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Chapter 1

 


Honey was one of two naked women hanging
from thick wooden beams above the table.

 


“Look, Sam, I won’t do a Saudi,” Honey Trapp
said, leaning back in her chair at their table in Chez Wheeze, the
trendiest French restaurant in Los Angeles. She smiled to let him
know she wasn’t mad.

Sam Chadsworth leaned forward, “You know damn
well the stakes we’re playing for,” he said.

“I know damn well that if I go to Saudi
Arabia and get killed or enslaved for real you’ll get drunk that
night and the next day it’ll be business as usual, because I knew
the stakes,” Honey said sweetly.

Sam sat back. He knew he was pushing Honey,
and it was fucking dangerous to push Honey for all sorts of
reasons.

“Why are the Saudis any different from any of
the other wealthy kinksters around the world who’ll buy a woman to
be their slave?” Sam asked.

“Sam, even Bascom won’t send girls to the
Saudis,” Honey said. “I thought you knew that.”

“No, I didn’t,” said Sam. “Why won’t Bascom
send girls to the Saudis?”

“Because the Saudis are too fucking rich and
too fucking powerful,” Honey said.

Sam said nothing but his face was full of
disbelief.

“I know, I know, Bascom sends girls to
wealthy kinksters all over the world, as you said, but the Saudis
are just on a different level of wealth and power, Sam,” said
Honey. “A whole different level. The reason Bascom won’t send girls
to the Saudis is that there are no consequences for the Saudis,
ever. They can do ANYTHING. Bascom has no hand with Saudis, hell,
neither does the US government. They were the ones who did 911,
Sam. It was all Saudis who hijacked the planes, like bin Laden
himself. And who did we blame for it? Afghanistan! Why? Because the
US COULDN’T attack the Saudis. You know that.”

“Honey, you should know better than anyone
that the Initiative will take on anyone,” said Sam.

“Sure, you’ll take on anyone, if the stakes
are high enough,” said Honey. “But my life is not high enough
stakes to trouble any Saudi prince, Sam. The Initiative considers
me a valuable asset, but they’ve got no leverage against a Saudi
prince. They would kill me or torture me or permanently enslave me
on a whim. You know it, or should. And I know it. So no Saudis,
Sam. Too dangerous for little old me.”

Sam nodded. He should have known better.

“Well I do have something you might like a
little more,” he said.

And that was how, a month later, Honey wound
up being a table decoration at a dinner being held by Sir Cecil
Sedgewick, the Earl of Wainscot and quite the sophisticated dom.
The Earl lived in one of those English manor houses that screams
“wealth!” at the top of its enormous lungs. It even had a name,
Butterworth Manor. The dining room they were in could easily have
seated two dozen people, but there were only a dozen people seated
at the long table.

Honey was one of two naked women hanging from
thick wooden beams above the table. The bottom of her full, rounded
butt was about two and a half feet above the table. Her arms,
shoulders and upper torso were secured to the beam her shoulders
were tied to by many strands of rope. Her ankle cuffs which were
made of thick and soft leather, were secured to the beam by a
single strand of rope. Her legs were spread wide by the rope, not
in a full split, but wide apart, and almost parallel with the
ground.

Honey was also collared (of course) and
wearing a tight ballgag that filled her mouth. It didn’t prevent
her from drooling on her dangling, swaying breasts or the nice
tablecloth beneath her, but it did keep the drool from spattering,
and more importantly, it kept her moans soft and subdued.

Honey was moaning because directly beneath
her, mounted in a block, was one of those motorized dildo poles
most often seen in adult videos. It had a big silicon dildo mounted
on its end, and the motor pulled it up and down. And it was thrust
well into Honey’s semi-exposed pussy. Of course, being mounted on a
motorized pole, it wasn’t just staying in place. It was moving in
and out of her pussy, at a pace that was exquisitely designed to
torment Honey sexually, and make her cum whether she wanted to or
not.

Honey’s pussy was only semi-exposed because a
diaphanous veil hung from a cloth waistband she wore, obscuring the
view of Honey’s pussy. That was not its purpose however. The Earl
and his staff knew from prior experience that Honey often squirted
when she came. The veil was their to prevent her squirt from
landing on the guests or their food.

Honey knew that the veil was going to come in
handy sooner or later, because she was having an absolutely
wonderful time. The dildo probing relentlessly at her pussy, most
especially the probe on top of it that was designed to press into
her clit at the peak of each upstroke of the dildo, had put Honey
in subspace early on.

Well that and being displayed stark naked and
helpless in front of so many clothed, indeed, very well dressed
people. Honey LOVED to be displayed and humiliated, and this was
working on her kinky little mind big time. Her head hung down, her
long blond tresses at times obscuring her swaying breasts, and
drool was oozing from her lips, just as grool was oozing from her
pussy. And if the ballgag weren’t forcing her face into a
permanently surprised ‘Oh!’ expression, she’d be smiling. This felt
so good, so right.

Most especially, the stream of pleasure
emanating from her pussy as the dildo probed it felt so very, very
good. She moaned softly into her gag, trying not to prevent herself
from overhearing what the diners sitting slightly below her were
saying.

“So how goes the North Slope?” Sir Reginald
Pilkington, Count of Far Dormouse was saying. “I hear the reserves
are getting a tad iffy.”

“Well that’s only the reserves of the
top-grade stuff,” said Sir William Farnsworth, Baron of
Chelmsworth. “Test bores have proved out reserves of perfectly good
tar sands just beneath the oil. We’ll just have to dig a little
deeper and do a little more processing, is all.”

“That’ll get the enviros yammering,” said
Count Pilkington.

“Oh, no doubt,” said Baron Farnsworth. “Not
that it ever makes a difference. The poors don’t want to be living
in a cold flat in winter, no matter the environment.”

“Yes, it’s quite hard to argue global warming
when there’s a foot of snow outside the window,” said Lady Wanda
Morbridge Hyde-Pilkington, Countess of Far Dormouse.

There was polite laughter all around at these
words, for an early spring squall had indeed dumped four inches of
snow on Butterworth Manor and environs. Fortunately, old as the
manor was, it had a first-rate modern HVAC system.

These were in fact the current lot of oil
barons in Great Britain. That’s why the Initiative had pulled
strings to get Honey contracted as Earl Smyth-Bottom’s next
slavegirl for hire – he was one of them, and they often liked to
get together at the Earl’s residence, which was routinely swept for
electronic eavesdropping.

Honey was not electronic. She was flesh and
blood, some would say the very best flesh, and her flesh was now
responding to the vibrating, probing dildo all too powerfully. She
moaned as the pleasure surged up from her pussy, squirming in the
ropes that held her suspended helplessly in the air. She knew that
this was exactly why the Earl had had her put in this predicament,
to make her squirm and moan for the entertainment of his guests,
and to show her off as well. Honey’s tanned skin contrasted well
with the pale skin of the slavegirl squirming on the other side of
the table, who was suspended just as she was, and with a motorized
dildo on a pole probing her danging naughty bits as well.

To the assembled guests, they were nothing,
just table decorations that moaned and squirmed as they ate and
talked and occasionally, watched. The slavegirls didn’t matter,
they were décor.

And Honey absolutely loved that. She loved
being nothing more than a squirming female body helplessly
responding to the endless thrusting.

The Baron of Cliftonwich was asking the
Marquessa of West Epworth on Kent, “I hear you got a new Bugatti,
how do you like it?” when Honey started cumming. She couldn’t help
it, the feel of the ropes holding her helpless and the throbbing in
her pussy, it was just too much and she let go and came, her mind
one long wail of pleasure that echoed the long, soft moan that her
gag muffled. It was wonderful, and she squirted, staining the veil
in front of her pussy and then showering down from its fringe to
the thick towel that was wadded beneath her to catch the droplets
that showered from the bottom edge of the veil.

“Oh, look, the slut is cumming,” someone said
calmly, like they had noticed a cat was doing something mildly
cute. Honey was moaning and biting her ballgag and her legs and
arms were twisting in the ropes and she was still squirting because
she was still cumming and she was gazing down at the guests through
squinted eyes because she had been ordered to watch the guests at
all times but never make eye contact.

Honey came and came and loved every second of
it, the total release in front of all these clothed people.

After she finished cumming, the dildo pole
just kept right on going. This engendered a lot of squirming on
Honey’s part as she instinctively attempted to escape the dildo
pole, which was just as futile as her squirming when she was
cumming.

And in a very short time her squirming
changed back to aroused squirming, because she was aroused, and
eventually she was cumming again, just as helplessly as before. She
was a marionette on the end of a motorized dildo pole.

Honey had no idea how long she hung up there.
As usual when she was in sub space, she lost all track of time, it
was all one long moaning, flowing stream of pleasure that carried
her along until it was over

And even as she came, she still heard the
discussions going on below her, and they were good discussions to
hear. She learned that the oil barons were using their financial
powers and political connections to sandbag just about every green
energy project underway in the United Kingdom and where possible,
the entire Commonwealth. It was all secret stuff, they couldn’t
publicly admit to it, but they were preventing wind farms from
being built, solar panels from being subsidized by the government,
electric cars, scooters and bikes from being subsidized, they were
even fighting to prevent bike lanes from being built. It was
ridiculous, the lengths they were going to to kill the planet. If
Honey hadn’t been so distracted by all the orgasms and so forth she
might have given her outrage away by some expression or other
response. But her body was pretty much on autopilot as she squirmed
on the pole.

Eventually they took Honey and Pamela, the
other slavegirl down, and the two of them were leashed up and their
hands were bound behind their back and they were hauled off to
“recover.” They were led to the slave kennels, which was just a
section of hallway on the topmost floor of Butterworth Manor that
was guarded by a massive locked door.

Honey was led to her room and her hands were
freed. The maid who had been charged with taking the slavegirls to
their rooms left with Pamela in hand and locked Honey’s door behind
her, which was silly. Honey wasn’t going anywhere with all the sex
to be had and all the spying to be done. Not to mention all the
money to be made.

It was all good for Honey.

The first thing she did in the room was go
turn the thermostat up. They kept all the rooms at a stately
English 65 degrees, which was just a little cold for being naked,
and Honey had no clothing to wear, and she was fine with that, but
turning the room up to English Tropical, or 80 degrees, worked well
for her.

There was a bowl of Purina slave chow (as she
called the stew they fed her) and a bowl of water on the floor,
with a shower cap sitting on her desk. Honey put the shower cap on,
carefully tucking all her golden blond tresses into it, then got
down on her hands and knees and ate the food carefully but very
quickly. She was not allowed to use her hands without express
permission, but she was very hungry. Getting her brains fucked out
for two hours had burned some calories. She had done a LOT of
squirming as she hung in the air being robofucked, and it left her
hungry and tired, though not exhausted.

After she ate, Honey walked over to the
bathroom and cleaned all the food off her face, because as skilled
as she was at eating without the use of her hands, there was no way
to get that food out of the bowl without getting it all over her
face.

Then Honey removed her shower cap and walked
over to the bed and stretched out on it with her phone and her
tablet. The room was comfortably warm by now so she didn’t get
under the covers. She picked up her phone and started reading all
her friends messages and messaging some of them. Honey had a LOT of
friends.

Honey knew damn well that her phone messages
and calls were being monitored. It was dumb to assume otherwise.
Butterworth Manor was an isolated estate, there was only one
microwave tower serving it, and it was on the hall’s grounds,
though tastefully out of sight. It would be a simple matter to bug
every incoming and outgoing call at the estate, and Honey was sure
the Earl’s security people routinely did just that.

It didn’t matter, Honey’s phone conversations
and texts were just the sort of innocuous, salacious stuff you
would expect of someone with Honey’s sexually adventurous
lifestyle. What the Earl’s security people hopefully did not know
was that several of Honey’s close friends were agents of the
Initiative, human listening posts whose identities were as
carefully constructed as Honey’s. And that many of the innocuous,
mildly salacious phrases she used in her talks and texts with them
were in face codes that meant entirely different things.

All the codes were a lot to remember, but
Honey had a surprisingly strong memory for a party girl.

So when she told her friend Eileen “The
weather here is so cold compared to SoCal, snow everywhere!
Fortunately it has not been a boring time, I’ve been getting my
freak on like gangbusters!” It actually meant, ““The WEATHER
(intelligence incoming) here is so cold compared to SOCAL (tar
sands), snow everywhere! Fortunately it has not been a BORING (oil
drilling) time, I’ve been getting my FREAK ON (extraction planned)
like GANGBUSTERS (North Sea fields)!”

It was a code designed around the
conversations Honey normally had with her friends so nothing she
said would stand out to a listener. And Honey really doubted that
there was anyone paying any more than routine attention to her
words. She was a Bascom girl, which was pretty much the gold
standard for discretion among sex slaves for hire.

What the Earl’s eavesdroppers were
undoubtedly listening for was any indiscretion about who she was
playing sex slave for. And Honey was very good about that, all that
anyone would know about her was that she was having fun with a
wealthy dom who was not to be named nor located, other than “in
England.”

That was mostly because of Prince Andrew,
whose fall from grace after the whole Epstein thing had made it
very clear that not even the royals themselves were totally immune
from public opinion on sexual matters.

 





Chapter 2

 


“That was some of the best patronizing
ever.”



The door opened. Nobody ever knocked on a
slave’s door, privacy was for the free. It was a maid at the door,
carrying a leash.

“Leash position,” said the maid.

Honey rose and held her hands behind her back
and looked up with her chin raised. The maid hooked the leash up to
the ring set in the front of her collar and then walked behind
Honey and linked her cuffs together behind her back.

“Gag,” she said, and Honey opened her mouth
wide, getting a little wet between the legs. She loved being
ordered about. Honey had no idea why she was like that. Everybody
said it was because she was born wealthy, but Honey knew lots of
people who’d been born wealthy and most of them weren’t
submissives. It didn’t have anything to do with money at all, as
far as she could tell.

Her submissiveness didn’t have anything to do
with anything as far as Honey could tell. She was just who and what
she was.

The maid led Honey out of the kennel and down
to the dungeon. She was not surprised. Somebody, maybe a lot of
somebodies, had gotten horny watching her and Pamela squirming, and
now Honey and Pamela would have to serve him. Or them.

It worked for Honey.

The “dungeon” was in fact a real dungeon.
Butterworth Manor had been built on the ruins of an old Norman
fortress that had a dungeon. The thick stone and masonry walls of
the original castle were as good as or better than the surrounding
hillside as supports, so the dungeon was kept, used as a storage
area, mostly. But the current Earl, being who he was, had had part
of the original dungeon restored in all its former, um … glory.

They took an elevator down to the dungeon
level. (You could still go down via the original tiny, winding
stone stairwell, but it was tiresome and was rarely used.) The
elevator opened into a large area that had originally been the
central admin area back when people were kept there 24/7 without
their consent, but was now a generic play dungeon.

At the periphery of the central room were
iron bar doors that had once been cell doors, and had once been
wooden. They were mostly open. You could see all the delightful
play toys in each cell.

One cell was in use. It housed a blonde
slavegirl who was unfamiliar to Honey. (Some of the guests may well
have brought their own mistresses/lovers/whatever to play with,
everybody loved the Earl’s dungeon.) She was lying face down on a
mattress on the floor of the cell. She was ballgagged and naked,
except for her thick platform shoes. Her hands were bound behind
her back shibari style. Her knees were tied together and so were
her ankles. And there was a dildo pole tied to her platform
shoes.

This dildo pole was not motorized, but it was
powered – by the slavegirl. She had her legs raised off the bed,
and the business end of the dildo pole was thrust into her pussy.
She was steadily raising and lowering her legs, which forced the
other end of the dildo pole in and out of her pussy.

She was moaning, her eyes were glazed and
drool had left a wet trail on the mattress beneath her face. Honey
could not see what condition the mattress beneath the slavegirl’s
pussy was in, but her bet would have been, “damp.”

Honey felt a brief pang of envy, watching
her.

Out in the main room was another spectacle,
another slave Honey was not familiar with was lying on another
mattress. (The dungeon had a lot of mattresses.) She wore white
silk stockings with a lacy border at the top and nothing else. She
was ballgagged, too. She was tied face down and spreadeagled on the
mattress, though not completely spreadeagled. Her hands were
stretched to the far corners of the mattress, so that her upper
torso was flat against the mattress. Her legs were tied at the
knees, and with enough give in them that she could raise her butt
about a foot in the air.

And she was not alone, she had been tied in
this inviting position for a reason. And that reason was the man
who was kneeing behind her and thrusting his cock deep into her ass
over and over again. He was fucking her ass hard and he was fucking
it vigorously, so vigorously that the mattress was bouncing up and
down in time to his strokes. The poor tiny redhead on the bed with
her delicate pale skin was really getting reamed senseless as she
bounced helplessly along with the mattress. Tiny mewls escaped from
behind the ballgag, whether in protest or ecstasy no one could know
for sure.

Honey would have bet “protest,” that girl was
getting her ass fucked hard. It had to hurt. Some women liked being
fucked up the ass, and more power to them as far as Honey was
concerned. She would let a Master fuck her up the ass, but she
didn’t really like it.

Honey felt no envy whatsoever for the tiny
redhead. Now if the man had been fucking her pussy, different
story. Mucho envy, then.

“There you are!” came Pamela’s voice and
Honey turned to see Pamela approach her.

“Miffiff,” Honey said through her gag. Pamela
was a slavegirl like Honey, but she outranked Honey in the
slavegirl pecking order, as she was the Earl’s permanent slavegirl
and Honey was, for all her tanned glamour, just a temp. So Honey
had to call Pamela “Mistress” even though she was a slavegirl and
just as naked and collared as Honey. More so, Pamela absolutely
belonged to the Earl. Not literally: she was paid a salary and
could quit at any time. But it was clear to Honey that Pamela’s
heart totally belonged to the Earl and his wife. And they in turn
were quite fond of Pamela.

It was a strange relationship to Honey,
because despite their obvious love for one another, they maintained
barriers between each other, Pamela just as much as the Earl and
the Countess. It wasn’t monogamy at work, Honey was sure of that.
If it was monogamy, Pamela and the Countess would be constantly
warring with one another for the Earl’s affection because in
monogamy, there can be only one. And that conflict wasn’t
happening.

Honey was thinking it was maybe a social
class thing. Social class was hidden in America, no one would admit
to it, but it still had a powerful unseen effect on Americans.
Honey and other wealthy people benefited from the hidden nature of
class structures and their effects, because they were
systematically peeling the wealth from America’s middle class and
making the poor even poorer, fast moving the economic structure
back toward the grotesque inequality of the gilded age.

In Great Britain and most especially England,
same economic rape of the middle and lower classes was going on,
but the class structures were much more open and aboveboard. Honey
didn’t understand the English class system: why didn’t the English
working class and poor people mob and kill the aristocracy who
formed the core of the upper class? They were right out there. But
the poors seemed almost fond of their toffs and twits and tilt
nosers in some ways. Honey just didn’t get it.

“May I have the slave, Mistress?” Pamela
asked the maid. Since Pamela was a slavegirl the maid outranked
her.

“Yes, girl,” the maid said, handing Pamela
Honey’s leash.

“Heel, slut,” Pamela ordered and she walked
off, not bothering to look back to see if Honey would obey. Heaven
help Honey if she didn’t obey. She followed along immediately.

“One of the Earl’s guest requires your
mouth,” said Pamela. “He was quite taken by your face while we were
on display at the table, and now he wants to know what it would
look like with his cock in it.”

“Yeff, miffiff,” Honey said.

“I volunteered to assist you in giving him a
proper face fucking,” Pamela added.

“Anh-ooh, miffiff,” Honey said. She was well
aware that Pamela considered Honey to be her toy to play with. She
would have fun with Honey, and Honey was fine with that. She loved
being dommed by a Mistress in a casual sort of way. Generally
Mistresses were tough sledding – they had often subbed early on and
understood slavegirls all too well. Which could be delightful or
horrible, depending entirely on the Mistresses’ will or whim.

Pamela led Honey over to Lord Jamieson,
Viscount of Brumpton. He was a short, round fellow with a ruddy
face and very sharp eyes and a determined mouth. He was talking to
another noble Earth exploiter. He excused himself and turned toward
Pamela when she stopped a few feet behind him and to one side,
awaiting his convenience as befitted a slavegirl.

“Ah, there’s our California girl,” said Lord
Jamieson, and he stepped in front of Honey and without any preamble
at all started feeling and groping Honey’s breasts. Honey moaned in
pleasure as he did so. She couldn’t help it, the way he’d just
grabbed her, it was so very hot.

“I watched those things waggled for two
hours,” Lord Jamieson said, feeling Honey’s breasts and watching
them slide beneath his fingers. “They looked so real… and they are,
I can tell. Amazing. A true gift of a beneficent Nature.”

“Yes, Master,” Pamela said.

“Make her suck my cock, Pamela,” said Lord
Jamieson.

“Yes, Master,” said Pamela.

She looked at Honey. “I’m going to take your
gag off, but it’s only so you can suck Master’s cock. Not a word
unless he orders it. Understand, slave?”

“Yeff, miffiff,” Honey said. As if she had
any interest in talking to him at the moment.

Pamela removed Honey’s gag and Honey licked
her lips. Lord Jamieson was still playing with her nipples and they
were getting hard as they usually did when fondled.

“On your knees, slave,” said Pamela, and
Honey obediently dropped to her knees before Lord Jamieson. Her
hands were still cuffed behind her back, but Honey had learned to
do MANY things with her hands bound behind her back.

Pamela sank to her knees beside Honey.

“May I assist his Lordship with his
trousers?” Pamela asked as Honey knelt there, eyes downcast and
looking at Lord Jamieson’s crotch and wondering what she’d soon be
sucking.

“If you would be so kind,” said Lord
Jamieson.

“Yes, Master,” said Pamela. She unzipped
Jamieson’s trousers and reached in and pulled out his cock. It was
surprisingly large. Stout fellows like Lord Jamieson often had
cocks that tended to shrink into their voluminous lower torsos. His
cock was big enough that it hung out nicely even though some of it
was enshrouded in thick, hairy man flesh.

Pamela leaned back and wrapped one hand
around Honey’s head, grabbing a big handful of her blonde hair. The
other hand went to Honey’s throat.

“Open your mouth, slut,” said Pamela.

Honey opened her mouth and Pamela guided
Honey’s head to Jameison’s cock and Pamela grabbed his cock with
her other hand and held it in place then used her grip on Honey’s
hair to shove Honey’s head forward until Jamieson’s cock was
entirely engulfed by Honey’s mouth, pressing Honey’s head into the
soft flesh of Jamieson’s FUPA (Fat Upper Penis Area).

“Now you work his Lordship’s cock like the
trained slave slut you are,” Pamela hissed, and she began sliding
Honey’s head back and forth along the length of Lord Jamieson’s
cock, holding onto Honey’s lower jaw with one hand and keeping a
grip of Honey’s hair with her other hand.

Honey began working Lord Jamieson’s cock with
her lips and tongue as best she could. She found it relatively
easy… lots of men liked to grab a slavegirl’s head and guide it
during blowjobs. They called it “face-fucking” and Honey liked
it.

“Eyes up, slut,” Lord Jamieson said and Honey
immediately looked up at Lord Jamieson.

“Look up at his Lordship, slut,” Pamela
growled, slapping Honey’s cheek lightly. “Worship the Master as he
deserves, you useless slavegirl.”

Honey was rapidly getting turned on by all
this. No matter how often she had sex in public or was publicly
displayed, she found it intensely exciting. Being naked and cuffed
and kneeling and sucking cock was just so hot, and Pamela’s words
were icing on the cake, sending streams of pure pleasure up from
her pussy.

Pamela sensed this (she was also a slavegirl,
of course she knew about the effect that kind of talk had on a
slavegirl) and kept up a stream of filthy, degrading talk intended
for both Honey and Lord Jamieson. (Though not as much for Lord
Jamieson as he might have thought – he was getting his cock sucked,
he was covered.)

“Go ahead, suck it like you know you want to
you filthy whore slut,” Pamela hissed. “That’s all your disgusting
mouth is fit for, to suck cocks, and frankly, his Lordship is
HONORING your lowly mouth with the attentions of his cock. Suck it,
suck it like the cock-sucking filthy slut you are!”

Oh, Honey just drank it all up.

Looking up at his Lordship was a little more
difficult than sucking his cock, because the underside of his big
white belly completely blocked her view of his face when she had
his cock fully inside her mouth. When Pamela pulled her head
backward, she could see Lord Jamieson’s face gazing down at her as
she worked his cock, his eyes gleaming, and Honey knew exactly why.
It wasn’t the most handsome face she had ever looked at while
sucking a cock, but it wasn’t the ugliest either, though it
definitely trended more toward the ugly side. (The ugliest had to
be the 80-year-old guy with a distinctly skullish look to him, but
that was another story.)

Still, Honey kept her eyes wide and her
expression adoring, or as adoring as it could be with her mouth
distended around Lord Jamieson’s cock and her whole head waggling
back and forth in Pamela’s iron grip.

Pamela was in charge of the blowjob in a very
real sense. She regulated the pace at which Honey sucked Lord
Jamieson’s cock. She watched Lord Jamieson carefully for signs of
arousal. Like Honey, Pamela had experienced blowjobs with a lot of
different men. And she knew the signs when a man was cumming.

Honey was getting a sign because his
Lordship’s cock had grown quite stiff, and a little larger than it
had been, especially thicker. Pamela was pretty good at not
triggering Honey’s gag reflex, but she did sometimes trigger it a
bit once his Lordship’s cock got to full mast.

Honey found herself drifting into subspace.
If there had been a vibrator or a butterfly going at her pussy, she
would probably have been cumming, but as it was, she was VERY
turned on. She felt herself gliding along as her mouth glided along
Lord Jamieson’s cock, propelled by Pamela’s iron grip.

Then Pamela began accelerating the speed with
which Honey moved up and down the cock. The speed rapidly
accelerated until Pamela was actually shaking Honey’s heads
vigorously back and forth, no longer sending her down the full
length of the cock but just covering the last two or three inches
of his cock with insane speed, like his Lordship’s cock was a
sewing machine needle darting in and out of the platen of Honey’s
mouth, only without any sharp, pointy metal parts.

This could not last long, because Honey felt
like her eyes were about to roll out of their sockets. And it
didn’t. Lord Jamieson came in Honey’s mouth, splorting into it just
like a commoner would, just as all men did. (Honey had perfect
score on cock sucking.)

Lord Jameison’s eyes grew big and round and
his mouth fell open into a foolish “O” while his lips curled back a
little, his eyebrows knotting together like his orgasm was
problematical. But it wasn’t problematical, it was ecstatic. This
was his Lordship’s “O” face and like most men’s “O” faces it was a
silly, mildly demonic expression that betrayed that there wasn’t a
thing going on in Lord Jamieson’s head except an explosion of
pleasure.

Honey sucked down all his cum like a good
little slut and cleaned off his cock with her tongue before sinking
back down to her knees. (Pamela of course was hissing, “Clean every
bit of it slut! Get in there!” She was great that way.)

Then Pamela carefully tucked his Lordship’s
cock back into his pants and zipped them back up.

“Good girls,” said Lord Jameison, smiling and
reaching down to tousle both Honey and Pamela’s hair. “You’ve been
a credit to your owner, and I shall tell him so.”

And with those words, he strode off.

Honey and Pamela exchanged grins.

“That was some of the best patronizing ever,”
said Honey. “Your English nobility really know how to do it.”

“Well they have had hundreds of years of
practice,” Pamela said.

“On Bondi Beach a man with Jamieson’s
physique couldn’t get a second look from any self-respecting woman
if he had thousand-dollar bills stickied all over his body,” Honey
observed. “It’s a very shallow standard they have out there, but
it’s a standard.”

“It would make for an interesting sunburn in
any event,” Pamela said, and Honey couldn’t help giggling. “Now
what shall I do with you with all these undoubtedly very horny men
hanging about? I think only one or two of them are gay, in
fact.”

“Omigod, Mistress, only one or two gay men
here? You English will completely blow your stereotypes!” Honey
said.

“Hardly,” Pamelas replied. “All they
have to do is use their toff accents and you chavvy Americans will
think they’re all gay.”

“Can’t argue with that,” Honey said.

 





Chapter 3

 


Clearly, its owner had been holding out when
he’d been face-fucking her. Now that was chivalry!

 


“I think the rolling doggie cart for you,”
Pamela said.

“Oh, yeah,” Honey said, her eyes
gleaming.

“I can wheel you about and offer you to the
gentlemen and so forth,” Pamela said. “Sort of the modern
equivalent of your American cigarette girl.”

“Don’t mock our American cigarette girls,
Mistress,” Honey said. “In the old days, it was all we had in the
way of public kink.”

“Shut up and heel, slut,” said Pamela, rising
to her feet. Honey rose from her feet as well. “Let’s get you
busy.”

Pamela led Honey to a stool-like device in
one of the empty cells. It had a five-star base and a single
pneumatic post like most office chairs, but the center post was
higher and a little thicker than an office chair post, and instead
of a chair seat it had a small square of metal with thick,
upholstered padding atop it, along with a lot of straps.

There were also two posts rising from the
base of the “stool” that had thick pads atop them. Several straps
hung from each pad.

Honey had been on the rolling doggie cart
before, she knew what to do. She walked over to it and carefully
laid down atop it, with Pamela steadying her because Honey’s hands
were cuffed behind her back and if she fell off he chair all she
would have to stop her fall was her face.

When she laid down on the “stool,” Honey’s
head extended well beyond the far end of the pad. The pad supported
her lower torso, but ended a couple of inches north of her pussy.
(Mustn’t block the pussy!) Then Honey lifted her legs and rested
her shins on the two lower pads while Pamela fastened the straps
that hung from the top pad, securing her torso firmly to it.

Once she had Honey’s upper body secured to
the stool, she walked behind Honey and secured her lower legs to
the pads with the straps that hung from them. When she was through
Honey was firmly secured to the stool, there was no escaping it,
and more to the point, there was no falling off it.

“Comfy?” Pamela asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Honey said. It was in fact a
fairly comfortable bondage device, except that she had to either
hold her head up or let it hang down, there was no support for it.
(There was a plastic support that pulled out of the top of the
upper pad that she could rest her head on if need be, but her mouth
was to be available so it wouldn’t be used just yet.)

Pamela went to a cabinet on the wall and
opened it. It was full of sex toys. She grabbed several of them and
returned to Honey’s side. One of them was a ring gag set in a head
harness, another was a posture collar, and there also was a
tailhook. And there was a bit of rope and tube of lube. Honey had a
pretty good idea where all of this was going. Right into her
wheelhouse.

Pamela began by removing Honey’s Butterworth
Manor house collar and putting the posture collar on her. The
posture collar looked a bit like a neck brace, only made out of
shiny, stiffened black leather. There was a ring at the base of it,
just like the Butterworth house collar.

Honey had to tilt her neck back to fit in the
collar because it was designed to hold her head tilted upward – it
had a very high front with a support at the front that held her
chin and jaw in place, coming up over her chin and lower jaw.
Pamela carefully wrapped the collar around her neck and zipped the
stiff leather shut. The collar had very little give to it, it was
more like a plastic shell than a fabric, and that was intentional.
It took most of the strain out of keeping her head up since she
could rest her head on the stiffened front section that held her
chin and jaw. And the neck at the rear was also stiffened,
protecting Honey’s neck from being overstrained by some overzealous
Master in its very vulnerable position. Men were not at their most
conscientious when receiving blowjobs, for whatever reason.

“Gag,” said Pamela once the collar was on,
and Honey opened her mouth wide. Pamela fitted the ring gag in
Honey’s mouth, then fastened the head harness on her head, getting
all the straps good and snug. Next, she tied one end of the rope to
a ring set in the top of Honey’s head harness. Then she lubed the
bulbous metal ball at the end of the tailhook and thoroughly slowly
and carefully, worked the ball into Honey’s ass. Even with the
care, Honey did some squirming. The ball was a lot bigger than her
anus.

Then Pamela threaded the other end of the
rope through the end of the tailhook’s eyelet that now hung out of
Honey’s ass. Finally she pulled the rope taut, bringing the
tailhook eye up over Honey’s ass, and tied it in place, leaving a
taut rope linking the ring at the top of Honey’s head harness to
the end of the tailhook lodged in Honey’s ass.

When she finished, Honey’s body, mounted on
the stool, was an open invitation to sex. Her legs were spread wide
by the pads they rested on, leaving her pussy wide open. And her
head, mounted on the stool base and supported by the posture collar
and held open by the ring gag, was an open invitation. The tailhook
was just a dramatic flourish, but a very effective one, making it
appear that her head was help upright by the rope connecting her
head harness to the tailhook. Her hands, still bound behind her
back, emphasized her helplessness. She was every inch the available
slavegirl.

“Ah, one more thing I think,” said Pamela and
she walked back over to the toy wall and came back with a
blindfold. It was a shaped black cloth, padded where it covered the
eyes and tying in the back. Honey couldn’t see a thing when it was
on, and that was good in two respects and bad in one respect.

It was good because Honey liked being
blindfolded, and because it increased her hearing ability, and
overhearing things was her stock in trade as a slavegirl spy. It
was bad because she was not good at identifying people by their
voices, which means she might not be able to tell who was giving
away what secrets if she heard any, which was often a useful bit of
information.

With Honey properly secured to the doggie
cart, Pamela pushed her out, carefully easing her among the guests
who were fucking their slaves or standing around watching and
talking and drinking and otherwise having a pleasant time.

Honey had no idea what a tempting sight she
presented to the guests. Her ass was stuck out, spread wide, and
the tailhook lodged in her anus functioned as an arrow of sorts.
Her clean-shorn pussy was just as tanned as the rest of her body,
except for the pink bits of her inner labia that extended beyond
her outer labia, like naughty little inviting tongues.

Her head was if anything even more inviting.
The posture collar framed her mouth on the bottom and the blindfold
framed it on the top. Her mouth, stretched wide by the ring gag,
was framed by soft red lips, with a hint of pink tongue inside the
dark, inviting hole that her mouth had become.

Pamela was very discreet as she wheeled Honey
about. She didn’t talk to anyone or gesture or point, she just let
everyone see the beauty available for their use. The men here were
accustomed to having such treats presented to them at Jamieson’s
events, and they were not slow to take him up on his offered
prize.

In a very short time Honey felt the stool she
was on rise. There were levers beneath the support that held her
torso that allowed Pamela to raise and lower the stool to various
heights, much like the pneumatic controls on office chairs,
allowing Pamela to position Honey’s head at perfect penis-sucking
height. Or pussy-licking height, for that matter.

And so when Honey felt the stool go up or
down, she knew to expect boarders. And moments after the stool
stopped descending, Honey felt a cock probing her throat.

In her position, Honey was absolutely
passive. The posture collar kept her from moving her head back and
forth at all. Honey liked the passivity. She could use her tongue,
and Honey did, caressing the incoming cock with her tongue and
making it welcome, though given her bondage, Honey’s opinion of the
incoming cock was definitely moot.

The man who was fucking Honey’s face may have
noticed Honey’s tongue work or not, Honey couldn’t tell. His cock
definitely got hard plenty fast, and he was soon fucking her face
easily, the big ring gag giving his engorged cock plenty of room to
move. Sometimes the cock probed her throat, and there was nothing
Honey could do about it, she was absolutely unable to move her
head. Fortunately he didn’t gag her much, mostly because Honey’s
training in the Bascom slave kennels had taught her to suppress her
gag reflex, and she wasn’t really bothered by the occasional thrust
that probed the back of her throat.

At least she didn’t have to work to keep her
head in place. The posture collar took all the strain out of her
muscles in that respect. Honey liked that.

Young men and older men who didn’t get a lot
of blowjobs generally came very quickly, but wealthy men tended to
get lots of blowjobs – if their wives were unwilling, buying a
blowjob was just chump change to them. Hell, buying a mistress was
just chump change to them.

This was one of the wealthy ones who
regularly got blowjobs by whatever means, Honey could tell because
he lasted a long time. To pass the time, she eavesdropped on the
conversations around her. All her senses were slightly heightened
when she was blindfolded, most especially her hearing. She could
definitely smell and taste the cock in her mouth, in fact, she
couldn’t avoid doing so. But she could hear so much: the slight
mechanical sounds made by the stool as it rocked back and forth
slightly in response to the thrusts of the cock in Honey’s mouth,
the sound of glasses clinking, the sounds of other people around
her moaning as they had sex in whatever way they were having sex,
and most of all the sounds of voices.

The conversations around Honey were mostly
useless as far as spying went.

“Lord Wansiger is claiming he’s an
environmentalist now doing all kinds of public backing of wind
farms and solar and so forth, but I know for a fact that he still
had the bulk of his fortune in the Piedmont Investment Group, and
they’re backing the North Slope big time.”

“Bah, it’s not a bad strategy, I do it
myself. Put a few million into some electric whijamajiggy loudly
and publicly, keep my oil investments quiet. It’s the money that
counts you know, and by that measure my true allegiance is to
Panama, not England.”

Lots of hearty, knowing laughter there.

Meanwhile, the cock rammed back and forth
inside Honey’s mouth, her body responding to it, and not just
because of the cock. Pamela was quietly and relentlessly stroking
Honey’s pussy. She knew Honey’s clit well. On their first night in
the kennels together, Pamela had tied Honey down and worked her
body hard, finding out just what it took to make Honey cum, where
her limits really were in regard to pain and pleasure and
limberness. Pamela had also assessed the skill of Honey’s tongue in
pleasing women, the fun way, and at length. When she’d finished
with that, Honey’s face had reeked of Pamela’s pussy.

Afterward, Pamela tied Honey’s wrists to
Pamela’s ankles, and then tied her wrists to Honey’s ankles, and
she’d dived into Honey’s pussy face first and given her some truly
powerful orgasms, while Honey did the same for her. They slept tied
like that all night, rousing occasionally for more slavegirl
69.

The next morning, when they’d awakened, they
were not only intimate, but also friends, though Honey was not sure
why it was so. It was just so.

So when Pamela fondled Honey’s pussy, she was
in familiar territory, and knew exactly what she was doing, and
soon Honey was squirming helplessly in her bonds. Honey was so
thoroughly bound that she couldn’t even do much squirming. But her
hands were very eloquent, bound behind her back and twisting in
their bonds, fingers outstretched as the stream of pleasures from
Pamela’s knowing fingers and the cock filling her mouth send
Honey’s mind into a quick spiral of pleasure that had her gliding
through subspace in no time. But Honey didn’t cum, because Pamela
didn’t let her. She used her knowledge of Honey’s responses to
expertly edge Honey, getting her to the brink of orgasm and keeping
her there, without ever quite letting her go over the brink.

Honey felt the quickening in the cock in her
mouth, the loss of control as his body shifted to instinctual,
almost mechanical thrusting and when the splorting happened it was
no surprise at all. Bound as she was, there wasn’t a lot she could
do physically about it. She couldn’t even swallow properly with the
ring gag keeping her mouth propped open, she just had to let the
stuff just roll down her throat.

Fortunately, Honey had had a certain amount
of, i.e., a lot of, experience of men cumming in her mouth while
she was ring gagged. She had no problem with it and in fact barely
noticed it with Pamela working her clit so expertly.

When Pamela saw the man pull his cock out of
Honey’s mouth she quickly stepped forward and offered to clean it
with her mouth, which the man graciously allowed her to do while
Honey hung on the stool and drooled from both ends. She couldn’t
help it.

As soon as the one man departed, another
stepped forward and thrust his cock into Honey’s mouth. A busy
night for Honey. She was fine with it, she was still so horny from
being fingered by Pamela and she hadn’t cum. A cock in her mouth
suited Honey just fine. She tongued it and enjoyed it and in a
little bit she felt Pamela’s hand working her pussy again and she
soared gracefully into subspace as the man’s cock grow hard in her
mouth. More fun, as far as Honey was concerned.

But then the man pulled his cock out of
Honey’s mouth without cumming in it, which left Honey a tad
disappointed, she hoped no other slut was taking advantage of the
hard-on that had been created inside her mouth.

But seconds later she felt a cock probing at
her pussy, and although she had no way of telling whose it was, its
stiffness was indicative. (Not that whose cock it was even mattered
to Honey in her present state of extreme horniness.) Pamela helped
guide whomever’s cock into Honey’s pussy, and soon it was sliding
in and out of Honey’s very wet pussy just as easily as it had been
sliding in and out of her ring-gagged mouth. And that was what
mattered.

The cock fucked Honey’s pussy even more
vigorously than it had fucked her mouth. Clearly, its owner had
been holding out when he’d been face-fucking her. Now that was
chivalry! Honey moaned and writhed in her bonds, unconscious of her
movements, soaring in ecstasy as her pussy was pounded
relentlessly.

This proved to be another man who was used to
getting his cock sucked. he lasted a long time. Honey started
cumming not long after he started fucking her, Pamela had edged the
hell out of her, making her easy meat for the cock. She came, and
squirted, and drabs of her juice leaked out. She felt someone slap
her ass hard and more juice squirted out.

There was laughter, it barely registered for
Honey, she was too busy cumming. In fact, when a second cock slid
into the gag holding Honey’s mouth open, she barely noticed it. She
was aware at some level that there was a cock in her mouth, but
that was about it. She could not have told anyone that she was
being spitroasted, a man at either end of her, working her mouth
and pussy in tandem. Well, not really in tandem, they weren’t
coordinating their thrusts, they were each going at their own pace,
and Honey, she was going at her own pace, too. But it was working
for all of them. And eventually, the men came, and Honey stopped
cumming, and Pamela cleaned up the men’s cocks with her tongue and
tucked them back in their pants like the proper English slavegirl
that she was. She also wiped down Honey’s honeypot with a paper
towel.

Then it was another discreet lap around the
room until another man crooked his finger and Pamela wheeled Honey
over to serve him.

Hours later, when Pamela finally wheeled
Honey back into the cell and released her from the stool, she was
well and truly used. And so was Pamela, because many of the guests
were quite partial to her, and Pamela was not ignored by them. She
had spent time sucking cocks and being fucked, too, as was only
right and proper.

Sandra leashed Honey up and gagged her and
bound her and led her back to her room, giving her a very nice good
night kiss with lots of tongue and butt fondling after removing her
gag, but before freeing her wrists. Then she left. She might have
stayed to play with Honey, but they were both thoroughly fucked and
didn’t really need or want any sex at the moment.

For the next two months, Honey served Lord
Jamieson and anyone he designated and had a good time doing it.
Jamieson fucked her several dozen times, always very thoroughly,
often with his wife and/or Pamela present. Pamela was always there
to assist in any way Lord Jamieson desired, and Lady Jamieson
participated or didn’t, as suited her fancy.

 





Chapter 4

 


“If you weren’t there sucking their cock,
their cocks would be getting sucked by someone who wouldn’t be
giving us good intel.”

 


But all good things must come to and end, and
eventually Lord Jamieson sent Honey back to Bascom’s offices. There
was no notice, no farewell, except from Pamela.

“I am sorry to say that your service with
Lord Jameison is at an end, Honey,” she said one morning. “He is
sending you back to Bascom.”

“Yes, Mistress,’ said Honey calmly, like
Pamela had told her today there would be blueberry jam on the
toast.

“I thought you might be pleased,” said
Pamela, “but you seem to be taking it quite calmly.”

“Well I am not going to miss the English
weather,” said Honey. “And the pace of things here is a little slow
for my tastes, long term. It’s been nice for a temporary thing, but
I went into this knowing it would be temporary. I will miss you,
however. It’s been fun.”

“I will miss you as well,” said Pamela. “I
have been in charge of a lot of girls at Butterworth. Some, like
you, I am sorry to see leave, others I’m fine with them leaving,
others I can’t wait to see the last of. I do hope someday you will
find a Master who is worthy of you.”

“Oh, me, too,” said Honey. “But not for a
while yet. There are so MANY cute Masters out there to be
investigated, you know.”

“Oh, yes,” Pamela said, smiling. “And I am
sure you will investigate the hell out of them.”

“It’s an ongoing project,” said Honey. “A
labor of love.”

“Sometimes the journey is what truly
matters,” said Pamela with a smirk.

“You understand me all too well, sister,”
said Honey. “Do you have a phone? A personal one?”

“Yes, a cell,” said Pamela.

“If I tell you my cell number, will you
remember it?” asked Honey.

“Probably not,” said Pamela. “I’m not good
with numbers.”

“Would you tell me yours?” Honey asked.

“Sure,” said Pamela. “It’s one of the few
numbers I can remember.” And she reeled it off.

Honey went to her purse and texted her a
message. “Let’s keep in touch.”

“There, you have my number now,” said Honey.
“Please don’t hand it out to anyone. If you feel you must share it
with your Master or your Mistress, though, I will understand.”

“I’ll not part with it,” said Pamela, “unless
of course my owners asks for it, or I feel they might want to have
it.”

“That’s fine,” said Honey. She was sure
Bascom had told Lord Jamieson about her when he’d won the bidding
contest. Using her real identity as her cover for becoming a Bascom
Agency slavegirl-for-hire had some advantages. And it would have
been cruel to force Pamela to decide between being loyal to her
owners or loyal to her. And futile, too, Honey knew what the
outcome would be.

Lord Jamieson’s driver took Honey to the
London Bascom Agency office. It had the same subdued patina of
wealth that Bascom’s Los Angeles offices had, but with more Olde
English flair. Honey spent almost an hour sitting around talking
about her experience with Lord Jamieson with some Bascom flunky
before she got bored with it all and left. The flunky had expected
her to spend more like two hours but she had told him to fuck off
in the most polite imaginable terms, though she had been ready to
be considerably less polite if he had insisted. But he was smart
enough to back off.

Honey had received a coded message that the
Initiative wanted her to go to Cromer, a little tourist town on the
coast of Norfolk noted for its crabs and Winston Churchill not
having enjoyed a stay there. She was also to go incognito. So two
days later Honey drove out to Cromer in a car rented by an
Initiative agent, a pleasant two-hour-plus drive. She drove to the
parking lot of the big tourist pier and spotted her contact, a
middle-aged man in a blue parka with a Northfields Oil logo on it.
Honey got out of the car and shrugged on her heavy faux fur coat.
That wind coming off the water was fierce.

“Miss Trapp I presume?” he asked as Honey
approached him.

“The same,” said Honey. “But call me Eileen
Wakefield, it’s my name today.”

“Very well, you can call me Richard Potter,
it’s my name today,” he said, smiling. “Shall we go inside?”

“I thought you’d never ask,” said Honey.
“It’s brisk out here.”

‘Yes, the wind off the water is, as you
Americans say, a bear here,” said Potter.

Honey smiled. She had never heard anyone say
the water was a bear anywhere.

They walked to a big restaurant at the end of
a pier. It wasn’t a working pier, it was a tourist pier.

“So what’s the point of my little excursion
today?” Honey asked when they sat at a long table that ran the
entire length of the dining area, facing out on water, which was
roiling and gray. Honey was glad to be inside with a white wine in
front of her.

“It’s a reward, we hope, for your good work,”
said Potter, taking a sip of a dark ale that looked strong enough
to melt through the heavy glass mug that held it.

“What good work?” Honey asked.

“The intel you produced has been very
useful,” said Potter. ““It’s the financial info you’ve sent that is
really paying off. We knew the oil people didn’t care at all for
electric cars, solar power, wind power, that sort of thing, but we
had no idea how actively they were opposing them, or specifically
who was opposing what. Thanks to your information, we’ve been able
to get a little closer to those answers, and our financial people
are going to be taking a more active role against their financial
people, assisted by our extreme measure group as necessary.”

“I can’t think of anything I sent out that
would have pointed you to anyone in particular,” said Honey.

“Probably not,” said Potter. “But our people
are good, just a bit of direction is all they need. And some of
your information was confirmation of something we already knew from
another source, which is very helpful. Two sources are much better
than one.”

Potter looked at his watch.

“I know that most people who do the work you
do never get to see the results,” said Potter. “We thought you
might enjoy seeing a result, however remotely. In about five
minutes.”

“So this is the closest approach to the North
Sea oil and gas fields?” Honey asked.

“Not the absolute closest, but should be
close enough,” said Potter. “And quite comfortable.”

“Comfort works for me,” said Honey, having
another sip of wine. “And I’m not sure I deserve a reward, all of
us take risks, I imagine some have risked their lives and lost
them.”

“You are undoubtedly correct about that, but
still, you take risks,” said Potter.

“I suck the cocks of oil barons, such
dangerous work,” said Honey.

“Such useful work, nonetheless,” said Potter.
“If you weren’t there sucking their cock, their cocks would be
getting sucked by someone who wouldn’t be giving us good
intel.”

“Well it’s good that Lord Jameison will be
getting a little payback,” said Honey.

“Oh, this isn’t one of Lord Jamieson’s
investments, we’re going to leave Lord Jamieson alone for a while,”
said Potter.

“Why?” asked Honey.

“To avoid compromising you, my dear,” said
Potter. “Your intel gave us many targets, many approaches to take,
and the only link between them and you is that they were at events
hosted by Lord Jamieson. And there are plenty of other sources of
information about all of them. But if we were to directly attack
Lord Jamieson, well, considering what happened to that
Generalissimo fella down in Las Miserabil, people might start
getting suspicious. Can’t have that!”

“Lord Jamieson himself wasn’t a bad person in
my personal experience, so I’m not heartbroken,” said Honey.

“That’s the spirit,” said Potter. “Ah, about
time. Look straight out over the ocean.”

For a long minute they sat in silence looking
out over the ocean on a gray December day. Then there was a flash
of yellow, and another, leaving a dull yellow glow that grew
brighter and held steady.

Just seconds after the flashes, two low,
distant “booms” occurred, one after the other.

“What was that?” Honey asked.

“Northfield rigs 23BRC and 19ARC,” said
Potter.

“I hope no one was hurt,” said Honey.

“We took steps,” said Potter. “Yesterday we
called in a bomb threat on Northfield 8YRC and followed up and hour
later by setting off some ordinance on that rig where no structural
damage was done and no workers were likely to be. No injuries
there. They get so many bomb threats that they don’t always pay
attention, so we sent them a warning bombing, in effect. Gave us a
tad more credibility when the real bombs went off. We warned them
an hour ago, and word is that they’ve cleared their people out
properly.”

“And the point of all of it is?” Honey
asked.

“Twofold,” said Potter. “The rigs that just
blew up were the ones doing exploratory drilling in tar sands. This
will slow them down. It’s also a warning: people who can and will
blow things up good don’t want them mucking about with the tar
sands. Which will add some weight to the enviro groups’
protests.”

“Whatever works,” said Honey, sighing and smiling. “It’s good to
know that something did.”

 


The End
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billionaire. Stephanie was a beauty contest also-ran. Abduction and
forced kinky BDSM sex slavery were definitely NOT in either of
their life plans, but … they happened. And Stephanie and James
surprised themselves and each other as their relationship
developed. They say love conquers all, but they had a LOT of all to
conquer to get to their Happily Ever After.

 


Three Tavern Slaves

Come to the Smiling Slut Tavern and enjoy your favorites:
Moira the Yard Sale Slut, Jessica the Virgin, or Mia the
Contortionist, because the sexual use of ALL the servers is on the
menu at this very special tavern! A novel and two novellas that
will rock your world! It's over 100,000 words of the very finest
taboo erotica! (Note: all three stories are also sold separately on
Smashwords.)

 


Mall of Shame

Karen’s happy visit to the
mall ends badly when she winds up in the Punishment Pit for
shoplifting – bound, naked, gagged and forced to do sexual things
in front of the other shoppers. How will she ever survive the shame
and humiliation of such a public sex display? Prequel to
“Arena of Shame and Glory.”

 


Sex Station Slut

In the Basic Income world there were
Sexual Recreation Centers, where sex station sluts waited, naked
bound, gagged and hooded, for men (or women, they had no choice) to
come use them in whatever way they pleased. What Jamie Raskins
finds at a sex station will delight him and it might even change
his life. But whatever happens, he will remember it for the rest of
his life.

 


The MeTwo Girls

When Hollywood heavy
Roscoe Tannenbaum got the script for "Slave Girls of Outer Space"
he knew he had a role that every A-list actress in Hollywood would
sexually submit to his kinky desires to get. When Tannenbaum
dangled the role in front of A-lister Candace Morrison she wanted
it REALLY badly -- but not THAT badly -- until she and her stunt
double hatch a plan to turn the tables on Tannenbaum!

 


Emmalina's Rape

Everyone -- her own
sister, her brother-in-law, her psychiatrist -- wanted Emmalina
raped! When she'd tried to buy a gun, that had triggered everyone!
Now she'd been classified as a Crazy Aunt and was being given to a
Scary Uncle to be raped repeatedly, which would surely turn her
into his mindless love slave! How can Emmalina escape this
predicament, especially with all the bondage she'll be
in?

 


Riverbeast: the Journey – Books 1-6
combined

All six novellas in the
story of the Riverbeast, a rich trader's daughter kidnapped by wild
Mississippi riverboatmen for a long voyage of rape and sex slavery,
with a long stay in the notorious Hole In The Wall saloon as a
captive saloon slavegirl, to be used by any customer with 50 cents
to spare an unwilling whore whose life is an endless series of
stranger rapes while in bondage. Will the Riverbeast ever find
happiness and true love in a life like this? Read the book and find
out! The first book in the Riverbeast series, Finks Revenge is free:
get a taste and see if you like it.

 


President Slavegirl

President Slave Girl is
Books 1-4 of the President Slave Girl series gathered into one
volume. It's the story of Eileen MacCammon, former President of the
United States, who enacted a reign of terror and then loses
re-election ... and all her civil liberties, making her any man or
woman's slave girl, thrusting her into an odyssey in an America
that mostly hates her. Rape, kidnapping, more rape, involuntary
servitude, involuntary body modification, public humiliation … it's
a tough journey for the former President. Over 100,000 words long.
The first book of the President Slavegirl series,
The Homouth is free, so
have yourself a good read and see if you like it.

 


Erotic
Slavegirls Of Outer Space – The Novel

Join Dita and Maria, two hot, sexy escaped
sex slaves, as they romp through a galaxy filled with competing
interstellar empires, artificial intelligences, aliens, space
pirates, hair's-breadth escapes from bondage and hot, sexy humanoid
men with whom they can slake their steamy sexual bondage desires.
It's just plain fun, like watching a 1980s sexy SF B-movie, minus
the stupid, plus kinky sex that ranges from the mild (sexual
bondage and rape) to the wild!

 


I, The Glider Gun

Century City Police
Detective Lacy Throbb was as hard-boiled as they come. Gangsters
had tried to kill her and beat her and it had always worked out
badly for them (though Lacy was surprisingly easy to rape, and for
reasons that might challenge the very nature of reality! This
30,000-word novella is a hard-boiled crime noir parody, a science
fiction story and taboo erotica with a touch of gonzo!

 


Pet Shop Girls #2: Nataly the Violent
Virgin

Nataly kept her cool when her father lost
his job and her Premium family had to go on Basic Income. Then
something sparked her to extreme violence, and now she is a Pet
Shop girl who must serve as any man's (or woman's) sex slave,
doomed to be raped while gagged, naked and bound. But Nataly has a
secret … she's a virgin! How will this violent virgin stay chaste
amid the depravities of life as a Pet Shop slave girl? Answer: she
won't. Nataly will go down swinging, however, but will she return
to the Premium status she loves somehow? This novel is a powerful
and sexy vision of a future where billionaire oligarchs rule with
impunity, and beautiful young virgins who wind up in Pet Shops are
a sought-after novelty.

 


The Adventures of Bondor Woman

Bondor Woman is a crime fighting superhero,
a member of the League of Goody Two-Shoes, and the official goddess
of slavegirls. She runs the Transformational Institute in Bagooly
Nooly, where select supervillainesses are reformed via bondage,
rape and loving authority, not necessarily in that order. Any
resemblance between Bondor Woman and a certain Golden Age
superheroine who reforms criminals via bondage is strictly
spoofericial. This book is 100,000 words long.

 


So This Is My Life Now

When a high-powered corporate exec
discover that lower tier employees are inexplicably happy, she
investigates and thanks to a mysterious new kind of brain implant,
shortly thereafter somehow becomes a sex slave to the Lesbian
Janissaries of the Thongan Resistance! It's lesbian BDSM erotica
with a science fiction flair!

 


Fifty Shades of Princess Gaia – Star Wars parody. Humor, sex slavery, sexual bondage, rape,
alien sex.

 


Princess Slavegirl of Bal-Marduk
– Parody of Biblical epics. Humor, sex slavery,
sexual bondage, rape

 



Other Books and Stories By Pat Powers

(Published Elsewhere Than Smashwords)

 


Stolen Collar, Stolen Heart

A very kinky young adult contemporary erotic
romance novel. Kit, the alpha male heir of a billionaire, and
Coyote, the alpha male MMA champion, both want brilliant English
Lit student Donna in their collars. But … what does Donna want …
and how much will what Donna wants depend on the mysterious powers
of the collar to change a woman's mind?

 


Arena Of Shame And Glory

Novel-length stand-alone sequel to Mall of
Shame and Glory. The success of mall pits of humiliation has led to
a new kind of punishment for shoplifting at a mall: you can become
an arena prize girl, who will be used sexually in front of everyone
at an arena near the mall, by the winner of a Mixed Martial Arts
contest. When Kim Kasparian’s scheming mother decides to give her
career as a celebrity a boost by making an arena prize girl of her,
it’s a win-win for everybody, but her old study buddy from high
school who’s now a Mixed Martial Arts pro fighter has plans of his
own.

 


The Lovonian Honey Trap

Spy thriller – Sexual bondage, consensual
sex slavery, pony girls, public sex, public nudity

 


The Love Slave Robot War: Books 1-3

Science Fiction, robots, sex slavery, sexual
bondage

 


The Final Veil

Detective thriller. Alpha male, sex slavery,
sexual bondage, stripper

 


Run, Sluts, Run! See Sluts Run!

Compilation of three short stories about sex
slaves who race. Includes “The Slut Run,” “Office Slave” and “Slut
Race 3250!” Humor, sex slavery, sexual bondage

 


Tiny, Big

Fantasy. Lesbianism, sex slavery, sexual
bondage, orgy
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