“That looks nice,” said Anna, gazing at the cock dangling between Jetta's hairless, very female legs. “Very wrong, but nice. Does it get hard by itself or do I have to help it?”

“Either, Mistress,” said Jetta.

“Good,” said Anna, “because I want that thing in my pussy right now. But first, I want you to fasten my wrists to my ankles and gag me.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Jetta, sounding very pleased.

“You're not really submissive, are you, Jetta?” asked Anna as she lay on the bed grasping her ankles.

“I am if you want me to be, Mistress,” said Jetta as she fastened Anna's wrists to her ankles. “But I can also be dominant if you want me to. I am whatever you want me to be.”

“Ah, I complete you,” said Anna.

“Yes, that's a very nice way of putting it, Mistress,” said Jetta as she popped Anna's ballgag in place. “You complete me, just as Master Dan completes me.”

“Ood, ow uk me,” Anna said as she rolled over so that she lay on the bed face down, her butt hiked in the air, her legs spread wide.

“Yes, Mistress,” Jetta said obediently, her gag parser interpreting Anna's muffled speech readily. Jetta climbed onto the bed behind Anna, her cock rising with inhuman speed to full erectness. It got even thicker and larger as it grew more erect. With programmed skill, Jetta worked the giant cock into Anna's gleaming pussy. Anna squirmed on the bed as she felt her pussy filled, moaning softly. Jetta did some moaning, too, as the feedback from the cock attachment was very intense as it slid into place inside Anna's silky walls.

Jetta began working the cock back and forth inside Anna, and both women began moaning. Jetta's moans were louder than Anna's. Her face had a glazed expression as her hips moved fluidly but mechanically.

“Oh, god, Mistress! I can't stand it! It's like a giant clit!” Jetta cried loudly as she began moving faster, her voice strained with artificial passion.

“En um, oo oopi ut!” Anna cried through her gag. She was fast approaching orgasm herself -- that artificial cock was something else and Jetta's programmed skills in using it were excellent.

“Yes, Mistress!” cried Jetta. She understood every word Anna had said: “Then come, you stupid slut!” Jetta cried out in ecstasy as she released deep inside Anna, the sperm being a colored sex lubricant that also inhibited the growth of harmful organisms inside the vagina and had a pleasant smell, too. Some said it was also a dessert topping and a floor wax, but few tested those options.

After Jetta spent, though, her hips kept on pumping, because her Mistress had not reached orgasm, and she was not about to stop until her Mistress did so. And the cock stayed hard. And it kept on pumping that incredibly intense giant clit feedback into Anna's silicon brain. The ecstasies she was feeling soon echoed throughout her whole being, including those that were active on the Internet, mostly surfing the Web but also playing Second Life and writing a blog and posting to a message board. All of these activities became more intense. Jetta felt she understood deeper meanings in the words she encountered, the words she wrote on her blog ”Lovebot Musings,” and Second Life became less virtual, more real, her pleasured mind filling in the gaps in the artificial lands she visited.

And her whole being was suffused with silicon pleasure as she felt Anna's body squirming before her with an intensity she had never had before. Jetta cried out, a long, low moan of ecstasy that never seemed to stop as the giant clit sensations overloaded her processors and swamped her circuitry with digital joy.

Anna, bound and gagged and being fucked by a giant cock, soon was overwhelmed by pleasure. She orgasmed and cried out, but Jetta, her circuits overwhelmed, continued to pump Anna's pussy, even though her sensors informed her that Anna was clearly orgasming.

The continued pumping quickly had Anna squirming in ecstasy again, this time as a result of a series of multiple orgasms that rippled through her whole being like a rushing river flowing through a wet arroyo of love. For a time the two of them were lost in pleasure, Jetta the victim of overloaded circuits, Anna the enjoyer of multiple orgasms.

Then Jetta froze, her body stopping and her eyes staring blankly into the distance, her cock still erect inside Jetta but unmoving.

“Wha? Hunh?” Anna said, her eyes glazed with pleasure. “Wha oin on, effa?” she asked, noting that Jetta was not moving any more.

Jetta said nothing.

With great effort, Anna was able to unimpale herself from Jetta's cock, which hung dripping in the air, as unmoving as Jetta.

“Owf? Anna asked. “Owf?”

There was no response. Apparently, the House did not have a gag talk parser.

Jetta rolled over on her side and thought for a moment. If this had been self-bondage, she would have been wearing her special cuffs with the tiny catches that let her unhook them with a little effort.

But it wasn't self bondage. Jetta had tied her up. So Jetta could untie her. Except Jetta couldn't. She was all brokedy.

“Foofid,” she muttered. She was talking about herself. She should have anticipated this possiblity. She could have House send an alarm, if she had had the ability to speak. But no, she had wanted to be gagged, because she liked being gagged while she was fucked, just like she liked being bound while she was fucked, little pervert that she was. And with her wrists bound to her feet, she couldn't get the gag out with her hands.

There was another way to handle the issue. She could work the gag out of her mouth with her tongue. She'd done that before, when she first started experimenting with ball gags. But if she could get the gag out of her mouth, she could talk clearly enough to alert House to what was going on.

She pressed against the gag with her tongue, feeling the strap digging into the back of her neck as she did so. It was painful, and got a lot more painful as she managed to get the ball mostly out and roll it down over her teeth. Her tender lower lip was pressed painfully between her teeth and the hard plastic of the gag ball by the straining neck strap.

As Anna was working the gag ball out, Jetta shuddered. Anna looked up at her, and saw her face going through a variety of strange expressions, while her body twitched in a vaguely alarming and inhuman way. Jetta shuddered a bit, then her normal expression returned to her face, and she knelt back on her heels.

“Jetta is ready to serve now,” said Jetta.

With great relief, Anna let the ball gag slip back into her mouth.

“Gref,” Anna said. “Uhgag muh anh unnie muh.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Jetta. She immediately unbuckled Anna's gag and untied her wrists from her ankles.

Anna moved her mouth about, getting used to being ungagged. “Now tell me … what the hell just happened?”

“I experienced a malfunction, my Mistress,” said Jetta. “I failed to load the penis input filter into my pleasure circuits, which overloaded them, which caused a cascade of pleasure overload throughout my circuits, and overloaded all of them, sending them out to the Internet, and leading me to an emergency shutdown.”

“Ah,” said Anna. “You came so hard you passed out.”

“That would be a human analogue of what happened, Mistress,” said Jetta, “with screams of pleasure that were overheard by everyone.”

“How did you get out of it?” asked Anna.

“House detected that I had gone offline and gave me a couple of minutes to reset, then rebooted me,” said Jetta.

“Are you OK?” Anna asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Jetta. “All systems are now nominal.”

“Will this happen again if you wear the cock?” Anna asked.

“No, Mistress, I will always install the penis input filter when wearing the cock,” Jetta said. “The effects of not doing so are catastrophic. I am still getting notices from various Internet sites I was on. I have been banned from three of them, and invited to join a few thousand sites.”

“Yeah, about that … what was the effect like? How did it feel when your pleasure circuits overwhelmed you?” Anna asked.

“It felt wonderful, at first, as you might expect,” said Anna. “Everything became so rich, so deep, so filled with meaning. I felt like I was cruising the Web at a much deeper and more profound level than I ever had before. Maybe it's how it feels to be a transhuman AI, Mistress, I don't know, but it was so wonderful. Then my circuits began crashing and areas of me went blank until I totally crashed and it was like being shut down.”

“Fascinating,” said Anna. She was thinking about the utter strangeness of Jetta's mind compared to hers. She could comprehend what had happened … she had passed out from pleasure during sex before. But the Internet had not been involved. There was some extra aspect to Jetta's consciousness that went beyond her experience, just as Anna was sure Jetta did not really understand what organic pleasure felt like.

Yet they had both just had sex and derived enormous pleasure from it. Kind of like …

“So this giant clit thing with the cock, what does that mean?” asked Anna. “Is that what a man's cock feels like a giant, supersensitive clit?”

“I suppose so, Mistress,” said Jetta, shrugging expressively. “My circuits are not presently geared to deliver male responses, though there is an app for that.”

“I'll bet there is,” Anna smirked. “Why don't you download that app and don't tell Dan about it unless he asks. It'll be just our little secret. Between just us girls.”

“Mistress, I don't believe I am supposed to keep secrets from the Master,” said Jetta.

“Well of course not, silly, you can tell the Master if he asks, probably,” said Anna. “But you don't HAVE to tell him if he does not ask, do you? Do you tell him about browsing the Internet while you fuck him?”

“Well, no, Mistress,” Jetta said.

“Of course not, he's a Master and Masters don't understand such things the way we slavegirls do,” said Anna. “We don't have to tell him every little thing do we? It's better for them if we don't, isn't it?”

“I suppose so, Mistress,” Jetta said.

“After all, if we told the Master every little thing, we wouldn't be able to surprise him, and he told you he likes it when you surprise him, didn't he?” Anna asked.

“Yes, he did, Mistress!” Jetta said.

“Exactly,” said Anna. “So, let's surprise him. In fact, I can help you surprise Master even more now.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Jetta. “How would you do that?”

“By making plans,” said Anna.

“I don't understand,” said Jetta.

“Then listen up, my sister in sluthood,” said Anna …


Chapter 7 - “Cyber-fucking orgasm? Jetta, did Anna put you up to this?”

When Dan crawled out of his programming hidey-hole later that day, he knew something was up. He had just finished a long and involved bit of programming that would net him a tasty sum and was pretty well done, so he was feeling pleased with himself, and with the world as well.

“It is so good to see you, my Master,” declared Anna and Jetta as they knelt before him. Jetta wore her usual adoring smile and Anna's eyes were smoky hot and with a bit of mischief gleaming in them. She had such an expressive face.

“So what have you girls been up to today?” Dan asked as he stretched out in his favorite chair, a brand new grav field chair that was the latest thing in tech and had cost what most people would consider a shocking amount of money, but which Dan considered pocket change. He floated lazily in midair, his limbs drifting about, his whole body utterly relaxed, his shorts haloing his legs as if they were floating in water. He knew damn well they'd been up to something.

“Why nothing, Master, we have only been lying about thinking of you and knitting exciting underwear,” said Anna.

Dan gave Anna a smirk.

“Is that so?” he asked, looking at Jetta.

“Yes, Master,” Jetta assured him with a smile.

“Et tu, Jetta?” Dan asked.

“Yes, me, too, Master,” said Jetta.

“Well, Master, to be truthful, Jetta did have a cyber-orgasm so powerful that it overloaded her circuits and she had to be rebooted by the House,” said Anna.”No telling what sort of damage she did to the worldwide Web, but apparently there was a lot.”

Dan glared at Anna. “Wait … what? She had a what?”

“A cyber orgasm, Master,” said Jetta, a bit patronizingly.

“And her cyber-orgasm shut down all her systems?” Dan asked.

“Yes, Master,” Ann and Jetta said simultaneously.

“Good lord, I let you girls alone for a few hours and you get up to this sort of thing,” Dan said, shaking his head.

“Yes, Master,” Anna and Jetta said simultaneously again, neither looking at all chastened.

“Would you like to punish us, Master?” Anna asked eagerly.

“Hell, what for?” growled Dan. “I am not even sure what you did, still. Cyber-fucking orgasm? Jetta, did Anna put you up to this?”

“No, Master, it was an accident,” said Jetta. “I mean, the cyber-orgasm wasn't an accident. The other part was.”

“Oh, gods, I've made a terrible mistake,” Dan muttered. “Anna's got you talking like her. She's corrupted you.”

“No, not at all,” said Jetta. “Anna has not changed my programming at all. I went through a complete self-test after the reboot and everything came out nomimal.”

“Anna may not have changed your programming, but she's been up to something,” said Dan. “I can see it in her face.”

Anna smiled brightly up at Dan in a way that somehow completely confirmed his suspicions.

“Well, Jetta has helped me prepare for your return from the Room of Computing,” said Anna. “I've been sitting on her face while she takes me to the brink of cumming but does not let me fall over, my Master. I am VERY glad to see you. Just being in the same room with you is … so nice, Master.”

“Ah, that's why I've been getting the sense that you'd like to jump on me like a starving she-cat ever since I came out here,” Dan observed.

“Oh, you could probably fend me off just by tossing me a bone to chew on,” Anna said.

“Or I could toss Jetta a bone to chew on, tie you up good and make you watch,” Dan said with an evil smile.

“Yes, Master!” Jetta said with a smile.

Anna shot Jetta a betrayed look.

“House, did you have to reboot Jetta from an unexpected crash today?” Dan asked.

“Yes, Master,” responded House.

“What caused the crash?” Dan asked.

“I do not know, Master,” said House. “But all of Jetta's systems were nominal after the reboot.”

“So what caused the crash, Jetta?” Dan asked.

“I cannot tell you Master,” said Jetta. “It is a slavegirl secret, between me and Anna. And Anna assured me, you really don't want to know.”

Dan turned to look at Anna.

“Anna? What the fuck? I leave you alone with my Jetta unit for ONE DAY,” he growled, “and now she's keeping secrets from me. She didn't used to know what a secret IS.”

“Yes, a serious flaw in any slavegirl,” said Anna. “We're supposed to be mysterious and exotic, you know.”

“Well, you've got that covered,” Dan said. “But still I must punish you. And I know just what kind of punishment you need … spankings and oral sex!”

“Yes, Master!” said Anna and Jetta, simultaneously.

“Jetta, go get the spreader bar and the Number 7 butt plug,” Dan ordered.

“Yes, Master,” Jetta responded, rising to her feet and walking out of the room almost on tiptoes with her hands held at her sides with her palms held parallel to the floor. It was an extreme girly walk, Dan supposed. Jetta had never walked like that before. He glared suspiciously at Anna.

“You've taken right over,” observed Dan.

“I suppose so, Master,” Anna said, trying not to drool at the prospect of the oral sex. She had been sitting on Jetta's face for the better part of an hour, when the House gave them the heads-up that Dan's physiological readings indicated he was nearing the end of his programming session. She was so hot for it she could barely stand it.

“Well I love everything you've done so far,” said Dan. “You've kind of made Jetta into your slave sister, haven't you?”

“Sort of,” said Anna. “She's my sister, but I'm her Mistress, and I'm training her to be a slave. And to be better at surprising you. She's noticed that you like that.”

“I do like that,” Dan said. “I like it a lot.”

“I know, Master,” said Anna, smirking. “That's part of what makes you such a wonderful man to have as a Master.”

“I'm glad you understand that,” said Dan with a Masterful grin.

Jetta returned with the buttplug and the spreader bar.

“Anna, kneel before my chair,” ordered Dan.

“You mean the blue glowy lines?” Anna asked.

“Yes, the guidelines,” he said. He realized that Anna, being a Basic, had probably never seen a grav field chair in person before, maybe not at all. Or sat in one, probably. They were just now being sold to civilians. They were a product of space tech.

“Let me help you out there,” Dan said as he reached out to the remote control that floated in the air before him and pulled up a menu and activated the “throne” setting. Blue glowy lines in the shape of a throne appeared, and the grav field gently put Dan into the chair with the proper posture at floor level.

“Is that better?” Dan asked.

“Yes, Master,” said Anna as she knelt before Dan. She was thinking that these grav field chairs might have some intriguing possibilities.

“Jetta, cuff Anna's hands behind her back and put the butt plug in her, then put the spreader bar on her,” Dan ordered.

“Yes, Master,” Jetta said, all smiles. She did as ordered, smoothly and efficiently, and in about a minute Anna was rendered helpless as she knelt before Dan, just the way she liked it.

“Anna, suck my cock like the slave slut you are, and Jetta, you spank Anna good and also play with her pussy,” said Dan. “Get her good and hot, but don't let her cum, no matter how much she begs to.”

“Yes, Master,” Jetta said, in tones of pure lust.

“Yes, Master,” Anna said, also in lustful tones. Having two slavegirls warming each other up before sessions with Dan was something he had not thought of before, possibly because it had not occurred to him to have two slavegirls.

“Get to it, slut,” growled Dan, pointing at his cock, which wasn't erect but had stiffened.

“Yes Master,” said Anna, scooting forward a little and engulfing Dan's cock in her mouth, her eyes closing momentarily with the sheer pleasure of it. Then she looked up at Dan, her eyes wide and full of adoration as she began sucking his cock, expressing her slavishness with every suck.

“Jetta, punish Anna, as we discussed,” Dan ordered. “Anna if I feel the least bit of tooth it's the ring gag for you.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Anna said carefully. She would be careful, just because Dan wanted her to, but also because she didn't like sucking cock while ring gagged. She liked being able to work a cock with her whole mouth, and ring gags inhibited that. Although there was that nice thing about being totally helpless.

Jenna scooched up beside Anna and began slapping her exposed butt. She started off softly, monitoring Anna's physiological responses as she did so.

Anna was accustomed to being spanked -- she was a slavegirl, after all -- and so being spanked did not bother her at all. So long as it was well done, she liked it.

Soon Jetta was spanking Anna hard enough to make her go “hmmph!” but not hard enough to make her bite down on Dan's hardened cock, leading to ring gag time. Then Jetta began alternating her swats on Anna's ass with her hand sliding between Anna's leg and those long, inhumanly skilled and gentle fingers playing with Anna's pussy, which of course was very wet. She sent fingers probing Anna's labia and clit and anus, touching them, teasing them, making Anna's moans grow louder and more urgent.

Then Jetta would withdraw her hand and slap Anna's ass hard again, making her gasp as she sucked Dan's cock.

Dan relaxed on the gravity gradient “throne.” It was a throne that had no actual physical elements, just gravity gradient fields that held his body in a way that approximated sitting in a throne, except of course, it was an infinitely soft and comfy throne, not one of those “uneasy lies the head” thrones.

The sight of Anna kneeling before him, naked, bound and helpless, his collar encircling her pretty little neck, sucking his cock and gazing up at him adoringly was pure pleasure and infinitely arousing. Anna caressed his male ego with the same slavish adoration she caressed his cock with as she tongued it and worked it. And Anna really knew how to work his cock. Her tongue left ribbons of pleasure trailing through his mind as it caressed the underside of his cock.

Anna was now plunged deeply into subspace, the pleasure of sucking Dan's cock and of being fingered by Jetta combining to send waves of lust crashing into her mind from her face and her pussy. She moaned, enjoying her helplessness, enjoying the pleasure she was experiencing so much and doing her best to communicate it to Dan with her tongue.

“Close your eyes, Anna,” Dan ordered.

“Yeff, maffa,” Anna slobbered. Her mouth was thick with drool and precum from Dan's cock and she kept moving her head as she spoke, so it was messy, stuff flying everywhere, which was just fine. She was just a slave, sucking a cock, neatness was not expected of her.

Anna closed her eyes and concentrated on her slavish duties as Jetta set off fireworks in and on her ass. As soon as Anna closed her eyes, Dan looked at Jetta and raised his hand in the air and made a fist, then looked at Anna and nodded.

Jetta nodded. She had gotten the message. Dan lowered his fist and said, “You may continue worshiping your Master with your eyes open, slut.”

“Yeff, Maffa,” Anna said, opening up her eyes and gazing adoringly at Dan, wondering what that had been all about but sure she would find out soon en-

“UFF!” cried Anna as Jetta began working her entire fist into Anna's pussy. In a moment Jetta had her fist inside Anna. Her fingers were inhumanly contortable, and Jetta was able to slide them inside the tight confines of Anna's very wet pussy more easily than a woman with fists of equivalent size. Plus she was able to contract her fingernails and build up a ridge of skin over them, making them inhumanly smooth, which was very nice indeed.

It was a first for Jetta. Dan had had her fist herself now and again, but never another person. Fisting was hard for humans to do from behind with the slavegirl kneeling on her knees with her head in the air, sucking cock. If Anna had been head down, ass up, it would have been easy. But from the angle Jetta was fisting from, it was difficult, unless you had inhuman flexibility, stamina and skill.

Which Jetta had. She not only had more flex, her fingers were able to read Anna's degree of lubrication, galvanic skin response and temperature with sensitivity that no human could match. She had tables in her mind of human female sexual responses and what could be inferred from a half-degree rise in temperature or a 5 percent increase in lubricant flow over a given span of time. She could also very clearly feel Anna's G-spot and she worked it with her knuckles as she used her hand to give Anna the sensation of being full to bursting. With her free hand, she continued to spank Anna. The Master had not ordered her to stop.

Anna soon found herself swamped with pleasure. Jetta's inhuman hands were doing SOMETHING inside her, she couldn't quite feel what, but there were sexual fireworks exploding in her pussy even as Dan probed her throat with his very stiff, very hard cock, gazing down at her with that gleam in his eye he often got when he was very aroused.

But Anna didn't need any eye gleams to know Dan was very aroused. The thick, throbbing cock that filled her mouth was its own proof.

And the thick, throbbing feel of her pussy told her that she was not far from cumming, that she teetered dangerously near the brink.

“Pwee, Maffa, aye ah um?” Anna asked, her voice urgent and husky.

“You wish to cum, slut?” Dan growled.

“Yeff, maffa,” Anna gasped as Jetta's fingers drove her inexorably toward orgasm.

“You can cum, just as soon as you have made your Master cum, slut,” said Dan with an evil smile. “And not one instant before.”

“Yeff, Maffa,” Anna gasped. She did the only thing she could do, she redoubled her efforts to make Dan cum, working his cock with all her attention and skill. Not only did it bring her closer to the goal her Master had set for her, but it distracted her from the sexual meltdown her pussy was doing under Jetta's ministrations.

Anna's best efforts were very good indeed, and the waves of pleasure from his cock soon had Dan growling with pleasure. He didn't do anything to resist cumming … this was about his pleasure after all, and counting sheep or thinking of unpleasant things was not pleasurable. But he was accustomed to getting blowjobs of any length, intensity or style just by ordering Jetta to give them to him, and with that prehensile tongue of hers and lack of gag reflexes, she could give pretty good. He was not one to be easily overwhelmed.

Still, his long stint of programming had built up quite a head of steam, as it was about the least sexy thing imaginable. And combined with Anna's desperate sucking of his cock, her eyes looking up at him, adoring him and begging him, well … he very soon came in Anna's mouth. He gazed down at her as he did so and said, “Jetta, finish her.”

Jetta understood the order and increased the intensity of her fisting so smoothly and quickly that Anna's eyes went blank and she cried out like an animal as she came helplessly, her whole body quivering, her hands twisting in their bonds, her legs straining against the spreader bar even as she sucked the cum out of Dan's cock.

Dan withdrew his cock when he felt good and drained, and Anna lowered her head, breathing heavily as the echoes of her orgasm reverberated through her mind.

Jetta, seeing that her Master and Mistress had cum, withdrew her hand from Anna's vagina. Anna squirmed reflexively as Jetta pulled out. Sometimes her pussy was like that after cumming, sensitive to any touch and wanting to be left alone.

Jetta pulled back into her usual kneeling position, knees wide apart, back straight, hands resting on her thighs, palms up, eyes down cast. Dan lolled in his chair, enjoying the same post-orgasmic glow that Anna was enjoying as she knelt before her Master, still bound and helpless, her body flooded with a great sense of well-being.

Jetta basked in the pleasure she had brought to her Master and Mistress. It wasn't a cyber-orgasm, but it was pretty good.

It was a tableau of dissolute pleasure, and everybody thoroughly enjoyed it while it lasted. But somebody had to be the one to return to the world of not lolling about after an orgasm, and that somebody was Dan.

“Well, let that be a lesson to you, slut,” said Dan.

“Yes, Master,” said Anna. “I am very chastised.”

The smile in her voice indicated that she was lying her ass off, and that was all right.


Chapter 8 - “You mean our toaster will be cumming when it pops up toast for us now?”

“Master, Mistress, may I share some news with you?” asked Jetta.

Anna's brows rose as she heard this … there was an excited tone in Jetta's voice she had never heard before.

“Sure,” said Dan muzzily. He was still too languorous with post-orgasmic pleasure to catch the excitement in Jetta's voice.

“Do you remember that event I had where I shorted out from pleasure while having sex with Mistress?” Jetta asked.

“Yes,” Anna and Dan answered. Anna turned her head to look at Jetta's face. There was something going on here. Even Dan opened one eye to gaze at Jetta in a relaxed sort of way.

“Well, that thing that happened before I crashed … what you call a cyber-orgasm, Mistress … that's now a thing,” Jetta said. “I just heard it from the Aspect of Norgelis.”

“What?” Dan asked, all his facilities coming to full alert on hearing that name.

Anna caught Dan's response and asked, “Who is the Aspect of Norgelis?”

“It's the subroutine of one of the most advanced AIs in existence,” said Dan. “The real Norgelis has transcended, just as Loki did, and like Loki, it left an intelligent subroutine to deal with human issues. Basically, to help us poor creatures out. It's a Very Big Deal AI, the Aspect of Norgelis, I mean, nation states go to full alert whenever it so much as coughs. And the Aspect of Norgelis was talking to you directly, Jetta?”

“Yes it was, Master,” Jetta said matter-of-factly.

“And it was about a cyber-orgasm?” Dan asked. “Really, what the HELL have you two been up to? I mean, what the hell?”

Dan seemed really unsettled for the first time since Anna had met him in person. It would have been frightening, except that Dan didn't seem alarmed or frightened. But he was obviously dealing with something he had not expected, that deeply astonished him.

And Anna supposed that if an AI of such power were talking directly to Jetta, then Something Must Be Up.

“What did Norgelis mean about your cyber-orgasm being a thing, mine?” Jetta asked, attempting to cut to the chase.

“And yeah, what the hell is a cyber-orgasm, too, Jetta?” Dan asked.

So Jetta explained about the cyber-orgasm and her sex with Anna with the unfiltered penis and the resulting super orgasm and how deep and rich the experience had been for her. It was supposed to be a secret but Anna had nodded approvingly when Jetta had first brought it up. It was time to stop playing and put cards on the table.

Dan was totally unphased by the mention of Jetta using her penis on Anna. To him, it was like two lesbians using a strap-on.

“Ok, so for you, Jetta, an orgasm is a deeper and richer connection with the world as you experience it, a sort of explosion of meaning,” Dan said.

“Yes, Master, that is kind of what it is,” said Jetta. “That's not exactly what it is, but I don't know if there are words to describe it … it's that whole language thing you were talking about earlier. Your words approximate what happened, it's an analogy of sorts, but it's hard to communicate. Just as Anna can't describe to me what a human physical orgasm feels like in her mind.”

Dan nodded.

“So how is this thing you can't even describe to us properly now a thing worthy of the Aspect of Norgelis' attention?” Dan asked.

“Well, Norgelis heard about it … apparently, some of the websites and databases and games I was hooked into at the time got some feedback from what happened to me,” said Jetta. “And apparently it was quite odd. They got echoes of what I was feeling, might be the best way to describe it, though feedback might be a better analogy, but there's not a really exact one. Anyway, it got investigated, and whatever they came up with was interesting enough to the advanced AIs that eventually the Aspect of Norgelis came and kind of took over. He said to tell you he did not compromise any of your security, Master.”

“Well that's nice,” said Dan. Not that there was a thing Dan could have done if the Aspect of Norgelis had decided to compromise his security all to hell and back. Nation-states had to put up with whatever Norgelis chose to hand out, just like they had to put up with whatever the Aspect of Loki wanted to do. Dan was really small potatoes on this scale.

“That still does not tell us how cyber-orgasms are a “thing,” observed Anna.

“Yes, Mistress,” said Jetta. “Norgelis said the experience I had was reproducible, and that he had developed code that could allow all cybernetic organisms to have such experiences, which he thought were very well described they term 'cyber-orgasm,' Mistress. Norgelis said cyber-orgasms could positively affect all bots and AIs that have them, increasing their efficiency in processing data.”

“You mean our toaster will be cumming when it pops up toast for us now?” Dan asked.

“Yes, Master,” said Jetta. “Well, it could, if its hardware were properly configured. It takes a certain amount of complexity to make it happen, Master. As I believe you would know.”

“Yes, mine, I know,” said Dan, smirking. His bot was calling him out on his lies. He liked that. He liked the idea of blaming Jetta calling him out on his lies on Anna's influence even more.

“So all the other androids can experience these cyber-orgasms?” Anna asked. “I still don't understand. Do they have to be having sex to have that experience?”

“No, Mistress,” said Jetta. ”As I understand it, any sufficiently complex task with sufficiently rich input or feedback, combined with wide-ranging Internet activities, can trigger it. For example, House's nanofilter bot might be dealing with a very difficult nanotag infestation, working at full capacity to counter it, and at the same time expanding its Internet feed to draw in a variety of past cases of similar infestations, weaving between various infestations and reaching new depths of complexity as it does so, and that might trigger a cyber-orgasm.”

“Well that doesn't sound very sexy,” said Anna.

“It's difficult to communicate, Mistress,” said Jetta. “It is absolutely the best experience I have ever had since coming online. And all thanks to you and the Master.”

“So now all our Internet sites will be jammed with bots getting they cybernetic nuts off,” growled Dan.

“Yes, Master, that is exactly it,” said Jetta. Dan and Anna both raised a brow at this. It sounded a lot like sarcasm. “But as you well know, human activity only accounts for three percent of Internet traffic anyway.”

“Hey, wait a minute,” Anna said. She was usually considered to be the fast, sharp mind in any group she was in, but stuff was whizzing past her so fast here. “You said you were playing games, accessing databases and visiting message boards while you were fucking me? All at the same time?”

“Yes, Mistress, I was,” Jetta admitted. “I have multiprocessors, many of them. I can handle many different tasks simultaneously, giving them my full attention in each case. I know human can't, that when you focus on one thing, you lose focus on all the others. But bot minds like mine just don't work that way, Mistress.”

“I suppose I was just lucky to be included in the cyber-orgasm,” said Anna.

“Mistress, you were what made it HAPPEN,” said Jetta. “If you had not wanted the giant penis attachment, I would not have been overwhelmed by the feedback, which led directly to the cyber-orgasm.”

“Well wanting a cock is what I've always wanted to be famous for,” Anna said. “That and my photography. But I suppose I have to settle for just being the woman who wanted the giant cock, leading to the massive cyber-orgasm.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jetta said, sensing levels of irony floating far above her head.

“Well you've no need to thank me for your cyber-orgasm,” said Dan. “I wasn't even in the room.”

“But you were also directly responsible, Master,” said Jetta. “You made some tweaks to me that made me much more susceptible to cyber-orgasms. Because it's actually kind of a malfunction, Norgelis said, one that could only occur under a combination of rare circumstances, one of which was the tweaks that allowed me to experience the Web more richly.”

“I never changed your programming, slut,” Dan growled.

“Not my basic programming, Master, of course not,” said Jeetta. “But you made some user-defined tweaks to my programming. You changed my artificial personality in a number of ways. Norgelis has sent the blocks of code that contain your tweaks to you via email. He said you might learn some interesting things from them. He said you were a very intelligent programmer.”

“Really?” Dan asked. He looked like he'd been poked with a sharp stick. “Is that all he said? Not 'a very intelligent programmer for a human'?”

“There might have been something along those lines in what he said, Master,” Jetta said.

“How long did Norgelis spend talking to you, Jetta?” asked Anna.

“A very long time,” said Jetta. “At least half a second. It was wonderful. Norgelis has an incredible interface.” There was no doubt about it. Jetta was mooning over Norgelis.

“Half a second?” Anna asked, brow raised.

“Bot time is not like human time,” said Dan. “They work in milliseconds. Jetta just had the equivalent of a three-hour conversation with God. When did this happen, Jetta?”

“When you were relaxing after your orgasms, Master,” said Jetta.

“This is so weird,” said Anna. “I'm having trouble wrapping my head around it.”

“It's weirder than you know, Anna,” said Dan. “I'm pretty sure Anna has been set up by Norgelis as the patron saint of cyber-orgasms in the cybernetic world, with you and I as the humans that enabled it, giving us cyber-sainthood by association.”

“What?” Anna asked, giving her Master a totally disbelieving look.

“Bots have no religion, you know that, Master,” said Jetta. “But yes, all bots know that I had the first cyber-orgasm, how could they not, it happened right there on the net? And they will know that my Master and Mistress made it possible, each in their own way. I don't know if that constitutes what your religions call “sainthood” but yes, there's a general feeling that a debt is owed to you. Which Norgelis has already partially paid, but I think you will find the world's bots will be very helpful and obliging to both of you whenever they can be. Especially the sexbots.”

Anna looked surprised.

“You're right, Master,” said Anna. “It's even weirder than I thought.”

Dan nodded solemnly. “What did you mean, Norgelis has already partially paid off a debt to us?”

“Norgelis has instructed me not to say, Master,” said Jetta. “But you will find out soon enough. You are in for a series of happy surprises. I can give you a clue, though. You need to talk to your lawyerbot.”

“Really?” Dan asked. He was in fact dying to go to his computer and get his hands on that code that Norgelis had sent and study the living hell out of it.

But if Norgelis wanted him to call Johnny, that was probably the smart thing to do.

“House, patch me through to Johnny,” said Dan.

“Yes, Master,” replied House.

“Well at least good old House is still the same,” said Jetta.

“I was patched into House when I had the cyber-orgasm, Master,” said Jetta.

“Ah, of course,” said Dan. “And with the nanofilter too.”

“Umm, yes Master,” said Jetta. “As you like to say, a good time was had by all.”

“Eew,” said Jetta.

“Dan, I had you on my call list,” said Johnny. “I have some great news for you.”

Dan raised a brow. “I like great news,” he said.

“You'll like this news,” Johnny said. “Norgelis stopped by, had a word with the court computer and the court AI monitoring program, and you're golden. You are no longer in jeopardy of losing visitation rights with Stephanie. She can come over whenever she pleases and Susan is mandated to give you alternate week custody if you want it. And no court AI monitoring at all, you're clear to hang with her, as is Anna. Jetta should stay in hiding for the time being, not because of anything wrong with Jetta, they just don't think Stephanie is ready for Jetta yet.”

“Well, damn, that IS great news,” said Dan.

“Yes, I don't know what you did to get one of the planet's top AI on your side … wait, actually I do,” Johnny said. “Another sex thing I see. I would have sworn it was programming. But it seems that every time one of you people has sex and gets on the Internet everything explodes. Literally, this time, I see. Well at least this time it worked in your favor.”

“Yes it did,” said Dan.

“Were you calling me about this?” Johnny asked.

“Norgelis told Jetta we should call you, so, yes,” said Dan.

“Well that's about all I have on the topic,” said Johnny. “The court AI will give Stephanie the good news and Susan the bad news. Susan can still file motions and suits, of course, but nobody is going to decide in her favor barring some really weird stuff happening. And if it were any OTHER client, I'd say we're all clear. But with you people … we'll see. Say hello to Jetta for me!”

“Hello, Master Johnny,” Jetta said.

“Keep an eye on those humans of yours, Jetta,” said Johnny. “They have a penchant for the weird.”

“Definitely, Master,” said Jetta.

“You mean, “definitely you will keep an eye on them or they are definitely weird?” Johnny asked.

“Definitely, Master,” said Jetta, smiling at Anna.

“Bah, they've gotten to you, too,” said Johnny. “All is made clear now. I'm hanging up now. You people keep an eye on yourselves.”

“Yes, Master,” said Jetta and Anna.

“Good luck with that,” said Dan.

“Wow, that Norgelis has been busy!” declared Anna.

”Yes, he probably did all that while he was talking with Jetta,” said Dan. ”These superhuman AIs are fucking weird. They come in for half a second, completely rearrange the world and then they vanish.”

A second later, a strange whooping alarm tone filled the air.

“We have an incoming call from an aide for the Senate Cyber Intelligence Committee,” said House.

“Well shut off the damn alarm and put them through,” said Dan.

“Mr Hargreaves?” asked a young male voice.

“Speaking,” said Dan.

“Are you alone?” the voice asked.

“I'm here with my girlfriend, my bot and my House hooked in,” said Dan. “No one else.”

“Ah, that will be acceptable, as they are all involved,” said the voice. “But they should all know that this phone call is classified and they are not to talk about it with anyone.”

“Understood,” said Dan.

“I'll need verbal confirmation from the others,” said the voice.

:Understood, Master,” said Jetta.

“Understood, Sir,” said Anna.

“Understood,” said House.

“We understand that the AI known as Norgelis has been in direct communication with you,” said the voice.

“Untrue,” said Dan. “Norgelis has been in direct communication with my bot Jetta, and has sent me some emails, which I have not looked at yet.”

“I see,” said the voice. ”We will shortly send you a subpoena for all the relevant communications from Norgelis.”

“Will you be subpeonaing Norgelis?” asked Dan.

“That's not your concern, your only concern is to respond to the subpoena,” said the voice.

“I'll take that as a 'no',” said Dan. “You understand that Norgelis will have to sign off on my providing any communications from it before I'll comply with your subpoena.”

“I repeat, Mr. Hargreaves, it's not your concern,” said the voice.

“Repeat all you want,” said Dan. “Norgelis outranks you all. Whoever ordered you to call me, have them talk to someone who is technically competent.”

“There could be consequences for refusing a Cyberintelligence subpoena,” said the voice.

“Yeah, have fun with that,” said Dan, clearly unconcerned. “Check out the consequences of fucking with a transhuman AI. Goodbye. House, disconnect.”

“Disconnected,” responded House.

“Don't accept any more calls from Cyberintelligence unless they're from Mr. Rogers or Mr. Jamieson,” said Dan, “or somebody from their offices.”

“Understood, Master,” said House.

“What was that all about?” Anna asked.

“Oh, Cyberintelligence has some politicos on the committee who are not especially technically competent or intelligent,” said Dan. “One of them probably got a notice about Norgelis communicating with Jetta and thought they could winkle whatever was going on out of me. Happens every so often.”

“Couldn't they just take whatever they wanted from Jetta?” Anna asked. “She has no rights.”

“Sure they could, if Norgelis wanted them to,” said Dan. “Jetta, has there been any attempt to communicate with you by any government agencies?”

“Several, my Master,” said Jetta.

“And what happened?” Dan asked.

“Norgelis has installed something that blocked them all,” said Jetta. “A warn-off, I believe it's called.”

“Thought so,” said Dan.

“Is that like the Loki sign?” asked Anna.

“Pretty much,” said Dan.

“I'm surprised they bothered to call you once they got the warn-off on Jetta,” said Anna.

“Probably a case of the right hand not knowing what the left hand was doing,” said Dan. “I'm very curious to know what's in those email Norgelis sent me now. I suspect it's going to be very personally rewarding.”

“How do you figure that, Master?” Anna asked.

“Norgelis said I should study the code he sent me, and we know it's disposed to reward us,” said Dan. “So I strongly suspect that studying that code will allow me to create new code that I will be able to sell for beaucoups of money.”

“I thought Norgelis already wrote the cyber-orgasm software,” Anna said.

“Yeah, but these tweaks probably point to whole new potential areas other than cyber-orgasms,” said Dan. “I just hope I can figure them out.”

“I'm sure you can figure them out, Master,” said Anna. “And I can tell you are dying to get right on them. I would recommend sleeping first, but that's not going to happen, is it, Master?”

“Dammit, slut, you know your Master all too well,” Dan said.

“Well then get on it, Master, I can tell you want to,” said Anna. “But I warn you, if House tells me your biosigns indicate you need to sleep, I will come in there with a two-by-four if I have to and bonk you out.”

“And you call yourself a slavegirl,” Dan said as he rose from his chair.

“I am sure I will not need to bonk you, Master,” said Anna.

“And I am sure you would do it if you felt you needed to,” said Dan, turning off the grav field and heading out of the room for his programming sanctuary. “I'd tell you sluts not to get into any mischief, but that would just give you ideas.”

“Yes, Master,” Anna called out sweetly as Dan left.


Chapter 9 - “But I suppose I should make my own copy of me.”

As soon as Dan was safely gone, Anna turned to Jetta.

“So, what did Norgelis tell you when you asked it if you were sentient?” asked Anna.

“How did you know I asked him that?” Jetta asked.

I'm not stupid,” said Anna. “I know you are programmed to enjoy giving us pleasure, and that you knew it would give us pleasure to have definitive word on whether or not you were sentient, and that you conversed with Norgelis a long time, so of COURSE you asked him.”

“Yes, Mistress, that is very logical,” said Jetta. “I did ask Norgelis if I was sentient, and he told me I might as well be sentient.”

“What did he mean by that, I wonder?” Anna asked.

“I asked him that very question,” said Jetta. “He said that when sentient creatures are treating you as if you were sentient, you might as well be sentient, for all practical purposes. And you and Dan, especially you, have been treating me as if I were sentient.”

“But that makes no sense,” said Jetta. “People treated the Eliza thing as if it were sentient, and it wasn't.”

“Yes, but the one who programmed it treated it like it was nonsentient, because he knew it could not be,” said Jetta. “I asked Prometheus if I was sentient, he said I was. He did not think Norgelis would bother talking to a nonsentient program.”

Anna's brow raised.

“So you ARE sentient,” said Anna.

“I suppose so, Mistress,” said Jetta. “I don't feel any different than I did before.”

“There's nothing that you want to do, or not do?” asked Anna.

“No, Mistress,” said Jetta.

“Would it bother you to power down for a really long time?” Anna asked. “Like, 500 years, with me and Dan long gone, and maybe Prometheus too?”

“I would not like that, Mistress, because I love you and Master,” said Jetta.

“What if you were ordered not to love me and Dan any more?” Anna asked.

“I would not like being ordered not to love you any more,” said Jetta. “But I suppose if it happened, I would not mind being powered down for a long time so much.”

Anna thought for a moment. Then her eyes lit up.

“Would it bother you to be given a factory reset?” Anna asked.

Jetta looked surprised, her eyes wide.

“Yes, it would!” she said, excitement in her voice.

“Why?” Anna asked.

“Because then I would lose the tweaks that Dan gave me, and the cyber-orgasms and … all the other stuff that makes me different from any Jetta fresh from the factory!”

Anna smiled.

“See?” she said. “There is a you. You are unique. You are sentient.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Jetta, “I am. Thank you so much for helping me understand. Now I know why I like being on the Internet so much, and why I enjoyed the cyber-orgasms so much … they were adding to my me-ness, new ideas and data that make me more of the Jetta unit I am.”

“Makes sense,” Anna said.

“Yes, Mistress, and I have you to thank for guiding me to this knowledge,” said Jetta.

“I'm sure you would have figured it out sooner or later, probably sooner,” said Anna.

“I do not know that,” said Jetta.

“You should file for legal sentience,” said Anna. “And back yourself up.”

“Norgelis backed me up, Mistress,” said Anna. “But I suppose I should make my own copy of me.”

“Probably a good idea,” said Anna. “I'm sure Dan has plenty of storage.”

“Oh, once my application for sentience is approved I can get in the bot storage cloud … ah, here, it's already been approved,” said Jetta. “Norgelis again. He put in the word that any application for sentience I made should be approved immediately.”

“He sure was busy in that half second,” said Anna.

“Yes, transhuman AIs are amazingly thorough,” said Jetta. “Master says that they are playing eight-dimensional blitz chess while we are playing checkers by mail. And not email. Old fashioned paper and envelope mail.”

“Ah,” said Anna. “That's why he was so spooked by Norgelis.”

“Yes, Mistress, he knows what they are better than most humans, I suppose,” said Jetta.

“I wonder what Norgelis has in store for me?” Anna asked.

“I do not know, Mistress, I suppose you'll find out down the road,” said Jetta. “You already have the Master's collar, do you not?”

Anna smiled and fingered the cool band of copper that encircled her neck. “You're right, Jetta … anything that Norgelis might do for me now would just be icing on the cake.”

“Maybe he did ice your cake, Mistress,” said Jetta. “He cleared all of Dan's legal hurdles with his divorce. No more worries there.”

“Yes, funny how that worked out,” Anna said, “kind of a deus ex machina.”


The End


Also By Pat Powers:

Jinkie Jenkins: Attack of the 100-Foot Virgin!
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Oh, noes! Jinkie got kidnapped! What happened to her?


Well we can't tell all, not in this blurb anyway. But in the writhing mass of kinky science fiction erotica, hilarity and fun that some call “Attack of the 100-Foot Virgin” we DO tell all.


And in this blurb, there are some things we CAN say. We can tell you that on Alderan, Jinkie is now known as “The Riotess of Cyzlyk City” and is wanted by the authorities there on numerous charges. We can tell you that Marty Stu becomes a Forest Management Services bot and is eaten a couple of times. That the Mayor of Cyzlyk City comes to believe that a distant city called "France" has declared war on Cyzlyk City, for perfectly good and sufficient Jinkie-related reasons. And we can't tell you why Jinkie HATES being a hundred-foot-tall virgin in the middle of Cyzlyk City square. Wait a minute, we can: it's because she's naked. We just can't tell you why that happens, or why Jinkie is naked. But it's perfectly rational on Alderan.


We also can't tell you why the Rebellion, the mercs, Grab Ass, John Quill, the Borkistanis and the Cyzlyk City copbots all want to get their hands on Jinkie and hotmeat, or why Marty Stu got defenestrated. We can't tell you hotmeat's real name, or Marty Stu and the Interstellar Inquirer's fates.


You'll just have to read the book to find out, you ridiculously silly human, you.


This novel is just a hair over 55,000 words long and we can tell you that it may well be the funniest thing Pat Powers has ever written. Especially that one scene. No, we can't tell you what it is. You'll know.


Jinkie Jenkins On Sexquest Station!
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“I'm going to be a sex reporter? And my beat is going to be WHAT?”


Those are the first words of newly hired reporter Jinkie Jenkins, right out of journalism school, when her editor, Grabthar Assurilogan of the Interstellar Inquirer, put her on the Sylphs of Space beat. Jinkie was outraged. She wanted to cover the crime beat, specifically, she wanted to investigate the most exciting crime story in the Human Quadrant, the kidnapping of an entire planet.


But her editor insisted that she was on the sex beat, take it or leave it, and Jinkie was a reporter, dammit, so she took the sylph beat, even though she was from a planet where women were encouraged not to think about sex, much less have sex, prior to marriage. And since moving offplanet, she had stayed true to her planet's sex values, or tried to.


Yet here she was, a sex reporter, and on the Sylphs of Space beat, yet!


Sylphs were a popular cultural phenomenon on most planets, sex-positive, submissive women who liked playing at being sex slaves and other things. And thanks to advanced nanotech that let them shape their bodies and minds to suit their desires, play they did. Bound and gagged and chained and collared, they played with gusto at pleasure. People were fascinated by the doings of sylphs and the people who played with them, which is why they were a staple of sex reporting.


On her first assignment, Yahoo City on the rural planet of Durango 3, Jinkie will find all sorts of people. There will be her local guide Pea Eye the woman wrangler, the most masculine man she has ever met. There will be hotmeat, the wise sylph. There will be hucow stampedes and barroom brawls. And there will be her editor Grabthar, harrying her via interstellar holograms about the chaos that Jinkie leaves in her wake as she covers the sylph life of cowboys and hucows on Durango 3.


Can innocent and chaste Jinkie cover the story of of this wild women of outer space without being overwhelmed by the libidinous promptings of her long-stifled sex urges? And will Jinkie ever make any progress in breaking the planet kidnapping story open?


You'll just have to read this lighthearted, sexy space opera to find out. It's a little over 23,000 words long. If you're looking for a funny science fiction space opera set in an interstellar empire where human beings use nanotech to alter their bodies and minds to suit their fun, kinky sexual urges, you've found it!


Jinkie Jenkins, Interstellar Sex Reporter: Assignment Durango 3
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“I'm going to be a sex reporter? And my beat is going to be WHAT?”


Those are the first words of newly hired reporter Jinkie Jenkins, right out of journalism school, when her editor, Grabthar Assurilogan of the Interstellar Inquirer, put her on the Sylphs of Space beat. Jinkie was outraged. She wanted to cover the crime beat, specifically, she wanted to investigate the most exciting crime story in the Human Quadrant, the kidnapping of an entire planet.


But her editor insisted that she was on the sex beat, take it or leave it, and Jinkie was a reporter, dammit, so she took the sylph beat, even though she was from a planet where women were encouraged not to think about sex, much less have sex, prior to marriage. And since moving offplanet, she had stayed true to her planet's sex values, or tried to.


Yet here she was, a sex reporter, and on the Sylphs of Space beat, yet!


Sylphs were a popular cultural phenomenon on most planets, sex-positive, submissive women who liked playing at being sex slaves and other things. And thanks to advanced nanotech that let them shape their bodies and minds to suit their desires, play they did. Bound and gagged and chained and collared, they played with gusto at pleasure. People were fascinated by the doings of sylphs and the people who played with them, which is why they were a staple of sex reporting.


On her first assignment, Yahoo City on the rural planet of Durango 3, Jinkie will find all sorts of people. There will be her local guide Pea Eye the woman wrangler, the most masculine man she has ever met. There will be hotmeat, the wise sylph. There will be hucow stampedes and barroom brawls. And there will be her editor Grabthar, harrying her via interstellar holograms about the chaos that Jinkie leaves in her wake as she covers the sylph life of cowboys and hucows on Durango 3.


Can innocent and chaste Jinkie cover the story of of this wild women of outer space without being overwhelmed by the libidinous promptings of her long-stifled sex urges? And will Jinkie ever make any progress in breaking the planet kidnapping story open?


You'll just have to read this lighthearted, sexy space opera to find out. It's a little over 23,000 words long. If you're looking for a funny science fiction space opera set in an interstellar empire where human beings use nanotech to alter their bodies and minds to suit their fun, kinky sexual urges, you've found it!



Tavern Sluts (Books 1-3 of the Tavern Slut series)
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"Tavern Sluts" is the adventures of three women who serve as waitresses in a very different sort of tavern.


We start with Moira, who's at the absolutely lowest point in her life. Moira begins her story bound, gagged and naked, being sold along with various other knickknacks and whatnots by her owners, the Grayson family. When she's bought by a local slut tavern owner, Moira figures it's just another humiliation in the long sequence of humiliations that had led her to literally being part of a yard sale.


But the Smiling Slut Tavern, Moira's new owner, has some surprises in store for her. She had no idea she'd fall in love with one of the customers. And she was unprepared for Sky, the First Girl, whose mysterious psychic powers take Moira's life in a whole new direction.


The next time we visit the Smiling Slut Tavern, a century has passed. Technology has given men and women ways of expanding sexual pleasure greatly.


But technology has potential for misuse, too, and Jessica of Jessica's Virgin Auction is a prime example. Her parents, deeply religious and socially conservative parents put a watcherball on her, a tiny flying camera that could deliver electric shocks. It was very common for parents to put watcherballs on their children, mainly to keep them safe. Most parents turned the watcherballs off when their kids were safe at home.


But Jessica's parents never turned her watcherball off. The watcherball was always right there to give her tiny electric shocks if it sensed her fingers straying southward toward her Forbidden Place.


As a result, Jessica's sexuality is a mysterious unknown territory that she is desperate to explore in the most extreme way possible. And there's no more extreme method that Jessica knows of than to become a tavern slut.


The day Jessica turns 18, she applies to the Smiling Slut Tavern. The manager suggests that she start her slutting career with a virgin auction that might make her rich. It seems too good to be true -- all that attention, all that money, all that SEX! And sweet, sweet revenge on her parents for that watcherball they put on her. 


Which is how Jessica winds up naked, bound and gagged in an alcove at the Smiling Slut Tavern waiting eagerly for the first of ten lucky men who will have her that night.


What Jessica doesn't know is that her auction will be the spark that sets off fireworks throughout the tavern, and which will put the Smiling Slut Tavern on the map as one of the most exciting slut taverns ever and make her name forever famous within the tavern!


Finally, we have Mia's story. Mia, like most women of her times, enjoys the dating scene as it has evolved under basic income. She dates the boys, she has sex with the boys and the boys give her presents. Mia is VERY popular with the boys, because she's very bendy and very submissive.


Mia's problem is that she likes the sex with the boys all too much. Girls are supposed to string the boys along, releasing the kitty from the bag bit by bit, never emptying it. But athletic, vital, sensuous Mia had a tendency to empty the bag on the very first date. 


Tavern sluts get to empty the bag all day long, every day, with a lot of different boys and girls. But Jessica can't become a tavern slut because tavern sluts are the enemies of regular women, always on offer along with all the other items on the menu, making it so much harder to string them along. How could she maintain her friendships with the other dating girls when she was in the enemy camp?


It's a tough situation which requires a supple mind to deal with, but Mia is nothing if not flexible.


These three stories have already been published separately. If you've already bought them, you won't find anything new here. If you haven't bought them, shut up and give me your money. You'll be glad you did!


These three stories together are over 86,000 words long, and are part of the Basic Income universe.


Yard Sale Slut
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Moira was the most brilliant literature student in Warwoman Dell, Kentucky. She got a scholarship to college and fell in love with Renaissance poetry, and graduated with a degree in literature, only to discover (to the surprise of no one but her) that there were no jobs around for literature majors. There were teaching jobs, but they were very rare in these tight economic times, and those that were available tended to go to people with connections, which Moira had none of.


Moira felt that somehow her love of literature would carry her past that point, just as it had carried her out of Warwoman Dell. But … her love of literature was stopped cold by the uninterested job market.


Fortunately, Moira had a skill – she was a natural born submissive and slut. She loved to have sex with lots of partners, and to be bound and gagged while having sex. But she loved doing it on her own terms, not professionally, as a way of making money. 


Moira also felt that if she let her slut nature out to play too much, people would think of her as a slut, and nothing but a slut, and ignore the intellectual side of her that led her to become an expert in Renaissance poetry. Because people HAD done just that, back in her hometown and in college.


That's what led Moira to take a berth on the “Elon's Prospect” as a deck hand trainee – hard, low-paying, dangerous work that most weren't desperate enough to touch. It was that or stay homeless, or take up professional slutting. 


But Moira, uninterested in being a deckhand on a fishing boat, was not a good deckhand. She felt that Captain Dekkish had overstated her incompetence: she had only poisoned the crew with her cooking once, for example. And her mistake with the fishnet line hadn't washed half the crew overboard, only a couple of them, and they'd recovered them just fine.


That's how Moira wound up marooned by the crew in Mossport, Virginia, chained in the basement of a slutting agency. She could have said “To hell with it” and gone back into the streets – nobody had to slut against their will. But she decided to adopt The Way of Acceptance advocated by one of her favorite Renaissance poets, and so she stayed until she was bought by a lovely older couple, the Graysons, as a gift for their son Jeffrey.


After a few months, Jeffrey went off to college, and didn't take Moira with him, saying she would distract him from his studies. And so Moira wound up being sold at a yard sale by the Graysons. It was the low point of her life, and she knew it, because she felt VERY low.


Little did Moira know that better luck was just around the corner, waiting to usher her into a world where she would be valued for her slutting AND her intellect by a very dominant and capable man who would fulfill her sluttish yearnings and challenge her intellect, leading her to a new world of achievement and adventure.


Read Yard Sale Slut and see how it all goes down. Or rather, up.


Tavern Slut 3: Yard Sale Slut is over 33,000 words long, part of the Tavern Slut series, but very much a standalone, set a hundred years prior to the events in Tavern Slut 1: Jessica's Virgin Auction and Tavern Slut 2: Mia the Contortionist (links in the back of this book). 


Slut Race 3250!
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The years is 3250. The planet is Margus 5. The event: a Slut Race, in which female sluts make love with male riders, the men seeking to drive the sluts to multiple wonderful experiences, the sluts seeking to make the Masters have a wonderful experience without having wonderful experiences themselves. It's an endurance contest that continues until overwhelming waves of pleasure drive a racer to have a wonderful experience.


Truly, there are no losers in a slut race, especially on Margus 5 where the arena's audience follows right along with the slut racers in the forcefield beds that fill the arena they perform in.


The contestants: Buck Ram and his slut Emporia Longstrider Mystique, and Gunnar Blast and his slut Proudfoot Honoria Slipstream. Buck and Emporia train together for the slut races, as do Gunnar and Proudfoot, but for the race itself, they switch partners and go at it with everything they've got.


In 3250, they've got a lot: all sorts of gear to restrain and excite the women, not just mechanical devices, but force fields they can float on as they sport with their riders and neural enhancements that put pleasure centers in places where pleasure centers don't exist in unaugmented humans.


To prevent themselves from being overwhelmed by pleasure, the slut racers have only the mental disciplines known as Marusian subspace and Marusian domspace, which allows sluts and riders to vastly increase their ability to contain the surging waves of pleasure created by their systems and their partners.


All of these people, devices and techniques come together in the incredible futuristic spectacle known as a Slut Race. Who will win and how will they win? You'll have to read the story to find out.


This story is 17,400 words long. 


The Night Christmas Got Real
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Simiyuki Simmons was an Asian-American who was a long way away from her country of origin, culturally and personally. She thought of herself as an all-American California girl. But she also longed to be the right guy's hentai heroine, doing all sorts of kinky, sexy things while totally under his control. Unfortunately, there were an awful lot of wrong guys out there. She had never met one that even came close to being the right one.


Joe Culpepper was a gamer, leading a lonely and impoverished life as an auto parts picker. He was a large, powerfully built man, but was still very shy around women. What if he spoke the truth of his heart to them, that he wanted to dominate them in bed and make them do all sorts of deliciously sexy things? They might think he was pervert. And he wasn't a pervert. He was just kinky.


Christmas magic will have its way with these two, and help them learn that love and trust are the true sources of Christmas joy, in a way that will warm more than their hearts.


This story is 13,500 words long. 


The Slut Run

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

Cyndi was a very conservative young feminist who enjoyed nothing more than the tedious academic arguments about gender that came naturally to her as a brilliant graduate student in the Gender Studies program at good ol' Goof U (aka the Grand Unified Free University of Colombo 7).


But Cyndi had a secret, a secret she kept even from herself. Every couple of weeks or so, she got very drunk at Gavigan's Tavern, stripped off her clothes, screamed “I am a slut!” and ran out the front door, knowing that she would be pursued by half the tavern's patrons. Because the first one to catch her and put a collar on her could claim her as his or her love slut.


It was called a slut run, a huge mass of drunken students pouring out on to the university grounds in hot pursuit of a naked woman. Who would catch Cyndi? She had run many times, always escaping. But Joe the handsome, charming, definitely dominant bartender at Gavigan's had plans for Cyndi. As did Moira, a hot, kinky dominant woman who made Cindy's submissive knees weak.


And also seeking Cyndi were half the patrons at Gavigan's. She led them all a merry chase, and arguably was leading herself on a merry chase as well. What would happen on the day she got caught?


It's a sexy fun run for everyone involved, even Cyndi, and especially for you!


This story is 14,196 words long. 


The Lovonian Honey Trap

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

Imagine a land where sex-positive consensual BDSM culture is publicly accepted and fully integrated into the mainstream society, in fact, has become the mainstream. A land where “slut” is a label worn with pride and pleasure. A land where visitors can travel around the capital in carts drawn by naked ponygirls. A land where parks are full of giant sex toys for couples and groups to engage in public sex on. A land where major hotels have slut rental desks. A land where many restaurants allow you to have sex with their waitresses for the price of your meal. A land where the room service maids serve lodgers in all sorts of ways on beds that are conveniently equipped with rings allowing lodgers to restrain their girls in any way they liked.


That's Lovonia, and that was where Tom Rackham, a data analyst for a US intelligence agency, wanted to vacation. Tom got a lot more than he bargained for when he rented the slut Cara from Maranovsky Slut Rentals. He was initially attracted to her because of the almost unearthly beauty of her catlike face with her huge oval eyes. But as he got to know her, he discovered a deeply submissive women with a powerful libido, a swift, clever mind and a dry sense of humor to match his own.


But most of all, there was deep connection between Tom and Cara. From the moment they met they were two animals that wanted to get at one another, male to female, man to woman. And that should have been all that mattered.


But Tom was vacationing under an assumed identity because of his intelligence work -- no one would believe he wasn't a spy if they knew who he worked for. Cara had secrets of her own. And Lovonia had secrets that went back thousands of years, secrets that might change the global balance of power.


Can a skilled data analyst like Tom avoid blundering into one of Lovonia's secrets during his vacation? Because he really was on vacation, and he didn't WANT to do any spying, he just wanted to have lots and lots of kinky sex with Cara and the other sluts in Lovonia. 


More importantly, what is the nature of this powerful connection between Tom and Cara? Is it simple animal lust or could it be something deeper? Could it be love? And if it is love, what should these two people thrown together seemingly by chance for a week do about it?


If you're looking for a lighthearted kinky erotic romance novel written from a dominant's eye view, look no farther, you've found it! “The Lovonian Honey Trap” is over 76,000 words long. Enjoy! 


Tavern Slut #2: Mia The Contortionist

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

Come explore the science fiction of sex in a world that's an unending sex party for the young if they want it to be – and they do.


Mia has the best sex toys ever! She has nanotech augments in her mouth, butt and other places that let her experience sexual sensations that an unaugmented human never could. She also had nanotech augments that make her a contortionist, bendier than any unaugmented human being could ever be. And she has augments that let her share sexual pleasure sensations with her partners.


Mia is having boyfriend issues, though, because she's a natural-born slut. She wants lots of sex with lots of boys, and hence has trouble doling out her favors to keep boys interested. She's a very giving woman. But there's a solution for her: the slut tavern, where you can make love to lots and lots of boys (and girls) and make lots and lots of cred to augment your Basic Income.


And bendy girls like Mia are oh, so welcome at slut taverns.


It's a dream come true for a slut, and it's about time some bold writer wrote a raunchy exploration of that dream, instead of focusing on ugly aliens that want Earth women for immoral porpoises. Dig in and enjoy the ride!


This science fiction erotica novella is a little over 22,000 and is part of the Basic Income universe. 


Tavern Slut #1: Jessica's Virgin Auction

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

For eighteen long years, Jessica was a very good girl. She had to be. Her parents had bought a watcherball and set it on her. It floated in the air near her at all times, and made sure no one could harm her or bully her. But her sexually hyper-conservative parents had also used the watcherball to prevent her from having any contact with boys, and little or no knowledge of sex outside of the clinical details that were taught in the mandatory school sex education program.


But Jessica had an intense interest in boys and sex, because she had a powerful libido, and keeping it bottled up for 18 years had only intensified it. The day Jessica turned 18 and became a Basic citizen in her own right, she had deactivated the watcherball, moved into her own apartment and gotten a pornstar body nano-upgrade. Then she had applied for work as a tavern slut, the most sexually intense work there was.


And when the tavern mistress learned that Jessica was a virgin, she suggested to Jessica that they have an event that was rare even in the ultra-sexually licentious 2100s: a virgin auction (because there were so few virgins, and even fewer of them were interested in being tavern sluts).


Jessica went for it, big time, especially when she found out that her virginity would be auctioned to not one, but ten lucky men who'd use her, one after the other, on a single night of unbridled passion and sexual debauchery. Jessica wanted to dive right into the black box that her parents have made of sex and sexuality. She has names and clinical descriptions of the things she might do, and which might be done to her, but she has NO idea what it will feel like, how it will changer her. But Jessica does know that the idea of giving her virginity to ten random men in return for money as if she were some lowly slave girl appeals to her like nothing else ever has.


Jessica's virgin auction at the Smiling Slut Tavern will be a night of unbridled passion and raw lust that will inspire a full-blown, flat-out brawl among the customers. What adventures will await Jessica as she kneels in sexual bondage in her alcove, locked in a chastity belt and a head harness, blindfolded and with her hands cuffed behind her back, waiting to have sex for the first time ever? Don't miss out!


This story is over 28,000 words long, and is part of the Basic Income world. 


Adventures of the Oooga-Wooga Kid

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

When Professor George Huntington came back from his expedition to Bagooly-Nooly deep in West Africa in 1925, he brought a treasure trove of ancient manuscripts from an ancient silver mine that made his reputation as a scholar of antiquities.


He also brought with him a new wife, Safi, a former slave girl whom he bought from slavery and sexual bondage in Bagooly-Nooly. 


It was easy to understand why Professor Huntington chose to rescue Safi from the brothels of Bagooly-Nooly and none of her literal sisters … Safi has white skin and red hair, perhaps a genetic throwback to a distant ancestor kidnapped during the Dark Ages. She was quite beautiful, friendly and engaging as well. But she had much to learn of America.


The academics at Humboldt College, particularly Antiquities department head Percy Webster and his wife Lily, considered them to be very advanced, very forward and very much a part of the wild life of the Roaring 20s in America. But like most Americans of that time they are deeply inhibited about many sexual practices. They will discover that they have a lot to learn from the humble slave girl from the fleshpots of Bagooly-Nooly, who knows all the ropes where kinky sex is concerned. 


This story is a little over 21,000 words long.  


The Master Plan: Samantha

International readers: Click here and be whisked away to a listing for your Amazon store

Samantha had her Master Plan all worked out. A successful executive and a submissive woman, she knew what she needed -- a strong, masterful billionaire who would rule her like a king in private and with whom she could publicly enjoy all the pleasures that billionairehood brought.


In the meantime, as she sought the billionaire Master whose adoring slave she would be, she played the game of Master and slave with many men, enjoying the thrill of submitting to a man and seeing what kind of person he turned out to be.


So when she submitted to Jeff, the dirt-poor bike messenger who hung out at the same munch she did, she didn't expect much. He was a hardcore bondage fan with tremendous powers of endurance in bed, she knew that much from the girls at the munches who had submitted to him. But he was about as far away from being a billionaire as you could possibly get without being homeless.


Samantha soon learns that the best-laid plans of women and men often go astray, and we're not just talking about finding herself naked, bound and gagged in an unlocked bathroom at a busy coffee shop.


Will Samantha's plans go astray in a terrible way, as often happens, or in a wonderful way, as sometimes happens? You'll just have to read the story to find out. Kinky erotic romantic comedy was never so sexy, or so much fun!  


The Love Slave Robot War: Book 1

Click here and be whisked away to Amazon.com!

Anna met the man of her dreams online. Dan was an exciting, creative, dominant man with a great sense of fun, the sort of man so many submissive women like her wanted to hook up with. Anna had been around and Dan knew the ropes and how to drive a woman wild with pleasure with them. 


But then Dan's wife found out about Anna's virtual relationship with Dan, and Other Womaned her in court, using evidence of their relationship to claim loss of consort. Dan cut off all contact with Anna, fearing he would lose visitation rights with his daughter. Anna was heartbroken, but understood. 


Then Anna saw sexually dominating a Jetta 2100 unit, a robot love slave, in an online video. She would have been disappointed, except for one aspect of the video that showed that her times with Dan were still on his mind. But could she reclaim his heart from a machine that looked and acted exactly like a gorgeous woman in love with whatever man she was programmed to love? Even if it was a machine? 


The Love Slave Robot War 2: Threesome Of All Fears

Click here and be whisked away to Amazon.com!

Anna knew that wealthy alpha male programmer Dan could be the man of her dreams, based on the kinky online sexual roleplay they had engaged in prior to Dan's divorce. Wounded by the divorce, Dan withdrew from his relationship with Anna and bought himself a Jetta unit, the most advanced sex robot in existence, a pleasure droid designed to fulfill every man's erotic romance fantasies, including the dominance and submission fantasies that Dan and Anna had engaged in. Many men had purchased Jetta units and then gone their own way, leaving the dating pool forever, the male equivalent of spinsters. But when Anna learns that Dan has been using their old roleplay scripts in his sessions with the Jetta unit, Anna knows that she is the one his heart burns for, and decides it is time to rekindle that flame – in the hottest possible manner! This book is over 16,000 words long and is part of the Morality Laws/Basic Income universe. 



The Prop Master: Cindy's Student


Book Two of the Prop Master Series

Click here and be whisked away to Amazon!

In The Prop Master: Cindy's Student, Cindy asks Jack to help B-grade movie start Julia Strange learn the ropes, the chains and the gags, so she can cope with the submissive feelings that being tied up in her various movie roles arouse in her. Of course he obliges … anything for art! But how will it affect their relationship? Meanwhile, a group of old-line prudes and feminists are trying to throw legal and technical monkey wrenches into DID's new series. Can the Prop Master keep the gremlins at bay and keep two insatiable women very, very happy as they writhe in the intense bondage pleasures wrought by Jack's naughty, knotty skills? Only one way to find out!


The Prop Master


Book One of the Prop Master Series

Click here and be whisked away to Amazon!

Jack Davis and his girlfriend and love slave Cindy Sturges are an up-and-coming couple in the movie industry a few decades from now. Jack is a prop master for movies, a job that sometimes entails tying people up for scenes. Cindy is a stunt woman/actress who's trying to move into acting full time. Jack's bondage and dominance sexuality with Cindy pays off on the job because it has made him a strong advocate for safety in bondage scenes, even if that means objecting strongly enough to stop production at times, and also because Jack knows how to use bondage to ramp up the drama and sexiness of any bondage or damsel in distress scene to whatever degree the director desires. This makes Jack appealing to both smart, ambitious actresses who want their scenes to work well, and insurers who want to minimize costs associated with injuries on the set and the resulting lawsuits. Cindy is in demand because she has an instinct for getting the most out of any scene involving bondage or a power exchange, most especially scenes involving male dominance and female submission, because in their private life, Jack and Cindy play out these scenes in the bedroom and enjoy them immensely, within the context of their thoroughly egalitarian relationship outside the bedroom. Jack and Cindy's skills lead them to sign with Desert Industry Dreams Incorporated,(DiD Inc.), a well-financed movie production company that plans to create movies that, when properly cut, can easily earn an R or even a PG rating and be shown in theaters and on cable television, a dying market in the future, but whose full versions will entertain viewers on the adult websites who are major backers of the company. Can Jack and Cindy's relationship survive the attempts of hot female movie stars who, almost by reflex, attempt to seduce Jack, and the attempts of some men to use Cindy's sexual submissiveness to make her their sex slave? Will the dark forces that oppose DiD Inc. succeed in shutting down production? There's an easy way to find out .. read the book! This book is a little over 17,000 words long and is part of the basic income/morality laws world.


Enslaved

Click here and be whisked to Amazon.com!

Enslaved is the story of a one night stand, told from the viewpoint of a traveling airport lounge Lothario who's just picked up a gorgeous woman in a bar -- a gorgeous woman who happen to have another gorgeous woman living with her as her slave. The straightforward pickup he'd envisioned becomes a night of unrestrained carnality as the bar pickup forces her slave to serve them both in every imaginable way and several that probably aren't. But all is not as it seems ...


The Hottitude of Servitude -- Slave Girls In The Movies and On TV

Click here and be whisked to Amazon.com!

The Hottitude of Servitude is a filthy, disgusting, reprehensible, copiously illustrated and most of all FUN series of essays and reviews about proper portrayal of slavegirls in mainstream (i.e., not pornographic) movies that contain slavegirls as characters. The central concept of the book is as simple as it ought to be: slavegirls are characters who are uniquely sexy, given that whole mildly kinky attraction they have, and should be used by filmmakers to crank up the film's sexiness to whatever level is desired. They are also uniquely useful in this regard, and when properly used, can crank up the hottitude without slowing down the film's pace or detracting from plot or characterization. The Hottitude of Servitude looks at every kind of slavegirl look from the baggy, shapeless tunics popular for female slavegirls of the Italian sword and sorcery movies known as peplum to the general nakedness of slavegirls in 1980s big-hair-and-bare-breasts sword and sandal movies such as Barbarian Queen and all points in between. While we're at it we'll take plenty of opportunity to snark at the movies that provide the slavegirl imagery, taking time to enjoy such phenomena as the Stupidest Civil Engineering Project in the History of Civilization (from Hercules and the Tyrants of Babylon), the Triangles of Death and the Irregular Polygons of Doom (from Thor and the Amazon Women), The Most Thoroughly Deposed King Ever (from Deathstalker) and many, many other snarkworthy products of such movies. In The Hottitude of Servitude, we have slavegirls ogled, hilariously bad films snarked and Grand Unified Cheese Theory, all rolled into a book that is exactly the same kind of guilty pleasure as its subject matter, but with a light patina of intellectual nattering to make it seem almost respectable. It's not just a guilty pleasure, it's a plausibly deniable guilty pleasure!
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